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What is Pecha Kucha?
Pecha kucha was started by two architects in Tokyo named Astrid Klein and Mark Dytham. Architects there didn’t have a place to showcase their work due to its lengthiness so they came up with a format called pecha kucha which in translations from Japanese means, “chatter.” Through this method, a series of twenty slides are shown for twenty seconds via PowerPoint. The total length of the presentation is 6 minutes and 40 seconds. Click here for a YouTube video showing the visuals of the presentation style and a presentation itself, or click here for any additional questions you may have about pecha kucha. Enjoy!


Literature 
Brian Boggs
St. James and the Quest for Understanding
Religion is one of those inescapable elements in Irish literature, and, even though, James Joyce is different than many of the other writers, he is still bound to this element.  In different ways, he may be even more than most.  For Joyce, there seems to be a battle that is growing throughout his writings concerning Catholicism.  It is not so much the nationalistic Protestantism versus Catholicism battle that appears with other Irish writers.  It is more of a battle in Joyce himself.  It seems to start in A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man and is then carried over into Ulysses, which contains the same main character and many of the same values, but it does not stop there.  The Catholic element takes on all new aspects in Finnegan’s Wake.  Almost every page is littered with some Catholic references and not all of them are easy to catch or understand.  Nonetheless they are there because Joyce is using them to convey part of his story.  It starts out as part of his life and turns into somewhat of an obsession, just like the obsession he develops with the Phoenix Park murders.  If one is going to use religion in one’s writings the information should be accurate, but one’s interruption of what it means can vary.  James Joyce is the master of introducing Catholic doctrine, playing with it, and arriving at another meaning.  In the eternal struggle to understand James Joyce, one must understand the components, which leads to the quest to understand the major role of Catholicism in his writing and life, without it something is missing in the translation. 
	In order to put Joyce’s writings on religion into its proper place, one must know how he felt about religion.  First and foremost, Joyce is the product of the teachings of the ecumenical council of Vatican I and Jesuit schooling (Ellmann 30).  Being that Joyce was from the Vatican I era and the Church is now in Vatican II this can cause translation issues for readers who are the product of the “new” Church or not Catholic.  However, the more that changes, the more that stays the same.  The biggest difference will not come in doctrine between the two councils, but would be in the presentation, understanding, and jargon associated with each (Altizer 182).  During his instruction in Catholicism, Joyce was an exceptional student and gifted in the subject area (Ellmann 30).  This knowledge forever dominates what he writes.  As time went on, he became entranced in the ritual of the Church and tried to learn as much as he could about it (Ellmann 30).  Joyce takes his saint’s name, Aloysuis, who is the patron saint of youth and who gives up all “his title for the sake of his calling” (Ellmann 30).  This fits in so well with Portrait and the eternal struggle between priesthood and art.  He mirrors many of the same traits as the saint, like fearing contact with women, and giving up everything as, Joyce explains, for art.  He makes the opposite choice as Aloysuis, but takes the same measures.  Joyce’s love of art and the faults that art is based upon pull him away from the Church.  Joyce feels that he cannot be in both worlds because he thought one opposed the other and that, “priesthood meant imprisonment and darkness for his soul” (Ellmann 50-55).  For Joyce he could not be just Catholic.  It was being an artist and not Catholic, or being a priest and not an artist.  There was no middle ground in his mind.  Despite the fact that Joyce left the Church, “the majesty of the Church excited him and never left him” (Ellmann 30).  It would continue to dominate his path whether he chose to admit it or deny it, the question of the Catholic Church raged on in his mind and writing.  
However, there is that whole business with Protestantism in Irish life and Joyce knows that it is there.  He, however, really does not explore it and always continues the discussion with the religion in which he was brought up and trained - Catholicism.  Now this is not to say that he felt one way or another about traditional European Protestantism.  It just was not something he was concerned with as it was not for him.  However, material outside of Catholicism did come up from time-to-time, but Protestantism was rare.  Ellmann only has one reference to Protestantism in Joyce’s biography and it is not listed under Protestantism in the index.  He listed it instead under Catholicism with a little notation about one discussion of Protestantism (Ellmann 823).  That is because it came up in a conversation with George Russell when Joyce decided to introduce himself to the “Dublin literary circles” in August of 1902.  They discussed Theosophical which Joyce thought was “recourse for disaffected protestants” (Ellmann 98-99).  Even though Joyce is not firmly in the Catholic circle (as one who practices the faith), he is not even giving the protestant argument an ounce of credence.  Joyce does say that, “As such they [protestants] do not compare either for consistence, holiness, or charity with a fifth-rate saint of the Catholic Church” (Ellmann 99).   Now, that is a pretty low view of those not Catholic from one who is a non-practicing Catholic.   If he was going to be religious in any fashion, more then likely he would go back to Catholicism, but, as it sits now, he is disenchanted with them.  Joyce is like so many others out in the world, who are Catholic.  They just do not practice, but they are not going to switch religions.  However, he does explore Eastern Philosophy such as “reincarnation, the succession of gods, and the eternal mother-faith that underlies all transitory religions” (Ellmann 99).  Joyce was also interested in the different planes of consciousness, which are all adding up to the material he uses in Finnegan’s Wake.  However, it all still adds up to an argument between what he has been taught by the Catholic Church and what is going to happen in death, and universality of death. 
	Language, not only the way it is spoken, but what language is spoken is critical in traversing Joyce.  Joyce not only writes in English, unrecognizable English, and French, but in Latin.  Whenever Joyce really wishes to stress a Catholic ideal or value, he will go right to the source, the Church, and at that time it would have still been in Latin.  Usually most of the phase that he uses would have been well-known by Catholics of the time and were either part of the Mass or from prayer books, or the occasional doctrinal paper.  However, as time marches on, the Church has moved away from Latin.  Therefore, it becomes increasing difficult to understand the context of the message Joyce is conveying.  A great example is the scene in chapter one of Portrait where the students are learning Latin and one is struggling with declining the word “mare” (sea).  Most people are so far removed from that language that they would never realize that footnote 98 in back of the Penguin edition is incorrect.  It states that it is “declined through its six cases, of which ablative is the last” (Portrait 289).  However, vocative is the last and anyone who has studied the language would have had to memorize them in the correct order.  The ablative is the fifth in the list and usually the last one written out because the vocative is almost always the same as the nominative.  Other instances would standout vividly, like the classic phrase “non serviam,” which is what Lucifer said to God, meaning, “I will not serve” (Portrait 30).  That one is simple enough and most people reading Joyce could get that one.  While others are near to impossible to understand, like “Liliata rutilantium te confessorum turma circumdet: iubilantium te virginum chorus excipat” (Ulysses 10).  This is not an easy one, and not many Catholics of today could tell you what it means, even though it is very religious-based.  Translated it means, “May the glittering throng of confessors, bright as the lilies, gather about you: May the glorious choir of virgins (angles) receive you.”  Despite these modern translating issues, Latin is the perfect language, however, for what Joyce is doing with it.  Latin is a rigid, archaic language which is dead, but not gone.  It is the language of the Church and they have kept it alive.  It is only used by a select group of people for a select purpose.  It sets it a part from something written in French.  Almost no one outside of the Catholic Church would ever use this language to convey a message and Joyce is banking on that.  That is why all of the Latin is of a Church related nature.  Latin is also one of those languages that just has a certain feel about it, something not of today, and it fits with the subject.  
	Color plays a major role in setting the mood in any text, but in Joyce it also links back to liturgical colors in the Catholic Church.  The Church is infamous for using symbolism and associating certain events with a particular color, and Joyce is doing the same thing in his writing.  Stephen Centola feels that the most important, and vivid color in Portrait is white.  If one reads the text closely, Joyce creates a double rhythmic movement hidden within the text, balancing between heeding his calling to the Church or not (Centola 93).  However, if there is a “to-and-fro” movement, then there must also be another color.  So, if white represents the Church, then darkness must represent things not of the Church.  Over the course of the novel, “Stephen, often without knowing it, responds negatively to the white-damp-cold images cluster, whereas he reacts much more positively to images of darkness and warmth” (Centola 95).  Despite the “divine beauty, innocence and purity” that the color of white should represent, Stephen feels threatened by it from the beginning when white is introduced in the hand-washing scene in chapter one.  Stephen feels “the white look of the lavatory made him feel cold and then hot” (Centola 96).  This starts a cycling of things white equating to coldness.  Joyce is setting up a different view then of the traditional color scheme and meaning.  This coloring battle of cold white and happy darkness continues the duration of the novel, and it haunts Stephen.  It does not, however, just seem to be the pure color of white as one would think of it on the color spectrum, but more the liturgical Catholic color of white, which would include off-white (cream or ivory) and gold.  In chapter one, Joyce breaks down the slight color variations as ultimately meaning one color, white (Centola 97).  Stephen states, “That was ivory: a cold white thing. That was the meaning of Tower of Ivory” (Portrait 35).  This would also include the “House of Gold,” mentioned in the lines proceeding (Portrait 35).  It is even present at the end after he has rejected his calling, and the entire Church, in “the white arms of roads” (Centola 104).  Joyce moves from a traditional color of purity and shows the dark, cold, unforgiving side of it.        
In Ulysses there is a great deal more color which is localized, associated within entire chapters.  In the first chapter of the first book the color is white and gold.  Now, these two colors are pretty much the same in the eyes of the Church.  White, off-white, cream, and gold would all be put in the same general category of liturgical white and are interchangeable.  White is used as a universal symbol of purity.  It shows joy and triumph, which means that it is used for Easter, Christmas, Ascension, Transfiguration, and life conquering over death (Johnson 182-185).  It fits with the subject of the chapter, theology, and the scene which is the tower (handout).  The second chapter has the color of brown associated with it.  This color can be substituted during funeral services because of it neutral and transitive appearance, which mean that it fits perfectly with the study of history, which is the art for that chapter because what is history but the study of things long gone.  The last chapter of the first book has green as its color, which is the most common color of all for the Church and has the classic subject of philology for its art.  Green in the color of ordinary time, times when there are no special feast days.  It refers to the color of life (Johnson 182).  The first three books contain three of the basic colors and themes: white for triumph, brown for death and transition, and green for ordinary time and life.  It also holds the three subjects of the old world: Theology, history, and philology (literary or classical scholarship). 
The second book of Ulysses starts with the color of orange, which has no reference back to the Church.  Occasionally, orange is used for special harvest events and sometimes used as trim or patterns on vestments, but never has it own season or cause.  It may be something in Irish tradition or something lost as the Church has changed overtime.  After this chapter, not every chapter has a color associated with it or, if it does, it is so subtle that no critic has found it important enough to classify as a chapter color.  It is not until chapter three, ‘Hades,’ that there is another color, and this one is white and black, which is very appropriate since the art is religion.  There is much going on here and not only with color.  Both black and white, or some combination there of, can be used for funeral mass.  The black is more related to morning, while the white is a triumph over death (Johnson 182).  Priests can also uses gray for funerals because it is neutral or kind of a limbo color, which Joyce uses later in chapter ten of book two.  In this chapter, Joyce also brings up virgins in combination with gray and also blue.  However, blue is never a liturgical color of the church and is never used in any season, but it is almost always associated with the Blessed Virgin Mary, which brings in the virgin part and the color through her.  The gray here might be a little cynical.  It is often believed that Mary was born a virgin and died a virgin.  Joyce is playing on that transitional color.  In chapter four of book two, the color is red, and the art is rhetoric.  The phrase cardinal red comes to mind for this chapter.  Red is reserved for the princes of the church, the passion, martyrs, and Pentecost (Johnson 183).  The cardinals could be considered the lungs of the church, as they are out in the world, and that is the organ of this chapter.  Rhetoric relates back to cardinal red in writings by way of one of the great essayist Cardinal Newman, who would have been very famous and only recently deceased in Joyce’s time.  The last and final color in the book is again back to white and connects to the symbol of mothers, which brings up the discussion of the purity of mothers (handout).  The third book has no colors according as recorded. Joyce starts out very consistent with each chapter having a color, but part way through that starts falling apart and by the end there are no colors at all.     
If the color of Portrait was white, and Ulysses was a rainbow of colors, then Finnegan’s Wake is darkness and nothingness.  In the beginning, there was darkness and from that the light created everything.  Keeping with that religious ideology, the Wake comes from the “dark abyss of primordial sacrifice,” which sounds pretty bleak.  According to Thomas Altizer, this changes the fundamental message of “Let there be Light,” to “Let there be Darkness” (187).  This darkness is the “night language,” or the “not language,” of the novel.  Even the water of the novel is dark and without color.  The nothingness and darkness would be symbolic of death in the Church or a time of mourning.  Altizer also takes the lack of light to mean a lack of God (187).  As Dante ends in light in a linear hell to heaven fashion, Joyce ends Finnegan’s Wake in a stream of circular, repeating, hopeless darkness. 
Joyce also adapts many of his ideas from other sources.  One of the most entertaining is the homily (sermon) section by the priest in chapter three of the Portrait.  Here Joyce is really reaching back in time.  Most of the highpoints of the homily come from Hell Opened to Christians, to Caution Them from Entering into It by Pinamonti (Doherty 110).  Even in comparing the Latin used in both texts, one can see similarities.  The only phrase used in both is “poena damni,” (Doherty 111).  James Doherty even does an outline comparison between the two texts and he can show where Joyce picks out phrases, titles, and ideas and uses them to write his homily in chronological order as they appear in Hell Opened to Christians (111-17).  The fire and brimstone nature of the homily is very odd.  The damnation of a congregation is usually a more protestant technique as opposed to a Catholic technique.  However, from time to time it does occur in the Church, but the fundamental definition is different.  Hell, according to the Catholic Church, is a “self-exclusion from communion with God,” an everlasting state of existence.  The priest in Portrait alludes more to literature to define hell than cannon law, which would not be the prescribed method.  This is more of Joyce showing us what he knows.  He sprinkles in the Inferno by Dante, who is one of Joyce’s favorite authors.  There is also some Milton in there with the description and actions of Satan.  Joyce is blending a variety of different works and biblical reference to build a Joycean hell.
	The vestiges of Catholic imagery are so numerous that it is almost impossible to decode all of them.  Some of these events are rather playful, like the mock Mass, which Daniel Fogel calls the “Bowl of Bitter Waters Image” (710).  The whole show surrounds Buck Mulligan as the priest on the altar of God, Introibo ad altare Dei, using his shaving bowl as the instrument to bless the holy water (Ulysses 3).  It is described as a “dull green mass of liquid” (Fogel 710).  Joyce may be trying to express that the mass is dull, full of repetition and ritual.  However, there is a carryover of white imagery from the Portrait, like the bowl being white and therefore going back once again to the Church.  The water being bitter also goes back to holy water and a biblical trial that Moses officiated.  The innocent one can drink the holy water and have no reaction, but the guilty will find it unbelievably bitter (Fogel 711).  Another major vestige is the befriending of Stephen by Bloom, who uses the seven steps of “corporal works of mercy,” and Joyce does not miss a beat in reproducing the steps as character actions (Gill 17).  Even in the simplest of events of shaving or talking to someone, Joyce is battling with Catholic doctrine.      
	Finnegan’s Wake, while not too vivid with color, the work nonetheless has deep religious undertones in the working.  Joyce was a great admirer of Dante and it shows in his writings.  Howard Helsinger even suggests that the admiration was so great that Stephen Dedalus was cast as an “Irish Dante” (Helsinger 591).  It is clear that if Stephen is a representation of Joyce and if Joyce based the character of Stephen on Dante, then on some level Joyce must see himself as a Dante-like figure.  However, these comparisons continue beyond a single character and into an entire plot of salvation in Finnegan’s Wake.  In Paradiso, even as Dante reaches beatific vision, he cannot see Christ.  As a matter of fact, he can still only see Beatrice, who for him has become the “incarnate Christ, of that Christ in whom and by whom time and eternity are one” (Altizer 184).  According to Altizer, the same phenomenon is occurring with Anna Livia Plurabelle (A.L.P.).  Beatrice is being resurrected through A.L.P., she is the represented as the resurrected Christ (Altizer 184).  Like Christ, A.L.P. is resurrected so that all may achieve beatific vision, “This is now a resurrection which is a resurrection of all and everything, and thus the resurrection of Here Comes Everybody” (H.C.E) (Altizer 184).  Wait, it is not convoluted enough.  A.L.P. is also a renewal and transformation of the character of Molly Bloom from Ulysses, who is actually symbolic of the changing structure of the Catholic Church through its various ecumenical councils.  However, that does not mean H.C.E. will not be put to the test.  The text is filled with his “fall, condemnation, and crucifixion” (Altizer 184-6).  As the story unfolds, H.C.E. becomes accused of a crime, a crime to which he pleads guilty.  This then takes on a further representation because of the fact that H.C.E., like Christ, and therefore God through the existence of time (definition of the trinity), performs the “self-sacrifice of God.”  H.C.E., as God, becomes everyone and therefore his own judge.  As Altizer states, 
Not only is the executed the executioner, but the condemned one is the eternal Judge, and nothing whatsoever distinguishes guilt and condemnation or crime and execution, because Victim and Judge and Host and Creator are one (186). 
The religious implications of the Finnegan’s Wake are far reaching, He Covers Everything.  Not only does Joyce seek universality of people, he also creates an entire universal history of the Catholic Church. 
There is definitely an obsession with Catholicism in Joyce’s life and work.  Almost every page of every work of his has some kind of religion innuendo in the writing.  Some are very subtle, while others just scream out with surprising regularity.  Some examples are still being sought out.  One example that we looked up in class from Finnegan’s Wake was “Mericy Cordial Mendicants’ Sitter-dag-Zindeh-Munaday,” which, in one of the reference books, cited a location as the primary importance (Wake 205).  However, there is a very Catholic clue hidden in the text.  At first, it looked to maybe mean mercy Cardinal Mendicants with some variation of the last name.  However, Mendicants are religious orders vowed to poverty such, friars, who, as part of their vow, were supposed to be cordial, meaning congenial in all that they do.  However, a cardinal founded this order and several have been involved.  One of the most notable was St. Bonaventure, who has been mentioned in several of Joyce’s stories.  There are thousands of little instances like this in everything he writes.  For some they can be extremely meaningless, which detracts from the affect Joyce is trying to have.  He has succeeded in keeping the critics busy for some time and will continue to intrigue and allude generations to come.  Many say that these writings are the works of a mad man, and they may be right, but according to Hugh Kenner, Joyce is “a work of genius” (Centola 93).  Two things are for sure, he thought of everything, and he was much smarter then us.
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Brian J Boggs
The Sun Rises with Fury:
Hemingway’s Count and Faulkner’s Deacon
There is always something unique to be said about an author’s main character(s), especially in Modernism because they are usually less straightforward to the reader. The characters may not be telling you the whole story, or the narrator may not be in a situation to know and share the whole story. Often times, the first person narrator develops a long with the novel and so does our understanding of them and other major figures. So, how do we come to understand the full complexities of the novel and characters? Well, sometimes we cannot, but some help is available in the context, clues, and roles, of secondary characters. This is especially the case for characters that really do not seem to “fit” within the whole story. They only make very brief appearances; however, these characters usually have some very important message to bring to light. In defining “fit,” could the novel have succeeded without them, what is their role? To gain the full meaning of these characters’ presences, we must ask ourselves these very questions. They are there for a reason, even if the only reason is for us to think about them – there is a purpose and a perspective these characters bring to the reading of the novel. Two characters that share a similar, smaller, supporting role, but, nonetheless, an important one, to the development of the novel are Hemingway’s Count Mippipopolous from the Sun Also Rises and Faulkner’s Deacon from The Sound and the Fury, respectively.  
	Beginning chronically in order of publication, let us start with Hemingway’s Count. The Count can be seen as a shadowy, although slightly different, version of what Jake Barnes will become with age. William Kerrigan believes that the similarities are so very striking that they reach right down to both Jake and the Count’s sexual nature, or maybe the lack there of (87-88). While with Lady Ashley, Jake remarks about his injury as something “supposed to be funny” (Hemingway 34). Later, while praying in church and thinking of money, Jake implies that Lady Ashley knows something “funny” about the Count, also (Kerrigan 87-88 and Hemingway 103). Kerrigan sees the two as being connected because of the similar expression used stating, “[Jake] is communicating an important narrative detail which invites the reader to reapprehend certain incidents at the beginning and disposes him to recognize certain evocations at the end,” and only Lady Ashley would be in a position to know something “funny” about both of them (Kerrigan 88). It leads the reader to believe that this funniness is somehow similar in origin, or at least has the same dysfunctional effect. 
	Beyond that, there are other similarities that make this character important to our understanding of Jake; but, much as with Jake, these interactions are almost all centered around Lady Ashley. We learn through discussion how the Count and Jake are both well-traveled and experienced. We also know that both have been injured in a war environment, the Count having fought more. The Count has been involved in “seven wars and four revolutions;” however, when he was shot with arrows, he was on a “business trip,” which makes the reader suspect of his profession (Hemingway 66-67). We are not sure of the Count’s occupation (gun runner, war monger, or, perhaps, like Jake, a reporter – the reader does not know). We only know he is someone who enjoys the finer items of life, or, as he puts it, “values,” which are not dissimilar to Jake’s tastes. Jake never really states his values, but from his hotel rooms to his meals to his lifestyle, there is a similarity to the Count’s values and enjoyment of the finer things in life. Similarly to Jake, the Count is also not controlling of Brett in their relationship. They both allow her to be a free spirit, despite where that might lead or what the consequences may be. 
	Whether Jake sees the similarities between the Count and himself, the reader cannot be certain, but Jake is thinking about the Count when his name last comes up in the novel, he at least realizes that they are sexually similar. However, we, as readers, may make these connections because we are removed from the story and, as mere spectators, may be able to make the full connections Jake cannot. The Count is a shadow of what could become of Jake, which is neither bad nor good, it just is. One example that Kerrigan feels seals the deal of Jake’s fate happens when Jake introduces Lady Ashley to the bull fighter, which is similar to the unsuspecting Count letting Jake and Lady Ashley take his car. The Count, not knowing Jake’s physical deficiency, tries to let them be together (he wants them together because he cannot be with her), which is why Jake also sets her up with the bull fighter – they both like seeing her try to be happy and watching her interact with others (Kerrigan 91). All of these similarities make two of Lady Ashley’s lovers (Jake and the Count) interchangeable, which does not only speak to Jake and his future, but also Lady Ashley’s desire for what she cannot have. However, as for the Count, he becomes just a symbol for the reader of things to come. To drive it home, the novel even closes after a very large, robust “Mippipopolousan” meal, as Jakes has bought into the Count’s fine philosophy of values – getting his money’s worth, and Jake’s last line in the taxi is one that the Count’s could just have easily have said, “Isn’t it pretty to think so?” (Hemingway 248 and 251).  
	The Deacon, however, is more of an anchor to reality then a mirror into the future in The Sound and the Fury. According to Thadious Davis, Quentin “is so out of touch with self and world, [that he] does not see the disparity between his actions and reality” (98). He has become fragmented and has come to see parts of the world as just as divided and unable to cope with what does not fit into his constructs of the world. This is where the Deacon’s role becomes crucial, not only to our understanding of the events (time wise), but also Quentin’s views on people (race) and differing values (“old” world v. “new” world). There is also a literary service that the Deacon provides. Instead of the section being a complete monologue, the Deacon provides Quentin with someone to interact and have a conversation with, to bring the reader back to a more current time period – the last year of his life, and seeing the Deacon on the last day of Quentin’s life. 
	As a southerner of his time, Quentin shows attitudes toward blacks that are set; he has trouble moving beyond a stereotyped point of view. This is especially true in terms of his interactions with the Deacon. He is not used to this equal footing that the Deacon is placed on with him, or the fact that the Deacon is smart and always bests him in their discussions. For Quentin, their relationship is adversarial (one of tension in at least Quentin’s mind), but also like a psychiatric session. The Deacon, has a similar role to the Count, inasmuch as he serves as “Quentin’s double;” not historically (like other black characters in Faulkner’s writings), but psychologically (Davis 94). Their discussions help us to learn about Quentin, but also force Quentin to experience an attempt at self-discovery, which is never really successful because Quentin cannot recognize what people’s roles in life are beyond their racial roles. According to Davis, Quentin is compelled to seek out the Deacon because of those “double” qualities and out of the troubled feelings that Quentin has with his father and family (95). The Deacon, on occasion, is dressed in military garb, which has a multi-generational relationship to Quentin and his family. At one point, the Deacon even states that “‘You and me’s the same folks,’” which solidifies the cultural connection (Faulkner 63). It is this “doubling” both psychologically and culturally that makes the Deacon irresistible to Quentin – he seeks him out, but does not consciously know why. According to Davis, “[The] Deacon is a manifestation of a side of Quentin’s subconscious mind, which both attracts and repels the white youth” at the same time (95). This push/pull relationship also relates back to Quentin’s fragmented self and not being able to decode such a figure as the Deacon, who comes to mean more to the reader in decoding Quentin.  
	Despite this comparison, the Deacon knows how Quentin feels about race. He even pokes at the South with his comment about living with white southerners stating, “‘You’re right. They’re fine folks. But you cant live with them.”’( Faulkner 63). However, Quentin does not understand, or cannot understand, the Deacon’s role in life – where he belongs, but Quentin also struggles with his own place in a past that does not exist in the present. He cannot accept the reality of what role the Deacon has, which is what occurs with other Southerners that the Deacon comes in contact with and, moreover, the Deacon knows this and uses this to his advantage. It is the Deacon’s ability to adapt and overcome, even if it that means compromise, taking “what is useful from the old and transforming it into the new” that makes him formidable and one who can survive in a changing world (Davis 96). This is a quality that Quentin simply does not have, which coupled with his limited view of the black role means that Quentin cannot come to fully understand the Deacon. Quentin sees Roskus instead of the Deacons (Davis 97). The Deacon becomes something that Quentin cannot possible perceive because of his limited view (both because of his break from reality and because his Southern mindset will not let him view black people in an equal, analytical light) and it makes the Deacon, along with several other cultural issues, a conundrum and is incarnate of the problem for which Quentin cannot cope. Also, like Jake, Quentin never becomes aware of the true relationship he has with the Deacon, or how the Deacon symbolizes overcoming the “failures,” or disillusionment, that Quentin sees in himself that leads to his own demise.
	We could not reach a more complete understanding of the major characters in each novel, respectively, without the limited interactions of these two supporting characters. Both of these characters create a fulcrum to pivot our point of view upon. While Jake Barnes is very much locked in the present as the events are unfolding before us, the Count provides us with a view of things that may come – kind of a ghost of Christmas future. However, the Deacon is more of a locking character. While Quentin is bounding from moment-to-moment, rethinking the events of his life in a stream of consciousness technique, the Deacon serves as a rallying point to bring him back to the present, to bring him back to the world instead of lost in his mind. It helps signal to the reader where we are in the grand scheme of Quentin’s section. While one character allows us to think of things to come, and the other holds us to a point in time, but both allow us a developing perspective of the major characters with which these secondary characters interact. In this case, and usually, it is not as much about the secondary characters and their development, or lack there of, as what they contribute to our understanding of the main characters and provides the reader with a point of reference to where the story is going and developing.
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Lauren Curnutte
A Bee to Her Bloom
	Women are portrayed as inferior, even subservient to men in both Anzia Yezierska’s Bread Givers and Zora Neale Hurston’s Their Eyes Were Watching God. In both novels women are disempowered and oppressed by overbearing men. Janie, Hurston’s main character, shares similar experiences with the Smolinsky daughters from Yezierska’s novel. Caught in a whirlwind of arranged marriages, male oppression, and guilt-trips, Janie and the Smolinsky girls must each rise above and realize what it takes to become their own woman.
	In Bread Givers, Reb Smolinsky, the overbearing male patriarch, arranges loveless marriages for his three eldest daughters. He completely disregards that each daughter is in love with a different man, since none of their chosen suitors meets his expectations for a suitable husband. Reb uses the Torah to justify his actions, reminding his daughters that the Torah says “a girl’s place is under her father’s hand” (14) and “a woman’s highest happiness is to be a man’s wife” (206). Reb uses guilt-trips to manipulate his girls into obeying his wishes by citing certain support found in the Torah. Reb expects his daughters to be completely subservient to him, asserting his male dominance and authority over them. He seems to condone women being defined only by men, because according to Reb’s manipulation of the Torah, “only through a man has a woman an existence” (137). His oppression makes his daughters miserable since they are deprived of the opportunity to make their own decisions, even their own mistakes.
	Janie, in Hurston’s novel, is also the victim of a hastily arranged marriage. In this respect she is very much like the three eldest Smolinsky girls, only her oppression comes from the grandmother that raised her. At age sixteen, Janie’s grandmother also oppresses her by using the guilt-trip method. Nanny “wants to see (her) married right away” (13) to Logan Killicks, a man with whom Janie is barely acquainted, because Granny senses that due to her old age, she does not have much time left to live. She uses guilt to talk Janie into the marriage, begging her to “have some sympathy fuh me” (20) because she “can’t be always guidin’ yo’ feet from harm and danger” (13). Granny wants Janie to be taken care of after she dies and decides that she must have a husband to do just that. To further manipulate Janie, Granny reminds her of the hard life she had experienced: slavery (16), rape (17), Janie’s mother getting raped and pregnant as a teenager and leaving Nanny to care for the baby (19) since Janie’s mother goes crazy and is unable to do so. She tells Janie that “nothin’ Ah been through ain’t too much if you just take a stand on high ground lak I dreamed” (16). Janie could not refuse the request of the woman who had experienced so many hardships and sacrificed so much, and that was precisely what Nanny anticipated. Janie, like the Smolinsky daughters, put aside her own feelings and pleased their families by saying their nuptial vows to men whom they did not love. 
	Sara Smolinsky witnesses first hand her father’s oppression over her sisters and is determined to never share their fates. For her sisters, it was too late to rebel and make their own decisions regarding marriage. Reb often said, “As you made your bed, so you got to sleep on it” (83). Because they did not possess the ambition to stand up for their own desires, they remain miserable. They miss the opportunity to become their own women. Sara rebels against her father’s “Old World” ways, telling him “You made the lives of the other children! I’m going to make my own life!” (138). Sara had to sacrifice a relationship with her father, and consequently the mother she cherished, in order to fulfill her own dreams. She escapes her father’s inevitable oppression by leaving home and pursuing education, as well as a husband of her own choosing. She is determined to “never let no father marry me away to any old yok” (85). By leaving home, Sara, in a brave move, regains her right to become her own woman, stripping her father of control over her and her decisions. She succeeds in life by completing her education, working as an accomplished teacher, and marrying Hugo Seelig out of mutual love. By taking her fate into her own hands, Sara becomes her own woman, uncompromised by the misguidance of her father. She does not compromise her self-respect or intuition, nor does she, like her unfortunate sisters, bend to her “father’s will” (64).
	Janie has to learn from her mistakes in order to become more like Sara. After realizing that her marriage to Logan is simply unsatisfying she leaves him for Joe Starks, a man who “spoke of change and chance” (29). Through her abandonment Janie regains hope and a second chance at a more fulfilling marriage. She “knew now that marriage did not make love” (25) and began to follow her own instincts. She declares that she “done lived Grandma’s way, now Ah means tuh live mine” (114). But Janie could not escape oppression in her second marriage. Her oppressor became her husband, who often “struck Janie with all his might” (80), verbally abused her, and decided that her beautiful “hair was NOT going to show in the store” (55) and she was forced to hide it under a kerchief at all times. By hiding her hair, Joe was oppressing her by hiding a part of her feminine identity. But “no matter what Joe did, she said nothing” (76). She was expected to be a woman who was seen (though not in her entirety) and not heard. By biting her tongue and not speaking out against Joe’s oppression, Janie became tolerant of his behavior. He convinced her that “her place was in de home” (43) and she had no privilege or identity outside of it. For twenty years Janie tolerated “all dis bowin’ down, all dis obedience under yo’ voice” (87) but was free from it, thankfully, after Joe breathed his final breath.
	Janie didn’t have immediate success in her escape from oppression as Sara had. Her freedom from oppression was a longer process. Janie had the good fortune to receive a third chance at freedom and true love. Tea Cake enters her life and Janie feels as though she has finally found a “bee to her bloom” (32) like Sara had found in Hugo. He was the man whom she had been waiting for all of these miserable years. Tea Cake compliments, rather than complicates, her. Like Sara, Janie is not defined by her husband and is now more in tune with her own dreams about what she wants out of life and love. Tea Cake is more affectionate with her and allows her to speak her mind. After Joe’s funeral, Janie “tore off the kerchief from her head and let down her plentiful hair” (87). By removing the kerchief, she removes the oppression from her life. Tea Cake takes time to appreciate her best physical feature, unlike her previous husbands. For once she is appreciated, respected, and loved. Most importantly, she is free from oppression, and also free to at last enjoy her life. 
Janie’s journey towards freedom from oppression took considerably longer than Sara’s, but the elapsed time does not matter as much as achieving their final outcome. Through their rebellion, Janie and Sara fulfill their own inner desires, make their own decisions, make their own mistakes, and become their own women. Most importantly, they do it on their own. The women have happy marriages where they maintain, not compromise, their individual identities. They are literary proofs that women can indeed have an existence of their own, without having to be defined in terms of a man.




Poetry 
Brian Boggs
Poetic Form: Ghazal
A Question of Morality

What is life without a little conflict?
The snow drifts in around my house.

Is it wrong if you do not get caught?
I cannot find my sidewalk.

Who determines what is right and wrong?
A book on Woodrow Wilson sits at my feet.

Where is the gray area in life?
Gray carpet encompasses my living room floor.

Who said politicians have to be crooks?
The newspapers sit next to me piled up.

The universe is our playground.
The snowplow cleans the street.




Amber Cochran
Scrawny Hag

Sitting. Waiting.
For her to come back
To eat me up inside.
5 months of gray skies
Filled with lifeless sighs.

Sitting. Waiting.
For her to come.
Ugh!—A lifeless grunt.
You hag—you selfish cunt!
So vague, vulgar and blunt—

I grunt, long, moan, and stump in a fit.
Knowing I can't change it.
The naked limbs and bare trees.
Keep staring straight at me.
Killing me softly.

Scrapes, bruises and jabs
Poking her nail, to my heart she stabs.
Her long bony finger just keeps-a-pointing.
Pointing, pointing and pointing.











Amber Cochran
Long White Finger

He point’ his lawng fanger, white
Up t’ de shaded ember
Sky.
An’ declare’ our piece of de thrown
For which we is prone.

He shout’, “Awll us goin’!”
Arms get t’ throwin’ an’ praisin’.
Hootin’ an’ holl’rin’.

He preach’ ‘bout awll His glory.
(Sigh.)
And dat’s only ha’f de story.
Why?
‘Cause ‘e wanna fill up our minds.
How we mus’ be kind.

He shout’, “We goin' home!”
Folks get t’ praisin’ an’ stumpin’.
But what ‘e fail t’ mention...
Us niggas gon’ be in de kitchen.











Amber Cochran
Royalty

And unto the Nigerian Princess shined a golden light.
Her crown of jewels of each nation
O'er the angels' glorious plight!
And each of these jewels on their crowns were all carved and embedded,
By the Almighty Himself.

And for those soon to follow in her steps
With leaps and gallops to their throne.
“And with great voices they shall sing, saying Alleluia;
Salvation and glory and honour, and power unto the Lord our God, our King” (Rev. 19:1).

And unto the Gabonese who seeks a bride.
Sees potential in the American
Swept away through the tides.
A caring lovely maiden.
“And to her was granted that she should be arrayed in fine linen clear and white.
For the fine linen is the righteousness of saints” ((Rev. 19:18).

But she is filled with pride.
The Gabonese has spat on her laws and lies.
A falling empire, an envied nation!
Yet still a slave,
Of her stubborn ways.
“Woe unto the crown of pride” (Isaiah 28:1).
And how it festers and grows inside.

And unto the Ashanti noble man and his tribe.
Tales of his people which have stood the test of time!
And the Jamaican man promised kingdoms, fertile lands of sand and grain.
Instead inherited bruises and wounds from the fields of cane.
“For God has chosen the poor of this world rich in faith, and heirs of the kingdom
Which hath promised to them that love him” (James 2:5).

Ah! Yes! The man from Senegal—
Who stands black. Black! And tall
Limber and timid, humbly-quaint.
Blessed be he amongst all the saints.
“Grace unto you, and peace, be multiplied” (1 Peter 1:2).
How lovely is Black and Sable to the eye!

And to each of these children of thy King “His Kingdom is an everlasting kingdom, and his dominion is from generation to generation” (Daniel 4:3).
“The Lord shall preserve me from every evil attack, and deliver me unto his heavenly kingdom.
To whom be glory forever and ever.
Amen” (2 Tim. 4: 18).
























Herb Bursch
Leaves of Night
Leaves shuddering sideways,
Shivering on their last journeys.
Tree boughs waving
Their last farewells to the
Leaves falling, falling in the night.
Silent Earth embracing leaves,
Leaves rattling in the wind,
Tumbling, swirling, twisting,
Wind tossed end upon end.

Leaves lying on the earth,
Skeletal remains
Rustling.

Deep elongated chimes,
Deep bells throbbing
in the night,
Awakened by the wind,
Accompanying the music
Of falling leaves.
Storm dreams,
Awake dreams,
Illuminated by lightening
And longing.

Deep cathedral chimes
Restore the peace,
The sleep of night,
Living bells call me
“Come play, Come Cry”.
Crunching thru the leaves,
Listening to the wind,
Listening to the night,
Listening to the rustling,
Listening to the deepening
Bells throbbing.

My heart bell beating,
Waiting its turn
To ring in the night.









Andrew Gorzen

A Tuna Melt and a Free Cookie

1)
The smell of ground up coffee beans greets me long before the cashier thinks to smile. I order a tuna melt and sit by myself, pretending to read a magazine.

2)
I’ve finished pretending to read an article; no other stories pique my pretend-interest, so I look
around. Two women talk over frosty iced teas; I can’t hear their words, but I know there’s a scandal. Two men together, sitting in business suits, the mugs in their hands topped with bubbly black, discuss the economy. A guy and a girl, each about twenty, try to speak but can’t stop laughing—stuck in relentless barrages of inside jokes.
I watch the cashier pull a sandwich from a toaster oven, scoop chicken noodle soup into a Styrofoam cup, hand the soup and sandwich to a man who runs out of the café (perhaps with an appointment to rush to); her eye shift to me and she says, “Oh my God! I’m so sorry! I forgot about you. Let me put your order in.  I’m so sorry. Here, would you take a cookie?”

(and these are big cookies they have at the café)

“Sure,” I say, not angry, but amused, and until I get my tuna melt I analyze the free cookie’s triumphant chocolate chips. If everyone followed your logic, I think, I’d have a lot of cookies.












Andrew Gorzen
Eat an Egg

Tear a jagged line in the shell
with blunt collision against the counter.
Pour the yellow orb into a bowl.

Do you know,
Can a pro-life vegetarian eat an egg?

The orb—the unborn chick—
take a fork and beat it, tear it,
mix it into orange gloop.
Disarray the beginnings
of a heart, a brain, lungs—

Pour into the frying pan
and turn on the artificial flames.
Turn the mangled corpse
into a thick, fluffy, pale leaf of paper.
Smother it in ketchup.

Then cut it! chew it!
O, to be burned! ground up! sucked dry!

Tomorrow, toast for breakfast,
with thoughts of yeast.























Amanda Merrill
Allen Ginsberg in a Meijer in Michigan

I am howling to you tonight. It is very late and I am thinking some crazy thoughts, Allen Ginsberg, as I drive down snow-covered streets and slide my wheels on patches of ice with a sneezy noseful achoo. 
	What a brightly lit, black shiny parking lot with sad reverberating sounds of snow plows. I went in with a garbage bag of cans over my shoulder like St. Nick and kept thinking of your angelheaded hipsters[footnoteRef:1] and your Blake-light tragedy[footnoteRef:2] all held together by the florescent lights and the sticky alcoholic floors of the bottle return. I was dreaming of a jazz number you wrote with waking nightmares in ‘56! [1:  From Ginsberg’s famous poem “Howl”]  [2:  Also from “Howl.” In 1948, Ginsberg claimed to have had a vision of William Blake.] 

	What carnivorous commodifications abound! Chocked full of diamond earrings and iPods, high powered rifles in the Ruffles, Christmas tinsel wrapped around the cashier, wrapped in a red vest! –and you, Amiri Baraka, what were you doing at the bottom of the bulk food bin? 
	I saw you, Allen Ginsberg, wandering alone and disheveled, with an asshole still eager to serve,[footnoteRef:3] among the flower pots and the plasma TVs, overtly flirting with whomever.  [3:  From the poem “Sphincter” by Allen Ginsberg] 

	I heard you talking brashly to the late night shoppers; you said, “Why is everything individually packaged?  Who eats this irradiated meat? What is the shelf life of matzo? 
	I followed you through each aisle, wondering what you thought about world politics or pesticides on pomegranates. And followed my paranoid intuition at every comestible you eyed or every shiny trinket you pawed with a Marxist’s contempt. 
	We walked passed a wall of identical pulsating blenders, mesmerized by the whirl. In our solitary daze we contemplated our significance until the stockers in aisle 12 began singing an old Lou Reed tune. How close were we to enlightenment?

	Where else would we go, Allen Ginsberg? We have until Christmas before the doors will close, so we’ll relax in home furnishings and smoke a joint. 
	(I fall comfortably asleep in a black leather massage chair and wake with a jolt, sitting on a worn out copy of Howl, feeling disoriented and a little absurd.)
	Will we continue to walk the aisles in their falsely lit solitude? There is not enough shade to protect us from the overwhelming loneliness of too much stuff.
	Will we promenade arm in arm through the deli department, reminiscing about the disappearing American dream of love? Has it been replaced with lines of credit, express lanes and a decaf. skim mocha, no whip?
	Ah, dear brother Ginsberg, you old curmudgeon, you horny old geezer, are you sure we’re not already in the underworld with Virgil[footnoteRef:4] watching the gates of Hell float by us, abandoning all hope as we pass the shores of Acheron?[footnoteRef:5] [4:  Virgil and Dante travel into the circles of Hell together in Dante Alighieri’s “The Divine Comedy”.]  [5:  A river in Greece and a metonym for Hades in Virgil’s Aeneid. ] 



















Amanda Merrill
Wormwood

Invisible death lurks in dark fertile earth,
as clear poisonous water reflects
lush secrets in infected green.
The sun hides casualties of rain
while jars of last years’ peaches
produce silent tumors under virgin flesh.

Peel off the metal in your mouth.
Wear a scarf around your neck.
Scrub your flesh until it’s raw.
Drown the fear in irradiated wine.

Chalky whispers tell half truths
as proud marchers wave to the crowd.
Little sterile soldiers play
in foamy gutters
as they hear the thud of
dead birds dropping from the sky.




Daniel Russ
More in Dreaming

O, craftfully carved soapstone and
alabaster visage, what that you knew
of all of the gentle dreams I'd plan'td;
a green garden in which our love might grow.

O, that only I could demonstrate to
you how wondrous together we could be,
spirits entwined and bound as thread to screw,
if only I could charm you to love me.

Such things are correctly known to be dreams -
for circumstances - and great many fears -
Forever, I'm trapped in gardens' green,
stuck to merely casting you longing leers.

Yet ultimately, I'm sure that I would
love you more dreaming than in waking would.


























Daniel Russ
Christmas Lights

Water white like ghosts falls
into glass. Upended,
sickly-thick liquid encircles –
a new, easy-access-brand elixir
for an old kind of contamination.
Burning more than should,
corroding boils and poxes
as it slides, falls, digs deep –
scoring chasms and lines
while falling – unanticipated –
a novel redress for an ancient affliction.
Internal temperature rising as fast as
awareness falling, composure sedate
but sentient, growing distantly fearful -
even though the snake oil accompanied
a guarantee: “Whatever ails you.”
Wonder, I, if said whatever is said oil,
mentally transfixing that fast-falling cure
into a clever-cruel kind of contagion –
thoughts worsen as poison of aporia slips deep,
and hands-to-throat, digits dig deep –
archaic antidote; a brutal purge, and
mangled boils and liquefied pox
Explode
in a burning sea rising, aflame and
charring as experience-dictates-should,
while sickly-thick water-white ghosts escape,
screaming in exile –
face-to-floor, thoughts rod-grounded,
awareness – gone, snake oil - purged,
malady - sustained.











Daniel Russ
The Frontier

It's like we conquered the whole world,
the frontiers remaining only those forged by man
and left the rest of us without homestead
destination and, instead, gave us only home.
Not that the splendor of silicon isn't grand,
not that the charted and developed provinces
aren't worthy of thanks-on-high,
and not that Mars being dragged within
the grasp of man
was maligned,
yet somehow -
Something seems to be missing,
some survival element of the equation subtract,
some mystery gone vacant.
It's like the only thing
that could ever kill me
is myself.


















Daniel Russ

Swordsong

Peering up from the precipice, a cyclops! – a
Many-fanged and mono-eyed beast,
Flesh a sickly sea-shell and putrid yellow as a
Series of pustules pulse rivulets of green-black blood,
Staining scarred surfaces and shadowing engorged strength.

Reaffirmed grip on haft,
I plunge the sticked-spike a shade-shy of horizontal,
Missing the mark obvious but finding purchase,
Shattering clavicle and spraying sinew in a perverse sort
Of macabre rainbow arc, yet met with instant,
Abject terror: spear now not merely stuck but gripped
By mine beholden nemesis, and he shifts, twists the
Leverage and I, trained in the art of never-surrender-never,
Have not his primitive power to resist and thus fall,
Giving way to laws of momentum – and the world shudders.

Eyes-wide as fist-eclipses-sun, a quick scramble,
Desperate-probing-reflexive grab for the half-arm length stabber,
Unsheathe, roll, aim and thrust:
A scoring glance, slicing more pox and pus than
Bone or gristle, but desired effect achieved:
Nemesis rails, howling, orb clenched and pointing skyward,
Arms guarding reflexive at bloodied torso, leaving precious,
Glorious goal unguarded:
A backwards roll, leaning into the earth like Atlas,
I push, spring, and the world gleams in high-contrast
Blood-red and silvered-steel-sword as I’m propelled skyward –
Blade-and-hand acting in concert, a conductor in a symphony
Of prospective gore seeking to punish the cyclopean’s dissonance,
I plunge deep, scoring a bassonic rumble from
His jugular and cacophonic crackings as his cerebral
Column gives way to the superior song.

His shuttered eye now open as he slumps, falling to the
Ground ilke a dead god, it develops a strange sort of calm,
As if he’s hearing his own song of slaying – but that
Sizzling, that pig-eating-slop sound, that wasn’t my song –
That must be his, and awareness dawns as adrenal sets –
Blinded by blood and battle, I’d neglected to heed
The refuse of the beast’s bilious eruptions,
Blown back from the force of my blade, and now, immersed
By the nauseating, liquid-green mass, I am devoured from
Without.

I lay now, eyes alternating skies, and weep that I
Am sapped entirely of strength enough for noble suicide:
I shall die here, propped astern like a failed Atlas, a
Boneless, gibbering mash of grit, guts, and warm, soupy glory,
muted and deafened to the howlsong from above of vultures.























Daniel Russ
Unnerved

My eye keeps twitching
the left one,
from my perspective,
whenever my mind turns
to taxing thoughts.
It began a few days ago,
seemingly at random,
and I found the sensation
to be kind of pleasant.
Now,
mostly,
I hope only that people notice my twitching eye
and become unnerved in conversation
because I like to affect people.

















Daniel Russ
Glass Chains

With a mouth that could not open,
I masticated
grinding the red and green
to shreds
that I might shit them out
atop
your silent, waiting form.




















Short Stories
Amanda Merrill
Proud Lily from Changsha Valley
“Tell me again why Mama Suyaun called me Proud Lily,” she said, bouncing up and down gleefully on the bamboo mat in front of the family hearth.  Grandma turned around slowly, still a little hunched over from chopping the tender bok choy leaves. She looked pleasantly into Proud Lily’s large dark eyes and said, “You were given the name Proud Lily, and you must never forget what a great honor your mother bestowed upon you that day.” Grandma shuffled over to stoke the glowing coals and stir the sweet and salty soup that Proud Lily like to slurp out of a large, painted spoon. As Grandma replaced the heavy soup lid, she continued, “In our little village, all those named after the delicate white lily have gone on to do great things. They are blessed with good luck and fortune.” Grandma tenderly rubbed Proud Lily’s cheek with the back of her liver-spotted hand and wobbled back to the cutting board loaded with the dark leafy greens. “All the Lilies have married into powerful families and have bore many strong sons. Your mother wanted you to go places and see what lies beyond our little Changsha Valley. She knew a good, strong name like Proud Lily would keep you healthy and help you make your way in the world.”  Proud Lily pondered life outside the village and outside Changsha Valley, and she tried to imagine a landscape without endless rice fields broken up occasionally by uneven dirt roads spotted with slow-moving, horse-drawn wooden carts. 
The family hearth was Proud Lily’s favorite place in the world. She loved how the radiant heat warmed her bare feet through the bamboo mat from the smooth and ancient floor tiles underneath. She would half squat and half sit on the edge of the hearth next to grandma and grind pinyin into flour for hours. Proud Lily would never ask difficult questions, because grandma would always chastise her for thinking too much, but today she couldn’t help it. “Grandma,” she said, “why, then, doesn’t every mother name her daughter Lily, if it gives them such a great life?” Grandma didn’t answer. Instead she shook the sharp paring knife between her fingers, and, giving Proud Lily a look that seemed to say, “Why must you always ask the wrong questions?”, she quoted Maoshu: “Everything in the universe is plain and simple, no matter how complex some things may appear to be.” Proud Lily looked up blankly at her grandma, who had already turned around to dump the bok choy leaves into the family’s soup pot. Proud Lily didn’t mind the constant reprimands from her, mostly because she got the feeling grandma was secretly smiling at her with her eyes, even in her most earnest moments. Although only six, Proud Lily was surprisingly sentimental and felt a close connection to her grandma, whom she trusted implicitly. That’s why, after the bok choy was cooked and happily consumed and her grandmother began boiling strips of white linen, Proud Lily never suspected her grandma’s plan of treachery.

On the white blanket that covered the futon in grandma’s room, Proud Lily sat quietly and smelled the jasmine incense that filled her nostrils and swirled about her head. There were two basins filled with warm water on the floor next to her, and a pile of freshly dried linen fabric strips heaped next to grandma like a papier mâché anthill. She carefully took Proud Lily’s porcelain-white feet in her hand and washed and dried them carefully. Lying back on grandma’s futon, Proud Lily quietly sang, “Sesame oil, cabbage, and the beans—we must first remove the strings. I have not seen you for three whole days, hai you hai, my dear beloved man.…” Her song died out as she began to curiously watch grandma from her secure spot on the low bed. She watched as grandma began to carefully and tightly wrap the fabric strips from Proud Lily’s heel to her instep, around the foot and back again, so that her toes poked out of bandage like fat little babies. Then Proud Lily heard the loud crack, repeated by another crack, and then another. Then she felt the dizzying pain, far away and almost disconnected from the loud cracks. She saw her grandma’s strong, tiny hands quickly covering her helpless toes. Again and again, grandma enfolded the linen strips around the shape that used to look like a foot. Proud Lily squirmed and struggled to free herself the best she could while howling, screeching, and crying. It was impossible for her to escape grandma’s torture. She had to submit. 
Proud Lily awakes with a flash of confusion and sharp, undeniable pain. She is still lying on grandma’s futon, but her body is bundled in several layers of jasmine-scented blankets, and it is dark. She instinctively begins to struggle to get free, in a desperate and frenzied panic. As she wriggles her arms out of the beautifully woven fabric, Proud Lily feels the cool night air on her damp skin and remembers the sound of the cracks from her broken little feet. She understands the deadening pain and has only one thought: escape. Proud Lily untwines herself from the blankets the best she can, only to find her feet bound together by grandma’s long fabric strips. She begins to work on the knots but stops briefly to feel around the foot of the futon for a small lacquered stool her grandma uses to get into bed. With one hand, Proud Lily swings one of the short, fat stool legs into her mouth, biting down hard as it muffles her low moans. As she works on the knots, her hands feel sticky from the blood-soaked strips. Her swollen, bandaged feet are hardly separated from their cocoon as she throws down the stool and makes her way on hands and knees over the threshold of grandma’s room and into the dark courtyard. Proud Lily maneuvers past the doorway of the great room on hard trampled dirt and over the threshold of the round front gate. Finally, she collapses into a green strip of velvety moss under the great willow tree of Proud Lily’s neighbor Ming Yu San. This is where grandma will find Proud Lily at daybreak, bloody, feverish, and tear stained. 
Grandma carries Proud Lily gently in her arms back to the house. She sets her back on her newly cleaned futon and begins to pick the rocks and splinters out of Proud Lily’s knees and palms. Grandma then removes the remaining dressing from the feet of the half-conscious girl. She cleans the misshapen feet the best she can, and swiftly and more tightly than before wraps each foot again, so that they look like two huge gong mallets. As a precautionary step, grandma drips hot wax over her handiwork to prevent Proud Lily from untying her feet again. Grandma tenderly tucks more warm blankets around Proud Lily’s torso, mindfully avoiding the scrapes and bruises. All that day and all through the next day, grandma patiently sits beside Proud Lily, feeding her vegetable broth and quietly singing, “Hai you hai, my dear beloved man.…”
“Ten more steps and you can stop and rest,” grandma yells encouragingly across the courtyard. Proud Lily forces a smile but doesn’t look up; instead she continues to inch forward, supported by a delicate wooden cane. They both know that ten more steps will be excruciating, but they also know it is almost worse when you stop. The pounding in her feet is like a heart transplanted into her arch. With each pump of blood, the pain intensifies. After a while, though, it becomes methodical, predictable, and Proud Lily is almost able to transcend the pain. The noon-day sun warms the back of her neck as she hunches over and hobbles along the courtyard path. If she can make to grandma, only a few feet away, she knows that grandma will hold her tight and carry her back to the bench. There she will wipe Proud Lily’s brow and feed her sweet dumplings and tell her stories of beautiful women in far off places with rich husbands who adore their exquisite tiny feet. 
















Meghan Stewart
Growing Up 
	I was in my room when I heard the first crash of glass. I felt something wrong before I heard the yelling. I went unnoticed when I walked into the living room connected to our kitchen. Another crash and I froze. I watched as my mom grabbed a dish from the cabinet and threw it. I watched as my dad tried to make his way across the broken glass to stop her. Her face was red, tears streaming down her cheeks as she struggled with the demons we couldn’t see or even begin to understand. After she broke all the dishes and glasses, she demanded the car keys. My dad refused and another struggle ensued. I watched as my mom fought my father for escape, but I knew even then that she would never find the escape she wanted or needed. 
	My mom is a simple, unassuming woman. She prefers baggy jeans two sizes too big and sweatshirts to fashionable tops. When she has to dress up, you can see it in her eyes how uncomfortable she is. At 5’6, she and my father are the same height, which is more an insult to my father than a compliment for my mother. At 52, she looks like she is in her mid-forties. Lines fan out around her eyes which she hates, but I see them and imagine her smiling instead of crying. Every morning I know that I will walk out into the kitchen/dining room area and see her at the table, cigarette in one hand, pen in the other, making her infamous lists. If my mom doesn’t make a list, nothing gets done and chaos reigns. There are good and bad days, but for the last five years, the good has far outweighed the bad. I know that when I hear The Boss blasting through the house it’s a good day. Bruce Springsteen is my mom’s second love after my dad. My mom has a distorted view of herself. She doesn’t see what I do. Some days she will apologize for things she shouldn’t.  
	“I am sorry I never taught you how to respect yourself,” she said to me not long ago. “I never respected myself, and only recently have begun to try, and I wish more than anything that this hadn’t rubbed off on you.” She believes she was a bad mother, but I don’t see it that way. Everyone is their worst critic and all. 
She is funny without trying to be and sometimes gets upset when we laugh about it. When I was a junior in high school and my sister a freshman, we were in a musical called “Thirteen Daughters” and the costumes had to be handmade mu-mu’s. No joke. When the director changed the requirements for the third time, my mom flipped. We were at the kitchen table, trying to explain the new dresses she was supposed to make when my mom said, “What the fuck does this bitch think? That I have all the time in the world?” I can’t even remember what else she said, except that there were quite a few curse words used. My sister and I were laughing so hard at my mom’s outburst that she just got even more pissed. She said we had no respect. When she was still panting from her rant, she laughed with us. We bonded over a hatred of mu-mu’s and demanding choir teachers. 
	The reason she has bad days is that she suffers from PTSD, post traumatic stress disorder, which she developed after she returned from Desert Storm in 1991. She joined the Army when she was 26, met my father three years later while they were both stationed at Ft. Monmouth, New Jersey. They married, had two girls and then when my sister was nine months old, she was deployed to Saudi Arabia. My mom listened nightly as SCUD missiles fell only a few miles from where she slept and endured abuse from male soldiers and commanders. When I was a teenager, I would wake her up from her naps with the utmost care. Once, I was in a hurry, so I shook her shoulder and loudly told her it was time to wake up. She woke with a start and screamed. She was having a nightmare and she thought I was a male soldier trying to hit her. Ever since, I have been extra careful about the way I wake her. Over the years, little things like nightmares and flashbacks have improved dramatically. She no longer cringes and cries when we see the fireworks on Fourth of July.
	When I was a senior in high school, as I debated and stressed over which college to attend, my mom started her second bachelor’s degree at UM Flint. She graduated with honors the spring before I transferred, with a degree in Psychology. Going to school was both hard and extremely rewarding for her. She was working against her years and peers half her age. But my mom has been to numerous psychologists and psychiatrists over the years and she knows more than they do, so it made sense that this was what she was good at. Her dream is to help veterans the way she was never helped. She knows too well how easy it is to fall off the radar. She published her thesis paper in the Journal of Military Medicine. Her paper was an analysis on the available treatments for PTSD and how they are lacking. I call my mom the head shrink, because she has this uncanny ability to cut through all the bullshit and tell you exactly what your problem is and how to fix it. I hate when she does this because no daughter likes to admit that her mother is right. She was working towards her master’s in psychology before she dropped out in order to take care of my grandmother. 
	My mom has always focused more on others than herself. And when my 86 year old grandmother needed help with everyday errands and chores, my mom was the only one of six children to step up, as usual. My mom will literally starve all day because she is running around doing errands for her mother and for us. She never takes care of herself, and then resents us when we don’t step up to pick up the slack. 
My mom doesn’t handle her frustrations well, and one time it was too much for her and she took it out on herself. I don’t know what caused it, and I don’t know what I was doing before my dad found her under the running water of their shower. I remember running into their bathroom to see my dad toweling off my mom and seeing the blood soaking through the towel. To this day, you can see the two perfect straight lines on my mom’s forearm where she took the kitchen scissors to her skin. I feared that my mom would lose the battle with PTSD and would eventually kill herself. I watched her carefully for at least a year after the incident. I asked her once why she did it and all she said was, “It was a pain I could control.”
Eventually, my mom marched into the VA and demanded the help she needed. She bitched out psychologists and administrators, calling them bastards and money hungry devils, or something along those lines. She found a therapist and psychologist that helped her in ways the VA never could. After one of her sessions, she came home and asked to talk with me. I was twenty and it had been four years since the cutting, three years since a breakdown. 
“Meghan, you don’t have to take care of me anymore,” she said. I was caught off guard. I didn’t know what to say. I always thought of myself of taking care of her, but it never occurred to me that she was aware of it. 
“I will always be thankful that when I couldn’t, you took care of me, but it’s time for you to take of yourself. You made sure that Kristen didn’t see me at my worst, and I can never repay you for that. You have seen my worst and I will try from now on to never go back to that. I can’t help that I suffer, but I can help making you suffer with me. Don’t punish yourself anymore.”
As I said, no daughter likes to admit when her mom is right. I didn’t want to admit that I still act like my sister’s mother; that I still try to take any burden off my mother when I know she is close to a breakdown. I don’t like to admit that I still fear that it will all become too much for her and that I will lose her. My mom is how I get through my day. She is the one I can call when I get frustrated with school or work. She is the one I can talk to at three in the morning when I can’t sleep. And she is the only one I can talk to when I feel like I am drowning, because I know she has the answers that will give me air.  
	When I was a teenager, during the worst of her outbreaks and breakdowns, I felt older. I had to be older and take care of both my mother and sister. While dad was at work or away for weeks at a time, it was up to me. I had to make sure mom didn’t hurt herself or leave us. I had to make sure my sister did her homework and didn’t talk back or do anything else that would upset my mom. My sister has a holier than though attitude sometimes that would not only piss me off but set off my mom. My mom sometimes felt she had failed us, and there were times I agreed with her. When I saw other girls, with their friends they had known for years, in their pretty pink rooms twice the size of my own; I somehow blamed it on my mom. But bigger than that, I blamed the Army. I blamed the Army for my shitty childhood that wasn’t really shitty. I blamed the Army for destroying my mother. For taking my dad away from us so many times. It wasn’t until I was 18 years old that I stopped blaming the Army and accepted my life as being my life. I have a mother who suffers from PTSD. I have a father and mother who went to war. I have experienced things most people my age only see in movies. I am a better and worse person for it. But because of my mother and her unrelenting strength and determination that tomorrow will be a better day, I am better person. 







Tasha Williams
Funeral Girl
     Although the calendar said it was the middle of June, the weather outside hadn’t received the message yet. The early morning was dark; ominous looking clouds filled the sky, casting a sinister shadow upon the earth. The ever present squirrel and stray cat population, normally present in the early mornings, were nowhere to be seen. It was as though the animals, always perceptive creatures, were aware of the incoming darkness. Too bad the young woman tossing in bed, already dreading the day, was unaware of the full extent of pain headed straight towards her.
     Amelia rolled onto her side and looked at the antique clock sitting on her nightstand. The numbers read eight-thirty. She sat up and ran her fingers through her long red hair. “Time to get up,” Amelia said, swinging her legs over the side of the bed. She walked over to the dressing table and regarded her reflection in the mirror. Amelia’s long red hair was tangled, her sparkling green eyes, considered to be her best feature, were dull and lifeless. “A good coat of mascara is all I need,” Amelia said, walking to the closet and grabbing her black dress off the hanger. Slipping the dress over her head, Amelia walked back to the dressing table to check her appearance in the mirror, gasping at what she saw. Her favorite black dress, purchased just six months ago, hung on her like a garbage sack.
     “My God,” she muttered, “I look like Mortisha from the Addams Family.” But nothing else in her closet was appropriate for a summer funeral, and there was no time to run to Kohl’s to buy a dress that actually fit. “Well, this will just have to do,” she said defiantly. 
     Amelia sat down in front of her dressing table. As she was about to apply mascara, her cell-phone began to ring. “Damn,” Amelia muttered, nearly stabbing her eye out with the mascara brush when she realized who the caller was. She put the brush down and flipped open her phone. 
     “Mike, what time are you coming by the house?” Amelia asked her older brother, anxious to end the call as quickly as possible. 
     “Well, good morning Amelia. It’s nice to talk to you too,” Mike said, his smooth voice dripping in sarcasm. 
     “I’m sorry Mike,” Amelia said, hoping she sounded sincere. “It’s after nine and we need to be at the funeral home by eleven,” Amelia reminded him, believing it would motivate him to be on time.
     “I know what time we have to be at the funeral home Amelia,” Mike told her, his voice transitioning from his usual sarcasm to full on hostility. “Remember, you aren’t the only one suffering. She was my mother too.” 
     “Mike, I don’t want to fight with you. I just want to make sure the whole family has time to spend together before the service,” Amelia said, her voice beginning to crack. 
     “Kristen and I are just sitting down to breakfast; we will be over to pick you up at ten-thirty,” Mike told his sister, his voice returning to its natural smoothness. 
     “Fine, but Chris and I are going together. You and Kristen can follow us,” Amelia said, wanting to end the conversation on a positive note. 
     “So why do Kristen and I have to come by the house? We will just meet you at funeral home,” Mike said, his voice again taking a vicious tone. 
     “Fine Mike, just be there by eleven so we can meet with Father Paul,” Amelia said, her voice taking an angry turn. She slammed the phone down before completely losing her temper. 
     Amelia picked up the brush and began to apply her mascara. “It’s going to be alright,” she whispered to herself as she layered her eyelashes with the black coating. “Thank goodness I bought the waterproof kind,” she told herself, “because if this morning is any indication of the type of day I am going to have, I’m definitely going to need all the help I can get.”
     Amelia finished applying her mascara and walked into the adjoining bathroom. She opened up the cabinet mounted on the wall directly above the sink, took out her toothbrush, and a tube of Colgate toothpaste. Turning the cold water on, Amelia applied a generous helping of toothpaste to the toothbrush, and began to brush her teeth. Still fixated on the vicious conversation she just had with Mike, Amelia didn’t realize she was brushing her teeth so vigorously, her gums began to bleed.
     “Damn you Mike,” she yelled, throwing the toothbrush against the mirror. The plastic brush bounced off the mirror, landing in the sink. Amelia stuck her mouth under the faucet, taking a healthy gulp before spitting the bloody water into the sink. “Why do you have to be such a bastard to me, I’m the only sister you have,” she yelled, storming out of the bathroom. Continuing her rant against Mike, Amelia stalked down the staircase, pausing only when she heard the doorbell chime. 
     “Great, it would be just my luck to have to deal with girl scouts eager to sell cookies or a religious group wanting to save my soul,” Amelia muttered as she cracked the front door open. “Sorry, I don’t need any cookies, and I am really not interested in God right now, so have a super day,” she told the unknown visitor, peering around the barely cracked door.
     “Well, I m not here about God, I didn’t bring any cookies, but I did bring your favorite chocolate chip ice cream,” a deep masculine voice told her, his voice filled with tenderness.
     Recognizing his voice, Amelia opened the front door to see her fiancé standing on the front porch, holding a plastic Meijer’s bag containing her beloved ice cream. “Sorry Chris, crazy morning,” she offered as an explanation to her rudeness “Come in, come in,” she said, opening the door so he could enter into the living room. She shoved a strand of red hair from her forehead, leaning up to give him a quick kiss on the cheek. “Why did you ring the bell?” she asked, taking his large, warm hand with her smaller one, giving it a gentle squeeze.
     “Amelia, I knew you would need some time to yourself before the service,” he said, taking her by the hand, and leading her through the spacious living room in the direction of the homey kitchen. Chris led her to the kitchen table, pulling out a chair for her to sit down. Amelia plopped down into the chair, her eyes on Chris as he opened the freezer compartment of the refrigerator and placed the half gallon of decadence on the top shelf. Chris shut the heavy door, turning to face her, concern written all over his face.
     “How are you sweetheart?” he asked, pulling out a chair so he could sit next to her. Amelia smiled, giving him the standard answer she had been using for the past week.
     “Amelia, you don’t have to pretend with me,” Chris said, reaching over to pull her into his strong arms. “That idiot brother of yours attacked you this morning didn’t he?” Chris asked , his voice taking on a chilly tone. 
     “Chris, please don’t get upset, it was just Mike being Mike,” Amelia said, wrapping her arms around him, breathing in his clean scent. 
     Chris wrapped his large arms around her small frame, holding her close to his heart. “I m sorry Mike hurt you,” he whispered in her ear, clutching her closer as she began to shake.  “Listen to me, “Chris said, pulling Amelia up so he could stare directly into her eyes, “I am not going to let Mike hurt you again. I promise I will not go out of my way to start anything with him, but if he so much as looks at you funny, so help me God Amelia, he will answer to me,” Chris said, his voice shaking as he gently wiped stray tears from her flushed cheek. “It’s going to be okay sweetheart,” he said, his voice soothing her fractured nerves. 
“Thank you Chris,” she cried, burying herself into his large frame, “thank you for loving me, for standing by me. I don’t know what I would have done without you these last six months,” she whispered.
     “Baby, I love you. Where else would I be?” Chris told Amelia, running his hands through her hair.
     Amelia brushed the remaining tears from her face and reluctantly pulled herself from his warm embrace. She walked over to the refrigerator; there wasn’t much left, just a bag of bagels, a jar of peanut butter, orange juice, and three apples. “I know it’s not much, but I can make us some breakfast,” Amelia offered.
     “Why don’t you just sit down and I will make you something to eat. You need to eat Amelia,” Chris said, getting up from the table and gesturing for her to sit back down. Amelia collapsed into her chair while Chris raided the refrigerator and began preparing their meal.
     After finishing breakfast; at Chris’s insistence, Amelia ate a whole bagel smothered with peanut butter, half an apple and a glass of juice; she went upstairs to her bedroom to grab her purse and shoes. She stood in front of her dressing table mirror, applied a quick coat of clear lip gloss, and slipped her feet into a pair of black, low-heeled sandals. Her red cell-phone sat on the table; almost daring Amelia to check messages. She flipped open the phone, unsurprised to find five voicemails. All from Mike. She pressed the voicemail button prepared for the worst. The message was more vicious than Amelia could have imagined. Before finishing it, Amelia slammed the phone down. Who was this man screaming at her? Amelia knew Mike could be a selfish jerk, but the man screaming at her was a total stranger. 
     ‘Amelia, it’s time to go,” Chris yelled from downstairs.
     “Coming,” Amelia said, determined to put on a brave face for Chris. She knew Chris well enough to know if he even sensed she was upset, he would beat her brother to a bloody pulp. Today was not the day to see her fiancé in jail, and her brother in the emergency room. She stuffed the phone and her sunglasses into a small, black clutch bag, and headed downstairs.
     “I locked up so we can go out through the garage,” Chris said when Amelia reached the bottom of the stairs. He grabbed her hand, leading her through the house to the side door off the kitchen which led directly into the garage. Chris opened the passenger door to his black Escalade, helping Amelia into the large SUV. Quickly shutting her door, he walked around to the driver’s side, and climbed in.  He placed the key into the ignition, and the Escalade soon roared to life. Although the morning began dark and gloomy, the sun had emerged from behind the dark clouds, and was now shining brightly.  Chris pulled a dark pair of aviator sunglasses from the glove compartment, and slipped them on. He slowly backed the SUV out of the garage, pausing only to close the garage door with the automatic closer. He reached the end of her long driveway, checked both ways before backing into the busy street. 
     Amelia opened her bag, and put her sunglasses on. The SUV was beginning to feel stuffy; Amelia pressed the window button, and soon, cool air filled the automobile. She stared out the window, tears slipping down her face. Amelia knew she could not be able to escape the inevitable; she would have to have it out with Mike.  Her brother was chomping at the bit to finalize the details involving their mother’s estate. He believed their mother had left him her executor; but that was not the case. Mike had no authority to make any decisions with regards to their mother’s estate. She had entrusted Amelia with that responsibility. Not that she didn’t love her son with all her heart. No, it was just Anne Kincaid knew her son could be susceptible to material goods and money too easily. She knew Amelia would do what was right for everyone involved, not just herself.  Amelia knew she would have to tell Mike the truth regarding their mother’s wishes, but she dreaded hurting her brother, no matter how selfish he could sometimes be. Amelia was so lost in her own thoughts; she didn’t even hear Chris ask her if she was alright.                 “Oh sweetheart, I m okay,” she reassured him, taking his right hand and squeezing it.     
     The drive to the Allen’s funeral home took twenty minutes; for Amelia it felt like an eternity.Chris maneuvered the large SUV into the parking lot, sliding into a spot next to Mike’s red Mercedes. Mike was leaning against the front end of the car; screaming a profanity laced tirade at some unfortunate soul, completely oblivious to where he was. Amelia knew the only way to solve the situation with Mike was to do it alone.
     “Sweetheart, could you go inside and sit with my grandparents. I just need a few minutes with Mike,” she asked.
     “Amelia,” Chris growled, before she placed her hand on his right cheek.
     “I’ll be alright,” she reassured him. “Mike and I need to work a few things out.”
     Chris leaned in, gently kissing her on the lips. “Okay, but if you’re not inside in fifteen minutes, I’m coming back,” he promised.
     “Okay,” Amelia said. Chris got out of the SUV, walked around to the passenger side, and helped her out. He took her hand, and walked over to where Mike was standing, still screaming into his cell-phone. Glaring at Mike, Chris gave Amelia a final kiss before walking over to the main building where Amelia’s family was waiting. Amelia stood silently, waiting for Mike to finish his call. After what felt like an eternity, Mike finished his call, slamming the phone down with an angry grimace. He shoved the phone into his pants pocket, and pulled out a pack of cigarettes and a lighter. “Do you want one?” he asked before lighting up.
     “No, I m trying to quit,” Amelia said. “Mike, could you save the cigarette for later? We really need to go inside. Grandpa and grandma are here, and I know they want to spend some time with us before the service,” she said, reaching for his hand.
     “I know grandpa and grandma are here,” Mike growled, ignoring Amelia’s suggestion, and lighting a cigarette. He took a deep drag, exhaling the smoke close to his sister’s face.
     “Fine, she said,” you do what you want, but I am going in. Amelia turned to walk to the main building when Mike grabbed her arm, stopping her in her tracks.
     “There are a few things we need to settle up Amelia,” Mike said. He finished his cigarette, dropping it onto the pavement, and smashing it with his foot. He opened his briefcase, and pulled out a stack of documents. “Now, with regards to mom’s estate, my lawyer told me we can get the ball rolling as soon as possible,” Mike said, perusing through the heavy stack. “Kristen’s friend Stacey is going to be our realtor and as soon as I get your signature on these documents, we can start the process of selling mom’s house. Now if you are worried about money, don’t be, because I am willing to split the proceeds with you. Naturally, I will take a larger share since I will be the one handling mom’s estate.” Mike handed her the stack of papers and a pen. Amelia stared at the documents Mike gave her; hurt, betrayal, and anger boiled within her, creating a volatile mix that could not, would not be denied.
     “Are you insane Mike? You are not selling mom’s house!” Amelia yelled at mike, no longer caring that the two were standing in the parking lot of a funeral home.
     “Amelia, keep your voice down, you are going to cause a scene,” Mike scolded her, trying to take her arm.
     “Get your hands off of me you moron,” she said, jerking away from him, loathing his touch. You are not in charge of mom’s estate Mike, and if you had spent any real time with her this past year, you would know I am in charge of mom’s affairs, and we are not selling her house,” Amelia told Mike, her face flushed, her hands sweating profusely. She opened her bag, and pulled out a business card for Mike.”Here,” she said, “this is mom’s lawyer. If you have any questions, I suggest you give her a call, okay?” 
     Mike appeared dazed. Amelia thought he was in shock; Mike was so used to having control over everything, it was as though the reality of the situation finally hit him. As angry as she was with Mike, Amelia didn’t want him to feel any worse than he already did. He was her older brother, and she loved him with all her heart.
     “Mike,” it’s after eleven, we should go inside,” she said softly.
     Mike nodded, shoving the papers back inside his briefcase, and tossed the case back inside his car. Amelia walked over to where he stood, and took his hand. Mike stared at her, tears forming in his eyes. She squeezed his hand, reassuring him they were okay. They were going to be okay.
     
     
     
     
     
     

     
      












History
Tara Bartle
“There was a silence and stillness of the voice that betrayed the sadness of the heart”: The Forced Indian Removal over the Trail of Tears
	When considering Native Americans and their forced relocation to the west Americans today view the event as a horrific and unjust action. The problem however, is that this was not a widespread feeling until more recent years and even today many people aren’t very educated on the topic of Indian removal. Even former President Clinton knew little of the history surrounding the Trail of Tears and Indian removal. When he publicly stated that Andrew Jackson was his favorite president he was “shocked to learn of Jackson’s Indian history” (Harjo) when appalled Muscogee Second Chief Shelly Stubbs Crow told Clinton about Jackson and his history. Additionally, problems still exist today among American Indians that can be directly or indirectly related to the U. S. Government’s treatment of American Indians. For example, some Indians retain resentment towards the U. S. Government for their past actions and, also, many predominantly American Indian rural communities and reservations experience unusually high violence and victimization rates (Wells). The forced American Indian Removal over the Trail of Tears to desolate, barren, and largely unwanted land resulted in the deaths of an estimated one third of the Indian populations which consisted of more than 46,000 people (Carson). To better understand this event we must first look at the history of the American Indian’s relationship with the white settlers and the circumstances that led up to their forced removal and the Indian Removal Act itself. Next, we will look at the actual removal and the conditions the American Indians were forced to endure. We will then move to present day and consider problems such as resentment and violence that stem from the past mistreatment and neglect of American Indians by the U.S. Government. Finally, we can investigate possible solutions to the problem such as increased education, awareness, and policing in rural American Indian communities as well as reinstating some of the broken treaties as proposed by the American Indian Movement (AIM).
	Before we can begin to look at the forced American Indian Removal we must first examine the history of the settler’s relationship with the Indians so as to better understand why this tragic event occurred.  The new American settlers’ resentment towards the Natives began when they first reached America. The Natives were seen as savages taking over the land they thought of as rightly theirs. While some instances of befriending occurred, overall history is littered with broken treaties, promises, and wars.  The land that once belonged solely to the Native American’s was now being taken over by white settlers that despised the Indian presence, culture, and land ownership. The Five Civilized Tribes of Cherokee, Creek, Choctaw, Chickasaw, and Seminole, so called “because they more readily adopted many social practices and structures of Euro-American society” (Wells) such as farming and laws. However, despite making many changes in hopes to assimilate with the new settlers, or perhaps, in part, because of it, the discrimination and hatred remained. U. S. Representative Richard H. Wilde of Georgia stated that “ignorant and brutal barbarians who refused to invest the land with their labor could not own it” (Carson). U. B. Phillips also concluded that “while not savage” most Cherokees were nevertheless “heavy and stupid” in his study of the states’ rights in Georgia (Carson).  These thoughts were the overall feelings of the majority of southern settlers, largely because the Native American’s were different and unlike them so they had no understanding for their ways. Resentment towards the American Indians also grew due to the simple and free lifestyle that was offered as a refuge to runaway slaves by the Seminole tribe. The plantation and slave owners despised the fact that their ‘property’ could seek refuge with a tribe and there wasn’t much they could do in retribution. Furthermore, many settlers saw the land owned by American Indian tribes as money lost and wasted and, if obtained, as a way to make a great deal of future profit. “In 1820 Mississippi governor Thomas Holmes put to the state assembly that . . . the vast stretch of untaxed land under Choctaw and Chickasaw occupation had to be acquired, emptied, opened for sale, repopulated, and assessed” (Carson) in order for them to make more money. The removal in large had to do with making a profit and jealousy, rather than the humaneness that was claimed to be the reason. As resentment grew and complaints hailed government officials new president Andrew Jackson decided that something must be done to appease his people and remove his long time foes: the American Indians. The U. S. Government then proposed many treaties to the Indian people in which they could sign over their property in exchange for land in the west. Some parts of tribes agreed to and signed then treaties in attempts to appease the government, hopefully maintain some of their land, and to avoid the hostility of the white settlers of the south and east. However, only an estimated one tenth of the Cherokee and other tribes voluntarily moved to the unseen western land. When it was clear that many Indians didn’t want to leave behind their heritage and the land they had occupied for centuries Jackson then proposed, presented, and passed through congress the Indian Removal Act of 1830. (Carson; Kessel; Welch)
	Now that we understand the history of the American Indians’ relationship with the new white settlers we must look at the Indian Removal Act of 1830 and what it meant for the Indian people.  In response to angered and jealous settlers, who wanted the fertile land the ‘savages’ occupied to increase their profits in the cotton business, Andrew Jackson proposed the Indian Removal Act of 1830. Andrew Jackson, who “had advocated for the expulsion of the First Peoples since his days as the commander of the Tennessee militia in the Creek Civil War” (Carson) insisted that “expulsion was a humane solution” and was “for their (the Indians) own good” (O’Neill). The Indian Removal Act of 1830 “mandated the relocation of all Indians to an area west of the Mississippi River” (Wells). After much debate of congress officials over the benefits, consequences, and general morals at stake with respect to the contents of the bill they passed the Act in 1830.  In the early stages of removal small parts of tribes were coaxed into treaties and they left on their own accord, with only a few dollars in their pockets, to explore the new Indian Territory in present day Oklahoma in hopes of avoiding cruel treatment. They also agreed to leave so as to avoid the settler’s anger and hatred as well as to appease the government in hopes of making the overall process better.  For the most part however, Indians stood their ground, planning to fight to keep their land, just as they had in years past. (Brandon; Carson; Wells)
	Many of the American Indians did not in any way want to give up their land to the U. S. Government, and subsequently to all of the settlers who had resented and mistreated them for decades. Different Native American tribes faced this dilemma with very diverse approaches. The Cherokee’s initially went to the Supreme Court in 1823 in the trial of Worcester v. Georgia, but lost. This decision “allowed Indians to occupy lands but not hold title to those lands” (Brandon). Later, when faced with the even larger problem of forced removal, the Cherokee’s went to the Supreme Court again in 1831, and in the case of Cherokee Nation v. State of Georgia, the decision was ruled in their favor. However, Jackson as well as the state of Georgia “ignored the Supreme Court’s decision” (Welch) leaving the Cherokees right back where they started: with the government trying to take their land away from them.  The Cherokee also fought removal with attempts to prove that the Washington Administration’s Civilization Policy was working; for they “adopted Anglo dress, farming methods, and some even developed plantations and owned black slaves like their southern Anglo neighbors (Welch). The Creeks and Seminoles chose the route of warfare as their approach to fighting to save their land.  The Creek war of 1813-14 and the Seminole war of 1818 were in response to original southerner’s resentment and attempts to remove the Indian Tribes. The Second Seminole War of 1835, while succeeding in damaging the armies and slowing down the removal, didn’t succeed in stopping their eventual forced relocation to the west. While fighting the U. S. armies the Seminoles used guerilla tactics in the Florida Everglades and were aided by the runaway slaves who had sought refuge with them.  While the ‘battle’ was in large part won by the Seminoles it was the U. S. Government who won the ‘war’ in the form of their eventual removal success. In 1838 when all efforts had been exhausted by the American Indians to fight for their land, and the southern people and government were fed up with the Indians continued presence, the Indians were rounded up by commanders to live in stockades before their eventual removal westward. One such situation was in May of 1838 when “7,000 federal troops under the command of General Winifield Scott began rounding up 15,000 to 16,000 of the Cherokee still living in what had officially become Georgia” (Brandon). (Brandon; Carson; “In Bitterness”; Welch).
	Now that we understand the reasoning behind the removal and the Indian Removal Act we must now look at the event of removal itself and the dire conditions the American Indian people underwent and endured on their journey.  After the passage of Andrew Jackson’s proposed Indian Removal Act to alleviate the pressure from the southern plantation owners armies were led in to force the remaining Indians who hadn’t voluntarily left off of their land. Troops aided by southern settlers rounded up the Native American people like cattle and pushed them into stockades. The American Indians were forced to leave behind the majority of their belongings as well as the land they had owned and cultivated for centuries. After their removal the land was then “assigned to Georgia settlers by lottery” (Brandon).  The time that the American Indian people were forced to live in the cramped conditions of the stockades was during the summer months, “disease, inadequate food, and lack of shelter resulted in the deaths of 4, 000, a fifth or more of the total Cherokee population. Most of the deaths were among the children and the elderly” (Brandon). And so it was that a large amount of Cherokee Indian’ lost their lives before they even trekked across the country and had the chance to try starting a new life in the west. When the surviving Cherokee were finally removed from the stockades they were then forced westward over an “800-mile” march that began “during the height of winter” (Brandon). It was as if they chose the worst possible times for the Cherokee people to withstand each separate part of the horrific tribulation (see figure 1). A soldier later wrote of the event that, “I fought through the Civil War and have seen men shot to pieces and slaughtered by thousands, but the Cherokee removal was the cruelest work I ever knew” (Brandon). The American Indian people were forced westward over many routes, land and water, in “at least 16 different detachments . . . between June 6 and December 5, 1838” (Bowes, “On”) (see figures 2 and 3). Thousands of American Indian loved ones died and were buried along the trail, although “federal agents kept no systematic records of the expulsions, so it is difficult to ascertain how many people died” (Carson). Due to the horrible conditions and devastating times the Cherokee tribe “referred to the journey as Nunna dual Tsunyi, or the ‘trail where they cried’ ” (Bowes, “On”) which later coined the phrase that this event is known by, ‘The Trail of Tears’.  (Brandon; Bowes, “On”; Carson; Chambers).
While the stockade conditions were horrific and the entire concept of being forced to leave your homeland seems shocking enough the conditions the American Indian people were forced to endure along the journey and when they finally arrived were just as appalling.  Food and water especially were often scarce for the American Indians, while the soldiers always had plenty of provisions. In addition, those who died had to be quickly buried along the trail and their loved ones never had much of a chance to mourn those lost, for they had to continue marching westward immediately.  These deaths were only reported in a “statistical report” (Bowes, “On”) at the end of letters the Captains leading the detachments sent home.  When the American Indians finally completed their long journey they arrived in land worse than anything they could have expected.  The land was an area that the explorers Lewis and Clark had previously discovered and wrote home to the president about, land that was “the Great American Desert: land too dry, too barren, too cut off from navigable rivers to make farming possible – in other words, land no white man would ever want” (Welch).  When the American Indians reached the new Indian Territory they faced a whole new set of problems. Now they had to learn about this new land, what was safe and what to stay away from.  They had no pretty houses awaiting them upon arrival or crops growing to support them in the coming months. Essentially they were transported from one horrific condition to another. The diseases from the stockades continued to take the lives of the weak while starvation and natural elements took the lives of even more American Indians.  They “faced a new environment and struggled to find suitable land on which to farm. All of this made daily life difficult and further complicated the efforts to establish new homes” (Bowes, “Price”). The provisions promised by the government often never made their way to the Indians in dire need and, now that they were far away, they were largely forgotten about and abandoned. They were left to suffer and die, for those back east and in the south largely didn’t care if all of the American Indians faded away to near extinction in the new lands of the west. 
	Now that we understand the history of this tragic event, we can now look at the present problems that directly, or indirectly, stem from the past mistreatment and neglect of American Indians by the U. S. Government. As a result of this horrifying experience some Native American’s hold resentment for the American Government, and many predominantly American Indian communities experience high violence rates. Furthermore, the forced removal of American Indians, and subsequent deaths of thousands, wasn’t even acknowledged a terrible event of discrimination and cruelty produced by the American Government until more recently.  In today’s society some American Indians hold resentment towards the U. S. Government for their past actions and the hardships forced upon their people.  They were repeatedly hurt by the government’s breaking of treaties and forcing them from their homelands.  Due to these things it is hard to them to trust the government and believe that they will look out for their best interests.  So many broken promises have left behind a general feeling of mistrust and a sentiment of dishonesty in the government. Today, many American Indian tribes are finally truly picking up the pieces and making successful lives for themselves, and so they justly view the government guardedly, afraid that their entire lives could once again be upturned and ruined. (Carson).  Recently, the American Indian Movement (AIM) has brought together a number of broken treaties that the American Indian people would like to see brought to the attention of legislation and then passed, so as to ensure the safety of their rights as American people. In addition to this mistrust that comes as a direct result to the governments past treatment of the American Indian people, many predominantly American Indian rural communities and reservations experience crime and victimization rates that are much higher than the average as a indirect result of the government’s treatment. Generally, rural areas experience crime and victimization rates that are much lower than those of other communities. In fact, it is usually the norm for rural communities to leave doors unlocked and possessions out in the open due to the low crime rates and general safety of the area.  However, “American Indians and communities are an anomaly, by suffering from unusually high rates of criminal victimization despite being predominantly rural” (Wells). Rural communities and reservations of Native American have “rates of violent victimization (that) are about two-and-a-half times higher than the victimization rate for the United States overall . . . twice that of the group with the next highest victimization risk –i.e., African-Americans” (Wells). This difference in crime rates is comparably strong for all different age levels and for both sexes. The two main reasons for this high rate of criminal victimization are “lack of policing and law enforcement in resources in Indian Country” and the
“social disorganization that characterizes many Native American Communities, reservations, and families where rates of poverty, unemployment, alcohol, and substance abuse, family dissolution, racial discrimination, and educational deficiencies are much higher than for the rest of the U. S. population” (Wells).
In addition, the alcohol and substance abuse among Native American teens and adolescents is much higher than that of the average American of that age group, “by twelfth grade, 80% of Native American youth are active drinkers” (Lowe). The alcohol and substance abuse is also the underlying cause to many other dangerous and risky behaviors that American Indian youth are involved in. Other factors such as the large number of American Indians living below the poverty level contribute to the increased risk for substance abuse. The 2000 Census reported that “26% of Native American individuals and 22% if Native American family units” (Lowe) were living well below the American poverty level. Furthermore, only “42% of Native Americas ages 25 and older had more than a high school education” (Lowe) which also leads to the likelihood that a greater number of Native American adults are unemployed. Moreover, many American citizens have no idea what the American Indian people suffered at the hands of the government and have little to no education on the topic of the Trail of Tears. Without this education they can’t fully understand what the Native American’s went through and why they struggle to this day. (Carson; Lowe; Wells)
	Now that we understand and have considered all aspects, both past and present, of the forced removal of the American Indians we can now consider possible solutions to the problems that still arise today as a result of the mistreatment of the American Indian people by the U. S .Government.  Although nothing can undo this horrific incident, there are some possible solutions to help end the American Indian’s distrust of the American Government. Firstly, the government could issue a formal apology for their past actions and begin to accept different treaties, as proposed by AIM, that they previously broke. By showing the American Indian people that they recognize their cruel acts and are remorseful they can start to mend the broken fences along with the many broken treaties and promises. Also, the government could pass acts that would ensure the safety of the American Indians and their rights so they no longer have to worry about being wronged in the future as they once were. With this type of assurance the American Indian people would likely feel a little more secure of their place in American society. If the U. S. Government passes some of these types of acts as well as some of the once broken treaties and then abides by the conditions outlined by the acts they would be demonstrating to the American Indians that they are trying to rectify their past wrongs.
	In addition, possible solutions for the high criminal violence rates in Native American reservations and rural communities as well as the high number of American Indian youth involved in substance and alcohol abuse involve higher policing rates and a greater amount of  education for the American Indian people and youth. If American Indian children were able to grow up in a safer community with a greater amount of education on avoiding substance and alcohol abuse could lead to decreased poverty levels and greater opportunities for their futures. If greater numbers of police forces were slowly introduced to American Indian communities in partnership with the leaders of that community many crimes could be prevented or appropriately punished so as to discourage future violence or crimes and therefore break the chain of violence that exists from one generation to the next. Furthermore, if there is a better developed educational system for American Indian children they can more easily achieve goals that surpass the cycle of poverty they seem to be sucked into today. Also, if adolescents are properly educated about the consequences of their crimes and risky behavior as well as the opportunities available to them they may be more likely to make wiser decisions considering their future. If more teens are able to go to college they can get better jobs and make a better life for themselves and their family, as well as set a good example for all other young aspiring American Indian children. The Affirmative Action, no child left behind act, passed by the government helps to provide opportunities for American Indian children as well as children of other minority groups so that they are able to seek higher education and thus, better and higher paying jobs. Acts such as these should be monitored to ensure that they are actually being enforced and as a result more children from American Indian communities will have the chance to create better lives for themselves and can contribute even more to American society. In respect to the lack of education on the forced Indian removal it is important that today’s youth are taught about this topic extensively during school.  If they learn about what happened they can better understand the American Indian people as a whole and what they have become in spite of their hardships. In addition, with education about the horrors created by the U. S. Government to our own people, the students can then perhaps prevent future wrongs such the forced removal from occurring in the future and, just maybe, help to make America a better place free of discrimination and prejudice due to cultural or racial differences. (Wells).
	Overall, the time of American Indian Removal was one of great hardships, suffering, and death. It was a horrendous act created at the hands of the United States government that no one should ever be put through, and that to this day leaves resentment, fear and hurt in the hearts of many American Indian people. With a better understanding and acknowledgement of what these American people were once put through during their forced journey westward, and later, we can hopefully improve our relationships with and the lives of the American Indians. As Indian Commissioner George W. Manypenny stated “by alternate persuasion and force, some of these tribes have been removed, step by step from mountain to valley, and from river to plain until they have been pushed half-way across the continent. They can go no further. On the ground they now occupy, the crisis must be met, and their future determined” (Brandon). Meaning, we have pushed and avoided the problems created by the U. S. government and jealousy settlers for too long, and it is now time that we face the results of what years of neglect and mistreatment caused. If we take the steps to improve and change the American Indian’s lives and outlook we can hopefully help them to further assimilate into society and produce a better and more diverse America; an America where no matter your race, culture or ethnicity you are treated equally and justly. 






Tari Matoff
Thar comes Them Blackhats! It Ain’t the Militia!
	The Iron Brigade usually appears in history books about the Civil War, often it is just a few lines or a short paragraph. These men gained a reputation for unusual courage and tenacity in battles. What is often overlooked is how the 24th Michigan struggled through more than fourteen battles including Bull Run, Antietam, Fredericksburg, and Gettysburg. Most historians simply refer to them as most colorful brigade, or the toughest brigade that fought for the Union. The 24th Michigan Volunteer Infantry was made of real men who wrote down their version of key battles in letters home. Very few historians have been able to view the unpublished letters from our men. Four men from the 24th Michigan are featured here; these are the personal stories of Alfred and John Ryder, Lieutenant Lucius (Lute) Shattuck, and John Noble. These Michigan men give us a brief glimpse of their life as soldiers. 
	“To Arm! The Union is now in its greatest peril” read the headline from The Detroit Free Press. On July 12, 1862- Michigan's Governor Austin Blair issued a call for six new regiments of volunteers. To stimulate enlistments, Detroit's Mayor William C. Duncan summoned a war meeting to assemble on July 15 on the Campus Martius. Officers gathered together along with the mayor and Lewis Cass, on a wooden grandstand. The meeting began with a speech by Mayor Duncan it followed by remarks from the locals. A third speaker barely finished when the crowd began to become unruly. The atmosphere changed as the crowd started shouting loudly, the fourth speech could not be heard. There was confusion about the purpose for the meeting. It was believed to be a call for a draft rather than a call for volunteers. Henry A. Morrow, Judge of the Recorder's Court of Wayne County, stepped up to explain the real purpose for the meeting.  One of the audience members yelled directly at Morrow “Will you go?” The judge answers, “I have already said I would.” Just then the entire meeting was disrupted with shouting and yelling. A mass of men smashed the platform and shred apart the grandstand. The police had to hold the crowd back until the evening when it finally dispersed. Unfortunately, the incident left Detroit with a bad reputation, one of being disloyal to the Union.[footnoteRef:6]  [6:  Alan T. Nolan, The Iron Brigade: A Military History (Bloomington: Indiana University Press, 1994), 152.] 

	A new meeting was called to change Detroit’s image. Posters went up all over the city, newspapers ran ads that read “Men of Detroit! The fair fame of your city is at stake. Come forth in your might and prove your patriotism.…”[footnoteRef:7]  Crowds began to gather men from the foundries, shipyards all gathered round. Mayor Duncan, Lewis Cass and Sheriff Flanigan announced that he and Judge Morrow were going to raise a regiment. Judge Morrow gave a speech he told the crowd of his intentions to go into the field. He also spoke of the importance and the urgency that was needed to stop the rebellion. Meeting places like Degendre’s Hall were set all over the city calling for recruitments. The call for recruits spread quickly all over local towns and townships.[footnoteRef:8] [7:  Ibid., 151.]  [8:  Ibid., 153.] 

	Other rallies quickly followed,  One family physician out of Dearborn promised to provide his services free of charge for any enlisted man’s family. Pledges were made for additional money specifically for servicemen. Enough volunteers were raised for the new regiment. They were given the blue Union uniform and the standard kepi hat. Drills were carried out at the Detroit Bar Association and the First Methodist Episcopal Church of Detroit. Their color flag was inscribed with the ‘24th Michigan Infantry’. This new regiment was largely made up of men from Wayne, Monroe, Washtenaw, Oakland and Clinton counties.[footnoteRef:9] [9:  Ibid., 155.] 

	On July 17, 1862 the Michigan 24th Volunteer Infantry was born. Judge Henry A. Morrow of  Recorder’s Court was appointed colonel. Sheriff Mark Flanigan of Detroit was appointed lieutenant colonel. A young John Ryder attends one of the meetings. He then writes to his brother Alfred Ryder, who is already serving, that he is thinking of joining up, but had not enlisted. Alfred responds in a letter home, “I hear Jonny has enlisted; Great Gods I would like to know what he done that for…Has he been sworn in? Is he fast? If not, persuade him if possible to leave soldiering alone.”[footnoteRef:10] Sadly, the mail does not reach Jonny in time. John E. Ryder enlisted in Company C, 24th Infantry on Aug 9, 1862, along with his boyhood friend Alfred Noble.  [10:  Alfred Ryder to home, 1862, Michigan Men of the Civil War, Ida C. Brown Collection, Michigan Historical Collections Bulletin No. 27, Entry no. 467, 114-115.] 

	On August 26, 1862, the regiment received their colors and orders to fall in at 5:00 p.m. The 24th Michigan Volunteer Infantry marched out of Michigan and on to Washington D.C. On the same day, John Ryder’s regiment leaves Detroit for service, Alfred Ryder is taken prisoner at Bull Run, Virginia. Sometime later he is exchanged for enemy officers and is granted an extended furlough. Upon returning to his troop, Alfred noted in his diary, “we passed over the old Bull Run battleground. Human bones and in some instances whole frames lay around in profusion to make the place. Our old fighting ground looks identical.”[footnoteRef:11]   [11:  Ibid.] 

	The Iron Brigade was commanded under General John Gibbon, he assumed command of the Second Division of the corps. Gibbon’s had requested a new Western regiment for his brigade, also known as The Black Hatters Regiment, which already reached Fort Lyon, Va.[footnoteRef:12] The Iron Brigade already consisted of three Western regiments from Wisconsin and Indiana. They had already established a reputation of being the fiercest group in the Union made up of the first brigade, first division, first Corps of the army of the Potomac. The 24th Michigan joined their brothers from the West and formed an all Western regiment under the command of brigadier general Soloman Meredith. The Brigade was named during a conversation between Corps Commander Hooker and General McClellan. Hooker used the word ‘iron’ in describing the performance of Gibbon’s men. It did not take long for the word to spread, and the Western soldiers gained the title the Iron Brigade.[footnoteRef:13] [12:  Alan T. Nolan, The Iron Brigade, 118.]  [13:  Alan T. Nolan, The Iron Brigade, 130.] 

	The black hats, said to be named after William J. Hardee, were issued to the general army in 1858. The common complaint was that the hats were made of wool and were hot. Another complaint was that the tall portion of the hat would droop when wet; they soon fell out of favor. However, the Iron Brigade took a liking to the hats and adopted them as their own. Hardee hats became their symbol. The mere site of ‘the damn black hats’ was said to bring fear among the enemy.[footnoteRef:14] [14:  Robin Smith and Ron Field, Uniforms of the Civil War: An Illustrated Guide for Historians, Collectors, and Re-enactors,(Guilford: The Lyons Press, 2001), 240-241.] 

	There were few Western men during the early stages of the war. Many of the men cursed the unfamiliar grounds of the east. Others like John (Jonny) Ryder said, “it to be as beautiful country as I ever saw…but give me Michigan to live in.”[footnoteRef:15] In the late autumn , John Ryder works on the winter quarters. He is surprised “when that cold spell was, I woke up and found my hair froze to the tent…a man brings  apples into the camp and in less than ten minutes they was 500 soldiers around to buy them at three for twenty-five cent.” He comments on the good food the army provides: “They is no use buying anything for Uncle Sam furnishes such good stuff. It is hard tax and bacon. Take the hard tax and break them up, and you will find some very nice bugs to boil up in soup…that is where we cheat the government. We get live stock for nothing.” The men continue to work on the winter quarters until it is time to fall out. [15:  John Ryder to home, 1862, Ida C Brown Collection.] 

	Lieutenant Lucius Shattuck writes to his sister after a review by General McClellan and General Burnside. He states that going out before dinner and not returning until four o’clock has him very fatigued. Upon returning, he barely has enough time to cook his rations in which he was ordered to have ready in a minutes warning. He emphasizes they walked seven to eight miles to Fayetteville. He remarks that on paper it does not look very far, but it took them eight hours to march because the trains and the troops blocked the road. They could hear guns in the background every day for two weeks and yet they had not seen any “grey backs except a few prisoners.” The country was rough, barren, and deserted. “The fences torn down or burned up. The inhabitants of whom there are none, but women at home, are or claim to be, destitute of everything.” He says it is impossible to buy a pint of meal or flour, coffee is $2.00 per pound and tea is $6.00 dollars.[footnoteRef:16] John Ryder’s letter home confirms Shattuck’s reference to Fayetteville as “the most  sickly hole there was in Virginia.” He says there was no food, he wants his family to send butter, cheese, and dried fruit.[footnoteRef:17]  [16:  Lucius Shattuck, 1862, Michigan in the Civil War, Bentley Historical Library, Ann Arbor, MI.]  [17:  John Ryder, 1862, Ryder Family Papers, Bentley Historical Library, Ann Arbor, MI.] 

	Alfred Ryder wrote about his march on Harper’s Ferry: “Monday morning we started from Hagerstown and arrived that afternoon in Fredericksburg. Tuesday we joined our regiment eighteen miles towards Harper’s Ferry.” He mentions that they slept on the ground and were up marching early. They marched all day and into the night. “It rained hard so we returned to an adjoining barn to rest.” They had just started to relax when they received orders to move out immediately. The men marched deep into the mud; deeper than any mud he has ever seen. The troop traveled five miles towards Harper’s Ferry, when they were told to go back to the barn. At daybreak they were told to head out again.[footnoteRef:18] [18:  Alfred Ryder, March 2, 1862, Ryder Family Papers.] 

	In the morning, they arrived at Harper’s Ferry. Alfred commented extensively on the beauty of the place. He found it hard to believe that nearly all the people had left, “valuable houses have no other occupants than rats and mice. Its arsenal was burned down by our bombs and the ‘Secesh’ had destroyed two splendid bridges.” Rebels could be seen fleeing a short distance away. Ryder and his men captured 2 wagons, 12 horses, and 60 barrels of flour. The men then walked through the city singing The Star Spangled Banner and the Red, White and Blue. The few people who were left in the town glared at them like they were barbarians. “Old women we see crying and young ones look mad.”[footnoteRef:19] [19:  Alfred Ryder, 1862, Ryder Family Papers.] 

	The battle of Antietam (or Sharpsburg) was the second invasion of the North by Robert E. Lee and the Army of North Virginia. Days before the battle, Lee had marched his army to Maryland in hopes of obtaining needed men and supplies. McLennan followed first to Fredericksburg and then westward to the passes of South Mountain. On September14, he was fortunate to find Lee’s special order 191, which was a copy of his battle plans. Lee’s only hope was to try to block the Union.[footnoteRef:20] On the morning of the 15, the Army of the Potomac was on the ready and moved out. [20:  Antietam: The Bloodiest Day of the Civil War (National Battlefield Maryland: National Park Service, 1980)] 

	 The orders were to pursue General Robert E. Lee. The Iron Brigade led by Gibbons was headed up the road behind the Second Corps. Each group lined the road, the Western group headed up to the top of South Mountain. General Burnside intended to cross the Rappahannock River, hoping to capture Fredericksburg, and launch an offensive against the Rebels. However, Burnside and his men were delayed in crossing because of late supplies. In the meantime, Lee had been fortifying he troops for days. As the Union army began to cross the stone bridge, they were met with Confederate forces, meeting with Major General A.P. Hill’s division, in a surprise attack.[footnoteRef:21] Major General Ambrose Burnside’s corps captured a stone bridge over Antietam Creek. [21:  Alan T. Nolan, The Iron Brigade, 142.] 

	McClellan showed poor leadership, rather than hitting the Rebels hard, he issued isolating commands to each unit; causing confusion and chaos.  Although outnumbered two to one, Lee sent in his entire force, while McClellan held back. Both sides lost thousands of men-- total casualties were 23,000. McClellan did not attack any further; instead he tended to his wounded and buried the dead. Lee saw his chance; he withdrew his army under the cover of darkness, retreating across the Potomac. The battle of Antietam occurred on September 17, 1862 it lasted 12 hours. In the end, Antietam would be terrible. It is the bloodiest one day battle in the entire Civil War. President Lincoln believed that McClellan acted too slowly. His actions on the field had allowed the Confederates to slip right by. Lincoln used Antietam as an opportunity to issue the Emancipation Proclamation.[footnoteRef:22]  [22:  Alan T. Nolan, The Iron Brigade, 230.] 

	President Lincoln traveled to Sharpsburg to meet with McClellan several days after making the proclamation.  Lieutenant Lucius Shattuck was witness to this event. He wrote his brother Mort about the president’s visit. Shattuck was in Camp Harbaugh, Headquarters Gibbons Brigade, near Sharpsburg. “I’ve forgetten when and where I wrote you last. Nothing of importance occurred unless perhaps it was that of President’s passing along on the 4th inst.”  Shattuck describes the rail road cars that had been stopping along the tracks. He then sees the President walking toward a platform.  Lincoln then “doffed his hat and bowed to us. He looks quite natural; you’d know him anywhere. Only he looks better in pictures.” 
	John Ryder, also in Sharpsburg, comments in a letter home, the rebel pickets “are hard up. They haven’t clothes enough to keep them comfortable. They look worse than the beggars of Michigan, and most of them are mere skeletons.” He mentions seeing a prisoner with his arm shot off. … “He is expected to get well because raw-boned rebels were hard things to kill.” Ryder mentions seeing the President Lincoln “He looked more humble than his pictures shows.” The 24th stayed in Sharpsburg reorganizing and receiving reinforcements. 
	Shattuck mentions in a letter home the devastation of Antietam. He describes the battlefield of South Mountain where the “17th made their grand charge.” He tells of shattered trees, buildings, and loose shells. The battlefield is very hilly- he says it is mountainous by Michigan standards, rocky and covered with scrubby timber. “Nearly every building is riddled with bullets” many more buildings were left burned.  “The fences and the crops, some as many as a mile long are destroyed.” He observes dead horses lining the road; he sees hundreds of them lying among dead soldiers. A letter from Gibbon’s aide summoned up the scene left behind at Antietam. “Gainesville, Bull Run, South Mountain…in the intensity and energy of the fight and the roar of firearms,.. were but skirmishes in comparison to this of Sharpsburg.”-- Frank A Haskell, Sixth Wisconsin Volunteers.[footnoteRef:23]   [23:  Alan T. Nolan, The Iron Brigade, 131.] 

	Battle of Fredericksburg-President Lincoln clearly told McClellan to cross the Potomac in order to drive the Confederates south. He was ordered to move while the roads were still in good shape. It took more than two weeks before McClellan would obey and move his troops. He kept complaining about lack of supplies and lack of men. At the end of October, Lee’s army was ready and reorganized. The Union crossed the river with 120,000 troops and 312 guns under the command of Ambrose Everett Burnside. The Confederates, the Army of Northern Virginia, had 78,000 men and 270 guns.[footnoteRef:24]  The Union and the Confederates lay across the river facing each other. The first Corp began to move early on--Lieutenant Shattuck writes how he feels: [24:  The Battle of Fredericksburg. 2008. http://www.sonofthesouth.net/leefoundation/battle-fredericksburg.htm (accessed November 25, 2009).
] 

We are lying in the road in front of our camp with our guns stacked, awaiting, and every minute expecting orders to the field. The boys are in good spirits. They seem to have no personal fear. Each expects that it is someone else that is to be hurt. I have no wish to be in battle, but I hope I may not be found shirking. Especially, at the moment when the hour for action has arrived. I wish we were nearer the field that we might be the fresher in case we are wanted. I never thought I had an extra amount of courage.[footnoteRef:25]   [25:  Lucius Shattuck, November 3, 1862, Michigan in the Civil War.] 


McClellan is relieved of duty. Gen. Burnside is put in command. Lieutenant Shattuck writes extensively about arriving in Fredericksburg from Washington. He states at first that he did not know where his troop were moving to “Perhaps up at any rate it is to look after the Rebs, and perhaps ere you receive this we have dealt a blow to Rebeldom.”  He writes that he has  plenty of opportunity to view the Grey Backs:
	There is twenty four hundred of them wounded and lying in barns and outhouses within 	three or four miles of here. I have not spent much time in their society, because they are 	so beset with vermin, but you can hardly expect that where houses, barns, corncribs and 	stable were all crowded with wounded, and enemies at that that perfect neatness should 	prevail. Though many wish for some compromise, having been fighting enough, they 	acknowledge being thoroughly licked at Antietam, which I believe Rebel papers deny.[footnoteRef:26] [26:  Ibid.] 


Shattuck comments on the state of the Nation. He believes that the war should end in the next three months if not the next three weeks. He believes that there is a gathering. Perhaps, the Rebs are going to make a diversion into Pennsylvania, he states. It is ironic at the time of this letter, he could not have known what was ahead. 
	The 24th went on to their winter quarters which they had to build. The Michigan soldiers christened the area camp Isabella in honor of Colonel Morrow’s wife. Lieutenant Shattuck states some of the men were too tired to put up their mud houses so they unrolled their blankets and laid down in the rain. He and three of his buddies pitched in and had a house up in running order in ten minutes. They found a mud hole and “dipped the thinnest to make coffee. It was no small task to build a fire.” He gathered some dead brush and made a fire large enough to cook some pork and coffee for supper. Breakfast was very much like supper, he says. In the morning blanks, tents, guns etc. had to be thrown away because everything was soaked with water and mud. The roads were terrible the men were sinking in knee deep mud. “The fences could not be built and by 2 in the afternoon” everyone was tired, cold and wet. The rubber blankets they used just kept them from being completely drenched.[footnoteRef:27] [27:  Lucius Shattuck, January 25, 1863, Michigan in the Civil War.] 

Shattuck is concerned that his men will have to fight in a winter campaign. He mentions that there are two regiments building winter quarters a half mile away. It may be Siegle’s Reserve Corps. He wishes that those who decide on fighting in the winter would wear a knapsack on their backs. The winter is hard on the troops. Hundreds and thousands of men sit and lay in the mud “without help almost without hope, or desire to live longer.” Shattuck feels fortunate that he is never obligated to fall out on the march. “The officers who have no loads to carry don’t suffer as badly. Yet, they must carry something to keep them warm nights as the wagons can’t keep up.”[footnoteRef:28]  [28:  Ibid.] 

	John Noble is in the same camp as Shattuck, he writes of picket duty in the rain and snow. He comments on the attitude of many of the men toward fighting the South. “We cannot whip them for they are united to a man, fighting for their rights until they die.”[footnoteRef:29]  [29:  John Noble, 1863, Alfred Noble papers, Bentley Historical Library, Ann Arbor, MI.] 

	 In a letter to his mother titled, On the Battlefield May 4 1863, Shattuck tells of his men being nearly worn out. The men were waking at three in the morning, having breakfast, and then preparing for battle. At “7 the enemy opened a battery of two guns” pointed directed at them.  Firing continued into the afternoon. He tells of his troop’s objective--which is to draw attention of the enemy to the left while the real attack was made on the right. They quietly re-crossed the river leaving the pickets at their posts along with some artillery. Shattuck then writes something that is a little disturbing:
This is a terrible day—especially in the forenoon. We did not go into the fight, being held in reserve. It seems all day it was Hooker’s object to throw forward the 9 months men and those who time of service is about to expire. Those engaged reported the slaughter as being terrible, especially with the enemy. Motts Brigade captured 5 stands colors and they thought as many prisoners as they had in their Brigade. A major in the Brig. told me that the Rebs seemed drunk.[footnoteRef:30]  [30:  Lucius Shattuck, May 4, 1863, Michigan in the Civil War.] 


A few days later he resumes his letter writing on May 7th-7p.m. 
	Gen Hooker in inspecting our line Sunday passed the 24th. We of course, cheered him 	lustily. When observing Col. Morrow he politely lifts his hat as says “How are you Col. 	Morrow.” Then turning to his aid he remarks, “These are they boys of Fort Royal.” The 	next morning while impressing on Gen. Reynolds the great importance of holding the 	right secure and having troops there that could be depended upon, he remarked, “I wish 	you would send the 24th Michigan there.
Tuesday morning at 3:00 we were called up and started through the woods in the rain to re-cross the river. The enemy is moving down the opposite band with the intention of preventing our crossing again.[footnoteRef:31] [31:  Ibid.] 


He then says that he does not see the point in going there as they have won nearly every battle. “The troops have unbounded confidence in Hooker.” He emphasizes. 
	Shattuck and John Noble are in the same area. John Noble writes his family he complains of being on a six day scouting expedition in the blazing sun and dust. They capture soldiers, slaves, mules and a caravan of animals. He is on picket duty on the banks of a river; he can see and hear the Rebs on the other side, they visit back and forth. He comes to a realization about the Confederates “They are like us when not in battle.”[footnoteRef:32]   [32:  John Noble, 1863, Alfred Noble papers.] 

	The last letter from Lieutenant Lucius I. Shattuck is written to his brother Mort. The location is Picket line of 1st Brig. 1st A.C. Near Farmwell, VA., June 24, 1863. He says he wishes to remain where he is. They are having a good time. There are only 20 in his company including Safford (a friend from home); it is just the two of them on post. The boys are bringing in an “abundance of chicken, geese, pigs, mutton, milk, butter, honey, etc.” The next thing Shattuck says is that it is “strange that they never found out that the bill on the Bank of Wayne Co. (Mich.) were good as Green Backs til we came to Virginia.” He then says that all those banks, Gibraltar, River Raisin, Detroit City “and all such reliable banks pass current for provisions. I would feel different about using such money if they people were not all Secesh anxious to do us all the ill they dare.”[footnoteRef:33] [33:  Lucius Shattuck, Michigan in the Civil War.] 

	Shattuck and his men are assigned to a camp in Guilford near Loudon and the Alexandria Railroad. He says that they are not expected to stay long.  At least they hope not because the water is poor and difficult to obtain. The soil is poor hard clay, and the color of brick. He does not expect to be heard from for awhile. He does not really know what he will be doing next. He then writes, “Don’t think of getting any news from me, as we are watching anxiously all the papers to find out what becomes of us and Gen. Hooker.” Shattuck’s comment illustrates the lack of communication even among officers.[footnoteRef:34]  [34:  Ibid.] 

	June 27, 1863, after marching for miles and then setting up camp, Jonny Ryder found out where his brother Alfred Ryder was located. It was two miles away, and although exhausted, he and his friend (Alfred Noble) walked to Alfred’s campsite. They visited for a few hours and then returned before dawn. Alfred Ryder wrote in his diary, “God blessed me today with the opportunity of seeing Jonny for the first time in nearly two years. He looks near broken down. It pains me to look at him and think where he is.”[footnoteRef:35] This would be the last time the three men saw each other.  [35:  John Noble, June 27, 1863, Alfred Noble papers.] 

	The soldiers of the First Division were up by dawn and ready. The 24th Michigan came together for prayer and then they were sent out to their prospective posts. General Reynolds said the men were “in the highest spirits.” “Thar comes them blackhats! It ain’t the militia, it’s the Army of the Potomac!” These words were screamed by the Confederates along McPherson’s ridge, as they see black hats coming up over the horizon. The battle of Gettysburg had begun. Sadly, when the first day of battle would end, three of our heroes would be dead. The fourth would linger a little while and then he too would pass.[footnoteRef:36] [36:  Alan T. Nolan, The Iron Brigade, 233.] 

 	The 24th had huge loses to which Lieutenant Shattuck, John Noble, John and Alfred Ryder were among them. The next letter to arrive at Lieutenant Lucius Shattuck’s home was on July 26, 1863 written by his sister to their mother. It reads: 
We know nothing of poor Lute’s last hours or of his resting place than at first. Capt. Hoyt came with Mort to recover of his wound. He says he knew him to be wounded in the arm early in the engagement and told him to go off the field and have his wound dressed, but he choose to stay and he was known to be wounded in the leg or thigh, after that but probably neither of those wounds killed him. It must have been the bullet that passed though his diary that did the work. That was found a mile and a half from where the 24th went into battle on what is called Seminary Hill. George Starkweather and Frisbee have returned. They said that he was buried by strangers or citizens and not knowing anything more of him than any other soldier did not know where he was buried. I guess Mort done all he could to get some trace of him, but everything was confusion and the army had gone on and there was no one to guide him.
…Mort and others think we shall never know any more of him than that he lost his life in the battle of Gettysburg.[footnoteRef:37] [37:  Lucius Shattuck, Michigan in the Civil War.] 


	John Ryder was hit and fell right where he stood on picket duty. A handwritten note was found next to him.  It was addressed to the mother of Forest Brown, who had died in battle earlier that year. The death of his friend touched John very deeply; he spoke of him often saying “it was a sad time for him.” Jonny’s last words were: 
Tell Mrs. Brown she can be proud of her son, for all of the boys took it as though he was a brother, he was detailed to guard napsakes but let Sam Joy stay in his place. As Sam wasn’t well. Yesterday, they was one of our boys in our company, shot a whole through his foot to get rid of going in a battle. I can tell you a battle is horrible, but if I am shot. I think a Reb will do it. For I would rather be in frees place. I have just saw Homer Smith. I suppose Alfred is her somewhere. I hope if he is in the battle he will come out all right. I am now on picket guard here and they are firing towards Gettysburg. Good-bye.[footnoteRef:38] [38:  John Ryder, July 1,1863, Ryder Family Papers.] 


 John E. Ryder was buried on the edge of the battlefield by the hands of the Company Chaplin William C. Way.[footnoteRef:39] [39:  William C. Way, July 9, 1863, Ryder Family Papers.] 

Alfred Ryder writes on July 8, 186 3 that he was wounded in a cannonball to the side. The doctor thinks he is getting better. He asks if anyone has seen his brother John. The next day July 9, the Chaplin of the 24th infantry William C. Way tells Alfred of his brother death. According to the doctor, he seems bitter. Alfred’s wife is informed that he is sinking fast.[footnoteRef:40] On July 24, 1863 Alfred Ryder died of complications from a wound he received on July 3, on the battlefield of Gettysburg.[footnoteRef:41]   [40:  Ibid.]  [41:  William C. Way, July, 1863, Ryder Family Papers.] 

John Noble and his brother Alfred Noble both died during the first day of battle July 1, 1863. They were both buried on the battlefield. Sometime later they were moved by their family to a plot in Plymouth, Michigan.
When the battle of Gettysburg was over, the 24th Michigan lost 80% of its men, making it the highest loss out of any Union regiment of the battle; 316 killed or wounded out a force of 468 men. An unknown newspaper clipping from 1863 gives some insight as to how the parts of the battle played out:
The Twenty-forth…pushed early in the front as part of the “Iron Brigade,” they took part in the battle of…Gettysburg. Driven back by overwhelming numbers on July 1, with their corps commander Gen Reynolds killed, Col. Morrow wounded and a prisoner, with Flanigan wounded and taken from the field; the brigade fell back only to take up new positions. Nine times the old flag changed hands. Wagner, of the color guard, seeks to raise the colors, but falls bleeding. Col Morrow snatches the flag, when Kelley of company E seizes it, exclaiming, “The Col. of the 24th shall never carry the flag whilst I am alive,” and fell at the instant prone and dead. So shifting in this “dance of death” the colors were found….[footnoteRef:42] [42:  Newspaper clipping, probably July, 1863, Michigan in the Civil War.] 


In the beginning, while then Judge Morrow was trying to raise a regiment. He said “This is the flag of the United States and it shall never be any other.” It was through his strength and the sacrifice of the Iron Brigade, and those Damn Black Hatters, that his words came true. 
The Union stayed together under one flag. To him and to all of the Iron Brigade and especially to 24th Michigan, we are forever in your debt. 
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Jennifer Ross
“The Secret of the Tower”: A Legend of the Berber Invasion


When scrutinized according to contemporary historical standards, the accuracy and reliability of the remaining knowledge of the Berber conquest have been called into question. Only three truly reliable primary sources have been pinpointed by Richard Fletcher, a historian in the field of Moorish Spain. He cites only “a short narrative from the Christian side, a single but crucial administrative document from the Islamic side, and a small amount of archaeological evidence” as accurate sources (Richard Fletcher, 16-17). Most other sources, sometimes written centuries after the fact, meld historical fact with fictitious legends of the invasion. One such legend, “The Secret of the Tower” is that of King Rodrigo’s precipitation of the downfall of his kingdom. In this paper, I will explore the history that contributed to the development of this legend, the legend itself, and implications that the legend had for both Muslim and Christian factions.
Before one can begin to understand the derivations of the legend of the tower, one must first understand the factual history of the event. The decline of the once strong Roman Empire during the fifth century AD led to the threat of outside invasion. German tribes including the Alans, Suevi, and Vandals exploited the Roman Empire’s weakened state and conquered areas of the empire, including the Iberian Peninsula. Once the Germanic peoples controlled the area, the tribes began to fight amongst themselves. The Suevi defeated the Alans, the Vandals and the Goths conquered the Suevi. In response, Rome sent in legions in an effort to reclaim its lost territory and formed a series of pacts with the Goths. However, Roman Emperor Romulus Augustulus eventually fled from the struggle, surrendering the Iberian Peninsula to the Visigoths (“Cities”; Fuentes; Joseph O’Callaghan). 
Intense conflict marked Visigoth rule. Although the Visigoths practiced a form of democracy, as evidenced by the election of kings, the validity of these elections was constantly disputed. Various figures wielded their power in attempts to claim the throne, thus leading to violent and bloody skirmishes over legitimacy. Added to the disputes were matters of religion. Visigoths practiced the Arian heresy, a form of the Christian religion in which followers rejected the mystical dichotomy Jesus Christ embodied. Instead of accepting Christ as both divine and human, followers of the Arian heresy believed that Christ was only human and only one of a great many prophets (Fuentes). 
In 711 AD, Tariq Ibn Ziyad crossed the narrow channel of water separating Europe from Africa with a force of 7,000 men. Near the Lake of La Janda, the invading Berber force, now reinforced by 5,000 more men, encountered the forces of the Visigoth king Rodrigo, who had marched to intercept them. The two armies clashed in combat and Rodrigo and his army were soundly defeated. As Tariq Ibn Ziyad continued northward further into Spain, he discovered allies amongst the Jewish population. Under Visigoth rule the Jews had been persecuted and pressured to convert to Christianity. As the Berber army moved northward, it supplied the Jewish population in conquered cities with weapons so that, enabling the Jews to establish themselves as  garrison forces after the Berber invasion force had advanced. By 732, just 21 years after the initial invasion, Berber forces controlled most of the Iberian Peninsula, including the cities of Granda, Córboda, and Toledo – the previous Visigoth capital (“Cities”; O’Callaghan). 
Now that the historical context has been established, one can begin to understand the message and ramifications of “The Secret of the Tower”. To assuage the sting of defeat, conquered Christians began to embrace the legend of the tower.  The opening of the legend takes place during an unspecified point in ancient history in which the first king of Spain ordered the construction of a grand palace. In one of the towers of this palace, the king placed an urn containing a secret. Once this was done, the king “sealed the palace with a padlock and instructed each of his successors to add an extra lock so as to ensure the preservation of the secret” (Marina Brownlee). A succession of twenty-six kings followed, each one adding another padlock to the doors of the palace. For centuries the secret remained safe and untouched within its tower walls. However, after the death of the twenty-sixth king, a young ruler named Rodrigo ascended the throne. Having heard stories of this mysterious secret, Rodrigo resolved that he must discover what this secret was in order to placate his own curiosity . . . and greed (Brownlee; Fletcher). 
Though his advisors pled with him not to “penetrate the tower’s secret” Rodrigo “had the twenty-seven padlocks opened” (Fletcher, 15). Rodrigo then entered “the forbidden room, where he saw a chamber on whose walls were painted Arab warriors brandishing swords and scimitars” (Brownlee). In the center of the room stood a gold and silver table inlaid with gemstones and inscribed with the words, “‘This is the table of King Solomon, son of David, upon whom be grace’” (Fletcher, 15). On top of the table sat the urn that had rested unperturbed for so many centuries. Rodrigo opened the urn and withdrew an ancient scroll that sealed Rodrigo’s fate, as well as the fate of Spain: “‘Whenever this chamber is violated, and the spell contained in this urn is broken, the people painted on these walls will invade Spain, overthrow its kings, and subdue the entire land’” (Fletcher, 15). Rodrigo had not known that he would be meddling with forces larger than himself when he set out to discover the nature of the secret. Now, though, he had procured the enmity of a powerful force of nature – a force that has been called magic, destiny, and God (Brownlee; Fletcher).
Finally, the legend “The Secret of the Tower” had several implications, not just for the conquered Christian Visigoths, but also for the Muslim invaders. For the conquerors, the legend ascertained “their invasion [as] constituted [by] a prophetic fulfillment” (Brownlee). Though the invasion had started out as a simple raiding run, it had turned into complete conquest of Spain – certainly a bewildering turn of events. It was thus “comforting” to know that this conquest had been sanctioned by “prophecy and destiny” (Fletcher, 16). For Christians, the legend examined why subjugation had occurred. Human curiosity and greed led to the destruction of life as they knew it. In this light, the legend provided not only a reason for Spain’s invasion, but also a moral lesson similar to the legend of Pandora’s box or Christian teachings against the lure of greed. Some “saw the downfall of Spain as a divine punishment for the sins of the Visigoths” (O’Callaghan, 53). Rodrigo’s “action[s] and the consequent fall of Spain [could be] construed by [Christians] as the result of the collective pecado [sinning] of the land's inhabitants” (Brownlee). The legend also evidences a universal human tendency: someone must be to blame. “Christian Spaniards who had been conquered wanted a scapegoat” (Fletcher, 15). “The Secret of the Tower” established King Rodrigo as just this person. Had Rodrigo not disregarded centuries of royal tradition and succumbed to curiosity and greed, invasion and conquest would not have happened (Brownlee; Fletcher). 
While many accounts of the Berber invasion have had their accuracy called into question, the legends and myths contained within the documents provide interesting insight into the reception of Muslim conquest. One such myth is “The Secret of the Tower”. This legend takes place against a backdrop of the Berber invasion of 711 and the consequent downfall of Spain. Most importantly, and perhaps most intriguingly, this legend sheds light on both Christian and Muslim receptions of the conquest. Christians viewed conquest as a consequence for the collective sinning of the Visigoth nation. The legend provided answers for the sudden end of Visigoth rule and established King Rodrigo as the scapegoat for this occurrence. Meanwhile, Muslims viewed their role as preordained destiny, as an inevitable occurrence sanctioned by the mysterious forces of life. Regardless of Christian or Muslim alliance, the legend finally acknowledges universal belief in forces larger than humanity – magic, destiny, and God.
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Daniel Russ

The Veteran and the Supplicant:
On the Methods and Implications of Modes of Address During the Freeport Debate
 
              Although the debates between Abraham Lincoln and Stephen Douglas during the campaign for the Senate seat in the election of 1858 for Illinois were often quite similar, one in particular has been chosen for analysis because of the development of what would come to be called the Freeport Doctrine.  During the course of the debate, Lincoln demanded of Douglas whether or not a territory could actually vote to allow or ban slavery in its constitution - as per Douglas’ conception of popular sovereignty - or if territories were bound to the obiter dictum delivered at the conclusion of the Dred Scott case, in which Chief Justice Taney claimed that neither the states nor the territories had a constitutional right to bar slavery from existing in any fashion.

              Douglas responded to Lincoln with what has become known as the Freeport Doctrine, in which he argued that any territory could bar slavery from existing if it so chose merely by way of the adoption of laws and their enforcement; if a state or territory legislated laws that barred slavery, or if the local population’s law enforcement agencies refused to uphold slavery, then slavery could not exist in that territory.  In the words of Douglas;
“It matters not what way the Supreme Court may hereafter decide as to the abstract question whether slavery may or may not go into a Territory under the Constitution, the people have the lawful means to introduce it or exclude it as they please, for the reason that slavery cannot exist a day or an hour anywhere, unless it is supported by local police regulations.”
The Freeport Doctrine was an elegant solution to what Lincoln doubtless believed to be an irresolvable conflict for Douglas.

              While the historical high point of the Freeport Debate may have been the development of the Freeport Doctrine, it is but a pale shade of the debate in its entirety, in which each man demonstrated their full rhetorical strength.  Douglas’ flashy, Washington, D.C.-tinged and highly educated tone, which he utilizes to appear as though he is speaking from a position of authority in which he knows not merely which policies are best but how - and has the power - to enact them, contrasted heavily with Lincoln’s homespun and cordial attitude, which caused him to appear as though he were supplicating humbly to a greater power in the hopes of great social change.  The sensibilities and beliefs - as well as ethics - of each candidate come out strongly in their respective speaking sections, and I feel quite clearly in the fashion that each of the men chooses to address the other.

            The general consensus among historians and other writers seems to be acknowledged when reading other opinions of the debate between the impeccable logic and politeness of Lincoln, contrasted with the ravings and crassness of Douglas.  While it is true that Douglas is more prone to insults and personal attacks than Lincoln (if only in raw quantity), I am not entirely convinced that Lincoln is deserving of the high pedestal upon which his speaking segments seem to have been placed by contemporary and historical critics, or that he was any more noble in his efforts at Freeport than Douglas; rather, it would seem to me that Lincoln is equally as deceitful and deliberate as Douglas, albeit in a substantially more subtle fashion.  That is not to say that Douglas was incapable of subtlety - indeed, what seems to be his crowning achievement in the Freeport Debate was his ability to ensnare Lincoln into choosing party loyalty and reliability or personal integrity.

              However, a perhaps more proper place to begin an examination of both Lincoln and Douglas’ rhetorical methods might best be the fashion in which they addresses one another; always, Lincoln refers to Douglas as either “[the] Judge” or “Judge Douglas.”  Topically, this appears a cordiality and a polite reverence for Douglas’ station as a legal authority.  However, it also serves a more subliminally coercive purpose; to alienate the audience from Douglas.  Merely by referring to Douglas exclusively by his title, Lincoln paints him not only as an authority figure but rather a figure displaced from the common man listening to the speech, as presumably, the average citizen of 19th century Freeport Illinois had a far lesser social standing than that of a judge.  Further, Lincoln is also removing Douglas from the pool of even the social and economic elite; while lawyers and doctors and perhaps even politicians are arguably seen as being higher on the social ladder, surely a judge is even higher yet.

              This device of Lincoln’s, while difficult to actually determine the efficacy of, served if nothing else to draw a line between the two candidates; Lincoln, a lawyer, on one side, and Douglas, a judge and senator, on the other.  Referring to Douglas as a judge also draws Douglas as a figure that has been involved in Washington and in the legal system for some time, as both positions he held infer a great deal of experience and time spent.  As was seen in the presidential election of 2008, a candidate of change can rally their base in opposition of the established order, which when seen in the context of a new face, can appear as confined in their methods, dated, and possibly even corrupt, and can propel the candidate of change into office far faster than the candidate of experience and knowledge – provided the political climate favors change.

              It should here be noted that this is a contemporary perspective concerning social status; in modern, American society, individuals that have attained the status of judge tend to be looked upon with more reverence and respect than would, for example, a sales clerk or plumber.  Even were members of American society in the mid-19th century possessing of such high social standing as judge not given the reverence that they are today, Lincoln’s insistence on the title drew a clear line between, if nothing else, the economic status of Douglas and the typical citizen.

              Although I was unable to determine whether or not Douglas was aware of what Lincoln was doing by referring to him as Judge Douglas, either intentionally on Lincoln’s part or not, Douglas seems to have played directly into Lincoln’s hands when his turn to speak came.  Douglas’ arguments, while brilliantly phrased and structured, tended to refer to his experience as a legislator and his knowledge of the players in Washington, D.C.; although they make clear to the audience that Douglas knew the inner workings of both parties quite well (Douglas even going so far as to detail the political alliances made to, in Douglas’ words, “Abolitionize the two parties” (p. 18)), his responses also demonstrate to the audience that he is a politician and not a typical citizen.

              Douglas himself wields the sword of labeling quite effectively during his speaking segments, although he utilizes it in a substantially different way.  Lincoln’s use of “Judge Douglas” places the spotlight on Douglas as an individual, and not a member of the collective entity of the Democrat Party, which can have the effect of causing Douglas’ decisions, policies, and beliefs to be his in exclusivity - which is exactly the opposite of the effect that Douglas himself created when speaking against Lincoln.  Instead of creating a rhetorical device of a form of hero worship as Lincoln did, Douglas instead chose to frame Lincoln as a mere - but inextricable - extension of the Republican Party.

              More specifically, Douglas framed Lincoln as an extension of the Black Republican Party, a phrase which he used more than twenty times during the course of his ninety minute speaking segment, and in doing so he accomplished a number of interesting things.  Chiefly, he hammered the point that the Republican Party was attempting to grant universal and equal rights, on a national scale, to blacks, and by calling the Republican Party the Black Republican Party he created a label that would endure with the audience and clearly link black rights with the Republican Party.  The label of Black Republican is an important one because of the fashion in which Douglas referred to Lincoln; that is, generally, he did not, instead referring to the Republican Party as a whole rather than Lincoln as an individual.  However, it should be noted that while Douglas avoids mentioning Lincoln by name overmuch, he does so in a couple of particular instances - most notably, as seen below, when Douglas is attempting to paint Lincoln as a liar or hypocrite.
 
              In order to effectively understand why Douglas attempted to tie Lincoln to what he called the Black Republican Party, it is first necessary to examine the established Republican Party platform and some of the responses Lincoln made to questions asked by Douglas.  The Republican platform, and some of the resolutions that it passed, consisted of often strong abolitionist language as can be seen in the resolutions passed by the Rockford Convention of 1854 that Douglas implied was the primary platform of the party;
“...to restore Kansas and Nebraska to the position of Free Territories; to repeal and entirely abrogate the Fugitive Slave Law; to restrict slavery to those States in which it exists; to prohibit the admission of any more Slave States in the Union; to exclude slavery from all the Territories over which the General Government has exclusive jurisdiction; and to resist the acquisition of any more territories, unless the introduction of slavery therein forever shall have been prohibited.” [1]
Importantly, the resolution also contained the following clause; “...we will support no man for office under the General or State Government who is not positively committed to these principles.”

              With this platform in mind, it is now necessary to examine some of the responses made by Lincoln in his first speaking session, in which he answers a series of questions that Douglas presented to him, presumably, during the debate prior to the one held in Freeport.  These questions seem to have been pulled specifically from the resolution passed at the Rockford Convention; for example, question one asks, “I desire to know whether Lincoln to-day stands, as he did in 1854, in favor of the unconditional repeal of the Fugitive Slave Law?” Lincoln’s response: “I do not now, nor ever did, stand in favor of the unconditional repeal of the Fugitive Slave Law.”  Another example; in question three, Douglas asks “I want to know whether he stands pledged against the admission of a new State into the Union with such a Constitution as the people of that State may see fit to make?”  Lincoln’s reply: “I do not stand pledged against the admission of a new State into the Union with such a Constitution as the people of that State may see fit to make.” (p. 1-2)
              As can be seen even in this small sampling of responses from Lincoln, he clearly is not a politician terribly concerned with towing the party line at the cost of everything else; rather, he has reasoned, thoughtful, and careful responses to the questions that Douglas presented, and it is precisely for this reason that Douglas seeks to tie Lincoln to what he refers to as the Black Republican Party.  Douglas is attempting, I believe, to distance Lincoln from his own answers in the eyes of the audience so that the more radical platform of the Republican Party - which may have not been entirely palatable for citizens of mid-19th century Illinois - were also the policies of Lincoln himself.

              Clearly, Lincoln’s responses are substantially different than what would be expected were he a politician that heavily identified with the Republican Party as framed by Douglas.  It would initially seem that Lincoln’s responses might undermine what Douglas was attempting by referring to Lincoln as a member of the party, but rather, it appears that the entire machination was rather a shrewd logic trap laid out by Douglas, as can be seen towards the end of Douglas’ speaking section.  After laying out the platforms built by two separate Republican conventions, Douglas hones in on a particular stipulation found therein; that, as quoted above, “...we will support no man for office under the General or State Government who is not positively committed to these principles.”
 
              Douglas demands of the audience:
“Thus you see every member from your Congressional District voted for Mr. Lincoln, and they were pledged not to vote for him unless he was committed to the doctrine of no more Slave States, the prohibition of slavery in the Territories, and the repeal of the Fugitive Slave Law.  Mr. Lincoln tells you to-day that he is not pledged to any such doctrine.  Either Mr. Lincoln was then committed to those propositions, or Mr. Turner violated his pledges to you when he voted for him.  Either  Lincoln was pledged to each one of those propositions, or else every Black Republican Representative from this Congressional District violated his pledge of honor to his constituents by voting for him.” (p. 21)
Although Lincoln responds in his closing segment eloquently and effectively, explaining that “...if he will find any of these persons who will tell him anything inconsistent with what I say now, I will resign, or rather retire from the race, and give him no more trouble,” (p. 25) it is difficult to determine on which side the audience will fall.  On one hand, Lincoln was quite clear in his opening speech that “If any interrogatories which I shall answer I go beyond the scope of what is within these platforms, it will be perceived that no one is responsible but myself,” (p. 1) suggesting that he is not necessarily entirely in favor of all of the policies of the Republican platform.  Conversely, this also suggests that either Lincoln does not care for the platform of the party and will act in what he presumably believes to be in the best interest of the country, or that he deceived the Republicans in order to secure his nomination.  What makes this exchange interesting is that the issue would likely not have even arisen had not Douglas forced the issue, and it gave Douglas an opportunity to lay against Lincoln claims of deception that he may not have had otherwise, or alternatively, that the Republican Party is willing to sell its values out in exchange for a strong enough candidate. 

	 This is significant because, often, even mere claims and of untrustworthiness and deception can have a profound impact on how an individual may view a public figure like Lincoln.  This can be seen in widespread distrust of Al Gore during his presidential campaign because of his mere affiliation with President Clinton over the Monica Lewinski scandal.

              Lincoln’s insistence on the labeling of Douglas as Judge Douglas may have served him poorly in the end, as it is entirely possible - and perhaps likely, given the election results - that the constituency preferred a candidate of experience, clout and otherness (possibly the constituency preferred to elect someone they considered their better to lead and represent them?) than the homespun and relatable nature of Lincoln, whom went to seemingly great lengths in his rhetoric to establish how like the common citizen he was.
              Ultimately, it would seem that the electorate was more persuaded and found more value in the character and words of Douglas, as he was re-elected to his Senate seat.  Although Douglas’ Freeport Doctrine - and, by extension, popular sovereignty - seems to have been widely regarded as the superior policy regarding slavery in mid-19th century Illinois and perhaps the deciding factor in the election, his methods of delivery and discourse must have been equally as critical as these were the engines by which he convinced the electorate.  

	Regardless of how strong or compelling any given policy may be, it must have an effective speaker in order to convince the masses to enact it - lest it fall to the floor to linger among the doubtless thousands of well-conceived but poorly voiced policy plans and ideas that will never see the light of legislation.

A Note on Works Cited:
All quotations and thoughts used above are based on the transcript of the Freeport Debate, found at:
1.    Bartleby.com, Political Debates Between Abraham Lincoln and Stephen A. Douglas, http://www.bartleby.com/251/
Additionally, notes taken in class as well as the Wikipedia entry on the Freeport Doctrine (located at http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Freeport_Doctrine) were consulted for date and name accuracy.
 
 
 

[1] from the Rockford Convention on August 30th, 1854







Public Issues
Emma Davis
Tutoring ESL Students: Theory and Practice
Introduction
	“[T]utoring non-native speaking students is significantly different from tutoring native-speaking students, different in strategy, in dynamics, and in outcome” (Blau et al.). ESL students often bring concerns that tutors are not used to working with, leaving the tutor confused or frustrated. “Tutors, who bring to their work a background of experience…with native speakers of English, are not adequately equipped to deal with some additional concerns of non-native speakers” (Harris and Silva 525). Some concerns while tutoring ESL students include different expectations of a tutor, difficulty understanding the assignment, unfamiliar grammatical errors, and professors who may have unrealistic expectations about their writing.  
	As a result, there are a few solutions to address the specific concerns of ESL writers.  Tutors can follow some different types of practices, both before and during their time working in the Writing Center.  Before entering the world of tutoring, a student in ENG 363/563 can be exposed to more ESL writing in order to become more familiar with what to expect in the Writing Center.  Once a tutor begins to work at the Writing Center they can become a more effective ESL tutor by maintaining patience and an open mind to different cultures. At the same time, tutors can implement better practices by writing things down, and working with the most prominent errors first. A Tutor will become more effective and efficient while working with ESL students, by implementing a combination of theory and practice before, and during, their time spent working in the Writing Center. 

Theory
Expectations of a Tutor
ESL students tend to have different expectations of a tutor than a native-English speaking student. Harris found that ESL students expect tutors “to help them solve their problems and improve their abilities” and to “give more detailed advice and answers, and deal with specifics” (209). In other words, ESL students look to tutors for the individual help that their teachers cannot give to them. As one student put it, “teachers tell you what to do, tutors give advice” (Harris 209). Learning the English language is significant to an ESL student, and for them, a tutor is someone that helps with the specifics of a paper, working on grammar and mistakes. 
	However, a tutor may not be used to what an ESL student expects from them. It is usually standard for Writing Center tutors to help students with global errors and meaning first, then they move on to more local errors like grammar. As a result, a tutor may not know what to do when an ESL student asks for help with a local grammar error, or to work on a specific example. This situation can “impede tutors who want to help students gain greater insight into larger rhetorical issues of writing” and “various writing processes” (Harris 209). Different expectations can be frustrating for both the tutor and ESL student. A tutor may want to help the student with the main ideas of their writing, while an ESL student wants help with grammar and more specific errors. The different view about grammar errors might cause an ESL writer to have different expectations of a tutor than a native speaker.  

Understanding the Assignment
ESL students may have a difficult time articulating the assignment they bring to the Writing Center. According to Blau et al., “ESL students often struggle to explain the assignment to the tutor,” while native speakers of English state the assignment in a “reasonably concise, clear manner” (2). Explaining the assignment to the tutor is usually customary in an appointment and there are a few reasons for doing so. Mainly explaining the assignment provides the tutor with the requirements, and checks that the writer knows them too. 
	Likewise, ESL students seem to have a difficult time explaining the assignment “because they struggle to find the precise language needed” (Blau et al.). When learning a new language it can be exhausting trying to string a sentence together, especially when you have to find another way to word it. Without being able to find the right words, ESL students can have a harder time explaining their assignment to the tutor. Finding the right language, may not be the only problem for ESL students when explaining the assignment. They may not understand the assignment very well because their concerns with grammar “pushes every other concern out of the way” (Blau et al.).  In this case, the student may not be concerned with explaining the assignment because they want to rush into the paper and correct grammar. Whether it’s finding the right language or grammar concerns, it is common for ESL students to have a difficult time explaining the assignment.
Despite these obstacles, it is “an important part of the writing process” for ESL students to explain their assignment (Blau et al.). Without understanding the assignment, an ESL student may not be following a professor’s guidelines and may be at risk for a poor grade. Blau et al. explains that it will “be a time-consuming but essential part of the tutoring process for non-native speakers” to articulate the assignment (2). In part, it is particularly important to ESL students to be able to communicate the assignment because it gives the student ownership over their paper. Overall, language boundaries and pressing grammar concerns make it difficult for ESL students to explain their assignment, making it a continuing, time-consuming process. 

ESL Grammar Errors
	In a session with an ESL student, a tutor might find that there are many grammar errors they’re not used to working with. Many of these errors include vocabulary and syntax, which can lead to difficulty when grouping an error as global or local. Myers explains that the distinction between global and local errors is “a legitimate instructional strategy, but the distinction cannot be made mechanically through an a priori definition of errors” (229). Namely, there is no set of rules that decides what global or local errors consist of, because it’s different for every paper. Furthermore, Myers says that local errors are waived for native speakers because “they should be able to clear up relatively easy” (229). However, “in reality these errors often reflect extremely complex problems for second-language learners” (Myers 229). For a tutor, the decision between global and local errors is not clearly defined with an ESL student, as it is with a native speaker of English. 
	Accordingly, syntax and vocabulary errors may also be jarring to a tutor. “For example, an ESL student might write this sentence: ‘My sister suffers by leukemia.’ The sentence should read: ‘My sister suffers from leukemia’.” (Wills 8). An error like this is common for ESL students, and tutors may have a hard time explaining why it’s wrong. From her own tutoring experience, Wills explains, “I’m usually at a loss for how to explain it to them…my best explanation is… ‘We just don’t write it that way’.” (8). It’s hard to explain the reasons behind common word usage when they aren’t usually used wrongly. For these reasons, tutors may find errors that they are not used to seeing when working with ESL students.

Unrealistic Professors
Another aspect of working with ESL students is the possibility of dealing with unrealistic professors. Sometimes a student will have a professor that expects them to write like a native-speaker. Harris and Silva state that some faculty may have “unrealistic demands” and will “expect non-native speakers of English to write error-free prose” (531).  For example, the professor might make the student correct all of their grammar before they will grade the paper. In this case, an ESL student may use the Writing Center for help with grammar. However, tutors may feel “at a loss to explain in meaningful ways why this not productive” (Harris and Silva 531). This can be a quite difficult situation for a tutor because it is often believed that a tutor helps the writer, not the writing. Despite this, there is always the possibility of working with an ESL student who has a professor with unrealistic expectations of their writing.  

Practice
Specific Examples Before the Writing Center
	Before working in the Writing Center, tutors need more exposure and practice with ESL writing during ENG 363/563, in order to better address the concerns ESL students. Harris and Silva explain that tutors who interact “effectively with native speakers of English, are not adequately equipped to deal with some additional concerns of non-native speakers of English” (525). This is partly caused by not having enough specific examples of ESL writing provided in the classroom. Tutors will be more adequately equipped if they are able to work through specific examples as a class, and discuss the ESL tutoring process afterwards. 
	Currently, ENG 363/563 only spends one day discussing ESL writers. According to the syllabus, the class is scheduled to read two articles, one written by Shafer, and one by Harris and Silva. After reading the articles, the class meets to discuss them in a lecture style setting. Reading these articles should still remain effective because it provides potential tutors with the theory for tutoring ESL writers. The assigned reading should stay as it is, but there are additional practices that can supplement the lecture. 
	A thorough examination of a piece of ESL writing, followed by a discussion of how the tutoring process would work will greatly benefit potential tutors. The example should be obtained from an ESL ENG 109 folder from a previous semester. This way, potential tutors can see the writing from an actual ESL student that wrote in the Writing Center. 
	To begin the discussion, the professor can put the example on the overhead projector and read the example aloud. Once the professor is finished reading he should ask the class how they would initially approach this piece of writing in a tutoring session. An open discussion of the tutoring process will allow the class to compare their approach with other classmates’. In some cases, this might even bring about new ideas that weren’t discussed in the homework articles. After the class discussion is over the professor should make his own recommendations. 
	Being able to see an authentic example of ESL writing from the Writing Center on campus will give potential tutors the chance to see what they will be working with. Reading and discussing the example as a class will give the students the opportunity to hear new ideas about the tutoring process. Additionally, discussing the example as a class has the potential to formulate new ideas about the ESL tutoring process, more so than what is given in the homework articles. The exposure of more ESL writing and a collaborative classroom discussion, in addition to reading the two, already scheduled articles in ENG 363/563, will better prepare potential tutors for the Writing Center. 

Practices During a Session
	In the Writing Center, there are a few practices that can be exercised during a session with an ESL writer. The practices include keeping patience and openness to different cultures, working with the most prominent errors first, and writing things down for the student. Tutors will better address the concerns of ESL writers by remembering these key practices during a session.
	Firstly, tutors can become more effective by maintaining patience and being open to the ESL student’s culture. Powers says that tutors will increase their effectiveness only when they “understand, accept, and respond to the difference and needs of ESL and native-speaking writers” (103). For example, an ESL student might have a difficult time explaining their assignment because they cannot find the right language. In this case, it would be imperative for the tutor to remain patient while the student is explaining, because it is important that the student understand the requirements.  Additionally, keeping patience goes hand-in-hand with accepting and being open to the culture that the student is from. Accepting the writer’s culture will make a tutor more open an available to the writer, creating a more effective session. By keeping patience and openness to the ESL writer’s culture, a tutor can increase their effectiveness during a session. 
	Tutors can also become more effective by only focusing on the most prominent errors with an ESL student’s writing. According to Harris and Silva, “it is more realistic and more useful to focus on one or two salient difficulties, the things that strike the tutor as most problematic for the reader” (532). Finding a reoccurring error or locating something that is particularly confusing is the best method when addressing ESL errors. For example, a writer may have prominent tense issues in their sentences. This type or error can interfere with the meaning of a sentence, or even the main idea. With this, the tutor should choose to only work on the tense errors ensuring that they all of them will be addressed. Working through an ESL paper can be overwhelming, but tutors can remain effective if they only choose one or two to work on. 
	Simultaneously, tutors should write down examples for an ESL writer. According to Wills, writing things down for an ESL writer is significant because it “helps with comprehension” (Wills 8).  Moreover, Wills explains “language rules are hard to follow when remembering them by word of mouth” (8). Essentially, it’s much easier to remember how to fix something when you have a written example to reference to later on. Let’s say that a tutor wants to explain why the writer should use “ran” instead of “run.” The tutor should explain to the writer why the past tense is appropriate, and then write the explanation down. Depending on the session, the tutor may find it appropriate to rewrite the sentence correctly, or to write a completely different sentence using the same word. What is actually written down may differ between appointments, but it should coincide with what was discussed in the session. With a written example the ESL student will be able to leave the session and have something to reference the next time they write. Writing things down for an ESL student will equip them with the tools they need and generate a more productive appointment. 
	Overall, a tutor can create a more efficient session with an ESL student by exercising patience, focusing on just one or two errors, and writing down examples. Patience is essential because it gives the ESL student time to find the right language and makes the appointment less frustrating. Focusing on the most prominent errors first will also keep the writer from becoming overwhelmed and frustrated. At the same time, writing down examples of corrected errors will help them with comprehension and will provide a useful reference tool. Implementing these practices during a session with an ESL writer will create a smoother, less frustrating appointment. 
Summary
	The different needs of ESL students can be overwhelming and frustrating for a tutor.  They often have different expectations of what a tutor is, expecting them to work through local errors first, instead of beginning with the global errors. Likewise, the types of grammar errors that ESL students have may be overwhelming for a tutor to work with. Many times it’s difficult to explain why one word is chosen over the other. In addition, ESL students also have a difficult time explaining their assignment because they cannot find the right language to use. It may take more time to get through this process than with a native-speaking student, and this can be frustrating for a tutor. Lastly, ESL students may have a professor who expects them to write an error-free paper. Working with this can be difficult for both the student and tutor. Overall, these issues can create difficulty and frustration for tutors. 
	However, more exposure to ESL writing and some additional practices during a session will help alleviate frustration and create better tutors. Tutors need to keep their patience when working with an ESL student. It will often take longer to work on certain aspects of their paper, but by remaining patient a tutor can help diminish a possibly frustrating situation. At the same time, tutors can become more efficient by only working on one or two prominent errors. By only addressing the most prominent errors, tutors can relieve an overwhelming task for the student and for themselves. In addition, tutors can provide ESL students with a reference by writing down examples of corrected errors. This way, a student will be able to look at the example later on, and apply it to additional errors. By exercising these practices, tutors can become more efficient and alleviate some frustrations of tutoring ESL students. 
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Gaming
Megan Breidenstein
Would You Kindly? New Games Journalism Review of 2K’s Bioshock
"In the end, what separates a man from a slave?" The voice asks. I've spent hours getting to this point. The point where I think I am about to beat the game and destroy the main character. Up until now, Atlas, via his short wave radio, has informed me that it was Andrew Ryan I needed to kill in order to get out of Rapture. This was how I was going to save Atlas's family and return to a Splicer-free world. Here I am, standing before the man as he plays a round of putt-putt in his office. I think to myself, something does not seem right.

"A man chooses, a slave obeys," he tells me. This is the perfect opportunity to kill him but I have no control over my weapons or plasmids. I am only allowed to move around to see the crumbling walls of Andrew Ryan's office falling like a metaphor for his impending doom. I think back on what I did to get to this point. I have saved the Little Sisters from their curse like Tenebaum has asked me to do. I have taken the pictures of dead apprentices for artistic lunatic Sander Cohen. I have invented the Lazarus Vector in order to save the vegetation of Rapture. But I still feel like something is missing. This game should not end like this.

"You think you have memories," Ryan tells me as pictures from my life flash before me. Finally, here comes the twist. Up until now I was under the impression I was on a plane that had crashed into the Atlantic and being the only survivor, I swam to a random city shooting up out of the ocean. Seems plausible, right? But now Andrew Ryan is telling me that these memories are not my own and I was sleepwalking through my life until these so-called memories were activated by their kindly master.

"A man chooses, a slave obeys," he tells me as he walks into the dark with his putter in hand. I am anxiously waiting to have to kill hordes of Splicers or a have a new creature be introduced into the game. One I will have a hard time killing. Something needs to happen. I am on edge.

"Come in," as the doors to his office open and I am no longer separated by a piece of glass. I am now face to face with the person I have been told the entire game I need to kill. I move towards him and wait. Is this a trick?

"Would you kindly?" He asks while telling me how much of a powerful phrase it is. He is pushing me back while holding the putter in his hands, ready to bludgeon me at anytime. I really wish that my weapons and plasmids were available at this moment. Can't I just get this over with now?

Suddenly the phrase is repeated over and over by a familiar, Australian voice. "Would you kindly? Would you kindly? Would you kindly head to Ryan's office and kill the son of a bitch?" Atlas? The man who has helped me get this far in the game. The man who made sure I did not die by the hand of any creature. Now I am questioning the entire game. Have I made a wrong turn and joined the evil side? I don't remember ever having a choice.

"Sit," Ryan orders me to do with "would you kindly?" I am obeying. He tells me to run, to stop, to turn and I obey. I no longer have any control over my player. Something is about to happen.

"Kill!" Ryan shouts at me as he hands me the putter. I swing at his face. He stumbles back, holding his bleeding mouth. I continue to smash the putter into his face and he gurgles out the words, "a man chooses, a slave obeys," until I finally plant the putter firmly in his skull and he falls over dead. Too easy, now what?

"You've been a good sport," Atlas tells me over the short wave radio after I place the key into the self-destruct machine to stop it from killing us all. This is where I find out the truth. Atlas is really Frank Fontaine, a gangster that up until now was dead. And the best part of all, I just killed my father. I knew this game wasn't going to be this easy. I have a new goal and new challenges ahead of me. No time for mourning, only time to kill Fontaine and save Rapture. 









 












Daniel Russ
Life on Mars: Red Faction: Guerilla

	As the walls that once housed the fuel containers of a small, EDF-controlled fuel depot fall and trigger a chain reaction of viscerally beautiful explosions before me, a solitary thought dominates my mind: I did this, and I did it alone.  No scripting help from the game engine, no computer-controlled character holding my hand and telling me where to place charges and when to run, and no loss of control in the form of a cut-scene - and it is in this independence that Red Faction: Guerilla finds its apex.
 
	Although certain missions are required to advance the plot of the game - and therefore the weapons, items and areas that are available to you - Red Faction: Guerilla usually leaves the player alone to make their own decisions.  Each district, which must eventually be liberated from the EDF, the militant arm of the apparent police state of Mars, has a series of voluntary missions that may be completed in any order.  Or not, really - it’s up to you, although some combination of them must be completed.  Thankfully, there is such variety both in the mission types and in their delivery that they remain fresh and new with each undertaking.
 
	But those details end up as irrelevancies as, even though some of them forward the engaging plot, they’re really just encouragements for you to go blow the hell out of something - and Guerilla makes this activity incredibly entertaining.  Simple destructions, like swinging away at the foundation of a solar power array that stands a hundred feet tall, often yield unexpected results.  Not the sort of unexpected where the rapidly-falling tower crushes you, no, although that occasionally happens - but the sort of unexpected that means that collapsed array falls into something explodey, which explodes, which then makes further things explode, killing a bunch of once-living things and showering the screen in glorious, beautifully-rendered carnage.  It’s all really very gratuitous, but somehow it never quite gets silly - the graphical feedback and design ensure that, while  things exploding are bright and vibrant, they always look just like you might imagine them to.
 
	And really, much of the game seems to have been designed around getting you to do this sort of thing.  Missions often tally the total amount of monetary damage you’ve caused, and the entirety of the second district in the game revolves around dismantling the money-making apparatus of the EDF on Mars.  Of course, to accomplish this, you are required - well, asked by the game, really - to go out and kill buildings with hammers and explosives while inflicting similar things to the soldiers of the EDF.
 
	That I mention the killing of men secondary to structures is no accident; not only does the game generally only rarely require you to actually kill soldiers, it doesn’t really facilitate their slaying terribly well.  That’s not to say that Guerilla is bad as a shootey-game, but rather to say that it’s average.  The cover mechanics are straightforward and simple, ‘F’ is depressed to zoom in a bit and center your view, and the left mouse button does the shooting.  Enemies find cover, lob grenades, and appear to possess an intelligence that’s almost human - but none of it is quite convincing.  Once I pieced together how the enemy AI acquires and assigns targets, I found it pretty easy to avoid too much incoming damage by simply running the hell away.
 
	Fleeing works well because of the way health regeneration works: don’t get hit for ten seconds, and your life meter rapidly refills.  When combined with the sprint key and a mad dash for relative cover, Alec becomes almost unkillable - which is quite possible the strangest thing about the game.  This is because the protagonist, and the Red Faction that he works for, are essentially an outlaw labor union fighting with sticks and hammers and guns for the freedom to live their own lives.  During the first five minutes of exposition, we learn that the EDF is better-armed, better-trained, and more well-prepared for military dominance on a planetary scale.  We learn that the only way to defeat them is to strike quick, bloody them, and then fade into the outlying deserts.  It makes logical sense, and it works.
 
	Only, it doesn’t because you don’t have to do that ‘running away’ part.  At least, you don’t need to keep running once your health bar fills up sufficiently.  Sometimes, when completely and hopelessly overwhelmed, unlimited flight is the only viable option.  But usually, you can kill all of the enemy soldiers.  This is because, inexplicably, Alec is bigger, stronger, faster and more accurate than the EDF is.  Having a badass protagonist is all well and good (who wants to play a weakling, anyway?), but it runs contrary to every bit of narrative the game throws at you.
 
	Incidentally, you never need to run further than the nearest safe house - Red Faction camps - to ditch any pursuers.  Even though these camps have about a dozen freedom fighters/terrorists at them, the EDF simply will not pursue you into them, which makes for a rather jarring experience when three times that many were in hot pursuit.  These weird blips happen often, and have the nasty habit of utterly annihilating any sense of immersion that had been previously established.  For example, one mission sends Alec to a desolate valley, devoid of all life and containing only a few construction supplies.  After beginning the mission, a small Mechwarrior-like suit spawns.  Upon entering it, hordes of EDF soliders attack, both on foot and in vehicle, and you are informed that you must kill 60 of them.  Alright, no problem - a solid amount of good-fun bloodshed.  Once the 60 are slain, however, the remaining EDF - which for me was easily two dozen - all disappear.  Although I was relieved that I was going to survive, I was disappointed - didn’t I earn a glorious, rusted-iron-Mechwarrior victory or a painful, humiliating loss?  Isn’t that the commitment that I signed up for?  Quests like this - that terminate all evidence of their being upon completion - take the responsibility of survival away from both the player and the narrative, and I found that I greatly resented it Guerilla for it.
 
	That’s the rub of Red Faction: Guerilla: really genuinely awesome physics modeling and world-breaking that gives the player total control over his environment, juxtaposed over a narrative engine that repeatedly removes this control and independence away from the player.  An interesting, Marxist-fueled paranoid sci-fi thriller with hints of the film Total Recall that repeatedly tells the player how weak he is compared to the EDF and how heroic he is for overcoming them, juxtaposed over an engine that creates a player avatar vastly more powerful than any of the foes he encounters - even though, by trade, he is a mere miner.  A beautiful, fully-realized world into which great care has clearly gone into the engineering of, placed overtop of painfully generic looking enemy soldiers that behave in sadly generic ways.  This, I suppose, is the nature of life on Mars.


Daniel Russ
How Heavy This Axe
 
              More than warlocks with their infernal Fear spell and life-leeching abilities, and vastly more than mages, with their devious blinking and Fire-Blasting ways, I hated fighting warriors.  Even more than coming up against the hunter, whom was arguably designed to be a direct counter to my beloved Seris – my rogue in World of Warcraft. The hunter, able to launch a flare into the air, could pull Seris out of stealth, which would inevitably lead to her death. The hunter could place a mark on Seris when he saw her, preventing her from slinking back into the shadows she called comfortable, allowing him to see her no matter where she went or how craftily she hid. The hunter  could even train and command beasts pulled from the foulest corners of Azeroth, and then send them to slay her while he disabled the abilities that she relied on. 
 
              But none of them – whether it be another rogue, an implacable paladin, or even the dreaded hunter – could instill in her the raw, unrelenting hatred that seeing a warrior could.
 
              Not just any warrior, no, but one armed with an axe - and not just any axe, no, but a terribly particular one – the Arcanite Reaper. For a time, the Arcanite Reaper was the penultimate weapon of the warrior class. It was ludicrously expensive to craft, requiring not only a host of rare and exotic materials, but also access – and coin to pay – to a blacksmith that knew how to forge the fearsomely beskulled weapon. Neither the materials required nor the blacksmiths capable of forging the thing were easy to be had, yet every warrior quested, fought and killed relentlessly to procure one.
 
              Seris, given the rapid proliferation of the hideously sharp axes and her rapidly mounting death toll to warriors, quickly became convinced that their efforts to procure the Arcanite Reaper were specifically to facilitate an end to her life.
 
              Always, those axe-armed warriors were horribly effective at this task, leaving Seris a bloody puddle on the ground on a painfully regular basis.
 
              Looking back on the item now, it doesn’t appear to be a terribly powerful weapon: 53.8 dps, +13 stamina, and +62 attack power. When viewed in light of the obscenely-powerful weapons found in Wrath of the Lich King dungeons, the Arcanite Reaper appears a paper clip with a rock stuck to it at best – but Azeroth was once a much different place. Due to a mechanic that has since been changed, the speed of a weapon – 3.8, in the case of the Arcanite Reaper – influenced in an enormous way how hard a triggered ability could strike an enemy. Essentially, the slower a weapon was, the harder special attacks like Mortal Strike could hit. The Arcanite Reaper was, and remains, among the very slowest of weapons in the game, with the total number of 3.8 speed weapons being easily countable on one hand. The other dominant factor in this calculation was the attack power of the warrior in question. If a warrior had the finances for an Arcanite Reaper, he probably also had the time and money to boost his other stats to Seris-killing proportions.
 
              The warrior could not see Seris when she stalked in stealth. The warrior could not stop her from even escaping back into stealth. The warrior could not even stop her from running away for long enough to kill her, but what the warrior could do was terrible indeed; even when Seris and her heavily-armored opponent had equal levels of gear quality, the warrior knew he could kill little Seris easily, and in as few as three swings - which he often did.  While she might manage to reduce the total health of the warrior by as much as half with luck, she knew that always within ten seconds of leaving the comforting, black safety of stealth that she would soon be a streak of gore on a silvery axe in the hands of some hulking monster called a warrior.
 
              It was as Seris occupied this state of being annihilated that I, the man behind the rogue, had an epiphany: though Seris was dearest to my heart of all of my characters, I was not Seris, and I was not a rogue.
 
              I was a warrior.
 
              I was meant to use gigantic weapons and spray the blood of those weaker than me on the battlefield.  I was meant to surge across the planes, howling in anger, swinging and slaying as I charged down the weak and destroyed the inept.  No longer would I - could I - hide behind a mantle of shadow and stealth.  No longer need I fear the Arcanite Reaper, for I could wield an Arcanite Reaper. Armed thusly, I would be the terrible, axed monstrosity that all of Azeroth would fear.
 
              Yet I quickly found that even as a warrior, I possessed many elements of weakness. When outnumbered and outplayed, my escape options were limited to those I could achieve by swinging my sword in a berserk fury or through the cold solace of my death.  Against a skilled mage, particularly one adept with the frozen elements, I had no defense and would futilely rage at the injustice of those frozen hands as I died, stilled by frost.  A paladin, though possessing nowhere near the level of martial prowess that I had attained with my sword, could slowly exhaust me, striking the killing blow as I became too worn down to defend myself effectively as he restored his own heath with what he doubtless liked to think of as holy energy.
 
              None of these flaws overly concerned me, even as I seethed in anger when dying in a battle of attrition with a paladin, or in the hopeless pursuit of a furious mage as he rained ice down upon me.  I was unconcerned because I was not reborn as a warrior to waste time fighting paladins or mages.  
 
              I was reborn as a warrior with the name of Icthus for one terrible and implacable reason: to kill the hell out of rogues.
 
              Yet I never attained the level of experience as a warrior that Seris did as a rogue.  I was never able to toil for weeks in the effort of achieving that most terrible of weapons.  I never achieved the status of rogue-slayer to those at the highest levels of Azerothian society.  Though these may sound like the confessions and concessions of a man overwhelmed by failure, they are anything but; rather, they have been realized to be misguided goals, and were soon supplanted by objectives far nobler: to be hated and despised.
 
              Two things occurred which helped to prompt this shift in priority.  The first of these were the weapon speed mechanics; Blizzard decided that weapons like the Arcanite Reaper and the Barman Shanker (which was the rogue knifey version of the Arcanite Reaper in terms of weapon speed) were too powerful compared to more advanced, raid-acquired weapons due to how powerful they were by merit only of their swingspeed.  Instead, all weapons of a particular variety, like two-handed axes, would use the same attack speed in damage calculations; for example, a quick, 2.8 swingspeed axe was weighted the same as that of a slow, 3.8 swingspeed axe.  What this meant was that the Arcanite Reaper, while still a decent weapon, was no longer the sort of weapon of which legends are made and rogue-genocides are wrought.  What this further meant was that my dream of rogue-tyranny had evaporated before I was able to effectively pursue it.
 
              However, something else occurred which allowed me to reap far more bloodshed and death and misery than I ever would have been able to achieve as a level 60 warrior with an Arcanite Reaper; I discovered battleground twinking.  Ceasing my efforts to generate experience at level 39, I used the wealthy Seris to fund a long series of upgrades and enchantments that were vastly out of reach for the typical pre-40 Azerothian; increased run-speed shoes, extra strength on my mailed gauntlets, and most importantly, Crusader for my Nightblade.  The Crusader enchantment, which required items available only from a high-level dungeon, dramatically increased the attack power of a warrior at level 60; the effect that it had on the attack power a level 39 warrior, however, can be described only as Biblical in proportion.
 
              It was there, in the battleground of Warsong Gulch, that I realized that my dreams of rogue-murder were nowhere near ambitious enough.  Before, had I attained level 60 and an Arcanite Reaper, I surely would have slain rogues in scores; but here, in these green fields of low-level players and uncoordinated, amateurish Alliance, I could kill everything while showering those mellow hills in crimson-red blood.
 
              That rogues, when sighted, were always the first targeted and the first to fall, is a point that should not be lost on you, dear reader.
 
              What made this experience, this slaughter of enemy players wholesale, so entertaining and adrenaline-inducing to me was not the winning of glory and the game. It was not, as I expected, killing enemy characters with ease.  Rather, I realized this enjoyment merely stemmed from terrifying and massacring scores of rogues and others weaker than me; the true peak was that I was frustrating and angering every enemy player in real life in exponentially growing levels as my kill count rose and the bodies of those fallen around me grew to horrifying proportions.  Even more than the pleasure that these ever-growing numbers generated within me, even more than knowing that no enemy could stand before me, I loved being able to actually feel the anger and frustration that I delivered to the players behind the polygons, and it brought me to incredible and previously unknown heights of sublime, if macabre, joy.
 
              I, at the height of my power with axe and sword, had an epiphany: I was no longer deriving pleasure from World of Warcraft for the reasons I always had in online games - making the numbers associated with my character grow larger.  Rather, I was forcefully extracting misery and hatred in ways that computer game numbers can at best only allude to, and I was pulling those feelings directly from the players behind the characters, and not just the on-screen polygon assemblies as had always previously been the case.  I had become an object of hatred and frustration to the humans behind the on-screen enemies. In this, I found what I now hold above all other gaming goals: to be despised, to be loathed, to be utterly hated by those in opposition to me.  In short: to have as powerful an impact upon my enemies as humanly - or undeadedly, in the case of Icthus - as possible. 
 
              I had found my calling, both as Icthus and the man playing Icthus: to be that hated thing, and that calling has rung true throughout my career as a slayer of polygons and infuriator of humans. 





















Keynote Address
[image: ]At the invitation of a former student, I gave the keynote address at the 5th Annual Sigma Tau Delta Critical and Creative Writing Conference on the campus of the University of Michigan-Flint. It was an experimental talk in terms of approach and content. My approach was a sort of longform pecha kucha in that I had 60 slides of images and minimal text timed at 30 seconds each. My content concerned the unpacking of a particular phrase and how it relates to intellectual work. This is an amended version of that talk. 
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The title of my talk, "Seriously Good At This," is a phrase taken from Bioshock, an FPS videogame with Ayn Rand-inspired and dystopian elements. The phrase, though, is the title of a particular in-game achievement, unlocked only when the player completes the game on the hardest difficulty. This is a form of recognition, of course, and one not all that different from those who talk about their critical and creative efforts in academia. So, I adopt this phrase because it is appropriate for why we are all here, but I also take it as the title of my talk because it is a phrase I find appealing. To be honest, I'm enamored with it, and I'm curious about its meaning. With permission, I'd like to unpack the constituent parts of this phrase first before moving into some examples of what I think it means to be "seriously good at this." It is my hope that we will not only come to a more nuanced understanding of the phrase but also see how what we do qualifies as being "seriously good at this."

However, I do not mean to get too serious here. We are not so much engaging in linguistic analysis; consider what follows as more of a thoughtful rumination on meaning. 

So, I think "seriously" is revealing of a particular manner, if only for a moment, though it can also be sustained over a period of time. That solemn moment, fleeting or not, can be imbued with whatever narrative we desire to construct. "Seriously" can be for an instant, but it can also be sustained, each happening by different means.

And the particular manner revealed by "seriously" can be a sense of purpose, duty or honor in all we decide to address in our experiences. Evidence of a perspective cultivated over time is evidence of a thing, or multiple things, taken "seriously."

A sense of purpose, though, requires particulars of us all, such as the effort required to not smile for a portrait. Such a manner may not come from within, but from external forces exerting stifling influence upon us. This means a certain concern about the consequences of our actions. For some, performing "seriously" means lacking playfulness as much as it means commitment. In this regard, I think the question is not to be, but to do.

And I do not think it possible to take something "seriously" without actually doing it. In the act of performance, whether or not one is "taking it seriously" cannot be readily questioned. Devotion and determination are evident in a performance, something recognizable by others in how we present ourselves and how we allow ourselves to be seen. An element of choice exists here as well. By "seriously," we mean attention to manner, purpose and consequence.

Meanwhile, "good" often places emphasis on agreeable behavior, what is proper in context and what is right overall. There are ethical and moral qualities associated with "good," too, ones agreed upon and reinforced by those around us. In society, others are as complicit in behaving "good" as otherwise.

There is also an emphasis on performance, with "good" as part of a demonstration of proficiency. It need not just be about behavior, and this performative aspect is as evident with those recognizing the "good" in others as they speak about their work as it is in online and virtual environments like World of Warcraft. Various and sundry forms of aptitude all relate to some understanding of "good."

As with most all words, though, "good" can be complicated in practice. The famous picture of Richard Nixon making Elvis Presley "federal agent-at-large" in the Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs is the most requested photograph from the National Archives. Questions of "good" still surround both men as the word holds implications of who is estimable and deserving of our respect. There is the question of ethics, i.e., was Nixon a "good" man, a good president? There is the question of proficiency, i.e., was Elvis a "good" man, a "good" performer? Again, there is the moral quality to "good" as well as the more obvious kairotic elements. 

Just as "seriously" denotes a sustained manner, "good" does, too. Behavior and performance are both forms of expression, of movement through spaces. 


Again, the performative element, that "good" is something acted rather than acted upon, that behavior and performance are not mutually exclusive endeavors but often the same. And we are not "good" alone. I am unsure if we can be either, in part because of the philosophical "if a tree falls in the forest and no one's around, does it make a sound?" sense, but also because of the element of public and social recognition. Others support us in our "good"ness, recognizing it as much as our seriousness. 

 
To be "seriously good" is to be earnest and effective in expression.

Third, "at" is directive, often location-based and related to where we are in the moment. There’s also an intention to action; “at” leads us, points us somewhere, toward a means to an end. We see this in phrases like “at the plate” and even “at the rate of.” The very symbol for "at" (@) even indicates a center, a focus for our attention.

Aside: To my knowledge, the symbol for “at” has no other grand name, nothing so important as ampersand. However, it is known by a range of informal terms in languages other than English. Most of these relate to what @ looks like, including miukumauku (Finnish for “meow meow”), klammeraffe (German for “hanging monkey”) and sobachka (Russian for “little dog”). 

The symbol for "at" is also manifest in online communicative technologies. In email, @ is part of an intended location, like an email address. On Twitter, @ is synonymous with “mention” and “reply.” 

As part of a sentence or an online address, @ is a leader to what comes next, to where we want to go. @ implies motion in meaning; @ implies progression. @ is both present and future. @ is where we are and where we want to or will be.

Fourth, "this" takes us even further, pointing in a more direct way to what is present, what is before us, near and dear to us. "This" is a form of direction and a continuation of location, just like "at." In asynchronous online discussion, "this" functions as a means of support for the word of another. "This" is a one-word affirmation of someone else's expressed opinion (see Fark.com for examples).

Like the previous three words addressed, “this” can be and often is defined by a moment. There’s an appropriateness to “this,” and it happens by pose and by choice.

"This" is who we are, what we do.

"This" is a role, established by self and/or by others.

"This" is a performance, attention and recognition from others.

And the results of being "seriously good at this" are tangible, identifiable, recognizable and recorded. And to be "seriously good at this" means acknowledging change, being aware of what is lost and gained due to the influence of time.

To be "seriously good at this" means to be earnest and effective in expression of something, and I want to offer up a few examples as a way to clarify this point.

Noam Chomsky has been "seriously good at this" for many years, with "this" being linguistics, political commentary and public, intellectual acts. With books published, speeches given and online activities taken in the form of responding to questions on the social bookmarking website Reddit, Chomsky is consistent in performing a particular role well.

Bell Hooks, another public intellectual, engages in spheres similar to those of Chomsky, but with more of a pedagogical purpose. Books like Teaching to Transgress and The Will to Change are gracious in their offerings of new models and pathways to teaching and learning about each other and the world. Hooks' body of work is a formative and sustained influence on my own pedagogy. Much of what I do in the classroom emulates her ideas.

Ian Bogost is a videogame critic, designer and researcher who sees videogames as an expressive medium possessing a procedural rhetoric. He offers up his ideas on his blog, in his books, on The Colbert Show (just once so far) and in the form of Cow Clicker, a social game available on Facebook. 

Jane McGonigal is also a videogame critic, designer and researcher who focuses on how the games we play can change how we experience the real world and make it better. Games like Evoke and SuperStruct are clear, in-depth exercises in such ideas. 

These public intellectuals have their own developed identities and performances of being "seriously good at this." I am still working on mine. So far, we can see this in my gaming identity, one tangible result being the 500 note streak on Helmet's "Unsung" in Guitar Hero. Other results are all connected via "betajames," my online moniker for Twitter, Posterous, Delicious and Scribd, each a communicative technology mentioned in my two-year review materials as evidence of scholarship and/or public intellectualism. 

The title of my Posterous blog is "Against Multiphrenia" as I intend it as working in opposition to Kenneth Gergen's idea of being drawn in multiple and conflicting directions because of technologies increasing social contact. The many technologies used on a daily basis construct our identities but also fracture and fragment them. Layers upon layers of our selves are built up and removed. In my own experience, Posterous replaced Blogger and Twitter replaced Facebook. The digital trail still remains. Everything's a work in progress, just like a videogame without a definable end (like World of Warcraft). We are always in development. Even if there is no noticeable change, stagnation itself is rare because of the ever-present potential of outside influence. 

Identity is a work in progress; scholarship is a work in progress; "seriously good at this" is a work in progress. And this work has to do with choice, of which we have more than ever. Our choice determines our identity, which determines our audience, which determines agency. It may all appear tedious, but it is worthwhile, perhaps even necessary.

We need to make informed choices about the identity/identities we construct when writing in the public sphere, when we blog, when we perform other online actions. As in post-apocalyptic narratives in books and videogames, who we align ourselves with and to what end have ramifications, changing the landscape and our perspective. 

Writing functions as a record and reflection of and on choice. Writing is a continual "seriously good at this," refinement and revision. Writing is a technology present in many forms. 


Aside: My vision for the perfect word processor involves a wall-mounted, Minority Report-style flat-screen television equipped with wifi, a microphone, Smartphone hookup, document scanner and webcam.


So much of writing is collaborative performance, and the greater evidence of this is available online in many different forms. There is a communal aspect, too, with the common goal involving the becoming of "seriously good at this" together. Demands are upon us, then, just as possibilities are. Some say that online communicative technologies are about little more than marketing, but I disagree. It's about meaning, about making progress. 

Technology enables us to mark progress and to keep those markings private or make them public. Again, there is a choice here in how to be "seriously good at this." There are multiple approaches and tracks with great potential. 

Different levels of interest and involvement are available to us. Different levels of devotion and determination are required of us. But we either do these things or we don't do these things. I no longer suggest to others that they "try it out." We do and get "seriously good at this" or we do for a while and then leave it alone.

But any doing can lead to some kind of achievement, to attention and recognition. This happens with everything we do and we see this every day. I look forward to bearing witness to just how "seriously good at this" we are and will be. Thank you.
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