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J.R.R. Tolkien:
Reforging Myths
by Julia Cryne
Assignment: Submit a research paper based on an idea/issue in a New Yorker magazine
article.
Some have said that J.R.R. Tolkien is a visionary;
others call him “lightweight.” Regardless of one’s opinions, the lore and tales within his writings are as new
and unique as they are ancient and borrowed. Tolkien
is a master of new mythology, yet he thoroughly pays
tribute to the old ways through his work. He was inspired by the great Nordic sagas of the North, the traditional faerie tales from his childhood, his own life
experiences and also, perhaps, by a man he personally
detested: Wagner. The work of Tolkien is a great melting pot into which the ancient is revived and reborn. In
many ways, Tolkien’s work is new in that it combines
and recycles the old to create a unique vision of the
modernized fairy tale. J.R.R. Tolkien’s writings have
reforged mythology and traditional faerie tales, Wagnerian motifs, and mid-twentieth-century ideas to create a
unique world in literature.
Tolkien found his greatest inﬂuence in the great
Nordic sagas and traditional faerie tales and myths.
These have had an incredible impact on his life. Of all
Cottey College

of the Nordic sources for Tolkien’s work, the Völsunga
Saga was possibly his greatest inspiration. A version of
these tales translated into English was released just a
few years before his birth, and he read them often as a
child, and then later in the original Norse language as
an adult. The Völsunga Saga had several aspects that
intrigued Tolkien, including the courageous Northern
hero, the idea of a magical bodily adornment which
makes the wearer invisible, a sword reforged, and, especially, the dragon. In “The Story of Sigurd,” which
is part of the Völsunga Saga, a hero is killed after his
sword is broken, and he “bade [his wife] keep the broken pieces of the sword, to make a new sword for his
son” (Anderson 112). In the same story, the hero son
slays a dragon and discovers in his hoard the “Helm
of Dread, a golden helmet, and whoever wears it is
invisible” (116). Further, Tolkien himself said of the
Völsunga Saga in an interview in 1965 that “dragons
always attracted me as a mythological element. They
seemed to be able to compromise human malice and
5

bestiality together so extraordinarily well, and also the
sort of malicious wisdom and shrewdness -- terrifying
creatures!” (qtd. in Anderson 111). Tolkien’s love for
dragons later led to a pivotal role for a one in his ﬁrst
published work, The Hobbit.
Tolkien drew inspiration from other Nordic sources
as well, and is well known for his love of the Norse languages. In his work, Tolkien’s “traditional” races were
often drawn right out of Nordic heritage. According to
Thomas Gasque in his article about “The Monsters and
the Critters” of Tolkien, “In Norse folklore [. . .] elves
were generally thought of as good and friendly to men
[. . .] and prefer forest-homes,” while dwarfs “were less
esteemed, for they frequently sought to do mischief to
men [. . .] . They are traditionally masters of metallurgy,
have great stores of wealth, and are gifted with great
strength” (Isaacs and Zimbardo 159-60). These characteristics are all applied throughout the work of Tolkien
at length and religiously. Also, the language of the elves
is a direct derivative of Finnish, which Tolkien spoke
ﬂuently.
Traditional western faerie tales of the nineteenth
century also had lasting effects on the works of Tolkien.
Stories like “The Dragon Tamers” by E. Nesbit, published around the turn of the century and “The Elves”
by Ludwig Tieck, published in 1827, gave Tolkien further material for his melting pot of lore and served as
an example of Victorian romantic faerie tales. In “The
Dragon Tamers,” the size, color and temperament of
the dragon is extremely reminiscent of the dragon that
appears in The Hobbit: “The dragon seemed to be made
almost entirely of iron armor [. . .] a red-rust color it
was” (Anderson 186). In The Hobbit, the “ red-stained”
Dragon says “I am armored above and below with iron
scales and hard gems. No blade can pierce me” (Tolkien 213). And the Elves of Tieck appear continuously
youthful, golden and wise, as do their counterparts in
Tolkien.
It has long been argued that Wagner inﬂuenced
Tolkien, though the writer denied it venomously: “Both
rings were round, and there the resemblance ceases”
(qtd. in Birzer). Others have claimed that they share a
similar literary background, which is why there appears
to be a resemblance. The sources that Wagner himself
said he used were some of the same as Tolkien. In a letter written in 1856, Wagner listed his principle sources
as: “Edda Saemundar, Völsungasaga, and Nibelungen
Nôt und die Klage” (qtd. in Cord). Edda Saemundar,
called The Poetic Edda, is a collection of Nordic poems
6

of Iceland. It describes the ancient Gods, the hero, Siegfried, and the Nibelungen tragedy (Cord 57). Tolkien
was not only a fan of Icelandic sagas and mythology, he
founded a club in London called “The Inklings” which
gathered to read works in the original Norse languages,
or works derived from them. Tolkien was certainly familiar with such a famous work as the Edda Saemundar. The Völsunga Saga was perhaps the main source
of Wagner, though it too was Icelandic. The Völsunga
Saga was discussed above for its importance to Tolkien; both authors drew heavily from this source which
was ﬁrst penned in the thirteenth century. Nibelungen
Nôt und die Klage or “Song of the Nibelungs” is now
considered a national epic of Germany. This is similar
to the Völsunga Saga, except that in its Southerly version, the emphasis on German culture and land is more
reminiscent of Wagner than Tolkien. The ﬁrst section
of the work concerns Siegfried, Bruhild, and the Nibelungs of the Rhine; this part was used extensively in
Wagner (59). While Tolkien did study some German
folklore, he was more familiar with the Nordic works,
so it is unlikely that this speciﬁc source had any great
meaning to him.
The parallels of plot, characters, and language between Tolkien and Wagner have a greater connection
than the shared background. Several aspects of Tolkien and Wagner’s work are only evident between them,
and not in older sources, which suggests that the coincidences between the similarities of their work may be
more than mere coincidences. As pointed out by Alex
Ross, “[Tolkien] certainly knew his Wagner, and made
an informal study of ‘Die Walküre’ not long before
writing the novels” (161). The most important shared
aspect between the two is the ring of power. The idea
of an omnipotent, all powerful, world-dominating evil
ring which betrays its bearer, originates in Wagner (Ross
161; Spengler; Birzer). Both rings, when destroyed,
will bring about the end of a race (the Gods in Wagner
and elves in Tolkien), and can only be “destroyed” by
the natural element from which they were forged. A few
more of the many parallels which are unique to Tolkien
and Wagner include: a dark creator of the ring (Sauron
and Alberich) who is also the “slave of the ring”, and
commands the forces of darkness (qtd. in Wagner 200);
the servants or slaves under the ring (Ring Wraiths and
Nibelungs); an immortal deity who becomes mortal because of an act of love for a mortal hero (Arwen and
Bruhilda); and the death of the betrayer of the hero by
falling into the element where the ring is destroyed
Cottey College

(Gollum and Hagon). Both the Ring Cycle and The
Lord of the Rings revolve around a great quest, the rise
of a hero, the destruction of the ring of power, and thus
the destruction of the immortal race. Similar lines from
characters are notable, such as the condensed proclamation by Bruhilda: “Ride to ruin and the world’s ending!” (Wagner 291) and the speech by Theoden, “Fells
deeds awake: ﬁre and slaughter! Spear shall be shaken,
shield be splintered, a sword-day, a red day, ere the sun
rises! Ride now, ride now!” (Tolkien, Return 112). Also
the reference of the lord of the rings as the “Slave of the
Ring” (Wagner 57; Tolkien, Fellowship 60). It seems
that the case for coincidences indicates that at the least
Tolkien was familiar with Wagner’s work and may have
unconsciously incorporated some of the material into
his work; at most, he deliberately incorporated some of
Wagner’s ideas into the books.
Several important literary motifs of Wagner are
also found in Tolkien. Primarily, the all-powerful ring,
which causes such trouble in both stories, is the main
similarity. The other main element is the starting and
ending point of the two great “sagas”: the destruction of
the immortals. The two stories are really the tragedies
of the immortals: the Gods of Wagner and the elves of
Tolkien (Spengler). Another shared piece is one main
ingredient of the character of the hero: courage. Tolkien and Wagner both saw the Nordic courageous hero
as the ultimate “good” ﬁgure (Birzer). The heroes were
then able to use their courage against the face of total destruction to achieve their ends. A ﬁnal interesting
shared motif is the symbol of the eye as power. In The
Lord of the Rings, a disembodied Sauron maintains his
power and wages war in the shape of a ﬂaming eye on
top of his tower. In Wagner, the most powerful God,
Wotan, must give an eye to receive his power in the
ancient days. All of the motifs above (except for the
characteristic of courage) are not found in the shared
sources of Wagner and Tolkien. They are unique to
them, and prove an interesting correlation between the
two great works.
Twentieth century ideas also play a role in shaping the tales of Tolkien and the lives and experiences
of his characters. Modern warfare and the World Wars
have certainly changed Tolkien as they have changed
the values that shape the human experience. As Alex
Ross notes, “Tolkien began The Lord of the Rings in the
wake of the First World War, whose carnage he experienced ﬁrst-hand, and he ﬁnished it in the wake of the
Second” (162). The total warfare and epic battles in The
Cottey College

Hobbit at the Battle of Five Armies, and in The Lord of
the Rings at the battles of Helms Deep, Pelennor Fields,
and before the Black Gate of Mordor are reminiscent
of the chaos and carnage of the battleﬁelds of World
War I. Tolkien clearly shows the loss of the great battles
in the large casualties in the aftermath and destruction
of war, yet by the characters in his books, war is seen
as the only option to destroy their enemies, which was
the attitude of the mid-twentieth century: war is necessary. As Sam notes to Frodo in The Return of the King,
“There is some good in this world, and it is worth ﬁghting for” (Tolkien 196).
The ideas of the last century also affected Tolkien’s
work in other ways. The ideas of man-made global destruction, and the ability to rise from nothingness to total power, create the medium for a change from the old
world era to the new. The notion of the ring of power
as a global killer could not really have surfaced before
Wagner’s time: “It is surely no accident that the notion
of a Ring of Power surfaces in the late nineteenth century, when technologies of mass destruction were appearing on the horizon” (Ross 162). That was when the
thought of weapons of destruction were realized in the
hands of the individual. The predecessors of Wagner
did not create it because it was not in their mind frame.
As Marina Warner points out, “The association of magical power with weapons of destruction, not with philosophical wisdom, with devices, not with deliberation
and negotiation, takes such stories out of the human
arena.” Further, people in the old world era were either
born with power or they were born without it; those
without power could really never hope to achieve it before Wagner’s time. There was no “ring” or any other
device that could make someone into a king or a world
ruler. However, “by Wagner’s time, it was clear that a
marginal individual would soon be able to unleash terror with the ﬂick of a wrist” (Ross 162). Thus enters a
new era -- where the common individual may become
the new Sauron -- catalyzed by the mass destruction of
the technologies of man and the complete upheaval of
the old world hierarchy.
Tolkien created many unique inventions, and an
entire world in literature, out of his melting pot of history. Of all of the creatures that Tolkien created in his
books, three almost totally original beings stand out in
two aspects: their unique ability to be unaffected by the
One Ring, and their complete originality in literature.
The Balrog of Morgoth -- which the Fellowship encountered in the mines of Moria -- was unlike any other
7

creature. The Balrog is mentioned as a “dark shadow”
with a vaguely manlike shape “cast of ﬁre” (Tolkien,
Fellowship 344). This creature is ancient, and is able to
break Gandalf’s spells, which make it very powerful.
The Balrog is characterized by Thomas Gasque in his
article as “a central disorder that no creature can withstand” (Isaacs and Zimbardo 157). The Balrog cares
naught for Frodo and the ring, and focuses solely on
destruction. Like the Balrog, Shelob “was there, who
was there before Sauron [. . .] and she served none but
herself” (Tolkien, Two Towers 332). Shelob is the Great
Spider of the elder days who waylaid Frodo and Sam in
her lair at Cirith Ungol. The other large spiders of Mirkwood (who were encountered in The Hobbit) were her
children. She weaves “webs of shadow; for all living
things were her food, and her vomit darkness” (332).
Gasque describes Shelob as “death or blind appetite,”
who attempts to kill Frodo only for his value as food,
versus his possession of the One Ring for which she
does not care (Isaacs and Zimbardo 157). Unlike the
monsters which Tolkien created from scratch, the character of Tom Bombadil is an ultimately good character,
though his likeness cannot really be found in any other
faerie tales. He is “apparently some kind of nature god,
or perhaps he is the embodiment of the life principle”
(156). But like the two monsters, he is indifferent to the
ring, and is “interested only in sustaining life and fostering the enjoyment of it” (156). Gasque deﬁnes Bombadil as a living force of “life or nature” (157). These
three characters are the only ones in the trilogy who
are completely nonplussed about the One Ring and its
existence. They further are so unique and totally off the
wall that their invention in Tolkien only serves to show
how original he can be as a creator.
In many ways, the reforging of a variety of old
legends and tales into a completely new fairy tale creates something which stands entirely on its own. Tolkien sub-creates old lore and nonsense to form a new literary ideology. This in itself is original. Edmund Fuller
states it best in his essay “The Lord of the Hobbits”:
“To whatever [Tolkien] has drawn, as all must do, from

8

the common cultural heritage of the human race, he
has brought something uniquely his own” (Isaacs and
Zimbardo 18). Tolkien rejuvenated the modern fairy
tale by incorporating aspects of works that came before
his time in a unique and characteristic blend of Nordic
sagas, nineteenth century faerie tales and mythology,
Wagnerian motifs, and the themes of the last century.
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B.S.E.: “Mad”
about Food Safety
by Summer Steeples
Assignment: Write a research paper, 10 to 15 pages long, on the topic of your choice and
use several (eight to 10) references.
Bovine Spongiform Encephalopathy (BSE), also
known in the media as “mad cow disease,” has caused
a great concern among consumers about the safety of
beef. Considering the implications of the disease and
how little consumers generally know about it, Americans should consider themselves lucky that their own
BSE scare did not cause more economic troubles than
it did and that the problem did not appear more widespread. The United States quickly and efﬁciently identiﬁed and acted to prevent the possible spread of the
disease because it had prepared for the possibility of
BSE entering the country after the serious outbreak in
the United Kingdom. Still, many people do not know
if the government and industry have done enough to
make beef safe for consumers.
To better understand the scope of the processes
required to keep consumers safe, one needs a wellfounded knowledge of BSE. Bovine Spongiform Encephalopathy, a degenerative nerve disease, attacks the
Cottey College

central nervous system of cattle. BSE is only one of a
group of diseases called TSE, or transmissible spongiform encephalopathies. An encephalopathy is any disease that damages the brain, and spongiform refers to
the fact that these diseases eventually cause the brain to
look like a sponge when examined under a microscope.
Although some diseases of this family, such as scrapie
in sheep, transmissible mink encephalopathy in mink,
and kuru and Creutzfeldt-Jacob’s disease in humans,
appear to transmit from animal to animal, BSE does
not. “BSE is not a contagious disease. There is no evidence that the disease is transmitted through direct contact or animal-to-animal spread. The primary means by
which animals become infected is through consumption
of feed contaminated with the infectious BSE agent”
(USDA). Scientists still debate over what causes BSE
and what agents carry the disease into animals.
The most accepted theory in the science community concludes that the agent that causes BSE is a prion,
9

an abnormal form of a protein known as a cellular prion
protein (USDA). The prion attacks the brain, riddling it
with holes and causing severe behavioral side effects.
“Recently identiﬁed, prions are rogue proteins -- misfolded molecules that move through the interconnected
cells of the brain, exerting their tragic effects by causing other proteins to misfold, too. The result is brain
tissue with the spongelike appearance characteristic of
this group of disorders” (Willingham). The discovery
of prions aided in the capabilities of scientists to test for
BSE, but a cure has proven elusive because the agents
that cause encephalopathies are extremely hardy. “The
Transmissible Spongiform Encephalopathy agents are
extremely resistant to heat, ultraviolet light, ionizing
radiation, normal sterilization processes, and common
disinfectants that normally inactivate viruses and bacteria” (USDA). Unfortunately, the disease resides mainly
in the central nervous system, but thankfully does not
infect the muscle tissue, so meat from these animals
that does not mix with infected areas is most likely safe
to consume. “Even in experimental studies, in which
large doses of the disease are injected into the brains
of cattle, the BSE agent has not been found in muscle
meat. In cattle naturally infected with BSE, exposure to
the disease agent is even lower than in the experiments”
(Frequently Asked). Experiments determined that other
parts of an animal are more dangerous because they
harbor the prions that transmit BSE.
Current scientiﬁc research conﬁrms that BSE infectivity occurs in the brain, trigeminal ganglia,
tonsils, spinal cord, dorsal root ganglion, and distal ileum of the small intestine of cattle experimentally infected with the BSE agent. Research
also conﬁrms that BSE infectivity is in the brain,
spinal cord, and retina of the eyes of cattle infected with the agent under ﬁeld conditions. Although
bone marrow has demonstrated infectivity in experimentally infected cattle, these ﬁndings are not
conclusive. (USDA)
The physical and behavioral changes that accompany BSE serve as a warning to test an animal before
processing it. “Cattle affected by BSE experience progressive degeneration of the nervous system. Affected
animals might display changes in temperament, such as
nervousness or aggression, abnormal posture, incoordination and difﬁculty in rising, decreased milk production, or loss of body weight despite continued appetite”
(USDA). These symptoms of the disease generally occur anytime from the age of thirty months to eight years
and occur from two weeks to six months before the
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death of the animal. This long incubation period makes
the disease hard to diagnose, and even harder to track
its origin.
This difﬁculty of diagnosis adversely affects the
ability to prevent humans from consuming products of
infected animals. Before scientists had concrete proof
of the fact that infected tissues could infect humans and
give them a variable form of Creutzfeldt-Jacob’s disease, a breakout occurred in the United Kingdom that
eventually gave deﬁnite veriﬁcation of the disease’s
deadly consequences. Science has since learned that
BSE infects humans through consumption of infected
tissues, such as the brain and spinal cord. Humans do
not contract Bovine Spongiform Encephalopathy but instead get variant Creutzfeldt-Jacob’s disease, or v-CJD.
Dr. Gambetti, an Italian neuropathologist, has stated
that there has proven to be a deﬁnite relation between
variant CJD and Bovine Spongiform Encephalopathy
(Blakeslee, “Human”). The tricky part of the issue is
to deﬁne exactly what relation there is between the two
diseases, and how to prevent its jumping species.
Scientists study the occurrence and progression
of Creutzfeldt-Jacob’s disease throughout the United
States as a type of surveillance on both the CJD and
BSE. “At the federal surveillance center, Dr. Gambetti’s assignment is to decide cause of death. He tries
to determine whether a person has died from CJD, or
whether someone has contracted variant CJD, a subtype related to eating beef infected with British mad
cow disease” (Blakeslee, “Human”). Research proved
that although there are six random types of CreutzfeldtJacob’s disease in the United States, altogether they occur sporadically in about one in a million people. Not
all people have the same probability of contracting the
disease, however. “Experts believe it arises in mostly
older people whose protein recycling system has broken down, allowing misfolded prions to accumulate and
create holes in brain tissue. The same forms are found
in patients who contract CJD from infected medical instruments or human tissues” (Blakeslee, “Human”). As
with many other diseases, the greater genetic vulnerability a person possesses coupled with physical weaknesses or age can signiﬁcantly increase the chances that
a person will contract a disease if exposed to it. “Another fear, stemming from a recent British study using
transgenic mice, is that mad cow disease may be masquerading as sporadic CJD. But if that were true, the
rates of sporadic CJD should be much higher in Britain,
Dr. Gambetti said. The numbers don’t show it, at least
not yet” (Blakeslee, “Human”). This proof temporarily
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allays fears about another form of BSE cropping up undetected and reassures us that BSE will not infect people
without scientists realizing it. Dr. Gambetti stated that
no domestic form of BSE, unrelated to the outbreak in
Britain, exists because it would show up in the surveillance of CJD, and almost every single case of CJD ﬁts
a current pattern of the disease (Blakeslee, “Human”).
Obviously, surveillance of these diseases signiﬁcantly
affects the United States’ feeling of security and helps
to allay worries about an outbreak of either bovine or
human spongiform encephalopathy.
Unfortunately, when scientists ﬁrst discovered
the disease in the United Kingdom in 1986, British authorities did not recognize the form of the disease or
the potential harm to a population of people. “BSE has
accounted for the deaths of over 165,000 cattle in the
UK (by the end of January 1997) with about 34,000
(mainly dairy) herds involved. The ﬁrst cases of BSE
seen in 1985-86 were probably infected as calves in the
winter of 1981-82” (Collee). Even after the initial discovery, it took years for government ofﬁcials to admit
that BSE posed a threat to the consumer. Truthfully,
these ofﬁcials had legitimate worries about the effect
of this news on their country. Not even a week after
Mr. Stephen Dorrell, then secretary of state for health,
announced that BSE was linked to degenerative brain
disease in humans, the European Commission banned
all bovine exports from the United Kingdom; Britain
lost pounds, 500 million a year in export revenue from
beef alone, and Britons themselves only ate 740,000
tons of beef in 1996, compared with 901,000 tons in
1995 (Connor). After the announcement about the relation of bovine spongiform encephalopathy to human
brain maladies, the outbreak of BSE economically affected British cattle breeders, farmers, butchers, meat
processors, meat product dealers, and pharmaceutical interests even remotely related to products of bovine origin. Although Britain put a great deal of work
into making their beef safe for consumers even before
1996, ofﬁcials still overreacted to the March 1996 announcement. “The export ban and subsequent mass
slaughter were seen as irrelevant given that the disease
was already dying out. Yet the day after the Dorrell announcement a number of local authorities banned beef
and took it off school menus” (Connor). All of Europe
suddenly panicked and reacted to a threat that no longer
existed, unwise practices that cattle producers and processors had already modiﬁed. “By March 1995, British
beef could be considered the safest in the world. Britain
already had the toughest anti-BSE measures in Europe
Cottey College

and the epidemic had already peaked at 1,000 cases a
week. It is now [in 1996] running at about 100 a week”
(Connor).
Consumers eating beef within Britain itself signiﬁcantly reduced in number after the announcement of
BSE transmissibility to humans. Consumer conﬁdence
in beef producers, processors, and beef products hit an
all-time low. People felt betrayed by their government
because for so long the politicians had conﬁdently announced that BSE could in no way be transferred to
humans, least of all by eating beef. “Sue Davis, senior
policy researcher at the Consumers’ Association, said
that the beef crisis unleashed a wave of distrust in politicians, with only one in 10 people having complete
faith in what they are ofﬁcially told about food safety”
(Connor). For years, Britons and other Europeans alike
were wary of eating British beef even after the United
Kingdom made laws delineating ways to keep beef
safe from BSE. Even a year later, the number of British households that buy beef regularly was still 10 percent lower than before the March 1996 announcement
(Connor). The real damage had already been done however, and as of 2004, 143 people in Britain have died
of v-CJD that they contracted from eating beef slaughtered before the complete ban of ruminant feed and the
discovery of the effects of BSE on humans. Although
consumer fear of bovine spongiform encephalopathy
justiﬁably remains, consumers cautiously returned to
beef -- even beef produced and processed in the United
Kingdom.
Beef producers and processors in the UK endured
a long economic struggle that put many farmers, butchers, and other beef industry workers out of a job. “There
is staggering ﬁnancial and social loss: with British beef
banned for export anywhere in the world and the domestic market ﬂat, losses to an industry that generates
about 650,000 jobs will soon be in the billions of dollars. Layoffs could become as commonplace as Sunday
roast beef with Yorkshire pudding had been for centuries” (Montalbano). The mass slaughters from before
and after the market dropped off, even with consideration given to government compensation, irreparably
crippled the cattle industry. When consumer demand
for British beef within Britain and throughout Europe
completely disappeared, the farmers that had healthy
cattle left found themselves without a market to sell
the animals. Consequently, everyone who worked in
the cattle industry felt the pinch of greatly reduced demand, and unfortunately that pinch did not disappear as
quickly as it arose. “Stephen Nicol, a co-author of the
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report, warned: ‘The future impacts of the BSE crisis,
in job and income terms, on some sectors -- particularly
beef farmers, abattoirs and part of the marketing chain
such as auction markets -- are likely to be signiﬁcantly
greater than those impacts that had occurred up to the
middle of 1997’” (Arthur). The United Kingdom still
struggles to fully recover from this epidemic of economic loss that began almost a decade ago.
In response to the colossal drop in consumer conﬁdence in the United Kingdom and other countries
throughout Europe and in an attempt to end the export
ban, Britain took action to deﬁnitively end the spread
of BSE. “The British government put in place a variety
of measures to prevent the spread of mad cow disease:
it ordered 4.5 million cattle destroyed, banned meat or
bone meal coming from mammals from any animal
feed or farm fertilizer, instituted a system to track each
individual animal, and began a testing program for cattle most at risk” (Timmons). Though they had already
taken many steps toward the prevention of BSE, the
UK realized that it needed to do more and subsequently introduced many legislative measures to curtail the
epidemic of the disease. After destroying all cattle over
the age of 30 months, the age at which BSE usually
surfaces, eliminating the suspect feed, and requiring
tests for suspect animals over the age of 24 months that
die on farms or after illness, the government went on
to create a tracking system to identify cows from birth
through slaughter and to the retailer. “The monitoring
system was a result of the 1996 Cattle Passports Order,
which requires every head of cattle to have identifying
papers from the age of 28 days, and permission from
the Ministry of Agriculture, Fisheries and Food for any
movement or sale” (Timmons). Now computerized, the
tracking system works well as a device to stem another
undetected epidemic in Britain. Of course, the monitoring system may catch BSE, but possibly too late.
Other regulations put in place protect consumers from
the possibility of contracting BSE even if they inadvertently consume meat from a sick animal.
New slaughtering and processing techniques and
regulations help to protect consumers in the unlikely
event that a diseased cow slips through the monitoring
system. Britain centralized all responsibility for meat
inspections from 300 local district councils to a Meat
Hygiene Service in 1995 and put BSE cases on top priority; by 1996, they created a new job which only worked
to ensure slaughterhouses and butchers conformed with
regulations regarding BSE and doubled the number of
full-time inspectors. Moreover, any businesses with
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violations to codes were publicly named (Timmons).
This strict and seemingly overwhelming intervention
of the government helped to save the cattle industry in
Britain, even while its rigorous regulations put strain
on meat processors. “In particular, it recommends that
the carcasses of cattle aged more than 30 months must
be deboned in licensed plants that are supervised by the
Meat Hygiene Service and that obvious nervous and
lymphatic tissue and the vertebral column should not be
used for preparations for human consumption” (Ramsay). These and other bans and regulations have helped
to restore safety and consumer conﬁdence thereby returning the British beef industry to what it once was.
As far as worldwide bans and regulations to keep
beef safe from bovine spongiform encephalopathy, even
the World Health Organization was slow to act. “In December 2000, the Geneva-based World Health Organization (WHO) issued a warning of ‘Global Exposure to
BSE’ and urged that ‘all countries must prohibit the use
of ruminant tissues in ruminant feed’” (Duplisea). This
only occurred after many European countries started
having epidemics of BSE that cost producers, consumers, and especially taxpayers billions in cleanup and
prevention costs. As the disease occurrence dropped
as a result of regulations to combat it, the economic
outlook continued to improve for cattle producers and
processors. “This year [2003], as of Dec. 5, there were
148 conﬁrmed cases, well down from a peak of 36,680
in 1992” (Timmons). Now, eight years after the announcement of Bovine Spongiform Encephalopathy
transmissibility to humans as variant-Creutzfeldt-Jacobs Disease, Britain has almost economically recovered from the outbreak, even after 143 deaths due to
variant-CJD within the country, and the occurrence of a
few new cases of BSE every year.
On December 23, 2003, in Moses Lake, Washington, USA, a possible case of Bovine Spongiform
Encephalopathy was identiﬁed, and the whole United
States immediately took notice. News stations ran a
clip of the suspect Holstein (dairy) cow repeatedly falling down with stories and some history of “mad cow
disease.” Even though the cow originally came from
Canada and was most likely infected there, Americans still wondered how such a thing could happen in
the United States. Not surprisingly, consumers, cattle
producers and processors, and economists all worried
about the impact that one cow could have on the cattle
industry, the economy, and the food supply. The safety of home-cooked beef and protecting the health of
families and children primarily preoccupied American
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consumers, but most never stopped buying beef. “‘In
the United States,’ Varner says, ‘consumer conﬁdence
hasn’t wavered [substantially]. The American public
reacted appropriately’” (qtd. in Melgares, “Cow that
Stole” 1). The response of the consumers greatly inﬂuenced how little the overall economy wavered in the
United States.
Although foreign trade shut down within a week
of the December 23 announcement and domestic cattle
prices fell, the cattle industry in the U.S. continues to
recover quickly. “By Christmas Eve, K-State Research
and Extension’s livestock marketing specialist Jim
Mintert reported that live cattle futures prices fell $1.50per-hundredweight (cwt), and by Dec. 26, with expanded limits in place, prices fell and additional $3.00/cwt”
(Melgares, “Cow that Stole” 1). This quick drop in the
price of cattle scared many producers, but did not surprise anyone. “Slaughter cattle prices fell about 15 percent after Dec. 23. The United States exports about 9
percent of its beef yearly” (1). Even though the export
markets make up a relatively small percentage of cattle
sales every year, they had a large effect on cattle prices.
“‘The loss of access to export markets has had -- and
will continue to have -- a negative impact on beef and
cattle prices,’ Mintert said” (qtd. in Melgares, “Cow that
Stole” 1). The beginning steps in returning beef prices
to normal and resettling the cattle industry to avoid an
economic dip include maintaining a safe food supply,
educating consumers about BSE, and reopening foreign
markets.
Everyone whom this event affected, especially
those in the cattle industry, immediately went to work
writing pamphlets and stories to explain the facts and
unexaggerated risks of BSE. The immediate response
of the government agencies involved, namely the
USDA (United States Department of Agriculture) and
FDA (Food and Drug Administration), explained the
true magnitude of risk and took precautions to keep the
consumer safe.
On December 23, 2003, after the discovery of a
presumptive positive of BSE found in a Holstein
dairy cow slaughtered at an establishment in Moses Lake, Washington, FSIS [Food Safety and
Inspection Service] immediately issued a press
release that announced the ﬁrm’s voluntary recall
of 10,410 pounds of raw beef. This product might
have been exposed to tissues containing the infectious agent that causes BSE. The recall was made
out of an abundance of caution, since muscle meat
does not contain the high-risk neural tissues such
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as brain and spinal cord, and is considered safe.
(USDA)
The government did not want to take any risks
with public health, so they used over-cautionary recalls
and soon enacted new regulations to keep the United
States’ food supply safe. By December 30, Agriculture
Secretary Anne Veneman announced an immediate ban
to prevent all non-ambulatory disabled cattle, cattle
with the highest risk of having BSE, from entering the
human food supply, even though FSIS slaughterhouse
inspectors had previously condemned all cattle showing symptoms of a suspected central nervous system
disorder (USDA). These and other new policies helped
to fortify an already strong food safety system against
BSE. Banning the use of the tissues that are more likely
to harbor BSE and taking further precautions to prevent
its spread will protect the food supply better than reacting to an outbreak of BSE or even v-CJD after it has
already occurred. On the same day as the other bans,
the use of small intestines and head and spinal tissues
from older cattle was banned, and the government announced that it would begin a national animal identiﬁcation program (Day). Overall, the United States government acted quickly and decisively to protect consumers
and enhance food protection programs. “‘It’s important
for us to recognize that the systems that we have had in
place did work,’ Terry Stokes, the association’s president, said in a conference call. ‘Having said that, we
now have had a case in the United States. It’s important
for us to look at and evaluate these systems and enhance them based upon this new information’’’ (qtd. in
Day). After the occurrence of the disease in the United
States, legislators and cattle producers and processors
had to reexamine and adjust accordingly the way that
they raise and process cattle.
One imminent step in preventing BSE from entering the human food supply regards an electronic
tracking system for cattle. “The United States Animal
Identiﬁcation Plan (known as USAIP) is designed to
develop a system to trace -- within 48 hours -- an animal or premises that may have been exposed to disease”
(Melgares, “eID”). No one has developed a universal
tracking system yet, but individual cattle producers and
processors can use many forms of tracking devices for
cattle.
Many types of electronic identiﬁcation are available. The most popular, however, is radio frequency identiﬁcation, which works through a handheld
reader that transmits information back to a computer. The reader broadcasts a signal by antenna,
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which is picked up by a transponder located in a
computer chip in the animal’s ear tag. The transponder then sends an identifying response back
to the reader, and the data are stored in the computer. (Melgares, “eID”)
The digital nature of this tracking device makes it
ideal for use in a national animal tracking system, and
as more people use it, it will become less expensive. Although some cattle producers dislike the high level of
government surveillance associated with animal tracking systems, others see it necessary to ensure safety of
the food supply. Because of the dangerous nature of
BSE, legislators believe that a system like this should
be put into effect quickly to ensure the safety of the
country’s food supply, even at a great cost to taxpayers.
“The proposed 2005 federal budget includes a request
for $60 million to fund the USDA’s mad cow disease
prevention program, including the animal identiﬁcation program. That’s $47 million more than the prior
year” (Melgares, “eID”). Long before a national tracking system starts, meat-packing plants will slaughter
thousands of cows for meat, and the American public
will ask for proof that no more cases of BSE exist in the
current cattle population. On June 1, 2004, a new 1218 month long program starts which will, at slaughter
time, test half of the annual 446,000 “downer” cows
(animals that cannot walk), other cattle deemed at risk
of having BSE because they show signs of central nervous system disorders, and 20,000 older, apparently
healthy cattle (Blakeslee, “Plan”). The budget increase
and testing program only hint at the many changes and
improvements that Americans will likely see in the next
few years in the area of disease prevention.
Food safety in the United States will only increase
in the years to come. The actions taken now will continue to contribute to the well being of people in the
United States and elsewhere. Lessons learned from the
initial BSE outbreak in the United Kingdom then later
outbreaks in the rest of Europe and Canada helped the
United States to realize what it had to do both before
and after BSE appeared within the country. The proactive approach to the disease with feed and slaughter
bans and thorough testing illustrates one of the most
important lessons learned from Britain: do not wait for
an epidemic to occur before taking decisive action. “By
the laws of probability, the department said that many
tests should detect mad cow disease even if it is present
in only 5 cows of the 45 million in the nation (Blakeslee
Plan). Food in the United States, even beef, remains
as some of the safest food in the world because not
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only did the cow infected with BSE come from Canada
before ruminant feed bans were enacted, but also the
further regulations will prevent additional cases from
occurring and avert the entrance of the disease into the
human food change.
Bovine Spongiform Encephalopathy and the human form, variant-CJD, devastated the United Kingdom
and its agricultural section of the economy ten years
after its medical discovery in 1986 and continues to
haunt cattle producers and beef eaters around the world.
Through the devastation of Britain’s cattle industry, the
world made many scientiﬁc discoveries and learned
how to deal with BSE. The most important steps taken
to prevent the disease from further spreading include:
not feeding ruminant feed to any farm animals, avoiding slaughter techniques that even inadvertently cause
the meat to come into contact with the brain or spinal
tissue, rigorous testing of animals, and implementing a
tracking system to trace possibly infected meat. Educating the public about the disease circumvents the panic
and disruption to the economy that normally follows
an announcement of “mad cow disease” being found.
With education, devastation to an entire industry such
as the cattle industry in Britain in 1996 does not have to
occur, and with diligent prevention techniques, Bovine
Spongiform Encephalopathy may die out completely.
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Creative Writing

Searching
for California
by Amanda Schreiber
Assignment: Write a ﬁctional short story.
It was with a bold heart that Arden bought her
plane ticket. Waiting in the terminal, she was acting
simply on impulse. What had led her to the conclusion
that her plane ticket, this little computerized receipt,
would change her life into what she needed it to be?
Arden was not used to doing careless things. She
planned out her education. She participated in extracurriculars and learned how to work even though her
parents were wealthy. She was going to be an economics major with a concentration in Third-World countries. She had had money invested in the stock market
since she turned thirteen.
That’s why she decided not to tell her parents
about her “vacation.”
Arden came from a family that celebrated most
special occasions at their elegant country club restaurant. They lived in a large Victorian with a long driveway in an upscale suburb. It was the type of home that
looked best in freshly fallen maple leaves or a new
shroud of untouched snow. Mr. and Mrs. Truesdale’s
home contained large, impeccably decorated rooms
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ideal for magazine spreads but not for spending time
in, and two bedrooms which were never used. Its newest feature was a wine cellar installed only the summer
before in an impulsive move made by Mrs. Truesdale,
most likely in reaction to her increasingly passionless
marriage. The cellar contained no more than ten bottles,
though there was room for ﬁve times that amount. Mr.
E. William Truesdale had been recently made partner
at Jameson, Masters and Golding, the most established
and trusted law-ﬁrm in the suburbs. He worked longer
hours than ever before, which Mrs. Bethany Edison
Truesdale, of the Manhattan Edisons, had thought impossible, and he did not usually return for dinner anymore.
Arden’s parents were stiﬂing. They called her too
often and talked to each other too little.
All of this resulted in Arden’s sitting in the terminal of Southwest Airlines, ﬂight 2309, to San Diego.
As she passed through the doorway into the tunnel that
led her to the plane, she did not look back. She couldn’t
help feeling that she was leaving nothing behind.
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Arden replayed the story for the forty-seventh
time. It started last year, as a recently graduated high
school student from Naperville Central. She had been
to college fairs, and chatted online with current students. She had been touring handfuls of campuses and
met many admission representatives: the desperate ones
who hadn’t had much of a response that particular day,
the ones who worship you when they ﬁnd out you’re in
the top quarter of your class rank, the ones who only
want you if you’re a Native American female, or if you
achieved a 28 or higher on the ACT. She was on at least
thirty different schools’ mailing lists.
She had a stack of viewbooks with smiley, multicultural students wearing their school colors or a sweatshirt from the bookstore which cost 200% more than it
was worth. They were studying in the library. They were
playing cards in the lounge. They were on the lawn, discussing Thoreau on a beautiful spring afternoon.
But Arden had already known where she was going the following autumn. It was her parents’ alma mater, and her grandparents’ alma mater. It was near her
home, about a ten-minute drive. It was respectable, a
good education for the money, or so U.S. News and
World Report said. However, Arden was unchallenged
and bored. It wasn’t that Arden didn’t want to go to college. She liked learning, and living in dorms (anything
to be away from home), and she even went to a football
game or two. It was something deeper than all that. She
needed a change of pace, a change of location, of scenery. She felt as if everyone she met, she had met before.
Everywhere she went, she had been before. It was like
her memories and daily life were on repeat. She felt like
a shadow of a person, two-dimensional.
This changed one evening Arden and some friends
had gone out to get something to eat at a restaurant and
bar that supposedly had the best hamburgers in the city.
It was the sort of place that attracted businessmen on
their way home from work, because an El station was
just nearby. It was called “Eric’s,” and there was nothing exceptional about it, except, perhaps, the hamburgers. “It opens a little after ﬁve, but it doesn’t get busy
until seven,” Arden’s older friend Sam had commented,
as they rounded the corner of Central and 53rd. He was
a “regular,” they knew his order but not yet his name.
Sam ordered a Miller, and Arden ordered a Coke; they
split a plate of onion rings.
A short man wearing a suit came in and order a
beer. He looked like the type of man who married the
ﬁrst woman he dated. Maybe they owned a small house
in the suburbs that they had long since been meaning to
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upgrade. He looked like they owned cats but no children. He looked older than he was.
“Hey Mike,” the bartender said as the man sat on
a stool near Arden and Sam.
“Hiya Tony,” the man replied. The bartender gave
him his order before he said anything else. They chatted for a while, about work, about bottle caps, about
the Cubs. Soon Arden and Sam and Mike and Tony the
bartender were all talking about Cubs, and then hamburgers, and then school.
“Small world,” Mike replied as Sam and Arden
admitted that they went to Van Buren University. Mike
was an alum. “Or not,” he corrected himself as he ﬁnished his second beer.
“I went to that school ... thirty ... four years ago,”
Mike recalled. “I bet it’s changed, but not that much.
Bet the basketball team still sucks, the golf team’s still
good, and I’ll bet you (he looked at Tony) this $20 bill
in my pocket that they have not refurnished any of the
dorms.” Mike’s dark bushy eyebrows arched at his inﬂection, causing his whole face to become less dark.
“You got it, except for the golf team, which is now
shitty,” Sam said. Mike laughed heartily, and everyone
else laughed so he wasn’t the only one.
Sam, Mike and Tony now progressed to the topics
of partying, fraternities, that sort of thing. Arden played
the role of the ﬂy on the wall, and, coincidentally, the
one who wasn’t drinking and wasn’t a fraternity boy.
She found herself not surprised that those things went
together.
“... and one night I got so trashed that my buddy and I decided to drive to Iowa,” Mike was saying.
“When we got there, we decided to drive to Colorado.
Then next morning, or whenever we woke up, as the
case may be ....” The men laughed. Mike suppressed his
own laugh, perhaps trying to be so accustomed to this
story that it wasn’t funny to him anymore. Sam laughed
robustly, feeling elated at being included in bar talk as
a new legal drinker does. Tony laughed in the only way
that bartenders do, as if it was his job to make people
feel relaxed and welcomed.
Mike continued. “We found ourselves on the side
of the road in South Dakota. Well, neither of us wanted
to go to Colorado anymore, and seeing as my buddy
had just ﬂunked out, we decided to go to California instead.”
Tony and Sam shot each other knowing glances,
and Tony said sarcastically, “Great idea. How drunk
were you?” Mike justiﬁed the whole story by saying,
“Hey, it was the seventies.”
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“Long story short, my pal now works for the Navy
in San Diego, I did not get my graduate degree, and the
car my parents bought me as a high school graduation
gift turned out to be less of a long-term investment than
I thought.”
“So what happened when you got to California?”
Sam asked.
Mike smiled at him and Arden with a grin that said
everything. His eyebrows arched again, and his face lit
up. “What do you mean, ‘What happened?’ It’s California. Nothing has to happen. You just go.”
That comment was why Arden was in the airport.
Seeing Mike’s face as he explained California to her and
normal Sam changed her life. This balding man, whose
life had clearly gotten away from him, explained to her
what living was. It was not getting up every day, learning how to do calculus, calling her parents. Life was
supposed to be more full than that. Youth is supposed to
be more full than that. Mike’s youth was clearly gone,
and it was evident that reminiscing about it brought
more smiles than anything else his life contained. That
was something, that was meaningful. It was at that moment that she decided that California would solve her
problems.
Everything after that had been sort of a blur. She
ﬁnished a little college, just the ﬁrst year. As she began her second, she knew she would not be staying. It
was on a rainy Tuesday that she packed her bags. Her
mother called her, but Arden let it ring. Her mother kept
calling while she packed, and she ﬁnally left her mother
waiting for her to answer while Arden entered a cab
bound for the airport. Reaching check-in, she asked the
teller, “Do you have anything open to California within
the next few hours?” The soonest ﬂight was to San Diego, three seats open. “You can make it if you run,” the
teller added half-heartedly.
Arden awoke three hours later to the pushing of
people all around her, scrambling to get their bags,
scrambling to get on their way, to their next meeting,
back to their family, back home. Arden did not care
when the elderly woman across the aisle “accidentally”
kicked her left shin, causing her to reel back into her
seat and allowing the woman to take her spot in line.
Arden could have sworn the guy who had the window
seat beside her muttered, “Oh, come on,” under his
breath. She couldn’t tell whether it was in sympathy for
her or a comment against her.
As she stepped out into the September sunlight
of warm San Diego, the palm trees stood statuesque,
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seemingly miles taller than her. They looked down
her, somehow welcoming her and, at the same time,
acknowledging her as fresh meat, a California virgin.
Arden’s dirty blonde hair hung in her eyes, and as she
looked up at the palms, her bangs fell away from her
face. The light blinded her, but the warmth on her face
felt good. It felt like her heart and her whole body were
being melted from a lifetime of being frozen. It felt like
she was being healed. She caught a cab, and it took her
to a hotel: nice, upper class, probably geared toward
rich tourists and the occasional demi-celebrity in town
for lipo. When the cab dropped her off, she stood on the
street, staring at the doors. Arden turned to walk away,
deciding to go someplace cheaper. Because, although
Arden had plenty of money, she didn’t want to stay in
a place her parents would take her. So she walked for
nearly an hour, all around the downtown area, going up
streets and down streets, towards the water and away.
She was exploring rather than searching for a place to
stay.
She ﬁnally found a place that looked not nearly as
well-kept than the ones she had passed. This one didn’t
have a restaurant and bar with ESPN in the corner TVs.
It was sort of a motel, a long stretch of a building with
lower ceilings and an enormous sign announcing “The
Three Moons Motel.” The sign looked as if it had been
made in the ’60s, with neon pink lettering and the moons
tilting back and forth unconvincingly. The building was
light pink, and situated at the top of a hill overlooking the city. The man working the desk chewed a huge
wad of bubble gum and read the newspaper. He was
in his late thirties, scrawny with thick glasses, a mop
of dark hair and a tan. He wore a green sweater vest
over a t-shirt. “Can I have a room?” she said, trying
to sound like she’d done this a thousand times before.
“Thirty one-o-nine, hon,” he said, trying not to eye her
too obviously over his paper as she ﬁled out the agreement forms. Lowering his paper, the desk clerk took her
money and counted out her change. He chomped his
gum like a slingshot, his jaw slowly pulling open and
ﬁring closed again. O-P-E-N, close OO-PP-EE-NN,
close. In one quick movement, he tossed her the key
across the desk and swiveled his chair around, turning
his back on her. “Thanks” she muttered.
She wandered down the line of rooms, looking
for room 19. She opened the door and found the shade
drawn tight. The room was nearly pitch black, even in
the afternoon light. She threw her bags down without a
care and found herself pulled toward the curtains. She
threw the heavy drapes open and the thin sheen curtain
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aside, and the intense California sun ﬂooded her room.
The light reﬂected over the bay, and it all seemed to
pour into her room with a collective, powerful force.
It all seemed to have sucked out the better part of her
energy, and curling up on the mushy bed -- sinking into
it completely -- Arden took a nap in the sunlight and
didn’t wake up until 5:00 the next morning.
Arden rinsed her face with cold water and changed
her shirt. Then she grabbed her purse and walked out
into the fresh morning air, the world still asleep from
a night ﬁlled with motion. She spent the morning wandering around the city, watching things open and ﬁnding better and better places to sit and look at the water.
A little after lunch time she returned to her motel
room. She opened her suitcase and pulled out her planner. She opened it slowly. Before, it had held her entire
life: due dates, phone numbers, assignments, meetings
and places she had promised to be. In a moment of
passion, she ripped the entire thing to pieces, tearing
a clump of thin pages out and throwing them against
the wall. Angry, she went outside to the lounge to get
something to drink, maybe a free cup of coffee from the
complimentary continental breakfast, which consisted
of coffee and perpetually day-old donuts.
The lounge was just part of the ofﬁce, where the
v-neck sweater guy was still sitting, still chewing bubble gum in the same sling-shotty way. As she walked
in, the clerk seemed surprised and ﬂustered to see her.
She poured herself a cup of decaf and added room-temperature cream. She lingered in the ofﬁce as she stared
out across the hills for a second. Right after she had
resolved to go outside, the clerk asked, “Hey, what are
you doing?”
“Excuse me?” Arden said, trying to sound more
offended than perplexed, which didn’t go as well as
she’d hoped.
“I mean ...,” he said slowly. “What -- I mean, why
are you here, by yourself?” He spoke with caution, as if
he realized that he might sound rude or nosy.
Arden suddenly became aware of what she looked
like. With all the excitement and adrenaline (from behaving irrationally), she had not even considered her
appearance. She still wore her faded jeans with the hole
in the left knee, and a t-shirt she had owned for years,
which was starting to look it. Her hair was a little tangled, but mostly post-braid crimpy, so one couldn’t really tell what effect was intended. Someone with more
prominent or jaded features would have made her outﬁt
look vintage, but Arden looked young and petite, with
innocence not entirely absent from her eyes or mouth.
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Arden thought before she spoke, trying to ﬁnd a
good answer, truth or lie. But she couldn’t ﬁnd one, so
she dodged the question. “None of your business.” It
sounded so bold on her lips, and she was sorry the second she said it.
The clerk searched her face. He looked down at his
paper for a second and, just as Arden had thought the
conversation was over and began attempting to leave
the ofﬁce again, he spoke. “You know, I did it, too.”
“What?” Arden asked, truly puzzled this time.
“I came here .... I came looking for the soul of the
culture. I’m from Delaware.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she
said slowly, trying to decipher his cryptic words. She
couldn’t pull away from his stare. It was like they were
talking about the same thing, but they couldn’t communicate, or translate, each others’ words.
“I see this searching in your face. This awe. You’re
looking for California,” he said. Arden saw almost the
same look in his eyes that she saw in Mike at the bar.
There was some kind of bewitching spell in his words.
A secret language.
“Oh, I think I’ve found it,” Arden said with a smile,
hoping he was teasing her, and avoiding her child-like
suspicions of magic.
“Listen. Just tell me one thing. Do your parents
know you’re here or don’t they?”
Arden stared at him coldly. She anticipated packing her bags and ﬁnd another hotel, but she refused to
go home regardless of what she told him. “They don’t,”
she said, shrugging. Her words cut the air like broken
glass.
“Just like I thought. Now before you get mad, just
listen to me.” He adjusted his glasses and stood up from
his hunched position over the desk. “I came here, too,
looking for the soul of California. The things all the
musicians talk about in their songs. I wanted to ﬁnd out
what was so special about it. Does this sound familiar?”
he asked.
Arden paused, then she let the facade go. “Yeah,”
she said, sighing. It was as if she had just let out her
breath after holding it for a lifetime. “Yeah. That’s kind
of what I’m here for.” Arden walked a few paces towards his desk.
His name was Dave, which Arden hadn’t known
because the newspapers he read had covered up his
name tag on all previous occasions. She was Arden
Truesdale, which he knew because of her paperwork.
“So, did you ﬁnd it?” she asked, somehow only
half-serious.
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“Still looking.” He was totally serious.
Slowly, Arden began retelling her story. There was
something about him, something familiar, like she’d
met him before in another life. “I met a guy in a bar
who made it seem like this place was heaven -- full of
free beer fountains or something. So I left college and
my family and all. They just weren’t ... colorful enough,
I guess.” She found herself feeling nostalgic, as if Mike
was in a place far back in her memory, as if the life she
left had been left longer than two days ago. She broke
out of her dreamy, far-off stare and said abruptly, “I just
got into town.”
She expected Dave to interject some sort of comment here, but none came. She felt she needed to explain herself further. “I just ... want to see if it’s true. I
want to ﬁnd a lifestyle with a little more sunlight, if you
know what I mean.”
“Yeah,” Dave said. He had been quiet, absorbed in
her tale like he was part of it, a ﬂy on the wall in the bar
long ago. He pushed his glasses up his nose and said,
“I think that it’s inside you. I know that sounds Disney,
but I’ve looked up and down the state. I’ve looked in
the music industry, I’ve been to the districts of Los Angeles and all down the coast to every beach in this damn
state. I’ve been to Elvis’s place in Palm Dessert and
I’ve seen redwoods and the national parks. I’ve seen it
all, and there’s nothing there.”
Arden didn’t say anything.
“You know ... there’s nothing that will come up
and bite you on the ass, kid. You’re not going to wake
up one day and see it sleeping at the foot of your bed.
Unlike Hollywood, happy endings aren’t going to make
sense. This journey you’ve made isn’t going to resolve
itself as you sit back and relax. I think if you’re going to
ﬁnd anything at all, you’ve got to build it yourself. California is what you make it. Like anything else in life.”
Arden let Dave’s speech sink in. She believed
what he said, but she couldn’t let the dream go. What
he said was reality, and she couldn’t bring herself back
from the intangible. She didn’t want to.
“Is this some elaborate scheme to make me go
home to my parents?” Arden said slowly, intentionally
missing the point.
Dave didn’t seem to mind. “Of course not,” he
said quietly. “You’ve come this far on your own. You
make whatever decision you want. I just wanted you to
know you shouldn’t choose this life, the life of chasing
an invisible trail of clues and in the meantime wasting
your life at some dead-end job, because there is no pot
of gold at the end of the rainbow.”
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Arden thought about what Dave said over the next
few days. She had the address of a good friend, Jenna
Di Santos, with whom Arden kept in touch since they
had taken pre-college advanced algebra summer classes a few years ago. Jenna and her parents now lived in
Newport Beach. She called up Jenna in search of something like a second opinion, and a contact in California.
When Arden checked out of the Three Moons Motel,
Dave wished her “good luck” as she tossed the keys
across the desk to him. Jenna picked her up in the parking lot, and Arden met Dave’s eyes for a second through
the glass doors before they drove away.
While Jenna and Arden drove up the coast, Arden
felt a sense of familiarity with everything: with Jenna,
with the brown mountain landscape along the highway,
with the hot air that stung her eyes.
Jenna took her in like a sister. It was as if the two
had never been apart. They spent long hours together at
the beach, talking and walking up and down the boardwalk, shopping and meeting people, and going out with
Jenna’s friends. Jenna took her to different beaches and
cities, and they saw celebrities and different parts of
the country. Arden felt the Californian pulse. She talked
with the residents and searched their brains and their
hearts. She felt love for the state. Her hair turned totally
blonde and her skin gained a brown tint.
One afternoon as she sat alone on the beach in the
morning light, she wrote a letter, addressed to the Three
Moons Motel, West San Diego.
Dear Dave:
Three months ago I checked into your motel and
you asked me why I was alone. You discovered my secret, that I was looking for the gold at the end of the
rainbow, I was “looking for California.” Then you told
me that I have to make up my own meaning. You said
there is no real gold, just your imagination.
I would like to tell you what I’ve found during the
brief time that I’ve spent here. You were right that the
place you live is exactly what you make of it. But I’ve
had different experiences than you, and I’ve found what
I was looking for.
Finding the soul of a place isn’t in the places you
go or the types of trees or people. You become in sync
with its soul. You just know when you are meant to be
in that place for the rest of your life. California is where
I’ll grow old. If you haven’t found it, then maybe you’re
just looking in the wrong place.
Sincerely,
Arden Truesdale
Cottey College
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Creative Writing

Timing: Easier
Said Than Done
by Alexis VanPool
Assignment: Write a short ﬁction story.
Editors’ note: This story contains adult language before she was ready for it, was pulling in front of her
mother’s trailer. Rose turned the engine off and just sat
that may not be suitable for all readers.
in her car. “What am I doing here?” she asked herself.
“I hate driving west,” Rose said to herself. “The But before she had time to answer, her mother, Carol,
sun is always right in my eyes.” Rose’s old station wag- staggered out of the front door. Carol looked as ragged
on rumbled down Interstate 80, looking like a prema- as ever. It seemed as if she could barely hold herself up.
turely born baby among all the big rigs and eighteen- Rose got out of her car but didn’t go to the door. They
wheelers. Rose noticed the exit for Elko, and sighed stood there for what felt like an eternity, just staring at
each other.
with relief, “Finally.”
Finally, Carol broke the silence, “Well, are you
Rose pulled off the interstate, found the nearest
gas station and got out of her car. She stretched her 5’7” gonna come in or stay outside all night?” Rose, biting
frame and pulled her auburn hair into a messy ponytail her tongue, grabbed her bag from the back seat and
before starting to ﬁll her gas tank. Waiting for the pump made for the door. The inside of the trailer was unto stop, Rose’s mind began to wander. It wouldn’t be changed. To the right, the living room still sported the
long before Rose reached Dunphy. Not for the ﬁrst time ’60s ﬂower print couch, Mr. Henderson’s old, faded blue
Rose wondered why she was going to her step-father’s Laz-E-Boy, and the green carpet that should have been
funeral, but it was to late to turn back now, Dunphy was destroyed decades ago. Beyond the living room was a
only an hour away. After buying a snack, Rose climbed hallway that led to Rose’s old bedroom, bathroom and
back into her station wagon and continued on her way. the master bedroom. To the left was the dining room,
An hour later, Rose pulled off I-80 one last time, and, containing nothing save an old card table, and a small
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gilded mirror — the only thing of any real value in the
house. Behind the dining room was the kitchen in disrepair due to lack of use and proper cleaning. Rose set
down her bag and took a seat on the couch, it squeaked
under her weight. “You sure do pack light,” Carol said.
“Well, Mom, I can’t stay that long. I’ve got to get
back to work,” Rose replied.
“Oh, I suppose that coming home for your father’s
funeral is just too much of an inconvenience for you.”
Carol sat in the Laz-E-Boy.
“Mom, you know how I feel about Dan. You didn’t
really expect me to stay? Shit, I don’t even know why
I’m here in the ﬁrst place. I’m not going to stay,” Rose
said. “And don’t call Dan my father. He may have been
your husband, but he was in no way my father.” They
sat in an uncomfortable silence, each of them re-living
a wordless torment that had haunted them for years.
Finally Carol stood and said, “Are you hungry?
I know it’s a little late, but I can make you some dinner.”
“No, I ate in Elko. I’m just going to go to bed,”
Rose said.
“Good night then. Oh, remember that the funeral is
at eleven and the wake starts at three,” Carol informed
Rose. “Whatever,” was all she got in reply.
The next day Rose woke up early. After taking a
shower, she went to the kitchen to make some breakfast. She passed her mother sleeping on the couch in the
living room. Rose hadn’t noticed last night, but in the
early morning light she could see just how ragged her
mother had become. Carol had never been heavy, but
now she looked like a skeleton; it was as if she were 95
instead of 45. Her cheeks were hollowed and her skin
hung loosely on her tiny frame. Rose turned, continuing
into the kitchen as Carol woke. Carol forced herself off
the couch and walked into the kitchen.
“Did you hear what I said last night?” Carol
asked.
“You said something?” Rose replied.
“Yes, the funeral is at eleven and the wake is at
three,” Carol told her again.
“Funeral at eleven, got it,” Rose said as she located a box of cereal, a bowl and spoon, and milk to go
with it.
“And wake at three.”
“I’m not going to the wake,” Rose stated.
“Rose, he was your father, you need ...,” Carol began.
“Dan was not my father,” Rose interrupted. “I
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don’t need to do anything concerning Dan, least of all
pay him any kind of respect. And don’t tell me what
I need to be doing. I’m 26, I can make my own decisions.” Rose took her breakfast into the dining room,
sat at the old card table and began eating. Carol followed her, noticeably irate.
“If it weren’t for Dan, we would have been homeless. Is that what you would have preferred? To be living out in the street, your belly empty and no clothes on
your back?”
“At least I would have had a mom, instead of having to be one,” Rose retorted, equally upset.
“And just what is that supposed to mean?” Carol
asked.
“You know very well what it means. Instead of
having to take care of you after Dan’s drunken rages,
you would have been taking care of me. That’s the way
it’s supposed to work, Mom. The mother takes care of
the child, not the other way around.” As Rose said this,
all those nights ﬂooded through her memory. Helping
her mom to the couch then washing all the blood off her
face. The mornings after, telling her mom when she had
on enough make-up to cover the bruises and black eyes.
And driving her mother to the hospital at the age of ten
because Carol wouldn’t wake up. Carol turned and left
the room. Rose continued to eat her cereal.
Nearly two hours later, as Carol and Rose, not saying anything to each other, were almost ready to leave
there was a knock at the door. Rose opened it and was
surprised to see her best friend, Mark.
“Mark! What are you doing here? I thought you
said that you have to go to Winnemucca for some class,”
Rose said as she hugged him in welcome.
“My class ended up being cancelled, the instructor had personal business that couldn’t wait,” Mark told
her. Taking in the sight of Mark, Rose was astonished
at how different he looked. The last time Rose had seen
him was when he was just starting his nursing residency at St. Mary’s Hospital in Reno. Back then he had
been at least a head taller than Rose, with jet black hair
and a dark stubble on his chin. Now she could see eye
to eye with him and noticed a slight gray attacking his
temples.
“You look different. I remember you being taller,”
Rose said.
“Well I haven’t shrunk, you must have grown. Besides, people are bound to look different when you don’t
see them for eight years. You need to come home more
often,” Mark said. Rose had always admired Mark; he
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seemed to be able to handle anything that came his way.
His father had left his mother with four children. Mark
being the oldest, became the man of the house, and took
care of his mother and sisters. These days Mark was
head nurse at Lander County Hospital, and had set up
Dunphy’s ﬁrst in-home help program. Rose had always
been able to count on Mark, he had always been the big
brother she had never had. Mark turned to Carol and
said, “How are you feeling today, Carol?”
“Oh, I’m just a bit tired,” Carol replied, appearing
as if the mere act of talking taxed her to the point of
exhaustion.
“Well, let’s not tire you any further. How about I
drive you two lovely ladies to the funeral?” Mark asked,
looking from one to the other.
“That would be wonderful, Mark,” Carol said.
They all left, taking Mark’s car to Ridgemont Cemetery. They arrived just as everyone else began to show
up. It surprised Rose how many people had actually
turned out for Dan’s funeral. Dan was never citizen of
the month. In fact, Rose had never heard anyone ever
say anything nice about the man, yet it looked as if the
whole town of Dunphy had shown up.
The ceremony was simple, quiet and quick. It was
noon when everyone began to leave, giving his or her
condolences to Carol and promising to stop by for the
wake. After everyone had left, Mark helped Carol down
the hill, while Rose stayed by Dan’s grave.
“Have you told her yet?” Mark asked Carol.
“Not yet,” Carol replied, “Rose is none too welcoming a person to me. Perhaps you should tell her.”
“We’ve been over this, Carol. Rose needs to hear
it from you,” Mark told her.
“I don’t see how it will change anything. Rose removed me from her heart long ago. After everything
that I’ve been through, I’ve ended up with a wonderful
daughter — who hates me. How will telling her do either of us any good?” Carol asked.
“She deserves to know, from you. You owe her
that much.” Mark said as he helped Carol into his car.

saying a word to either Mark or her mother.
Mark took Carol and Rose back to Carol’s trailer,
and then took his leave, promising to come back at three.
Rose and Carol spent the next two hours in a steely silence. It wasn’t until 2:30 p.m., when Rose was getting
ready to leave, that either of them said anything.
“Rose, you can’t leave. It’s your father’s wake.
Will you for once do as I tell you? Stay here and honor
your father?” Carol asked, a pleading note in her frail
voice.
“Mom, I told you,” Rose said while walking toward the front door, “that bastard was not my father.
And I will NOT honor the fucker who nearly killed
you!”
“Why do you hate me so much? What did I do to
make you loath me?” Carol asked.
“I don’t hate you, Mom,” Rose said, and Carol
scoffed. “I don’t! But I do hate that you let Dan hurt
both of us and then went running back for more.”
“There’s more to it than you think, Rose,” Carol
said.
“That must have been some great sex then,” Rose
said sarcastically, “More to it? Please. You let Dan beat
you to a bloody pulp day in and day out. Then you sat
back and watched as he tried to do ... things to me.”
Rose fought the tears stinging her eyes, remembering
those nights for the second time that day.
“Why don’t you just come out and say it then?
You think I was a bad mother,” Carol said with as much
power as she could muster.
“Bad mother?!? You weren’t even a mother, let
alone a bad one. I took care of you, not the other way
around,” Rose almost yelled.
“All right,” Carol said with a sigh, while moving
for the Laz-E-Boy. “Go. I’ll take care of the guests myself.” Carol looked at her hands. “I hope that not too
many people show up. I’m not as young as I used to
be.”
“Don’t even try to pull that guilt trip crap on me,
Mom. I became immune to it a long time ago.” Rose
turned for the door and left. Carol closed her eyes; she
knew that she didn’t have much time left. If she were
ever going to tell Rose what was going on, it would
have to be now. But how could she tell Rose if she was
never around?

At Dan’s grave Rose stood alone, staring at the
hollow ground that now housed her stepfather. “I want
you to know, that I made it despite you. You hurt my
mother and me, but justice has ﬁnally been served. I
hope that you burn in hell, fucking asshole,” Rose said,
spitting on Dan’s grave. Then she turned away. It had
taken Rose thirteen years to say those words, but they
Mark was a block away from Carol’s, at a stop
failed to lift the heavy load weighing on her heart. She sign. He was about to move forward when he noticed a
reached Mark’s car and hopped into the back seat, not car ﬂying down the road. The car must have been going
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over one hundred miles an hour. When it passed him,
Mark realized that it was Rose. Carol must have ﬁnally
told her. Instead of going to Carol’s, for the wake, Mark
followed Rose. He had to do eighty just to keep her in
sight. Soon he realized that she was going to the hill,
the place that she went in high school whenever she had
to vent. By the time he caught up with Rose at the top of
Mt. Lamoille, she was out of her car pacing.
“How DARE she try and keep me there. I can’t believe she had the gall to tell me to stay, when she knows
what he ....” Rose broke off, seething. Mark got out of
his car and leaned against the hood, watching her pace.
The afternoon sun shined down on Rose, making her
look like some ﬁre-breathing creature from eons past.
“Have you ever considered that maybe she needed
you there?” Mark asked her. “That it was you, and your
strength, that she needed to get through this day.”
“Mark, I can do without you playing devil’s advocate right now,” Rose snapped. “God! I hate coming
back here. She always makes herself the victim.”
“Well, isn’t she? I think that you forget that Carol
was hurt by Dan just as much as you.”
“That is a load of crap and you know it!” Rose
spat, turning to face Mark. “She gave up her right to
be a victim when she went back to him time after time.
When she just sat there when he ....” Rose stopped and
resumed her pacing.
“When he what, Rose?”
“Nothing.” Rose turned away from him.
“No. You started something now ﬁnish it.” Rose
said nothing. Mark approached her. “Why do you hate
her so much? What happened that is so bad that you
can’t just let it go?”
Rose turned around to face Mark, tears streaming
down her face. For the ﬁrst time in his life, Mark saw
pain in her eyes. She looked like something inside her
had broken, like she had ﬁnally given in to something
she had been ﬁghting her whole life. “Do you remember that day, back in junior year, when I came to school
with all those bruises on my arms and legs?” Rose
asked him.
“Yeah, you said you had fallen down a ﬂight of
stairs,” Mark said.
“There aren’t any stairs in my mother’s trailer.”
They both moved to sit on the hood of Rose’s station
wagon. “Normally, when Dan was drunk, I stayed in my
room, away from his rage. That night I went out to get
a glass of water. He looked at me like I was some juicy
piece of steak. Before I knew what was happening, he
had dragged me into his room.” Rose stopped, unable
24

to continue. Mark put his arm around her and urged her
to go on. “He held me down,” Rose choked out. “I was
able to get one of my hands free, and I punched him. He
fell off the bed and knocked his head on the wall. When
I got off the bed, she was standing in the doorway.”
Rose broke then, letting out all the hurt that had been
inside her for ﬁfteen years. “She didn’t do anything!”
Rose said through the sobs. “She just stood there! She
was gonna let him rape me. I had hoped that, maybe,
she would leave him then. But no, she stayed with him.
It was then that I vowed to leave Dunphy.” Mark lowered his head as he whispered, “I know.” Rose looked at
him in surprise. “You know? For how long?”
“Since you told me.”
Rose looked at him in confusion. “The day before,
in my health class, we talked about signs and symptoms
of rape victims. Your lie was classic. I didn’t say anything because I knew that you would tell me when you
were ready.”
Rose stood up, and walked to the edge of the small
cliff. She hugged herself. It was as if the sun couldn’t
touch and warm her. “Tomorrow, I’m going to leave,
and I’m never going to come back. By burying Dan
today, I buried my past. Dunphy is no longer a part of
me. I’m gone tomorrow, gone for good.”
“No,” Mark said as he jumped off the car. “You
can’t just leave like that. Come on, Rose, stay for a couple of days and take a break. When was the last time
you had a vacation?”
“Stay? Mark, I hate this place with every ﬁber of
my being. Why the hell should stay? Give me one good
reason why.”
Mark heaved a sigh. “I didn’t want to be the one to
tell you this, but Carol is dying.”
“What?” Rose was taken aback. “My mother can’t
be ... dying.”
“Well, she is,” Mark said. “Six years ago she was
diagnosed with breast cancer. It soon spread and became secondary bone cancer. She went to treatments
for four years, but nothing could get rid of all the cells.
Two years ago, she decided to stop going to treatments.
Her condition has slowly been deteriorating ever since.”
Rose was at a loss for words. “I didn’t want to be the
one to tell you.”
“How ... do, do you, know all of this?” Rose stuttered out. But before Mark could answer, Rose’s face
lit up with understanding. “You’ve been helping her!
That in-home help program you started. It was because
of her, wasn’t it?”
“The hospital wouldn’t let me do it on my own. I
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started the program so I could.”
“How long have you been helping her?”
“Four years,” Mark told her. Rose was too shocked
to say anything. For a long time all she could do was
stand there, looking at the town of Dunphy -- so tiny
below her. Then suddenly Rose walked to her car, got
in and started the engine. Before Mark could stop her,
Rose was gone, this time speeding toward her mother’s
house.
Carol was sitting in her Laz-E-Boy chair as Rose
came thundering through the front door, Mark seconds
behind her.
“You fucking bitch! Why didn’t you tell me you
had cancer?” Rose yelled.
“Well, I thought that you weren’t going to tell her
Mark,” Carol said very calmly.
“She said she was going to leave and never come
back. I wasn’t going to let her leave not knowing.”
Mark said.
“Mother, I’m over here. I want to know why I had
to hear that you had cancer from my goddamn friend,
and not you,” Rose said furiously.
Carol forced herself out of her chair, looking frailer by the minute and spat out, “Rose, what difference
would it have made? Would you have driven down
from Denver at top speed to be by my side as I went in
for treatments? Moved back in so you could take care
of me while I was bedridden from the chemo?”
Rose looked at her tiny frame, then spoke, “I deserved to know. After everything you put me through,
you should have fucking told me!”
“What fucking difference would your knowing
have made? You wouldn’t have come down. You would
have talked to the doctors to see how long it would take
me to wither and die.” Rose stared down at Carol. Never had Rose seen her mother with so much passion. “I
know that you wish I were dead. Well, guess what, you
don’t have to wait much longer.” Rose could only look
at her mother. Suddenly Rose turned to leave, but she
stopped at the door,
“I never wanted you dead,” she said calmly, “But
after everything you haven’t done and haven’t told me,
I sure as shit do now.” And with that Rose left, tears
streaming down her face. Again, she drove away as
fast as her old station wagon could take her. Back in
the trailer, Carol collapsed. Mark dialed 9-1-1 and then
started CPR.

where she was going or what time it was. When she
ﬁnally came out of her trance, it was 9:30 p.m. and she
had driven all the way to Fernley. Rose pulled off I-80
and went into the Silverado Casino. She found a booth
and ordered a cup of coffee. Her mind was running a
thousand miles per minute. She couldn’t believe that
her mother was dying. Despite what anyone had ever
thought, Rose had never wanted her mother to die. Rose
felt like screaming; there were so many things that she
needed to say, so many things gone unresolved.
Rose spent two hours in Fernley, thinking about
everything that had ever happened between her and her
mother. It was all too much to handle. Rose couldn’t say
goodbye yet; it was just to soon. When Rose realized
that it was nearly midnight, she ordered one last cup of
coffee and started the long drive back to Dunphy. She
rolled into town at nearly two a.m. As Rose approached
the front door, she noticed an envelope taped to it. The
envelope was addressed to her. She opened it and read
the note inside. “Oh my God,” Rose whispered. She ran
back to her car and sped to the hospital.

“Carol Brandstein, what room is she in?” Rose
asked the nurse at the front desk. The woman looked
at her computer screen through a pair of thick-rimmed
glasses.
“She’s not in the computer. If she’s here she probably hasn’t been admitted yet.” The woman’s voice was
nasally and high pitched.
“That can’t be,” Rose said. “She came in with
Mark Williams. Where’s he at?”
“Let me see.” The nurse looked at another ﬁle on
her computer. “Nurse Williams isn’t working tonight.
I’m sorry, ma’am.” Rose turned about franticly. She
didn’t know what to do. Rose had to ﬁnd Mark: she had
to know if her mom was all right.
All of a sudden Rose heard someone calling her
name. She turned, saw Mark at the end of the hallway
and ran to him. “Mark, where’s my mother? I want to
see her.”
“Rose, sit down.” Mark guided Rose to an empty
seating area. “After you left, your mother went into cardiac arrest. The doctors here did everything they could.
But .... I’m sorry Rose, but Carol died an hour ago.”
Rose looked at him, tears welling up in her eyes.
“No. I didn’t even get to say goodbye.” Rose collapsed against Mark, her body wracked with sobs. “I
didn’t mean it. I don’t want her to die. Bring her back!”
Mark picked Rose up and took her to his ofﬁce where
Rose drove for hours, not paying any attention to she could mourn privately. For hours Mark just held
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her while she cried, and before Mark knew it, Rose had
fallen asleep in his arms.
“Rose,” Mark said, shaking her gently. “Rose, you
need to get up. The coroner needs you to claim your
mother’s body.”
“What? Where am I?” Rose asked, rubbing the
sleep from her eyes.
“You’re in my ofﬁce, at Lander County General.
Do you remember what happened last night?” Mark
asked.
“Unfortunately,” Rose said. The two of them stood
and stretched. The rest of the morning was a blur to
Rose. She identiﬁed her mother’s body, and then went
back to the trailer. She knew that she should get some
sleep, but she couldn’t. So Rose went out to the front
yard, sat on the ground and let the sun’s rays ﬁll the
caverns of her soul.
Sometime later Mark came by to talk about her
mother’s will.
“She wanted to be cremated and have her ashes
spread off the summit of Battle Mountain. Other than
that, she left everything to you. The trailer and everything inside is yours,” Mark told her.
“Thank you, Mark, for everything that you’ve
done for me, and for my mother. But I need to ask you
one last favor.”
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“What is it?”
“Can you fulﬁll my mother’s last wishes? You became closer to her these last four years than we ever
were my whole life. I think it would be better if you did
it,” Rose said.
“Sure. But what do you want me to do with all the
stuff inside the trailer?” Mark asked.
Rose didn’t answer. Instead she went inside and
grabbed her things plus the gilded mirror from the dining room which she stuffed inside her duffel. Rose went
into the kitchen and took a can of lighter ﬂuid out of a
cabinet. She walked through every room of the trailer,
pouring the liquid over every piece of furniture. The
last room she went into was the master bedroom, and
she poured out the last of the lighter ﬂuid on the bed.
She tossed the can aside and went to her mother’s
bedside table where her mother had always kept a box
of matches. Rose set her bag on the ﬂoor, lit a match
and tossed it on the bed. It ignited a blaze. Rose picked
up her bag and walked out of her mother’s house for the
last time and put her things in her car. Mark was about
to call the ﬁre department, but Rose stopped him. “Let
it burn.” Rose gave Mark a hug then turned to leave,
but before she got in her car, Rose turned back to Mark
and said, “Come and visit me sometime. I’d like that.”
Mark nodded his head and smiled; Rose got in her car
and drove east, away from the sun.
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The Ballad of the Sad Cafe:
A Theme and Character Analysis
by Jade Kai
Assignment: Provide an analysis of characters and themes in the play based on the book,
The Ballad of the Sad Cafe, by Carson McCullers.
Amelia Evans is a wealthy woman in small-town
Georgia around the 1930s to 1940s. However, in The
Ballad of the Sad Café, a play adapted by Edward Albee from the novel by Carson McCullers, Amelia does
not play the typical Southern lady. It is speciﬁcally the
uncharming, unwelcoming character of Amelia which
intrigued me when reading this play. I simply did not
understand how this woman could be so cold to someone who showed complete devotion to her and later
wait hand and foot on another who was demanding
and unkind to her. Amelia also leads a very unconventional life, which made her an outsider to those around
her. She is shunned socially by those in her town even
though the townspeople ﬂock to her café every night.
Cousin Lyman and Marvin Macy, the two other main
characters in the play, only add to the interesting and
complicated personality of Amelia. In my character
analysis of Amelia Evans, Cousin Lyman, and Marvin
Macy, I would ﬁrst like to give a brief background on
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the plot and setting of the play. I will then discuss Amelia’s relationship with the other main characters of the
play. Lastly, I would like to talk about the motives that
drive Amelia. Throughout the analysis, we will come
across a few interesting themes that are characteristic
of much of Carson McCuller’s work.
The story takes place in a tiny Georgia village. It
is a dirty, dim, lonely place with little of interest except for the cotton mill, worker housing, a church, and a
miserable main street. The narrator, who is the ﬁrst and
last person to speak in the play, describes the place as a
“lonesome-sad-like a place that is far off and estranged
from all other places in the world.” The narrator goes
on to tell the story about a face that periodically appears in the upstairs window of the oldest and largest
building in the village. (We later learn that this is the
face of Amelia.) The face “will look down at the town
... a terrible, dim face ... like the faces known in dreams.
The face will linger at the window for an hour or so, ...
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then the shutters will be closed once more.” The narrator continues to tell the story of how the building used
to be home to a store and café run by the woman in the
window -- Amelia Evans.
Miss Amelia, as she insists on being called, was
raised by her father. Her mother died during childbirth.
When her father died, Miss Amelia inherited the building. Amelia was raised to be independent and strong,
and she is described as masculine, dark, tall, and big.
She is aggressive and makes everyone uncomfortable.
One night when Amelia was selling her homemade liquor to some townsmen, a small, hunchbacked stranger
arrived. He claimed to be Amelia’s cousin and asked
to be taken in for the night. Cousin Lyman, as he later
comes to be identiﬁed as, didn’t just stay for the night.
He ended up being a permanent part of the café, and
Amelia became his devoted companion (unusual for
her harshness).
For four years, the café continued to attract the
townspeople every night as a place of discussion and
bonding among the regulars. One night, a man named
Marvin Macy arrived in town from the state penitentiary. Marvin Macy was the brother of Henry Macy
who frequented the café every night. As soon as Amelia learns that Marvin is back in town, tension can be
felt between the characters. A story lies between Amelia and Marvin that isn’t immediately revealed. Amelia
threatens Marvin about what she would do to him if he
ever came into her café, and Cousin Lyman demands
to know what is going on between Marvin and Miss
Amelia. It wasn’t until the next day that things were
explained to him.
Years ago, at the age of 19, Miss Amelia had married Marvin Macy. Marvin is described as the most
handsome and ruthless man in the area; however, in
order to woo Miss Amelia, he put away all his bad habits, including womanizing and liquor, went to church
regularly, and saved money. The engagement was
heartfelt on Marvin’s part, but Amelia refused to kiss
Marvin or even let him hold her in his arms. The wedding was “proper,” but on the night of the wedding,
Amelia refused to sleep with Marvin, saying that she
had bookkeeping work to do for the café. Night after
night, Amelia refused to sleep in the same room as Marvin and eventually asked Marvin to sleep on the ﬂoor
by the stove downstairs. Some of the townspeople had
expected this marriage to change Amelia into a proper
woman -- not the case. After Marvin had given Amelia
everything he had in hopes of winning her over, the two
got into a violent ﬁght and Marvin left her.
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Six years had passed since this incident. Marvin
had been in jail and returned to the village. He was back
to his rotten self and wanted revenge on Amelia for not
returning his affection. Keep in mind that the two have
not been properly divorced. Amelia threatened to kill
Marvin if he ever set foot on her property, and, strangely enough, Cousin Lyman, the person closest to Amelia,
befriended Marvin. Cousin Lyman demanded that Marvin be given room and board in the house, and Amelia
let it happen because she couldn’t say no to her Cousin
Lyman whom she adored. Eventually Amelia’s temper
became too much to handle, and she and Marvin got into
a physical ﬁght outside the café which she lost. As she
lay on the porch of her café, Marvin and Cousin Lyman
vandalized the café, stole her property, and abandoned
her. From that day forth, the café was no longer in existence. For three years after the incident, Miss Amelia
would sit on the porch and look into the distance as if
she were waiting for her companion, Cousin Lyman, to
return. After three years, she went upstairs and never
again left the upstairs rooms. Without the café, the town
had become dreary and lonely again. Every afternoon,
the shutter to an upstairs window would open, and that
dreary face would stare out into the distance and disappear again.
The relationship between the three main characters in this play (Miss Amelia, Marvin Macy, and Cousin Lyman) has been described as a love triangle. Each
character loves another character in the triangle, but the
feeling is not mutual. Amelia loves Cousin Lyman who
loves Marvin who loves/loved Amelia while Amelia
hates Marvin who is cruel to Cousin Lyman who treats
Amelia like a servant. No one appreciates the love extended to them, nor receives the love that they want.
Confusing? Yes, but fascinating.
Amelia’s relationship with Marvin is one in which
Marvin is infatuated with Amelia, but she does not return any kind feelings whatsoever. Amelia refuses to
consummate the marriage. In fact, she doesn’t even attempt to be friendly to him, which makes me wonder
why she agreed to marry Marvin. Perhaps she felt some
social pressure to marry and become proper, but this
does not ﬁt her as a character. Amelia is not a woman
who cares about what people think of her. One ﬂeeting
idea that I had was that she was transgendered and was
embarrassed about her new husband ﬁnding out what
she had always been able to keep hidden. The “grotesque misﬁt” pattern that characterizes Carson McCullers work seems to accommodate that theory, but
I did not ﬁnd any other clues in the play to support it.
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The best answer that I’ve been able to come to is that
she was lonely and saw that marriage (it didn’t matter
to whom) would be a way to at least ﬁnd companionship. However, I think she may have realized that she
only wanted friendship after the fact. After six years
of stewing in his bitter feelings about being rejected,
Marvin goes back to his old self and comes back to take
revenge on Miss Amelia. I see this as an act of pride for
Marvin. Marvin himself is a social misﬁt, a criminal,
a violent and sneaky man with a temper, and socially
unacceptable in several other ways. I think that he ﬁnds
it extremely insulting that everyone in the town knows
that he was rejected by another “misﬁt.”
Miss Amelia’s infatuation with Cousin Lyman is
disturbing to the village in several ways. First of all,
Cousin Lyman is hideously disﬁgured from what I gathered from the play. He is dwarfed and hunch-backed.
People cruelly call him “Bean” and “Brokeback.” Secondly, Amelia and Cousin Lyman are cousins, which
leads to rumors spread around the small town. The
“grotesque” nature of the relationship and the freakish
quality of the big, mannish woman with the disﬁgured
man reinforces the theme of the grotesque in Carson
McCullers’ writing. Amelia lives to serve Cousin Lyman from the night he arrived on her porch, even giving him her treasured possessions. Her behavior to him
is unprecedented. Her kindness and gentleness to him
is uncharacteristic of her masculine and cold manner.
However, he does not return the love she shows him.
In fact, he almost seems more like an ungrateful child
than anything else. His small stature only adds to that
feeling of his childish tantrums. When Cousin Lyman,
her only companion, leaves, Miss Amelia seems to give
up on life. She doesn’t function now that he is gone.
The café ﬂourished in his presence and shuts down in
his absence. The abandonment of the café is symbolic
of Miss Amelia’s abandonment of life.
The behavior of Miss Amelia puzzles observers -she certainly is the center of much village gossip. One
can only wonder why she is the way she is. An obvious
place to put the blame is in the way she was brought up.
She was raised by her father with no female ﬁgure in
her life. One can assume that this unconventional up-
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bringing led to the fact that she is nothing like the typical Georgian southern belle: Miss Amelia is mentally
and physically aggressive, single by choice, and independently wealthy. Another contributing factor may be
her body-type. It’s hard to be lady-like, dainty, and feminine when one is trapped in the broad and tall body of
a man. Perhaps she felt awkward trying to assume any
female roles and adapted to ﬁt her body’s part.
One interesting thing to look at is how love changes Miss Amelia’s behaviors. When Amelia falls in love
with Cousin Lyman, she becomes a vulnerable target. If
Cousin Lyman hadn’t demanded that Marvin stay in the
household, the ﬁght that led to her destruction would
not have occurred, at least not with the severity it did
have. Miss Amelia would never allow Marvin near her
property had Cousin Lyman not befriended him. Perhaps this was a strategy of Marvin’s: to befriend Cousin
Lyman in order to inﬁltrate Miss Amelia’s home.
Transformation due to love is another common element among the characters in this play. Look at how
Marvin changes in order to win over Miss Amelia. He
goes from a womanizing, drinking, immoral sleazebag
to a common, decent human worthy of marriage. Cousin Lyman’s love of Marvin makes him a doting “puppy
dog” who follows Marvin everywhere, but with anyone
else, Cousin Lyman acts like a bratty child.
This sad and honest glimpse at the lives of three
outcasts in the play The Ballad of the Sad Café may
cause some audience members to scrutinize these characters even more than they have been scrutinized in the
past. Other audience members may take away some important thoughts. McCullers brings out some important
ideas about the preconceptions that some have of ugliness and its relationship to the idea of love. Her play
makes a statement that love can bring out ugly qualities
in people as well beautiful qualities. Above all, I believe that in writing this novel Carson McCullers intended to help people open their eyes to how badly the
world treats those who don’t ﬁt in.
By creating intriguing characters, McCullers forces her audience to open their eyes to prejudices against
people who don’t ﬁt society’s ideas of acceptable appearances and behaviors.
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Stories within the Stories:
Weavings of Midsummer
by Katherine Enberg
Assignment: Write a paper addressing the plays covered so far: Medea, The Second Shepherd’s Play or Midsummer Night’s Dream.
If it were not for footnotes, most of the essence of
reading William Shakespeare’s A Midsummer Night’s
Dream would be lost on the average reader. What many
modern-day Shakespeare readers do not know is that
many of the characters in Midsummer had stories before
Shakespeare ever put pen to paper. Shakespeare knew
his audience; he knew they already knew the names of
Oberon and Titania, Theseus and Hippolyta, Pyramus
and Thisbe, and Robin Goodfellow. These were characters out of legend that adults had been passing down
for generations. Because his audience had the knowledge of these preexisting tales, Shakespeare was able to
effortlessly weave complexity into his play while also
adding universal appeal.
When writing in poetic language in the sixteenth
century, it was common practice to have these sorts of
“mythological allusions” (Root 122), such as reference
to Theseus’ former lovers Perigenia, Aegle, and Antopia as presented in Midsummer (2.1.78-80). Therefore,
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when Shakespeare wrote Midsummer he did not hesitate
to include thirty-seven of these allusions, exclusive of
references to Theseus (Root 122). There is a strong inﬂuence from Ovid’s Metamorphosis, including the story of Pyramus and Thisbe (Metamorphosis 4.55-169),
and ﬁve more references deﬁnitely from Ovid (Root
122). The majority of the references fall to the parts
of the lovers with ﬁfteen, the next part being the fairies with twelve, and the last ten being with the parts of
the mechanicals and their play. Some of the references
are obvious to most people, such as the “bolt of Cupid”
(2.1.165), while some are a bit more obscure such as
Theseus’ lovers as presented above. Seven of twentyone of the named characters are directly out of folklore
and legend. The most common to the modern audience
would be of the Greek heroes Theseus and Hippolyta,
or of the tragic lovers Pyramus and Thisbe. Less common to the modern audience, but perhaps more common to Shakespeare’s audience, would have been the
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fairies including Oberon and Puck.
The Fairies
When Shakespeare wrote Midsummer in the
mid 1590’s, “fairies were much in fashion” (Dyer 2).
Oberon had been recently featured in two literary documents, one an epic poem and the other a play. There
also was one of the most popular old wives’ tales making the circuit at the time of the “knavish sprite call’d
Robin Goodfellow,” playing tricks and doing favors for
mortals. With this knowledge of the popularity of fairies, Shakespeare was assured his audience would enjoy
the revelries of the fairy kingdom, while also creating a
good backdrop for his more common romantic comedy
using classic Greek heroes and heroines for Midsummer.
The ﬁrst time the character Oberon appeared in history was in the thirteenth century French romantic story
of Huon de Bordeaux. Oberon was the “Dwarf Fay,”
son of Julius Caesar of Roman history and Morgan Le
Fay of Arthurian myth. In the story, he helped the main
character Huon in his travels, reﬂecting the story of the
original Oberon, the Germanic king of dwarves, Elberich. In that story, Elberich helps Emperor Ortnit much
in the same fashion. As the most celebrated dwarf in
folklore, Elberich’s stories were translated into different
languages through the centuries. In these translations,
the spelling of his name went through many changes, the
ﬁrst being to Albrich. From Albrich, the French translated it to Auberich and then Auberon. Then ﬁnally, in
Huon de Bordeaux, the transition to Oberon took place.
In 1590, Oberon made another appearance in the epic
poem, “The Fairy Queen,” by Edmund Spenser, and a
few years after that, at approximately the same time as
Midsummer’s ﬁrst performance, there was the appearance of “Oboram, King of Fayeries” in Robert Greene’s
play, The Scottish History of James the Fourth.
There is no evidence to say Shakespeare was not
the ﬁrst to name obstinate Titania as the queen of the
fairies, but he was not completely original if he was the
creator. In his time, contemporary belief was that fairies
were thought to be “the same as the classic Nymphs, the
attendants of Diana .... The Fairy-queen was therefore
the same as Diana, whom Ovid (Metamorphosis 3.173)
styles Titania” (Keightley 325). Though at the time of
Midsummer, there was already a queen of the fairies
in contemporary folklore: Queen Mab. Later in Romeo
and Juliet, for no apparent reason, Shakespeare seemingly dethrones Titania and replaces her with Mab.
One of the most popular characters from Midsummer for modern audiences is Puck, otherwise known
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as Robin Goodfellow. In actuality, Puck and Robin
Goodfellow had been favorites for a long time before
Shakespeare ever wrote about him. The name Puck was
derived from many similar spirits in European folklore
including the English pouke (an old word meaning demon or devil), the Irish pooka, the Cornish pixie, and
the Welsh pwcca. Robin Goodfellow is the character
name for Hobgoblin, Hob being short for Robin. It was
not until after Midsummer, that Puck stopped being a
type of spirit and became synonymous with the name of
Robin Goodfellow. Some have even connected Robin
Goodfellow with the legendary Robin Hood of Sherwood (318). Another name used along with hobgoblin
is Lob, which Shakespeare uses in the play.
The traditional story of Robin Goodfellow is that
his father was a fairy king (later revealed as Oberon
[289]), was raised as a mortal until aged six years, and
then was contacted by Oberon to join him in fairyland.
That was the time Robin was given the power to shapeshift into any animal he wished. The ﬁrst animal he
chose to change into was a horse so that he could tempt
“a churlish clown” into riding on his back, only to dump
him while they were riding through some water (287).
This was just one of the many examples given to show
the merry and trickster spirit that is Puck. In Midsummer, Shakespeare wrote an excellent introduction:
FAIRY. Either I mistake your shape and making
quite,
Or else you are that shrewd and knavish
sprite
Call’d Robin Goodfellow: are not you he
That frights the maidens of the villagery;
Skim milk, and sometimes labor in the quern
And bootless make the breathless housewife
churn;
And sometime make the drink to bear no
barm;
Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their
harm?
Those that Hobgoblin call you and sweet
Puck,
You do their work, and they shall have good
luck:
Are you not he?
PUCK. Thou speak’st aright;
I am that merry wanderer of the night.
I jest to Oberon and make him smile
When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile,
Neighing in likeness of a ﬁlly foal;
And sometimes lurk I in a gossip’s bowl,
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In very likeness of a roasted crab,
And when she drinks, against her lips I bob
And on her withered dewlap pour the ale.
The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale,
Sometimes for three-foot stool mistaketh
me;
Then slip I from her bum, down topples she,
And “Tailor” cries, and falls into a cough;
And then the whole choir hold their hips and
laugh,
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and
swear
A merrier hour was never wasted there.
(2.1.32-57)
This introduction to the character made it clear to
the audience that this was deﬁnitely the same Puck they
were fans of.
In the fairy’s part, he mentions Puck doing work for
those who call him sweet. In folklore, fairies (including
Puck) loved to clean homes and do household chores
for their patrons; therefore, Shakespeare made sure to
include this. A second time he brings out this part of the
original character is in 5.1, by having Puck carry in the
traditional prop of a broom and bless the home of the
lovers by cleaning it. In 5.1.97-98, toward the end of
the play, Puck gives evidence: “I am sent with broom
before / To sweep the dust behind the door.” This quote
can also be an allegory for the idea that Puck is there
to makes things right in a less literal sense, just as he
managed to sort out the troubles with the young lovers in the wood. Usually when Puck would play tricks
on mortals, they were well deserved. According to one
story, Puck came along one day to ﬁnd a man abusing a woman so he changed himself into a hare, ran
between the legs of the man, suddenly changed into a
horse while underneath the man, and ran off with the
man on his back. Puck later ﬂung the man into a hedge
(Keightley 288).
Shakespeare was not the ﬁrst to use Robin Goodfellow as a character in literary work. In 1584, “Robin
Goodfellow is many times mentioned by name” (Furness 289) in Reginald Scot’s The Discouerie of Witchcraft. The record of the name is in a thirteenth century
manuscript preserved at the Bodleian Library at Oxford (289). Although he may not have been original to
Shakespeare, it is perhaps only because of him that this
“shrewd and knavish sprite” is still well loved.
In Midsummer, Shakespeare did a good job of
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combining all of his knowledge of fairylore to create a
new fairyland where Oberon is king, Titania his queen,
and Puck the jester and servant. His fortuitous lack of
originality allowed for more believability by the audience. They were transported into the imaginary world
much more easily because they could already relate to
it.
Theseus and Hippolyta
It was trend in Shakespeare’s day to write new stories of heroes of old, so when writing Midsummer, he
chose the ancient Greek hero Theseus, King of Athens,
and his wife Hippolyta, Queen of the Amazons, for two
of his main characters. In mythology, Theseus was the
king of Athens after his father Aegeus, and he had many
adventures over his lifespan. Some of these exploits included battling giants; ﬁnding his way out of King Minos’ maze, which was guarded by the Minotaur; and
helping Heracles with his twelve labors. It was while
Theseus was helping with the ninth task that Hippolyta
came onto the scene. Heracles was instructed to procure the golden girdle of the Amazon Queen Hippolyta.
In some accounts, the queen was slain, but in others,
Theseus captured her and brought her home with him
to be his wife (Norton et al. 197).
In Midsummer, Shakespeare wrote Hippolyta’s
part to indicate she is not excited about her marriage to
Theseus. Four days is not much time to her: “Four days
will quickly steep themselves in night / Four nights will
quickly dream away the time.” In writing these lines
found in 1.1.8-9, he thus integrated the original story
of Hippolyta being married against her wishes. Shakespeare still presents Theseus much as he was in legend,
a good soldier and leader with a sharp and balanced
mind. He stayed true to the legend so as not to confuse
the audience. If he had changed the characters, there
would have been very little point to using them at all,
for doing so was so the audience would relate.
When Shakespeare wrote Midsummer, footnotes
were not necessary for most of his audience. Most of
them had just as much, if not more, formal education
than he did. They had grown up with fairies and Greek
heroes. They loved to hear stories about them. Shakespeare knew this; that is why he wrote Midsummer the
way he did. It is ﬁlled to the brim with stories; some
obvious, some not so obvious. The rich context made
Midsummer one of history’s most widely appreciated
plays written with poetic language, and, because of its
universal themes, it is still greatly appreciated today.
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Medusa, My Love
by Holly Mellas
Assignment: Analyze a poem for themes discussed in class as relevant to women and
experience.
Silent and unmoving as a stone are the ones who
dare to look into Medusa’s face. Legend has it that those
foolish enough to try never return. Knowing these facts
about the Gorgon Medusa, one forms the opinion that
she must be a very disagreeable character indeed, and
it is best just to stay away. Yet the author May Sarton
has chosen the Gorgon as her muse in the poem, “The
Muse as Medusa.” It is immediately apparent that Sarton’s choice is a subject that will require more thought,
for offhand the idea of choosing a muse who will turn
the writer to a voiceless mass of rock seems extremely
unwise. Fortunately, Sarton is a thinking woman, which
she will demonstrate while she explains her gorgon
muse in the lines of “The Muse as Medusa.”
For the poem to make as much sense as possible,
a reader must ﬁrst know who Medusa was (or is). According to myth, the Gorgon Medusa was once a beautiful woman, but vain, especially concerning her hair.
Medusa made the mistake of comparing her beauty to
the goddess Athena, who had no qualms about transforming Medusa’s hair into a mass of snakes. The result
was so horrible that “... no living thing could behold her
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without being turned to stone” (“Medusa in Myth”). If
a reader assumes that Medusa was not a muse before
she was a Gorgon, then she was just a woman, beautiful
and vain. However, Medusa dared compare herself to a
goddess, dared to equate herself with a powerful ﬁgure,
thereby giving herself at least the pretense of power. As
a mortal woman, such ambitions proved a mistake. Medusa was punished by Athena, losing the one thing she
could really call her own and be proud of: her hair. Her
tresses were turned into snakes, which are altogether
more phallic than her hair had previously been. Medusa’s reprimand for her pride was to wear a crown of
phalluses on top of her, a hissing reminder that she was
below the power associated with the phallus. Medusa’s
punisher, Athena, was the goddess of war; an activity
traditionally thought of in our society as a “male” event.
Her armor often bore images of snakes, like Medusa’s
hair. Sarton may have wished to draw a connection between the power Athena had and the power that males
stereotypically hold in the patriarchal society in which
women writers have found punishment awaiting them
if they use their voices.
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At the beginning of the poem, Sarton and her
muse meet in isolation symbolic of the isolation women
have historically had to experience in order to write: “I
saw you once, Medusa; we were alone” (Sarton 296).
The fact that the two are alone can also have meaning
in that women’s writing has historically been repressed
and forgotten as though it had never existed at all, leaving many women writers to blaze a trail on territory
that seems undiscovered for lack of recognizable landmarks. Even in more recent years, there are far fewer
women writers than men writers. When Sarton meets
her muse, they are alone. No other women appear in the
poem, illustrating their small numbers.
Sarton addresses the muse directly by her name,
even from the ﬁrst line, implying equality and familiarity with the muse. She calls her by her name, “Medusa,”
as classical poets would not have done. Classical poets,
stereotypically being men, would likely not have been
able to feel equality or familiarity with Medusa. Men
are not of the same sex as Medusa, for one thing. Nor
have men had to experience the trials of ostracism and
punishment of ambition that Medusa and other women
have known. For another reason, Medusa had become
a Gorgon for comparing herself with power considered
“out of her league” as a woman in her patriarchal society. The power she claimed by comparison for herself
was one centered on the phallus, the territory of men.
As such, men would likely feel threatened by Medusa,
expelling all chance for commiseration or empathy.
Initially, Sarton is surprised at not being punished
for seeking Medusa. Traditionally, women who sought
to express themselves creatively have been silenced by
the charge of upholding the image of ideal womanhood.
Just as the legend of Medusa’s terrible powers kept
people from pursuing her, so threats kept many women
from coming to their muses, as author bell hooks writes
in her essay “Talking Back,” “Madness, not just physical abuse, was the punishment for too much talk if you
were female” (hooks 75). A woman who challenged the
ideal was often considered only eccentric if she was
lucky, but she could have been beaten for taking to intellectual pursuits if she was not so lucky.
However, it has been proven again and again that a
woman who writes is not driven mad by her creative endeavors, as the patriarchs of old would have had women believe. When Sarton looks on the face of Medusa
and does not turn to stone, she is disillusioned, “How to
believe the legends I am told?” (Sarton 296). In asking
this question, Sarton ponders, and asks her readers to
ponder the following: If the legend of Medusa is a lie,
Cottey College

what other lies have we been fed? What Old Patriarch’s
Tales have we internalized?
There is one more disillusionment awaiting the
readers in the ﬁnal stanza of Sarton’s poem. Sarton
looked directly into Medusa’s legendary visage. “I
turn your face around! It is my face” (Sarton 297). The
knowledge that the muse is herself adds to the sense
of familiarity present in the ﬁrst stanza. The mythical
monster Medusa is transformed again into a human being, one Sarton knows better than she knows anyone
in the world: herself. In her mirror-Medusa-muse image, Sarton sees “frozen rage” she “must explore.” She
sees in her own face an anger so intense that it has the
power to paralyze. This anger can be interpreted as arising from the cultural scolding of a woman who seeks
her muse. To explore the anger, to learn more about it,
could possibly dispel the misconceptions surrounding
it, causing it, allowing healing.
Like the legend of madness, another tale told to
silence women hints at the idea that anything a woman
can produce is inferior to men’s ingenuity, and not destined for great things. Applied to Sarton’s poem, women’s ideas take the shape of ﬁsh in the fourth stanza
where the poet tells Medusa her thoughts are widely
traveled: “The ﬁsh escaped to many a magic reef” have
experienced danger: “The ﬁsh explored many a dangerous sea --,” and yet “The ﬁsh, Medusa, did not come
to grief” (297). Sink or swim in a patriarchal world,
Sarton’s “thoughts, those ﬁshes” have learned to swim,
disproving myths that long have dissuaded women
from writing.
Repression of the ability to use language can strip
a person or a group of people of any semblance of power. Women writers have sought the opportunity to use
their voice “... to express deep feelings, send messages
to others, create alternate worlds, make order of chaos, seek transcendence, celebrate themselves ...” (DeShazer 2) and found themselves shut out by a society
in which women and the subject matter they choose are
held in lower esteem than men and the subjects they
elect worthy of writing. War overshadows washing day,
and building cities obscures bearing children. As a result, the act of expressing oneself in writing has been
in the past, and is still in more recent times, an act of
bravery for women. In her essay “Talking Back,” bell
hooks states that writing for women, especially minority women, cannot simply be the act of using one’s
voice: “For us, true speaking is not solely an expression
of creative power: it is an act of resistance, a political gesture that challenges politics of domination that
35

would render us nameless and voiceless” (hooks 53).
A woman who uses the power of language risks being
condemned by a patriarchal society, sharing in a way,
the fate of Medusa. Language is the primary form of
communication between human beings, thus its importance and power. Sarton recognizes the power invested
in language, and being able to use it, in the last line
of the third stanza, “Though you [Medusa] had power
marshaled on your side” (296).
In the ﬁfth stanza, silence is discussed. But where
silence can and has been oppressive, Sarton portrays
a nurturing kind of silence, fertile, and productive, “...
your silence is my ocean, /And even now it teems with
life” (297). Even in silence, Sarton suggests, a woman’s
muse is not a dead sea, but a veritable primordial birthing place, “teeming,” overﬂowing with creation, out
of which many fantastic creatures may come. Silence,
when imposed, is oppressive, but a natural silence can
have quite the opposite effect, as stated in the essay
“Engendering Language, Silence and Voice.” Silence in
its natural state is a part of the brain’s thought patterns,
“ ... silence and language cannot be separated, for stillness leads to thought, which in turn gives rise ineluctably to words” (DeShazer 7). In order to see Medusa
as a source of new life through creativity, a reader must
heed Sarton’s request to “forget the image” of Medusa
as the one-dimensional hideous, brooding monster conjured by legend (297).
In “The Muse as Medusa,” writer May Sarton discusses the power of language and silence by projecting
a muse into a very unlikely body, that of the Gorgon
Medusa. From the beginning, Sarton reclaims the Gorgon from ostracism, shattering the myth of her terrible
powers while simultaneously defending women’s right
to write. The title itself suggests that Medusa is not what
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she seems. The name “Medusa” brings to the surface of
a reader’s mind a monster. To take this ﬁrst image and
attempt to ﬁt it into the somewhat gentler and less malevolent idea of a muse makes for an awkward pairing.
Simply to rearrange the words, however, suggests that
the creative muse has chosen the shape of Medusa, a
much easier idea on the mind, as a muse can take many
forms, so producing many different inspirations.
Legends passed down through patriarchal society
would have one believe that the very sight of Medusa’s
face will turn the looker into stone. A fate presumably as
terrible awaits a woman who would follow intellectual
interests: madness. In “The Muse as Medusa,” Sarton
writes to disillusion as well as to educate her readers
that neither of these tales are true. Look into the muse’s
face, Sarton dares. As she takes upon herself the identity of her own muse and Medusa in the last stanza (“It
is my face”), she hopes her readers will leave as she did
in the second stanza, having made their wish, “... when
I left you I was clothed in thought ...” (296).
Works Cited
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Writing Voices
by Kali Shipley
Assignment: Write a four-page (minimum) typed analysis of one of the authors in unit one,
focusing on the introductory section, and drawing on the ideas of Woolf, Hooks or Christian to elucidate the works of the chosen author.
Waves of excitement and thrill rush over me as I
delve into one of my favorite books — it’s a classic,
and I’m enthralled. The words twisted and woven wrap
around me, engulﬁng me in a new world. They touch
down to the core of me. I love this book. Beyond the
pages of the book, I become part of the story. Does it
matter this book was written by a man? It’s a thought
I’d never considered, really. In the society which I have
been raised, such a question seems silly — I almost hate
to ask it out loud, lest I be cast as some radical. Twinges
of guilt and sexism peck at me when I think of women
writing as more relevant to my life. But I ﬁnd a current running within me that relates so closely to women
writers more than any male works I’ve read. When I
read Gloria Anzaldúa’s essay, “Speaking in Tongues:
A Letter to Third World Women Writers,” I am stirred.
I relate to what she says. I feel the same rhythm she
puts forth in her style and approach. She has feelings
I’ve had and expresses them in a way to which I relate;
she probes and asks questions: “Who gave us permisCottey College

sion to perform the act of writing? Why does writing
seem so unnatural for me? ... How hard it is for us to
think we can choose to become writers, much less feel
and believe that we can. What have we to contribute, to
give? ... Does not our class, our culture as well as the
white man tell us writing is not for women such as us?”
(Anzaldúa 317, 318). A society in which this tends to
be the case gives women two choices: they can be silent
with the stories and ideas that matter to them, or they
can ﬁnd a way to talk as a man and consequently express their ideas inaccurately. The questions Anzaldúa
asks seem hopeless, but I know that words “chant” inside her as they do in me (321). There is another option
and that is what feminist literary criticism has sought
to present. Women across the board have been working
to reclaim our literary heritage to resurrect texts and
authors. They have helped us to look at things no longer
through patriarchal lenses. Our vision has been cleared
for experiencing our feelings and thoughts, language
and voice — as women. These theorists “assume that
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literature, language, gender, and class interact in a variety of ways, and that understanding such interactions
is crucial to any revision of literary history” (DeShazer
2). To my question earlier: yes, it does matter that the
book was written by a man. A book is not bad because
it is written by a man; a book is not good because it is
written by a woman. We must realize that:
Literary studies have traditionally been dominated
by the myth of the author’s sovereignty, by the notion of a work as original and the (male) writer’s
perspective as objective and universal. Feminist
literary theory has challenged this dominant myth,
as have other contemporary critical approaches
such as deconstruction, which seeks to dismantle
established systems of thought regarding authorial
and textual production. (2)
We seek true literary treasure — from a male or
female — demanding that all views are valid and relevant. A woman must not neglect to “make her own
writing,” her own voice, “the ﬁrst priority” (Anzaldúa
319).
1) So, why write?
Looking back, we see a stream of voices, of people, oppressed by the dominating patriarchs — stiﬂed
to silence and submission. Any thoughts outside the
male spectrum were regarded as trivial or meaningless. What interest had they in the day-to-day experiences and thoughts of women? It didn’t help them in
war, it did not assist in business; as far as they were
concerned, what went on at home or in the minds and
lives of women should stay there. But women did write.
Despite everything, they determined not to let that inner part of them die — they knew it was important.
There is something important even in the language of
women, as bell hooks captures in the conversation of
the women around her as a child: “There black women
spoke in a language so rich, so poetic, that it felt to me
like being shut off from life, smothered to death if one
were not allowed to participate” (75). There is life in
their language. What is relevant to us is important, what
is important to us is relevant, and Anzaldúa points out,
“[w]e must use what is important to us to get to the writing. No topic is too trivial. The danger is in being too
universal and humanitarian and invoking the eternal to
the sacriﬁce of the particular and the feminine and the
speciﬁc historical moment” (320). So we write because
inside us is a voice — it cannot be ignored, it will not be
ignored, it is valid and needing to be let free.
2) Voice (the voice of women heard from women).
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Anzaldúa says she writes to avoid complacency:
“I must keep the spirit of my revolt and myself alive”
(319). She is revolting against the silence the world
around her has imposed. For women to ﬁnd their voice,
they must undertake a very complex struggle. Breaking
away from silence involves voice and language. Even if
you have a voice, sometimes you are forced to express
it in a language different from your own. Language can
be taken in a literal or abstract sense. Anzaldúa expresses this struggle (she struggles with not just expressing
herself as a woman, but trying to do that as a Chicana
in a white world): “We speak in tongues like the outcast and the insane. Because white eyes do not want
to know us, they do not bother to learn our language,
the language which reﬂects us, our culture our spirit”
(317). Everyone has the need to express herself through
her own language, whether it’s the language of a woman, a Chicana, a poor woman, a black woman, or a rich
woman. To truly express ourselves, we don’t desire to
use the articulations of someone else — their way of
writing a sentence or their approach to style.
Only our own language can stir us to the core.
That should be the main concern of the writer, to ﬁnd
what method makes her literary heart beat. Our voice is
the song, our language the rhythm—together we make
a chorus. bell hooks considered this phenomenon at a
young age in her everyday life with the women around
her. “I can remember watching fascinated as our mother talked with her mother, sisters, and women friends.
The intimacy and intensity of their speech — the satisfaction they received from talking to one another, the
pleasure, the joys” (74).
Our voice is essential, and Anzaldúa suggests,
“Find the muse within you. The voice that lies buried
under you, dig it up. Do not fake it, try to sell it for
a handclap or your name in print” (323). What she is
saying here is that you are the only one who can write
you — if you don’t, no one else can or will. Men write
about women, but from their view. They don’t know
truly what it is to be a woman. Anzaldúa wants to restate her claim on who she is, on who we are as women:
“I write to record what others erase when I speak, to
rewrite the stories others have miswritten about me,
about you” (319). Joining her in these efforts is central
to our voices being heard.
3) Outside afraid of what’s different.
There is no denying that women have been silenced, but despite that oppression, many women have
written. In view of some of the great women writers it is
easy to wonder why they were silenced. They had valid
Cottey College

stories, great style, moving prose, but we must remember those selecting the great works for study were men.
It is natural for any human to gravitate to the stories,
ideals, and feelings that have great signiﬁcance to them.
When deciding what literature is important, if you are
a man, your choosing will be writings by or about men.
It is also natural to be leery of things that are foreign
or strange to us. “Man, like all other animals, fears and
is repelled by that which he does not understand, and
mere difference is apt to connote something malign”
(318). This fear of women’s writing and voice caused
women to be silenced in public and at home.
As the French feminist Héléne Cixous explains,
“every woman has know the torture of beginning to
speak aloud, heart beating as if to break, occasionally
falling into loss of language, ground and language slipping out from under her, because for woman speaking
even just opening her mouth — in public is something
rash, a transgression” (92). Not only gender but race,
class, and sexual orientation can serve as barriers to
emergent speech (DeShazer 7).
Even women suppressed women. Mothers were
afraid to let their daughters speak, they threatened a
girl with madness, as hooks explains: “For this terrible
madness which I feared, which I was sure was the destiny of daring women born to intense speech (after all,
the authorities emphasized this point daily), was not as
threatening as imposed silence, as suppressed speech”
(75). While men were afraid of women’s voices, women were also afraid to express them.
4) We’re afraid of what’s inside us.
In an even deeper vein, we are afraid of the voice
that is within us. We are afraid to let it out, we are afraid
of what it might say, we are afraid to be exposed. If
and when we do free our voice in writing, it is a scary
thing. “Writing is dangerous because we are afraid
of what the writing reveals: the fears, the angers, the
strengths of a woman under a triple or quadruple oppression” (Anzaldúa 321). When we write, we are laying ourselves bare for the world to see. Our words will
be examined and critiqued. There is a twofold struggle:
we face the fear of criticism of our work and the fear
of our soul dying if we do not take hold of the words
inside us. bell hooks gives a good image of what this
vulnerability feels like:
The fear of exposure, the fear that one’s deepest emotions and innermost thoughts will be dismissed as mere nonsense, felt by so many young
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girls keeping diaries, holding and hiding speech,
seems to me now one of the barriers that women
have always needed and still need to destroy so
that we are no longer pushed into secrecy and silence. (74)
And writing is not automatic — we must struggle
to grasp our language, ﬁnd our voice. It is a process, a
battle. Here in this struggle the suppression is not from
the outside but from within ourselves. We can observe
how much it takes to win this struggle: “Less obvious
are the inner struggles, the efforts made to gain the necessary conﬁdence to write, to re-write, to fully develop
craft and skill — and the extent to which such efforts
fail” (hooks 76). In the ﬁghting spirit of Anzaldúa we
can’t fear failure, or our own voice, but must persevere
until we’ve championed them both. Then we can move
to champion those on the outside who fear our voice as
well.
5) But we must write.
So writing is the road on which we ﬁnd a freeing
of our voice, a dispensing of our fears, a breaking of the
silence. Writing is the duty of those who wish to do it
— obstacle or none.
Anzaldúa encourages them: “The problems seem
insurmountable and they are, but they cease being insurmountable once we make up our mind that whether
married or childrened or working outside jobs we are
going to make time for the writing” (320). Our voice is
freed and the self in all women is found, ready to be held
by them, when we express those valid and common experiences. Writing beneﬁts us all; we thank those who
have shouted into the silence. Now voices reverberate
all around. hooks expresses how this breaking of the
silence is a healing to our wound:
Moving from silence into speech is for the oppressed, and those who stand and struggle side by
side a gesture of deﬁance that heals, that makes
new life and new growth possible. It is that act of
speech, of ‘talking back,’ that is no mere gesture of
empty words, that is the expression of our movement from object to subject — the liberated voice.
(76)
Soon, the questioning of Anzaldúa will cease.
Women writers, minority writers will ﬁnd the pathway
to ﬁghting for their language and freeing their voice. It
is a battle the literary world must wage continually, to
keep from suppressing any voice and therefore liberating all who love to write.
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Nietzsche and the Nazis
by Julia Cryne
Assignment: Write a research paper, eight to 10 pages, on a topic covered in class.
It is important to recognize that Friedrich Nietzsche as a philosopher is one of the most difﬁcult philosophers to read, categorize and comprehend. Often,
his works are simply misunderstood, and readers draw
their own conclusions, which in turn further misrepresent the point that Nietzsche had originally attempted
to make. The reason for such misunderstanding is probably the result of his almost chaotic, random, and ironic
style of writing, which often came in bursts between
the attacks of his illness.1 This frantic style of writing
allowed a weakness into his work, which was exploited
by Hitler’s National Socialist or Nazi regime. As a new
movement, with almost no philosophical basis to draw
upon, Nazism found philosophies that could be easily assigned or adapted to Nazi rhetoric in Nietzsche.
Hitler’s regime adopted several Nietzschean themes,
such as the will to power, the gloriﬁcation of myth, the
Overman, the deceived deceiver, the struggle against
nihilism, and others, in addition to alleged positions of
Nietzsche which the Nazis invented, including a justiﬁcation for the destruction of a weaker class, and anti1
2

Semitism. Nietzsche is a philosopher who sought to
arouse a reaction with his work, yet it is inconceivable
that he would have expected the result that the Nazis
achieved with his words. In this paper, I will show that
the complex and often ironic philosophies of Friedrich
Nietzsche were used to advance many later political
causes of the twentieth century — most notably the
Nazi Third Reich.
Nietzsche left no deﬁnitive system for his readers
to use; he did not believe that philosophy should be put
into systems: “I mistrust all systematizers and I avoid
them. The will to a system is a lack of integrity.”2 His
positions were dispersed into short groups of thoughts
or notes, which were often interwoven to create a deeper point. Nietzsche also employed irony, aphorisms
and allegories consistently in his work, which often
seemed to cause contradictions. If one can categorize
Nietzsche’s work at all, his philosophies seem to boil
down to two basic categories: that which he afﬁrms,
and that which he condemns. Above all, Nietzsche afﬁrms life: the will to life, the passionate energy for life,
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and life-afﬁrming practices and ideas. In his projection
of a will to life, he asserts that from this stems a will
to power: “Wherever I found the living, there I found
the will to power .... Only where there is life, there is
also will: not will to life but ... will to power.”3 For Nietzsche, one can live and have the all-consuming need
for power, or one does not live. As life (as Nietzsche
sees it) is good, the will to power is thus an expression
of good. Additionally, this passionate will to life must
be superior to even reason, so that it cannot be judged
or criticized, and thus devalued.4 When pursuing life,
it was of signiﬁcant importance that one focus on “primarily the force and courage of the ‘will to power’” for
that reason.5 Of additional note is the distinction made
by Nietzsche between the power over self and the power
over others. Since Nietzsche emphasizes the individual
and the self-surpassing as the greatest type of power,
because it enriches life, power over others is a lower
form of power. As Christopher Bifﬂe remarked, “The
power of the state to make others conform, the power
of a tyrant over enslaved masses ... are all manifestations of the will to power, but in its lowest, most despicable form.”6 The will to power is an ultimately internal
struggle against oneself and ordinary “humanness.” Nietzsche saw life and its experience as an acceptance of
a whole. One must accept both the joys and tragedies
of life as if it were to reoccur eternally. He introduced
this doctrine known as eternal recurrence, which holds
that because life is primarily important, one must hold a
view as if all pain and pleasure in a life will be repeated
eternally as a “test” to determine if one’s life is lived
meaningfully.7 From the mass of humanity, Nietzsche
said an Übermensch or Overman would overcome the
boundaries of the self and ordinary humanity to achieve
a “greater” form of existence because it would be an
example of a good life, and a fulﬁllment of the will to
power: “Now it is up to man to give his life meaning
by raising himself above the animals and the all-toohuman.”8 The Overman is called to respond not only
to himself, but also to the world as itself, by seeing the

world mythically and deeply, simply as it is. The world
Nietzsche describes must necessarily “be experienced
both as an illusion and as itself, at the same time,” because myth is what makes culture, and what focuses
the mind.9 For him, it is the only way to halt a growing
nihilism within the culture.
Nietzsche spends often more time in his writing on
what he intensely condemns for denying life. Nihilism,
asceticism, and the slave morality all receive scathing
attacks from Nietzsche, who in attempting to alert people of their degenerate state and thus “save” modernity
from nothingness, went to an extreme and justiﬁed cruelty and war. Nihilism is the degenerative state to which
people are reduced when they must question their existence. Nietzsche claims that the modern man who is
totally enslaved would feel as though, “rather than want
nothing, man even wants nothingness.”10 This will to
nothing is the embodiment of the hatred of life, and
yet it remains a will. The enslaved wish to break “free”
from their enslavement but cannot do so, and so they
will nothing. To have no will at all is to, essentially, not
exist. To have a will to nothing is to despise life and
destroy it in order to experience the limits of the enslavement negatively or attempt to break free of them.
It is a state that can produce no joy in existence. Nihilists are those who are weary of life, and of their status.
Nietzsche saw them as the life-sucking force of society,
employing values like pity and humility to make others
in society feel as they do. And because he advocated that
these people were degenerates of society, he maintained
that their own crushing nihilism should crush them: “I
wish suffering, being forsaken, sickness, maltreatment,
humiliation — I wish that that profound self-contempt,
the torture of mistrust of oneself, and the misery of him
who is overcome, not remain unknown to them: I have
no pity for them ...”11 Nietzsche spoke also of punishment as a means to destroy nihilism and glorify life. As
Steven Aschheim noted, “Punishment existed only to
serve the life-enhancing, hierarchical order, based, as it
would be, on the will to power and the urge to create a
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higher, stronger being.”12 Such justiﬁcations of cruelty
were easily adapted to later thinkers who read a racial
tone into the writings of Nietzsche.
Further, asceticism or self-denial, is another lifehating endeavor. The ascetic ideal preached that “something was lacking, that a tremendous gap surrounded
man: he did not know how to justify, explain or afﬁrm
himself, he suffered from the problem of his meaning.”13 Since life was not already good to the ascetic,
they advocated suffering to give life more meaning, to
ﬁll in the “gap.” Nietzsche speciﬁcally ﬁnds fault with
Christian and Jewish ascetic practice: “At the bottom
of Christianity is the rancor of the sick, instinct directed
against the healthy, against health itself.”14 The self-denial of health itself is the base direction of the Christian faith, and the factions of Judaism that also conform
to this base. The two moral schemas which Nietzsche
identiﬁes are the master morality and the slave morality.
The master morality is focused on “the non-reﬂective
assertion of self. The master says: ‘I am good, you are
not like me and you are bad’.”15 The master is one who
glories in his power, but really does not afﬁrm himself,
and so deceives himself by believing he is making his
life better. This is the origin of the concept of the deceived deceiver. Nietzsche wrote, “In all great deceivers a remarkable process is at work, to which they owe
their power .... In the very act of deception with all its
preparation, the dreadful voice, expression and gestures,
amid their effective scenario they are overcome by their
belief in themselves; it is this belief which then speaks
so persuasively, so miracle-like, to the audience.”16 At
the point where the masters believe so much in their
own deception, they are able to really control those beneath them. The slave morality then is necessarily tied
to the master. Their idea of false consciousness relies
on their poor state. The slave then says, “‘You oppress
me and are thus evil; I am the opposite from you and
am thus good.’”17 To have a basis for the slave moral
system, ﬁrst there must be a master (which the slave
negates). Second, there must exist the continued state
of oppression, or the slave no longer has any meaning,
because the slave is only good since the master is evil.

The result of this slave morality, which infects society,
is most commonly nihilism, based on the “herd-like”
mass values that uproot individuals and culture. Importantly, Nietzsche forecasted that these old structures
shall create an all consuming war: “All power structures of the old society will have been exploded—all of
them based on lies; there will be wars the like of which
have never yet been seen on the earth.”18 He included
a justiﬁcation for war in order to restore the betterment
of life or an end to the nihilism which has encroached
upon modernity: “The present-day European requires
not merely war but the greatest and most terrible wars
— thus a temporary relapse into barbarism — if the
means to culture are not to deprive them of their culture and of their existence itself.”19 War and the power
struggles to end nihilism are further examples of the
extremes that Nietzsche sought to counterbalance the
rapid destruction of society and life values.
Hitler’s Nazi regime, which reigned Germany
in the 1930s and 1940s trumpeted the principles of
the Aryan racial struggle against the Jews, the Social
Darwinist attitude toward national expansion, the supremacy of militarism, and the new extreme nationalism. The Nazis readily employed Nietzsche to add a
philosophical legitimacy and backing to their views, although his work frequently required signiﬁcant tailoring to meet their positions. The extent of the twist that
the Nazis adapted has ever since been of great debate.
The questions “How Nazi was Nietzsche?” and “Would
Nietzsche approve of the Nazi use of his work?” have
abounded. It seems clear to a majority that although
some of Nietzsche’s positions played directly into the
hands of the Nazis, he would not have approved of or
been a Nazi.20
Although the Nazi party’s views shifted somewhat, Hitler’s ofﬁcial and signiﬁcant Nazi stances were
generally agreed upon within the party. The idea of the
supremacy of the Aryan race over the Semitic race held
fast even in the last days of the war: “…that race, Jewry, which is the real criminal of the murderous struggle,
will be saddled with the responsibility [of the war]. I
further left no one in doubt that this time not only would
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millions of children of Europe’s Aryan peoples die of
hunger [after the war] ... without the real criminal having to atone for this guilt ....”21 Hitler blamed the Jews
for the war, and insinuated that the result of the victory
of the Jewish conspirators would be the death of many
Aryans. Hitler, like many before him, used anti-Semitism to inﬂame and win over the public. His speeches
are ﬁlled with scathing language directed at the Jewish
“rabble-rouser[s],” who lack culture and destroy others: “... the Jewish people are without ... a culture of
their own. What Jews seem to possess as culture is the
property of others, for the most part corrupted in their
hands.”22 From this reference, Hitler links the Jews with
the destroyers of culture, the nihilists. At this point, the
Nazis can justify the “cleansing” of their culture from
these “Üntermenschen” or “Subhumans.”23 Nietzsche
himself advocated that those who are unworthy should
not procreate, and further that the unworthy should not
have equal standing to the productive members of society: “The biblical prohibition ‘thou shalt not kill’ is a
piece of naivete compared with the seriousness of the
prohibition of life to decadents: ‘thou shalt not procreate!’ — Life ... recognizes ... no ‘equal rights’ between
the healthy and the degenerate part of the organism ...
that would be the profoundest immorality .... 24 To further their claims, the Nazis used references in Nietzsche
to race or blood politics, such as
From now on there will be more favorable preconditions for more comprehensive forms of dominion, whose like has never yet existed. And even
this is not the most important thing; the possibility
has been established for the production of international racial unions whose task it will be to rear a
master-race, the future ‘masters of the earth.’ The
time is coming when politics will have a different
meaning.25
This dealt also with the Nazis’ claims to dominate
the world with their superior Aryan race. Hitler vocally proclaimed that the Aryan race would dominate the
world, as if it was an inherent right: “A state which ...

dedicates itself to the cultivation of its best racial elements will one day become master of the world.”26 The
Nazis truly felt that they were the highest form of the
evolutionary race of man, and as survival of the ﬁttest
dictated, they would triumph over the other “inferior”
races and win dominion over the world. Additionally,
the Nietzschean will to power was employed to show
that the Aryan race was the only one with “good” culture, and thus the only one to possess the will to power.
However, since the main basis of the will in Nietzsche
was internal, the Nazis were forced to dismiss or ignore
any parts that disagreed with their ascension to dominion.27
The Nazi gloriﬁcation of “action” and war also
found support in Nietzsche. The Nazis cited a passage
in Nietzsche that justiﬁed war (see above), and even
as one non-Nazi announced, “Nietzsche’s idea of the
selection of ‘good Europeans’ is now being realized
on the battleﬁeld, by the LFV and the Waffen SS. An
aristocracy, a knighthood is being created by the war
which will be the hard, pure nucleus of the Europe of
the future.”28 It seemed clear to all Nazis at the time
that Nietzsche would have supported the Nazi ﬁght
against nihilism. The last main part of the Nazi rhetoric
entailed the multi-faceted concept of new nationalism.
The Nazis revived many of the traditional Wagnerian
myths of the German völk [people] as the true cultural
epitome for which Nietzsche was yearning.29 Of greater importance was the overarching superiority of the
Fuhrer, like Nietzsche’s Overman. Hitler, like the ideal
leader-ﬁgure of all totalitarian regimes, represented an
embodiment of an ideal. He possessed all of the valued qualities that society saw as vital, and attempted,
like Nietzsche’s character Zarathustra, to enlighten the
masses of their all-too-humanness. Hitler in reality was
far closer to the deceived deceiver, because he believed
in himself, and projected this onto the German people
especially through the use of propaganda.30 Though he
believed in himself, he did not “afﬁrm himself,” as Nietzsche said of the “master morality.” And at this point,
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it was easy for the masses to become slaves, since the
master — Hitler — so smoothly hypnotizes his audience.
The problem of Nietzsche’s Naziﬁcation has forever called into question all of Nietzsche’s philosophy.
The most troubling reality is that the Nazis were able to
use so much of Nietzsche’s work because they had several common points. In recent years, many authors have
argued that Nietzsche was in no way a Nazi — that they
had exploited his works with no actual basis.31 It is an
interesting dilemma. The commonalities between the
Nazis and Nietzsche in some aspects seem superﬁcial
at best, and the fact that Nietzsche is so difﬁcult to understand leaves the answer more ambiguous than most
analysts ﬁnd comfortable. It is of signiﬁcant note that
by all appearances, Nietzsche was not anti-Semitic, as
Walter Kaufman has long argued. In a letter to his sister in 1887, Nietzsche wrote, “Your association with an
anti-Semitic chief expresses a foreignness to my whole
way of life which ﬁlls me again and again with ire and
melancholy ... It is matter of honor with me ... in rela-

tion to anti-Semitism, namely, opposed to it, as I am
in my writings.”32 On a close inspection of Nietzsche’s
works, some of the passages which appear to lean in
favor of the Nazis, are in fact ironic, allegorical or superﬁcially developed and end up quite mocking of Nazi
ends: “Some illiterate Nazis who want to be considered
part of the Hitler intelligentsia ... claim Nietzsche for
their own. Who cannot claim him for their own? Tell
me what you need and I will supply you with a Nietzsche citation ... whatever you want.”33 The answer to
the question of whether Nietzsche would approve of the
Nazi use of his work is perhaps best phrased by Christopher Bifﬂe in an address to the readers of Nietzsche:
“Reader! What you think is right is wrong; and what
you think is wrong is right!”34 In the end, one arrives at
the conclusion that, yes, Hitler used Nietzsche to provide intellectual justiﬁcation for his politics; however,
the Nazis can never truly claim Nietzsche as their own,
since there exist far too many contradictions to justify
the claim. In the end, they misunderstood Nietzsche
more than anyone.
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Education and the World
of the Renaissance
by Ivy Fitzgerald
Assignment: Explication of a primary source -- statement of purpose, historical context,
revelation of essential themes, issues and values of the time as shown in the document;
document as a representative of its time.
In this work, Bruni is urging a lady to perfectly
develop the “innate powers” she possesses by obtaining “true learning” -- “a legitimate and liberal kind [of
learning] which joins literary skill with factual knowledge” -- through “a wide and exact .. familiarity with
literature” written by “the best and most approved authors.” By studying the writings of orators, poets, historians, and other writers with a “keen critical sense” to
“train and strengthen her taste,” she will gain “full and
sufﬁcient knowledge ... to appear eloquent, well-rounded, reﬁned, and widely cultivated” (284). Thus, Bruni
lays out an education plan for women. This plan reﬂects
the values of the day, a time when Renaissance humanists were pursuing perfection through education.
Leonardo Bruni sent this education plan to a noble
lady, Baptista di Montefeltro (1383-1450), circa 1404.
Baptista was the younger daughter of the Antonion,
Count of Urbino, and (unhappily) married to the heir of
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the lordship of Pesaro (Woodward).
Born in Arezzo to poor and humble parents, Bruni
(1369-1444) became a renowned Italian humanist due
to his work translating classic Greek writings into popular Latin. Bruni -- also known as Leonardo Aretino
-- studied law, then later turned to classics, under the
“patronage of Salutato and the inﬂuence of the Greek
scholar Chrysoloras” (Leonardo).
Bruni spent many years as a papal apostolic secretary, a position he ﬁrst received in 1405 with the help of
his friend Poggio. Bruni most likely laid out this plan
for women’s education while at this occupation. The last
seventeen years of his life, Bruni spent as Chancellor of
the Republic of Florence. Bruni was elected Chancellor in 1410, but he resigned within a few months and
returned to the papal court. The Medici appointed Bruni
state chancellor again in 1427. This time, he held the
position until his death (Leonardo).
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Bruni and Baptista lived in Italy during the Renaissance. Italy was unique because, unlike most of
Western Europe, it was not under the direct attention of
the papacy or the Holy Roman Empire, which resulted
in a freer atmosphere. Italy was more secular and urban
than other parts of Europe: for example, the clergy did
not have control of government, education, hospitals,
or charities, and Italy had several cities with populations over one hundred thousand, and many over forty
thousand. This, coupled with the rediscovery of ancient
Greek and Latin writings, spurred the Renaissance (Noble 394-95).
The Renaissance ﬁrst developed in the city-states
of northern Italy, where lawyers and notaries imitated
the ancient Latin style and studied Roman archaeology.
Humanism -- the revival of the Greek and Roman studies during the Renaissance -- soon followed. Italians
studied ancient writings not only for intellectual pursuits, but also as a way to ﬁnd solutions for problems of
the day (Renaissance).
During the Renaissance, leading ladies could be
educated and, in a sense, be humanists; but misogyny
-- the belief that women were intellectually and morally weaker than men -- still prevailed (Noble 398). For
example, Bruni reﬂects the society’s beliefs that some
subjects are worthy for women’s studies, and some are
inappropriate. Even with their learning, women were
not welcomed into educated circles. It was believed that
they could not produce anything of value or importance
(399). Women were to remain apart from society. Society urged a woman with literary or cultural interests
to join a convent, and encouraged her to pursue “traditional Christian virtues” instead of civic humanism.
The civic humanistic values were considered “public
virtues,” and “Europeans of the Renaissance remained
uncomfortable with the idea that women might act directly and publicly” (399).
The views of the culture on main, recurring themes
of Western civilization are evident in this document.
The main underlying social theme of this treatise is the
value and dignity of an individual, speciﬁcally a female. During the Renaissance, value was assigned to an
individual based on their gender, education, and wellroundedness. Women were viewed as inferior to men,
both intellectually and morally. Education could bring
glory to an individual, thereby raising a person’s value.
Since value was relative based on glory, and glory came
from education, and since women were denied education opportunities due to the supposition that women
were intellectually inferior, women could not raise their
Cottey College

value and dignity.
Bruni shows the connection of glory and education several times: Bruni writes to Baptista about the
glory she will receive because of her intelligence and
knowledge (284); he also writes, “your glory will be all
the brighter” because few people were liberally educated during this time; that “she may not hope for glory”
without studying poetry; and that “without [a knowledge of literature] no one can build himself any high or
splendid thing” (284).
Bruni also reﬂects the common view of women’s
inferiority by declaring only two subjects acceptable
for a women’s study: divinity and moral philosophy
(285). More than a passing understanding of geometry,
arithmetic, astrology, and rhetoric was inglorious for a
woman (285). He sees himself as superior by speaking
of “seizing” and “tearing” a woman away from these
studies (285) -- that he would have the authority, and
even duty, to do so.
Though Bruni sees Baptista as “someone whose
intellect shows the greatest promise, who despises no
branch of learning, who holds all the world as her province, who, in a word, burns marvelously with a desire
for knowledge and understanding” (284), he still thinks
it’s necessary for her to be “applauded and spurred on
in some directions, while in others she must be discouraged and held back” (285), due to her gender. The ingrained view of the day of women’s inferiority prevents
Baptista from being free to study all seven of the liberal
arts.
Despite Bruni’s respect of Baptista’s understanding, Bruni suggests reading history because it is pleasant reading and easy to grasp: it has “no subtleties to be
unraveled, no knotty quaestiones to be untied” (285).
Bruni then lists a number of studies as unsuitable for
a woman’s energies. These include: geometry, arithmetic, astrology, and rhetoric. Bruni says such studies
are a waste of time for women (285). Bruni argues that
because women can’t enter the forum, they shouldn’t
study the art of speaking. In fact, he points out, if a
woman “should gesture energetically with her arms as
she spoke and shout with violent emphasis, she would
probably be thought mad and put under restraint”
(285). “The contests of the forum, like those of warfare
and battle, are the sphere of men” (285). This shows
that women were supposed to be the “gentler sex,” to
be humble, and to stay out of public life. Women had
value in the home, not in society. The education women
received was not to serve the public, but to improve
them, so as to make them good wives and companions.
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Because society viewed women as morally weaker,
educating them to be more virtuous was important in
preparing them to be proper and pure.
The idea of virtue, which overlaps with the view
of human nature, is another major underlying theme of
this work. The humanists believed that people were intrinsically good and that one could become better and
gain virtue through education. Therefore, educating
women would improve them morally as well as mentally. Humanists believed that reading would affect
one either to the good or to the bad, depending on the
“grade of respectability” of the writer. Virtuous works
were valuable for the “guidance they give in life” (284),
and “crude and ignorant writings ... ruin and degrade
our natural abilities. The reading of clumsy and corrupt
writers imbues the reader with their own vices, and infests his mind with a similar corruption” (284). Through
reading virtuous works, one would gain insight into the
virtues of continence, temperance, modesty, justice,
courage, liberality, happiness, and felicity. Since the
whole purpose of studying was to sharpen one’s virtues, both morally and intellectually, “those who wish
to preserve purity of taste will only allow certain reading to enter their minds” (284), that is, they will read
only virtuous works. That’s why Bruni wrote to Baptista: to give her a study guide.
What was considered a “virtue” at this time mixed
humanist values, Christian teachings, and the writings
of the ancients. The Renaissance humanists valued the
life of the mind, diversity of knowledge and skill, and
they admired and imitated the ancients. Bruni wrote
to Baptista after hearing of her “wonderful virtues,”
which were her intellectual powers. Intelligence being
listed as a virtue shows the great value humanists put on
it and the move away from the strong religious mindset
of the Middle Ages, which would not include “intelligence” on a list of “virtues.” The blending of Christian
and humanist values is evident in this quote: “It is not
ﬁtting that such understanding and intellectual power
as you possess were given you in vain, not ﬁtting that
you should be satisﬁed with mediocrity; such gifts expect and encourage the highest excellence” (284). This
quote shows both the value humanists put on intellect,
and also the inﬂuence of the Christian scriptures: “to
whom much is given, much will be expected” (Luke
12:48).
Not only did Renaissance thinkers look to the
scriptures and the Church Fathers for guidance on how
to live an ethical life, but they also turned to the writings of the ancients for guidance on how to live in this
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world. Bruni said a Christian woman should not strictly
read religious works, but should also read secular moral
philosophy (284). This reﬂects the time’s great esteem
for the ancient writings. The humanists idealized and
idolized Greco-Roman society. The humanists’ esteem
for the ancients mirrors the Renaissance view of human
nature: that virtue could be gained through study. The
ancients had been philosophers, they had spent their
lives in study and thought -- the path to virtue -- making them virtuous, and, therefore, worthy role models.
Likewise, the humanists’ belief that, by reading and applying what the ancients wrote, they could transform
their society to match that of the past, also shows the
Renaissance belief that virtue could be learned. This
also shows their view of human nature. During the Renaissance, people were viewed as intrinsically good,
and improvable through education.
Another issue visible in this work is human rationality. During the Renaissance, there was a rebirth
of conﬁdence in human ability to reason and comprehend. Bruni shows this by assuming that, by analyzing
a work, one can understand it (284).
This treatise is not alone in the way it reﬂects the
values of the time. It shares these views of basic Western themes with other works from the Renaissance.
These include: Petrus Paulus Vergerius’ “On the Manners of a Gentleman and Liberal Studies,” the ﬁrst important Renaissance treatise on education, written circa
1400; Pico della Mirandola’s “Oration on the Dignity of
Man” from the 1490s; and “Gargantua and Pantagruel”
by Francois Rabelais (1495-1553). These works also
show the values and the views of the time of the Western themes of human dignity and value, virtue, human
nature, and rationality.
Vergerius says that the two highest aims of a person with a lofty nature are moral worth -- which relates to the theme of virtue -- and fame (Bruni calls this
“glory”), which ties into the idea of value and dignity
(286). Both of these qualities humanists believed could
be gained through education. Rabelais hints at this link
between study and virtue when his character writes to
his son that he wants him to devote his time to the “ﬁrm
pursuit of [his] studies and to the attainment of virtue”
(286). And Vergerius explicitly states this when he says
that liberal arts are the studies “by which we attain and
practice virtue and wisdom; that education which calls
forth, trains, and develops those highest gifts of body
and of mind which ennoble men, and which are rightly
judged to rank next in dignity to virtue only” (285-86).
Vergerius adds to this by repeating Bruni’s stateCottey College

ment of the inﬂuence of books by speaking of “the power
which good books have of diverting our thoughts from
unworthy or distressing themes.” Just as Bruni said one
should “only read the best and most approved authors,”
Vergerius stressed that the books read be “worthy” and
the thoughts therein expressed be “worthily expressed”
(286-287).
When it comes to human nature, Rabelais strongly
supports the idea that people are naturally good when
he says that people “have a natural spur and instinct
which drives them to virtuous deeds and deﬂects them
from vise” (299).
All four authors reﬂect the renewed faith in human rationality and the ability to understand the world
through the power of human observation and reason.
Vergerius assumes that, through observation, “the
knowledge of Nature-animate and inanimate-the laws
and the properties of things in heaven and in earth, their
causes, mutations and effects, especially the explanation
of their wonders ... by the unraveling of their causes”
(288). Mirandola believes that man is, “by the acuteness of his senses, by the discernment of his reason, and
by the light of his intelligence the interpreter of nature”
(289). And Rabelais’ character writes to his son, “as for
the knowledge of Nature’s works, I should like you to
give careful attention to that too” (300). Not only external nature can be understood by observation, but also
the workings of the human body. Rabelais writes that
“by frequent dissection [one can] gain a perfect knowledge of that other world which is man” (300).
Thus, education played an important role in the
Renaissance views of Western themes. Human value
and dignity were hinged on the glory of being educated, virtue and the “good” life could be strengthened
through education, to build on the already inherently
good nature of humans, and both physical and abstract
things could be understood through human rationality.
Because of the connectedness of education to morals,
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women could be educated in moral philosophy and
divinity, so as to strengthen their virtue, which would
improve their value in domestic life. Bruni, and other
authors of his time, reﬂect these worldviews implicitly
and explicitly in their writing.
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The Writing Across the Curriculum
Interest Group
The Writing Across the Curriculum Interest Group seeks ways to promote writing in and across
the disciplines and to honor the good writing students do at Cottey. It comprises faculty and administrative personnel interested in student writing and writing instruction at Cottey. In pursuit
of these interests, the group conducted a pilot writing portfolio project and developed the Cottey
College Academic Writing Contest. It also supports the Writing Center located in the Academic
Assistance Center of the Rubie Burton Academic Center.

The Contest
The Merry Ann DeVaney Sauls Academic Writing Contest was developed to enhance the prestige of academic writing in the disciplines at Cottey. All students are invited to submit writing
to the contest. Writing done for courses in each of the four divisions of the college and in composition courses is eligible. Off-campus judges, professors in the relevant disciplines at other
colleges and universities, choose the best from the ﬁnalists. The authors are honored at a public
ceremony, and the top two essays in each category are published in these pages.

The Judges
On-campus:
Composition: Dr. Trisha Stubbleﬁeld, assistant professor of English, and Dr. Don Perkins, associate professor of English
Creative Writing: Dr. Catherine Campbell, professor of French, and Dr. Don Perkins, associate
professor of English
Fine Arts: Prof. Michael Denison, associate professor of theater, and Prof. Margaret Haverstic,
adjunct instructor of art
Humanities: Dr. Michael Emery, professor of English, and Prof. Melinda Rhodes, assistant dean
of the faculty and lecturer of journalism and English
Math & Science: Prof. Susan Callahan, associate professor of math, and Prof. Kathy Taylor, associate professor of computer science
Social Science: Dr. Julie Tietz, associate professor of psychology, and Dr. Derek Rivard, associate professor of history and political science
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Off-campus:
Fine Arts: Mong-Lan is a writer, poet, visual artist, and faculty member with the Asian Division
of the University of Maryland University College. Her ﬁrst book of poems, Song of the Cicadas, won the Juniper Prize and was published by UMASS Press. Her second book, Why Is the
Edge Always Windy?, is forthcoming from Tupelo Press in the fall 2005.
Creative Writing: Jill Carroll received her M.F.A. with distinction in ﬁction at the University of
South Carolina, where she taught composition and was co-editor of the literary journal Yemassee. She has published stories in Small Spiral Notebook and Point, and was awarded the 2003
James Dickey Prize for Fiction. Her story “How to Be a Good Daughter” was nominated for
a 2004 Pushcart Prize and was named a “Notable Story of 2004” by StorySouth. This fall, she
will teach creative writing at Dent Middle School in Columbia, SC.
Humanities: Shelley Aley, Ph.D., is associate professor and interim director at The Writing
Program, James Madison University. The Writing Program at James Madison University helps
students use writing to learn, think, and communicate in their academic and social contexts,
both in college and beyond. She is a former Cottey College professor.
Social Sciences: Amy K. Dicke Bohmann, Ph.D., is assistant professor of psychology, Texas
Lutheran University. Dr. Bohmann’s teaching responsibilities include social psychology, psychological testing and the history and systems of psychology. She also is the internship coordinator. Her research interests include romantic relationships and stereotyping and prejudice.
Composition: Janet Reed received her M.A. from Pittsburg State University, Pittsburg, Kan. She
is instructor of composition, speech and literature at Crowder College’s Moss Center for Higher
Education in Nevada. In addition to teaching for Crowder, Reed serves as an administrator for
the Finis Moss Foundation, a charitable trust founded by a former Nevada resident. She formerly taught composition at Cottey College.

Reading usually precedes writing and the impulse to write is almost always ﬁred by reading. Reading, the love of reading, is what
makes you dream of becoming a writer.
-- Susan Sontag

Writing is thinking on paper.
-- William Zinsser
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