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Preface
Folio was created partly as a teaching tool. The first issue
included not only student texts, but syllabi, assignment sheets, and
reader responses-documents that reflected an interest in good writing,
but also in the educational questions that surround good writing, and in
the possibilities of teaching and learning.
It may be appropriate, then, that the current issue contains so
many works which teach-some subtly, others with a strong, direct
voice. The topics are wide-ranging, but each of the following essays and
poems asks readers to extend themselves, to consider new or unfamiliar
questions, or to revisit difficult and important ones. Some of the subjects
are traditional: Rijen Hendrick offers a skillful reading ofFlannery
O'Connor; Catherine Lund traces American attitudes toward poetry;
Robert Spjute defends the role of the humanities in a business-oriented
culture.
Other pieces broaden the range of traditional academic inquiry.
Brooke Pederson shows us the hidden complexities of photography and
visual media, and also provides a rigorous explication of the popular film
Magnolia. Poet and teacher Ralph Wilson gives a kind ofbehind-thescenes look at a clever writing exercise, and his students' responses
provide insight into the creative process. Even Rachel Reese's poem
"Heat Chase," not a teaching document per se, offers a vivid glimpse into
an experience that many of us will never have-not literally, at least.
Several of the texts teach through personal experience. V erlinda
Blue Stone uses her own history to explore the tensions between Native
American culture and traditional, Anglo education. Janele Whipple
meditates on inner conflict by describing her multiple roles as worker,
mother, and wife. Josh Paulsen bravely offers his own attitudes and
education as a way to approach the difficult question of tolerance.
In all of these texts, there is a generosity and seriousness that
lends weight to each of the subjects. One feels a genuine sense that the
writers want to make themselves understood, that they value their topic,
and that they see true opportunities in teaching and learning.
Folio continues to welcome submissions from any and all
English courses, and we encourage students to use this journal as a
place to raise and explore issues that affect themselves, their peers, and
the college community.
Paul Almonte
David Susman

ii

True Tolerance and the 'Contact Zone'
by Josh Paulsen
A recent bill was passed in California, Proposition 22. The bill, which
prohibits California from granting marital rights to same-sex couples who are
legally married, sent a message to our nation. It received such large support
that the message rung out to the entire United States; homosexuality exists but
it is an alternative lifestyle which Americans refuse to completely recognize.
Many groups and organizations showed a sigh of relief as this obstacle came to
a close, however, with homosexuality growing at its current rate, the necessary
decisions that have to be made in the upcoming years are not going to be
solved with a simple passing or failing of a bill. On the night of March 711\ after
the bill's passing, many California couples retired to their beds thrilled that they
helped pass the Initiative which would save their families, their culture, and their
lifestyle. However, what they didn't realize is that in the next room, their son or
daughter was lying in bed crying, threatened and victimized as a result of
society's homophobia. With the passing of the Knight Initiative, thousands of
gays were suddenly labeled as outcasts, even freaks, and those ideals which
the Constitution was made to uphold were disregarded and the discrimination
that once existed in a slave ridden society was reintroduced. To the adolescent
in the adjacent room the Initiative won't save his family. It is codified hatred. It
is anti-family, anti-love, and it is wrong. As an adolescent, acceptance is a major
concern and a primary fear. This added burden, being accepted as gay, only
reaffinns fears that these struggling young individuals already have.
On February 25, 2000 in California, eleven days prior to the passing of
the initiative, a gay 32- year-old man committed suicide leaving behind a note
describing the emotional struggles of his life leading up to his suicide. Stuart
Matis' lengthy letter expressed anguish over the support of the anti-gay
marriage ballot. A local columnist commented, "Stuart Matis' life and death was
the result of a hyperactive homophobic society which showed little or no
support in his struggle for identity." Religiously, Matis was an outcast, at home
he was abandoned, and as a society he was separated and discredited. Even
relying on the one individual with greatest compassion, God, he felt no compassion or closure. He wrote, "I am gay. I am also LDS (Mormon). I realized the
significance ofmy sexuality when I was around 13, and for the next two
decades, I traveled down a tortuous path of internalized homophobia, immense
self-hatred, depression and suicidal thoughts. Despite the calluses on my
knees, frequent trips to the temple, fasts and devotion to my mission and
church callings such as Elders' Quorum president, I continually failed to
attenuate my homosexuality." He continued, "I am now free, I am no longer in
pain and I no longer hate myself." Who is to blame for this person's death; his
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family, his church, an insensitive society? Why did this individual have such a
difficult time acknowledging who he was? The answers to these questions
aren't simple but need to be answered.
We live in an environment where conformity is admired. Those
individuals who can "blend in" the best, are considered the most grounded. We
live in a world where we teach children to color in-between the lines and to
discredit alternate forms of expression. And we live in a world where it is easy to
pass judgment on those whose lifestyles differ from the ordinary. Almost every
interaction between people occurs on an unequal playing field. One or the other
speaks with their own beliefs and philosophies about the other individual; a
perfectly normal and appropriate relationship, although it's during those
particular times when one of the parties exercises an abuse of power based upon
his beliefs that is cause for concern. During these confrontations in society we
are interacting in an area called a Contact Zone; as Mary Louis Pratt described in
her work, "Arts of the Contact Zone." In this particular work, Pratt addresses
issues involved in day to day social interaction through the evaluation of an
earlier Peruvian society's relations with overbearing foreign explorers. The
purpose of her work is to demonstrate how as a society we create social barriers
and deliver racial persecution through our daily activities. Particular moments
and places where these social interactions occur are what Pratt describes as
"Contact Zones." She states in her excerpt, "Our society is filled with a number
of different contact zones; special places where cultures meet, clash, and grapple
with each other. Often these contact zones exist in highly asymmetrical relations
of power, such as colonialism, slavery, or their aftermaths as they live out in
many parts of the world today." These Contact zones exist today between
Caucasian and African-American individuals, between men and women; and
more so than any other time in history, between gay and straight individuals.
Unfortunately we have not sufficiently prepared as a society to discuss issues
within this particular Contact Zone. The lack of understanding that exists
between these two classes of individuals is depositing fear, hatred, and misconception in our society. Our tolerance needs to be questioned-and with an
evolving culture, our Contact Zones need to be redefined and assembled to fit
growing trends.
Homosexuality is a concept that we as communities are failing to reach
equilibrium with. Evidence of this is seen daily in our local newspapers and in
the words of individuals like Stuart Matis. And unfortunately, those misunderstandings that mature American adults have are being passed on and even
magnified in America's youth. We are instilling fear in our children, not just fear
of homosexuals but fear of all deviant cultures.
I myself am a product of society's fallacious teachings. And only until
recently in my life have I come to realize my ignorance. I am partly responsible
for the death and pain that individuals like Stuart Matis are experiencing, due to
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my lack of understanding and poorly formed Contact Zones. Growing up as a
white American male in a religiously saturated community my biases and
stereotypes have helped shape my life. My high school contained a limited
number of Hispanics and African Americans; the numbers could probably be
counted on both hands. And in addition to living in a religious homogenous
society, we live on the "East side," creating further economic separation. Salt
Lake City is by no means the capital of KKK, but is a society flooded with white
Mormon Republicans. My family has six children in a range of ten years; a
statistical miracle when compared to the national average. Growing up I associated with children of similar backgrounds to my own. The idea that there were
people different than me wasn't a scary concept because it didn't even exist at
all in my mind. The closed protected world that I lived in was shielded by my
own biases and stereotypes. I was taught prejudice and separation not only in
school but through the biblical rhetoric which was forced into my mind. Ironically however, my peers and my elders had no idea they were instilling this
youth's mind with racism. Alternative lifestyles may have existed but they
weren't accepted by me.
It wasn't until I reached college that the ideas of alternative cultures
were presented. It was in this institute of higher learning that I realized "The
Art of the Contact Zone." I suddenly understood that the principle behind this
philosophy was to make contact! Suddenly I was opened to the idea of an
African-American household, a Hispanic family unit, and even a homosexual
lifestyle. My closed sheltered world was tom down and the introduction of new
truths and ideas flooded my life. However, with the introduction of this revelation came a string of learned behaviors; rage and resistence that I had learned in
my adolescence. I wasn't out rioting in the streets, but inside I was looking at
people differently than I did the white American male. Those who didn't fit the
mold were somehow inferior to me. I was cordial, respectful, and tolerant on the
surface, but internally I was turned off by the infection and weakness of our
society. I looked upon African Americans as rappers, gangsters or basketball
players; Hispanics were really fast dishwashers, and homosexuals were the
modem equivalent of Sodom and Gomoorah; sinners, and nature's mutations.
And although I didn't even realize it, even women were labeled with hundreds of
stereotypes. Deep in my mind, I didn't look at these individuals as equals, but
as seconds to the white American male; and homosexuals were even less than
seconds. Fear was my underlying emotion, fear of something different, fear of
this infectious disease. And although persecution wasn't the solution to my
fear, as it often is for many cultures, it was a far worse crime that caused internal
violence. The idea of don't ask-don't tell, and "Don't associate with fagots,"
was my motto. And deep down I saw them more as a plague than my peers.
Where on earth did I get such misconceptualized ideas, interpretations? I was
the result of a prejudice and morally deficient society, where fear of diversity was
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taught. I was the individual who made it difficult for people like Stuart Matis to
be themselves. I created his feelings of internalized homophobia, immense selfhatred, and depression. I grew up in an environment that taught tolerance, but
didn't teach approbation. It was awhile later that I reached this realization. I
could not only accept my peers, but respect them, admire them, and embrace
their individuality without feeling that my own standards and beliefs were being
threatened.
When I began experiencing this awakening I suddenly realized how
beautiful the diversity of life was and that many other cultures had much to offer.
However, even today I realize that I don't completely empathize with one
particular group, those of different sexual preference. I have tolerance, but I
offer the group no genuine recognition or empathy. Sadly there are homosexuals
who feel, and a great portion of society, my lack of compassion and acceptance.
I am glad to see the government's recognition of this problem by the constant
introduction oflaws, like Proposition 22, that deal with gay rights, and attempt to
create a reputable Contact Zone. However, our good intentions are working
opposite to their intentions.
It is clear to me that society as a whole understands the need for
establishing unanimity concerning homosexuals. However, we lack direction
and basic understanding to accomplish our goal. Historically, this situation is
not much different than in the early days of our country's development, when
slavery and African American rights issues were initially challenged. However,
those racial issues, although abolished, live on in the minds of many individuals,
and similarly, homosexuality will experience a similar fate. This is due to complications that exist in the elimination of biases and prejudice. While attempting to
establish premises associated with such delicate issues, such as racial ideas and
homosexual rights, we lack a well defined contact zone-and approach such
delicate issues such as proposition 22 with little tact and poor communication,
creating a fearful and volatile environment. It seems imperative to me that
stressed social issues be moved away from legalities, and directed toward more
interpenetrate teachings like active communication skills, which will help
increase social understanding and acceptance, and commission more noble
ideals like cultural admiration.
In our noble attempts to forcibly eliminate prejudice through the
introduction of programs, laws, and support groups for minorities or suppressed
bodies, we increase the division between minorities and the norm. By trying to
create a prejudice-free environment we create barriers and walls that separate
different cultures. Society's recognition ofa distinct group demonstrat,es that
collectively they are different from the white American standard, and this is the
approach being taken toward homosexuals. Rather than focusing on the
majority's communications skills and relations with the minority, we try to
change the minority to fit our society; completely disregarding the majority
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which needs to learn how to adapt to the new culture and their evolving society.
Stuart Matis died a tragic death. He and many others are struggling to
change themselves to fit into civilization. As a society we are doing little or
nothing to change ourselves because of the difficulty of the task. Instead we
are creating political bandwagons either in support or opposition of the homosexual movement. And we are interacting in a poorly defined Contact Zone,
creating tension between straight and gay individuals. Our ignorance and
rigidity are tearing apart political, social, and even family relationships. As
individuals we should attempt to tear down social barriers and be more open
minded to new ideas, especially when involving our peers. We should attempt
to create and define our Contact Zones and interact in them frequently. A
Utopian prejudice-free society will never be achieved, however, we should be
attempting to change ourselves into Utopian prejudice-free individuals.

Works Cited

Pratt, Mary Louise. "Arts of the Contact Zone" in Ways ofReading
(Bartholomae and Petrosky, eds.), Boston: Bedford Books, 1999.
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"Something Awful Chasing Him... "
by Rijen Hendrick

Flannery O'Connor is one of America's great story tellers and teachers.
Her stories speak to us in many levels, in a similar way that a parable is meant to
teach us on different levels. We can read her stories, or lessons if you will,
many times and come up with many different meanings. That is the beauty of
O'Connor's writings that I have come to admire. One lesson that has left an
impression in my mind is that through her characters in her stories she illustrates a "process" in which her characters develop and define their own
relationship with Deity.
Starting with young Ruller in The Turkey, we see the "process" of a
young boy who struggles with questions of good and bad, right and wrong.
God and the adversary. This "process" that I speak of is a series of events or
thoughts that lead us through deep reflections on our relationship with God. It
can also be an object that brings our attention to this link. Ruller's "process" is
centered on the turkey he's trying to catch and take home. But while on this
adventure he gets to thinking, and for a young boy, imagination is a powerful
tool. It is interesting that the first thing that comes to his mind when chasing
the turkey is "Hane hadn't ever got a turkey. Hane hadn't ever caught anything." Ruller seems to have the same thoughts that younger brothers have
had for decades. They all want to be like the older ones and in Ruller's case that
meant being bad. But how can he do that? He has been told his whole life that
being like Hane was wrong and even evil. So as a good, obedient son, he had
done what his parents have told him to do. That meant that he was "good."
But the impression is there that it is that time in his life when he wants to be like
Hane. This is where O'Connor reveals some of that great skill of putting us in
the mind of her characters. With Ruller, we see the "process" begin at this point.
You see, Ruller finds himself in a peculiar situation when the turkey gets away.
"Oh hell, he thought." (Italics added) In that one simple sentence I believe
O'Connor let us inside her personal belief system. Doesn't the sin begin with a
thought? Is that not the beginning of the corruption in a person-the thought?
Ifwe go further, we see O'Connor's continued lesson: That thought leads to
action. "Oh hell," he said cautiously (p.376). Notice the word 'cautiously.' That
one word describes perfectly how someone performs an act that they believe, or
have been told, to be wrong. It is typical human nature to be cautious when
doing something against your nature for the first time, especially when it has
been encoded into your personality. As Ruller becomes more comfortable with
himself and his behavior, he really takes off. He daydreams of being the tough
guy coming home. He thinks of himself as an adult, which to Ruller equates to
being just like his uncle who says, "good lord from Jerusalem (376)."

Hendrick-6

This is the point of the story that I believe that O'Connor really shows
her skill and understanding of the "process." The complexity the young Ruller
has at this moment is illustrated nicely by O'Connor. "He had never heard
himself think this way before." "He wondered ifhe were going 'bad.' That is
what Hane had done." These are big issues for an eleven-year-old, especially to
have an answer for. Even more complex would be the debate in his head. But
O'Connor doesn't pretend that Ruller can handle these issues. She doesn't
sham us with the notion that he is more mature than any other young child. She
lets him continue to deal with these questions, to figure out where he stood in
life. Ruller's grandma said that Hane was at 'that age.' "What age?" Ruller
wondered. "I'm eleven," he thought." That's quite young. Hane hadn't started
until he was fifteen. I guess it's worse in me, he thought" (376-7). What a
heavy, but not unusual, issue an eleven-year-old has to come to terms with. Am
I bad? Am I good? To a young kid growing up being good has a negative tone
to it. When I think of my childhood, I discover that I was the same way. No one
wants to be good. That is just like being a snitch. The point in fact is the way
Ruller's emotions show when he recalls Hane's treatment ofhis grandmother
when she questions him and offers Hane one more chance to be 'her boy.' But
Hane rejected her and her offer. But as a good grandma she said that was okay
and that he was still her boy, as was Ruller. Well to this young, lively elevenyear-old that is exactly what he does not want to be. Once again O'Connor
reminds us that Ruller is just a young kid. "How do you gnash your teeth," he
wondered. It is as if he goes on "adult" thoughts but his young immaturity
breaks through once in awhile, like the sun does when it is cloudy.
"He bet he could steal."
"He thought about chasing the turkey for nothing. It was a dirty trick.
He bet he could ... He got up. God could go around sticking things in your face
and making you chase them all afternoon for nothing."
Once again his thoughts start to take him down that "bad" road. These
dark thoughts tend to make me think his age is greater than eleven. But then
pops up that youthfulness once again. "You shouldn't think that way about
God though." Right here O'Connor seems to write about a personal disdain
toward God. I ask myself, "Is she cynical toward God?" But before that thought
can reach my head, a twist of fate for Ruller happens. The turkey is there in the
bushes, sitting there dead. "Why was it there now for him to take? It could just
lie there. The picture ofhimselfwalking in the room with it slung over his
shoulder came back to him." O'Connor suddenly shifts my original question
from, "Is she cynical to the questions or am I cynical? It's as if she is checking
the reader of his own beliefs and thoughts. The questions of temptation arises
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too. We all seem to acknowledge that it is normal for young Ruller to want to
have attention and fame in his own little way. But what about us the readers of
the story? We most certainly would have done the same thing.
"Maybe," he considered, "he was supposed to take it."
The "process" really begins now. You see, Ruller is confused and he
doesn't want to be. He wants to know answers and the key to Ruller is that he
knows that to get answers you must ask, "wonder, consider," and honestly come
up with your own reasons. One such possibility for his luck was that he was
maybe, just maybe, an unusual child.
"Ruller wondered suddenly ifhe were an unusual child."
"It came down on him in an instant: he was ... an ... unusual ...

child."
"He reckoned he was more unusual than Hane."
But why was he more unusual? "He had to worry more than Hane
because he knew more how things were." All of these things were related, Ruller
thought. He thought since he heard his parents, and he knew how they argued,
that that made him an unusual child. But being unusual was good. O'Connnor, I
believe, is pointing out one of the most important realities in life. That reality is
the fact that one of the most important needs in life is to be wanted, to be
special, to be loved. In the character Ruller, O'Connor plays this "process"
beautifully. Through him she shows us how we all create thoughts in our heads
to make us feel special and wanted. Right at this point Ruller starts to think a lot
of "maybe's." Maybe that was why the turkey was there. Maybe it was to keep
him from going bad. Maybe God did not want to keep him from that. "Maybe
God had knocked it out right there where he'd seen it when he got up." He gets
a little more daring. "Maybe God was in the bush now, waiting for him to make
up his mind." "He wondered if God could think he was a very unusual child. He
must." Talk about thinking you're special! Through Ruller's "maybe's"
0 'Connor illustrates another important peculiarity that we, as humans, all want:
that special feeling of knowing you.are trusted and worthy of a gift from high
above. "God had stopped him before it was too late. He should be very thankful. Thank You he said." Now Ruller is on the complete opposite side of the
thought process than previously. He likes God, he wants to be good, he thinks
he is special and trusted by the most supreme Person in the world. Throughout
the story O'Connor writes subtle lessons. In this case she sounds as if she is
saying, "When given something, believe God gave it to you, and do not forget
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to thank him." Such a Christian way, O'Connor appears to tell us, is the "right
way."
But Ruller is young and he does like attention, so while going through
town he tells people he chased it dead. Never mind the earlier thoughts of God
putting it there, or that God would think he was special. Just like any other
eleven-year-old would get caught up in all the attention he was given, Ruller
continued to live it up. But eventually he gets away from them and gets on his
way. Gratitude fills his heart and he feels that, "God must be wonderful, he felt
suddenly. He wanted to do something for God." He wants to give a beggar
money, his last dime. He even knew he would not get one for awhile. It didn't
matter though, he felt good and wanted to follow through on it. Here in the
story is a place which I believe represents an interesting human characteristic.
When good things happen to us, we want to do good. But when things go bad,
we are very selfish and unwilling to look to help others. Ruller is a classic
example. When the turkey gets away, he starts to think negatively. When the
turkey reappears, the thoughts are returned to appreciation toward God and
mankind. It is as if the turkey is the main symbol in the story. It controls Ruller' s
mood and it appears to direct his thoughts for better or worse. Just like the
money-driven businessman, or the "A" craved student, happiness depends on
the object. If there was hard work done and no material reward, then it was a
waste of time. Such thinking seems to go in line with The Turkey.
Originally the name of this short story was The Capture. I have
considered its meaning and why it was called this. Upon finishing the end of the
story a more subtle meaning came to my mind. You see, Ruller did catch a
turkey, and by that experience he began a contemplative journey into his relation
with God, how He might work, and maybe how He felt about Ruller. He captured
a feeling, a thought, that will carry him through his life. It could be that he was
captured by God, by Satan, by doubt, or by adulthood. Who knows? Maybe
this is what happened to O'Connor's other characters in her writings. Maybe
the old grandma in A Good Man is Hard to Find had this same experience. But
part of O'Connor's beauty is that she makes each problem relative to the
character. For Ruller it was the turkey, for an aged woman it was life or death.
One may appear more dire than the other, but in reality they are both equally
difficult for each character.
But the opposite is true also. Maybe Ruller is not going to go down
the thoughtful path in life. Maybe he will be just like Hane. Anything can
happen in a young man's life to change his path. And the younger the child, the
easier it is to knock him off his course. O'Connor leaves us with this big
question mark of what Ruller will eventually become. This "question mark" I
write ofis given to us at the end of the story. When the country kids steal his
turkey he doesn't do anything, he just stands in the same position for awhile
and then finally leaves:
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"He turned toward home, almost creeping. He walked four blocks and
then suddenly, noticing that it was dark, he began to run. He ran faster and
faster, and as he turned up the road to his house, his heart was running as fast
as his legs and he was certain that Something Awful was tearing behind him with
its arms rigid and its fingers ready to clutch."
What was it that was chasing him? Well, to me, the plain answer is that
it is Evil that is hunting him down. But is it really Evil that is chasing him
clutching to capture him? Possibly. But I believe that the Something Awful
chasing him was the thought that perhaps, just maybe, he wasn't a special
unusual child. That all of his previous thoughts of God picking him to be
unusual and special were all just that-a thought. He is running from the thought
that he is going to be a "bad" kid and that there was no stopping that Something
Awful. I believe that then at that point, he realized the most awful thought: That
the only thing he could do in his power is run, and that, Ruller knew, was not
enough to stop this Evil Power.

Works Cited
O'Connor, Flannery. "The Turkey" excerpted in The Bedford Introduction to
Literature (Michael Meyer, ed.), Boston: Bedford/St. Martin's Press, 1999.
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Poems No Man Reads: A Look at American Attitudes Regarding Poetry
by Catherine Lund

Indifference to poetry is one of the most conspicuous characteristics
ofthe human race.
-Robert S. Lynd

He does not write at all what poems no man reads.
-Martial

America is a land ofliteracy. We live in a society where books of
poetry are widely available to people from all walks of life. There are libraries in
every neighborhood, book stores in every strip mall. Internet access allows
millions ofus to explore every geme ofliterature, including poetry.
Pulitzer-Prize winning poets abound, but most Americans can't identify
them! Elizabeth Bishop, Robert Lowell and William Carlos Williams are not
household names. Even though many Americans can identify Emily Dickinson
and Robert Frost as poets, they usually cannot name the title of even one of
their poems. This is true even for people who read on a regular basis. I can
personally attest to this fact, since I am one of those adults. Prior to my Introduction to Literature course I had never heard of Bishop, Lowell or Williams, or
in fact, most poets. Why does that seem to be a trend, and is it accurate to
assume that poetry is not valued in our society?
I believe that poetry is largely unpopular in America, despite some
attempts to mainstream it and make it more accessible. This is largely thanks to
two problems: the treatment of poetry in our public school system and the
stigma it receives early on, and the frenetic, harried lifestyle of most adults,
which serves to make reading poetry just too much hassle for most readers.
The feeling that poetry is inaccessible is not inherent. In fact, most
literature for very young children is poetry. Parents offer up Mother Goose at
birth, and any three-year-old in America can recite at least one nursery rhyme. I
dare say that there is not a home in this country inhabited by small children that
doesn't contain at least one volume ofDr. Seuss. Children are enthralled by
Seuss and his rhyming accounts of frolicking fun. Every child wants to join in
with Cat when he promises, "I know it is wet/And the sun is not sunny./But we
can have/Lots of good fun that is funny!" (Seuss 7).
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The orderliness and comfort ofBemelmans' Madeline is charming as
well. "In an old house in Paris that was covered in vines/Lived twelve little girls
in two straight lines./They left the house at half past nine/In two straight lines in
rain or shine./The smallest one was Madeline" ( 1). Bemelmans soothes children
with his rhyming verse. Even when Madeline is in trouble, the rhymes are
comforting,assuring.
At what point do we transform from poetry-loving little children to
poetry-ignoring adults? I believe that this begins with our formal education, in
elementary school. As you will see, in my personal experience, there were
several factors that contributed to my adult attitudes about poetry. The emphasis on fiction in the early grades precluded poetry, by restricting assignments to
fiction only, and by reserving assigned reading time for fiction. Most ofmy
teachers failed to present poetry as "leisure reading," offering only fictional
works during "reading time." When poetry was introduced, it was presented
with limitations and rules that tended to overwhelm me. All of these factors
combined to create a dislike of poetry that would continue into adulthood.
I had a fair grasp of reading by the second grade and that is when my
teachers moved on from "Sam-I-Am" to short chapter books. Poetry was
replaced, in a sense, by fiction. At that point I was introduced to the "book
report." The book report serves as an excellent way for the teacher to gauge
reading progress, as well as introduce beginning writing skills to their students.
It is not, however, conducive to poetry.
As a child who loved to read, I explored Cleary, Blume and Rawlings. I
wrote countless book reports on books by those authors. I never wrote a single
book report on a book of poetry. How could I? My reports were supposed to
recount the plot of the story, something that couldn't be done with a collection
of poems. A single poem would never have been considered worthy of a book
report, since I was supposed to be reading at least 15 minutes per night, for five
nights a week before writing the report. I would have had to have been an
incredibly slow reader to read a single poem in a week! Since I had a book report
due every Friday, my fifteen minutes ofreading time was pretty much taken up
by my chapter books. Poetry was not mentioned or offered as a genre to be
explored during my required reading time.
Every day during my elementary education, we had "reading time,"
when the teacher read aloud to us. We would put our heads down on our desks
and let our imaginations carry us away to the neighborhood of"Ramona the
Pest." I do not remember every hearing any poetry during "reading time." My
teachers may have had the notion that poetry isn't leisure reading, but instead
something to be studied. We weren't supposed to be studying literature during
reading time, only enjoying it.
I remember going through several poetry units in elementary school.
There was always the infamous "haiku" unit, where I was introduced to the rules
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and confinements of poetry. I was told I had to come up with a poem using
seventeen syllables in three lines. I wasn't even supposed to make the lines
rhyme! Oh yes, and I had to be able to create a really great chalk drawing to
accompany my haiku. Anyone with a Bachelor's Degree knows that a teacher
cannot create an aesthetically pleasing bulletin board with just a bunch of
haikus, written on recycled lined paper with a dull pencil (but always exactly
seventeen syllables, no doubt).
I remember being told to listen to music with my eyes closed and
envision mystical nature scenes in my head, and then compose poetry at a whim.
"It's easy," the teacher would say, "Just picture the scene, embrace it ... and do
it in seventeen syllables and three lines." Argh! I could never manage to
compose a poem worthy of the center of the bulletin board, and since my chalk
drawings were equally pathetic I learned to hate poetry early on.
IfI had been exposed to other forms of poetry, I may have found it to
be more enjoyable. Instead of having to concentrate on picking blackberries in
the right number of syllables, it would have been nice to hear the imagery of
Kinnell when he spoke of the magic ofblackberries, "lifting the stalks to my
mouth, the ripest berries/fall almost unbidden to my tongue/as words sometimes
do, certain peculiar words/like strength or squinched,lmany-lettered, onesyllabled lumps,/which I squeeze, squinch open, and splurge well/into the silent,
startled, icy, black language/of blackberry-eating in late September"
(832). Galway Kinnell picks and eats blackberries using rich, descriptive
language. He didn't have to stick to three lines and seventeen syllables!
My attitude that poetry was inaccessible and difficult began in the second grade
with the confines and mystery of the Haiku and continued on throughout my
public education. I devoured books as quickly as the Scholastic Book Club
could deliver them, but I never, ever willingly read any poetry. This continued
into junior high and high school.
In every honors English class, there was always a short poetry unit,
and I usually got the feeling that everyone in the class (including the teacher)
breathed a sigh of relief at its conclusion. There was much more work to be
done exploring the literary canons of fiction and drama, not wasting time poring
over poems about birch trees.
It could be argued that poetry can be taught alongside novels, to
complement them, or vice versa. Harper Lee's To Kill A Mockingbird was
assigned reading in my seventh grade honors English class. Such large issues
as racism and prejudice are tackled in this novel. Wouldn't it be useful, perhaps,
to hear other voices regarding those issues? Perhaps studying more than one
genre would serve to enlighten students about the topic even more.
Scout lends us her voice about racism and prejudice when she says,
"Naw, Jem, I think there's just one kind of folks. Folks" (Lee 230). Langston
Hughes could have lent his voice on those topics with his poem "Theme for
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English B." "I guess being colored doesn't make me not like/the same things
other folks like who are other races ...You are white -/yet a part ofme, as I am a
part ofyou./That's American" (457). The teaching of poetry shouldn't replace
the teaching of fiction, but the two can be combined to give students an
opportunity to experience poetry.
In high school we tackled The Odyssey and The Iliad. For a teenager
who had been indoctrinated for years that poetry was mystical, inaccessible and
always accompanied by pathetic art work, these two epic poems were a bit
overwhelming, to say the least. The first quarter ofmy sophomore year could
perhaps be entitled, "Cathy meets Cliff Notes." Poetry was not my friend and
continued to be despised by me and my fellow classmates. Challenging poetry
is often looked upon as an unpleasant chore, something that students just don't
have the time or inclination for. The fact that this attitude is prevalent among
students can be seen in Marilyn Hacker's poem "Groves of Academe":
The hour dragged on, and I was badly needing coffee; that encouraged my
perversity.
I asked the students of Poetry Writing,
"Tell me about the poetry you're reading."
There was some hair chewing and some nail biting.
Snowdrifts piled up around the university.
"I've really gotten more into science fiction."
"I don't read much - it breaks my concentration.
I wouldn't want to influence my style."
"We taped some Sound Poems for the college station."
"When I give readings, should I work on diction?"
"Is it true that no really worthwhile
contemporary poets write in rhyme?"
"Do you think it would be a waste of time
to send my poems to Vanity fair?
I mean - could they relate to my work there?" (848)
By the time these students got around to seriously trying to learn
about poetry, they had preconceived notions about it. They were full of excuses
as to why they couldn't invest in poetry. Obviously, though they were interested in writing it, they didn't bother to read any.
Of course the challenging, time consuming poetry, such as Homer, is
overlooked for another reason, probably one of the biggest reasons that
Americans don't read more poetry-lack of time. Most students are bombarded
by a host of distractions: team sports, extracurricular activities, after-school jobs,
homework, dating, Nintendo, MTV and parties. All of this activity leaves little
time for pursuing American fiction, let alone poetry. The best way to get
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through an Honors English class is with a small stack of Cliff Notes on your
desk.
Adults are no different. We simply don't have time to invest in poetry.
The technology we enjoy has made life happen at a much quicker pace. Thanks
to our latest inventions, we have all become multi-taskers. It is not unusual at all
to see people commuting to work, driving 75 mph on the freeway while applying
makeup, talking on a cell phone and listening to the morning news on the radioall at once! Davis Lewis Stokes, Jr. attributes the decline of poetry to those very
things. "Obviously, the frenetic pace and fragmentation of our culture are part
of the reason. To hear poetry correctly requires an ear that can distinguish
between noise and music. To know poetry requires time not filled up with
distractions. To write public verse requires a coherent public world in which to
dwell or rebel against. Music, stillness and coherence are not the benchmarks of
our times" ( 1). Music, stillness and coherence-I don't remember the last time I
enjoyed any of those three things, or witnessed anyone else doing the same!
William Wordsworth said, "Poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful
feelings ... recollected in tranquility" (390). If the writing of poetry requires
tranquility, I would think that the reading of poetry would require the same.
Of course, we need those multi-tasking abilities and the inventions of
such wonders as cell phones and pizza delivery in thirty minutes or less, so that
we can sit back and enjoy our leisure time. Americans currently watch as much
as 28 hours of television in a week, or four hours a day. "Were the average
American to spend those four hours a day with a book instead of watching
television, he or she could, in a week, read: the complete poems of T.S. Eliot;
two plays by Thornton Wilder, including Our Town; the complete poems of
Maya Angelou; Faulkner's The Sound and the Fury; the Great Gatsby; and the
Book of Psalms. That's all in one week" (McCullough 156).
Americans obviously don't value reading time. And those who do
aren't reading poetry. A look at the New York Times Best Seller's List may reveal
Americans' taste in books. The top six books on the list include works by John
Grisham, Nora Roberts, Isabel Allende, and all three of the "Harry Potter" series
by J.K. Rowling. Of the top 35 best selling books in America for the week of
March 11, 2000, not a single book of poetry makes the list (New York Times).
Many of the novels published currently are written on an eighth-grade
reading level. They can be quickly gulped and digested by most readers in a few
days. There is no need to think about, or ponder, the plots or themes. Writers
like Stephen King and Danielle Steele have become millionaires by turning out
several books a year, all of them with the same basic plots. American readers
continue to squeeze these novels in over their lunch hours. While they can be
pretty decent entertainment, those novels require little or no thought.
Reading poetry, on the other hand, is an investment, an experience not
to be taken lightly. In An Introduction to Poetry, the author explains why it is
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important to be patient with poetry, "Many a reader who has no trouble understanding and enjoying prose fmds poetry difficult. This is to be expected. At
first glance, a poem usually will make some sense and give some pleasure, but it
may not yield everything at once. Sometimes it only hints at meaning still to
come if we will keep after it. Poetry is not to be galloped over like the daily
news; a poem differs from most prose in that it is to be read slowly, carefully, and
attentively" (Kennedy 1).
Some might argue that poetry can be studied without a large investment of time, or reflection. Since our society refuses to admit its lack of attention
to poetry and literature in general, it is still important to "know" the greats-the
canons. Of course, we are all too busy watching our 28 hours of television to be
able to actually read any of them. We want to be able to gain the knowledge in a
sound bite, a condensed version. In doing my research for this paper, I actually
came across a book entitled The Complete Idiot's Guide to American Literature.
This book has the audacity to dismiss the study of such poets as Walt Whitman
in the following manner," ... you decide to suck up the works of Walt Whitman.
You could spend a week in the library trying to figure out what Walt was saying.
Or, you could spend an hour with The Complete Idiot's Guide to American
Literature and use the rest of your time impressing the love of your life with
your knowledge of Whitman and his poetry" (Rozakis Intro). Well, we certainly
wouldn't want to spend any time studying a little 'ole thing like poetry when we
could be spending our time flirting with the opposite sex, now would we! This
book and its general attitude of"condense it, cram it into halfan hour and don't
bother to read the actual works" only contributes to Americans' belief that
poetry is inaccessible and not worth out time.
The fact of the matter is that the standard of not knowing, or caring
about poetry is pervasive in our society. Americans enjoy living a fast paced
lifestyle. Perhaps someday we can fmd a way to include poetry in that lifestyle.
Of course we will have to give up precious hours spent watching television,
talking on the phone, playing Nintendo, etc., but I think it would be time well
sacrificed. Perhaps at some point we will take a good hard look at the education
of our children and replace some of the time spent teaching Internet access with
time spend reading and learning good poetry. Walt Whitman said, "To have
great poetry, there must be great audiences, too" (381 ). Perhaps someday,
Americans will become great audiences.
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Will We Be Measured in the Gross, Or as Men?
by Robert Spjute
Commonly college students ask why they are forced to take general
education classes. If any college student was asked why they are in higher
education, their response would be to get a better job. No one pays large
amounts to "get smart," but perhaps this attitude causes us to miss out on
opportunities that the general education curriculum provides. True, understanding the plot of Hamlet will not get you a higher pay in any accounting firm; then
again, is there more to life than making a few bucks? Perhaps in our effort to
just get through college we miss the most important knowledge of all, to "know
thyself." General education, and the humanities in particular, is not a punishment, but a very important part of what makes us who we are. Also in a very
practical way, the humanities will contribute to our well being socially, emotionally, and economically. And on the way perhaps we will end up well-rounded,
whole-souled people, and what employer doesn't want that.
Learning at times is intimidating and unenjoyable. Any student can
recall an individual in their educational experience which will produce an anxiety
and distaste for furthering their education. This produces a need for us to
evaluate our current educational system. I believe that the majority of our
educational experience could be termed by what Paulo Freire called, "The
banking concept of education." The term 'banking' is used because the teacher
is more a clerk depositing information in a piggy bank-the student. An even
better explanation is given in this list by Freire:
A.
B.
C.
D.
E
F.
G
H.

I.

J.

The teacher teaches and the students are taught.
The teacher knows everything the students know nothing.
The teacher thinks and the students are thought about.
The teacher talks and the students listen-meekly.
The teacher disciplines and the students are disciplined.
The teacher chooses and enforces his choice, and the
students comply.
The teacher acts and the students have the illusion of acting
The teacher chooses the program content, and the students
(who were not consulted) adapt to it.
The teacher confuses the authority of knowledge with his or
her own professional authority, which he or she sets in
opposition to the students.
The teacher is the subject of the learning process, while the
pupils are mere objects.

Again, any student can recall a well-meaning teacher who has forced
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education on them in such a manner. No wonder "learning" causes such a bitter
aftertaste in our mouths. This concept of education which professes to liberate,
really entraps us into a complex drudgery of facts and formulas.
Buying into this system is what leads to assumptions of education,
which follow us into our future occupations. The banking concept engenders
an "Ideology of oppression," we seek to escape this oppression by hurrying
through school and seeking liberation in our occupation. Unfortunately the
freedom we embrace is merely another prison called a cubical, and our boss is
usually about as free thinking as any math teacher. No matter how far we
progress the banking of our minds is to be found somewhere in our lives.
When we were younger we were told to "think for ourselves." No truly
successful person blindly followed his textbook; Einstein's physics teacher was
reported to have said when examining his theory ofrelativity. "Einstein did this?
But he never comes to my classes." If such free thought is in our society where
is it, how is it done? Or will we be, as Freire said, " ... filed away through the
lack of creativity, transformation, and knowledge in this (at best) misguided
system. For apart from the praxis, individuals cannot be truly human. Knowledge emerges only through invention and re-invention, through the restless,
impatient, continuing, hopeful inquiry human beings pursue in the world, with
the world, and with each other."
In our attempt to make money, and get that piece of paper that means
we're qualified, do we miss our opportunity to think? Do we even persecute
those classes that allow us to think the most, such as: English, Creative Writing,
Music, Art? Such classes afford us time to think about what we know, and what
we value. The humanities not only help us to invent and re-invent ideas, but
also to re-invent ourselves.
Humanities classes don't spoon feed us what we think, instead we are
given information and asked what we think. Unlike most college classes which
are more learning the teacher's opinion, humanity classes allow us to not only
digest information, but also to be enlightened by this information. Thinking
critically is at the very heart of every good humanities class. We interpret the
novels and poems we read, we find meaning for the songs we sing in choir.
Thinking in this manner is not only good for poetry, but for the real world as
well.
No extremely successful business was originally based on old ideas,
but on new inventions of machines or thought. Those who succeed in business
give others what they want, but as cheaply as possible. Making something new
and necessary in today's market seems nearly impossible. Thinking with a
critical and inventive mind doesn't come in the math or the business class, but in
taking classes in which such thought is required. Humanities classes can give
us an edge in our over-populated working environment. The only subtle
difference between success and failure very well may be our ability to think.

Spjute-18

Another aspect that the humanities engender is an ideal of community.
It is amazing that men and women who lived centuries ago can write ideas that
strike a similar chord in us. We find a companionship with those who have been
dead for years. Even to the point that our modern reckonings run parallel to
those of an ancient origin. This same sense of togetherness, or community, can
also be shared among us as people. Do we blindly fly past our friends and
family in search of a job, only to find monetary soundness on a basis of lonely
communications?
Understanding ourselves is a necessity in being able to communicate
with others. Being able to communicate in an understandable way brings unity.
And this feeling ofunity brings us together to form a community. Instead of
being thrown about as a population or group, we are made individuals in a
community, not followers in a mob of employees. Will simply bowing our heads
through college and simply trying to get done with it be enough? We need to
plant ourselves in our instincts to survive, but how do we know our instincts if
we do not know ourselves. Ralph Waldo Emerson said,
"[we] do not yet see, and thousands of young men as hopeful now crowding to
the barriers for the career, do not see, that if the single man plant himself
indomitably on his instincts, and their abide, the huge world will come round to
him. Patience-patience; -with the shades of all the good and great for company;
and for solace, the perspective of your own infinite life, and for work, the study
and communication of principles, the making those instincts prevalent, the
conversion of the world. Is not the chief disgrace in the world, not to be a unit; not to be reckoned one character; -not to yield that peculiar fruit which each man
was created to bear, but to be reckoned in gross, in the hundred, or in the
thousand ... "
Will we be measured in the gross, or as men? A community is not made
up of thoughtless serfs and mindless laborers, but of thinking and caring
individuals. Ifwe blindly follow the banking concept of education now, a
system which thrives on thoughtlessness, we will lose our ability to think. This
blindobedience to facts and grades will lead us into unsuccessful employeeship, and not employer-ship. Simply following rules without questioning them
will lead us into a mindless occupation which will produce extreme dissatisfaction with our eventual careers, and possibly suicide. Instead we must build up
our ideas and continually revolutionize our own thoughts.
"This revolution is to be wrought by the gradual idea of culture. The
main enterprise of the world for splendor, for the extent, is the unbuilding of man.
Here are the materials strewn along the ground. The private life of one man shall
be a monarchy."
Truly the materials are here before us, education is this material.
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Instead of having a goal to only make it to graduation, why not try to unbuild
yourselves.
The reason for education is not to simply prepare us for a job, but to
prepare us for life. Humanities classes help us to understand the world around
us, and then make it anything that we imagine it to be. This is not an imaginary
dream, the manipulation of the world around us is why any machine was made.
Flying barely a century ago was reserved only for the birds, and perhaps the
imagination oflittle children. Yet now those impossible dreams are reality,
because of men who were driven by their ideas and not so called "reality."
As we all grow in our communication skills we gain a greater ability to
comprehend one another, thus making us a greater community. The expression
of one's thoughts has always been a challenge in any civilized society; whether
it's expressing your innermost desires and thoughts, or trying to haggle with a
cashier. Our ability to communicate can have real effects on what jobs we can
get and what school we can go to.
A way in which we can increase our understanding of communication
is to be exposed to different types of communication, such as literature. Most
writings that we read in a class setting are not something we would normally
read on our own, yet some of it can be very enjoyable. No collection of literature
will appeal in all cases to every individual who reads them, but what about the
subtle truths which spring out of the not-so-often read text. We grow by
reading and comprehending ideas which are not part of our immediate sphere of
influence. Few people, even scholars, pick up the writings of Shakespeare as an
activity of pleasure, but the ideas which he dissects are of a universal nature.
Humanities classes allow, and even force us to go beyond ourselves and think.
Ideals in our world are few, here we have an opportunity to progress
and become a real person. Perhaps instead of shunning the requirement to take
a humanity class we can enjoy an English class, or an art appreciation class.
Instead of following an empty, and shallow road of money winning, we could
seek a higher path. If we do this perhaps the roads of life will not be so rigid and
baffling. Instead of being true to our pocketbooks, we can be true to our souls.
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"Solving for X"

This assignment was originally created by the fiction writer, Ron Carlson, and
was offered to my Introduction to Imaginative Writing class. It involves a
hidden form, which is that the beginning letter of each sentence in the story or
poem follows out the sequence of the alphabet. The creative text is thus limited
to 26 sentences or linguistic units of some sort. The exercise is meant to foster
the experience of opening and ending a text in a complete form, of teaching
concision, and of teaching the manipulation of sentence structure. The exercise
is entitled "Solving for X" because the sentence beginning with that letter is a
particular challenge. These variations of the assignment attest to the creative
possibilities inherent within.
--Ralph Tejeda Wilson
Zwitch
by Clint Hunter

Another death has occurred in the Zwitch family. Beneath them now lie bodies,
dead, or dying, no one knows for sure. Cemeteries are the gathering spot for
this swindling family. Corpses' stench, rising into the beautiful spring wind.
Death, what a marvelous thing it is, to the Zwitchs.
Everyone in the family is there to see Uncle Fester fester. Flesh, bloody still,
sliding down the casket. Genius, yes, it was a genius who killed Uncle Fester.
He was murdered by one of the family. It's a little game they all like to play.
Just be careful not to get caught; that's the only rule. Killing is the family
occupation.
Little does anyone know about the horrid acts of this family. Maybe some
suspect, not enough to do anything about it though. Oh, the Xaviers (nosey
neighbors) have come by. Police have knocked on the door. Quietly, the family
hides in the basement, the police leave, no one is home.
Resting all day, on the job all night. Silently they slip through lit streets. Trust
me, they have looked in through your window. Unseen, unnoticed, they peer at
you as you sleep. Volatile as you lie there, dreaming of tomorrow, while outside
four eyes peer in, long teeth shimmer, they look, very closely. Will they pass
by, or will they break in? "X" marks the spot; they come closer, about to slit
you up, then stop. You must not be related, they pass by your window, and
move on to your slumbering children. Zwitch, Zwitch, Zwitch.
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Cinderella Syndrome
by Sheri Copier
As the clock struck midnight she ran with all her might toward home. Before
she continues this "enchanting" relationship, she wants to investigate this
prince further. Comical is how the night could be described. Dancing with him
was excruciating, for he constantly kept stepping on her toes. Even the hard
glass of her slippers couldn't keep her from the pain he had inflicted with his
"skill." Fine, he is rich. Good are his intentions even to a fault. How could she
consider his proposal of marriage? In trying to make the proposal, he fell while
trying to bend his knee. Jester should be his true title. King, what a spectacle
that would be! Laughing, she continued back to her humble little cottage.
Maybe she could endure the situation. Nab, who wants to be a queen to such a
knave? Opposites do attract, so they say. Pity he has the looks of a fine prince.
Quite pleasant to look at. Really she must quit this musing. Something is really
missing in this relationship. Time to consider feelings oflove. Uh, no feelings
on her part. Vibrations of the heart are not to be found. Why is she even
considering him? Xanadu is the reason why. Yes, she will sell her soul for title
and money. Zero dollars is the amount of her dowry!

Process of Elimination
by Mary-Jane Forbyn
"About the gun," she said. "Been a while since I've even seen one, except on
TV. Children tend to change your attitude about these things. Decided when
my first was born not to have guns around the house. Even got rid of the Red
Rider." Feeling self conscious, she tried to light up without shaking. Groping
for the ash tray with one hand, using the Bic with the other. "Have my parents
been here yet? I thought I'd be out by now. Just seems like it's taking forever."
Keep calm, said the voice in her head. "Last night, when the phone rang, I knew
who it would be. Mental telepathy? Not likely! Order of operations. Possessive types and stalkers play by their own set of rules." Quit explaining, said the
voice. Relax. Save it for the trial. Too much explanation now will ruin it. Uncover the truth one layer at a time. Victim. Wife beater. X-husband. You've
heard the story a million times. Zero hour came as predicted.
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A wards Zenith
by Katie Boyack
Presenter: At this time I'd like to thank all you dears for attending the Relaxation
Haven Retirement Home Annual Young Chipper Awards Ceremony. But before
we begin, a word of tribute to our beloved Bessie Mae. Courage. Dear Bessie
Mae, courage describes you best as you weathered the storms to attend to your
· garden and provide the delightful array of flowers seen here today. Extremely
grateful are we for your efforts and your attitude as today you lay a few feet
under fertilizing that very soil that will provide us with brilliant floral displays for
years to come. For the good of the home let's raise our glasses in joy to Bessie
Mae. Getting on with the awards, we'd first like to honor a most noble and
magnificent Young Chipper for his contribution toward the Atlantic City Bingo
Championship Games. His willingness to sell his teeth brought in the funds
necessary to hire a bus to transport us all from the "Haven" to the big city. Ike
Abraham is the recipient of this year's Teething Ring A ward for excellence in
gum pliability and for a sincere effort to be born again. Jethro Rogers has
willingly agreed to recite Ike's acceptance speech for him, Jethro.
Jethro: Kids are the joy oflife and the key to eternal youth, I'm just glad I have
this opportunity to return to my childhood and relive the pleasures of blended
peas and Cream of Wheat.
Presenter: Luck would have it that our next award goes to one who has proved
equally "chipper" in the area ofField Games. Most of you remember last
summer's challenging Field Games activities against the Lucky Seven Retirement Inn group when one of our one-legged wonders outran, or rather outhopped every one of those prideful "Un-Lucky" geezers. No one looked more
like a champion than our Nedra Norvell. On her way up, let us all give Nedra a
round of applause. Please, wait ... I think she's fallen. Quick, does anyone
have an extra prosthetic they could loan Ms. Norvell?
Right as rain, thank you, Big Bob, for coming to the rescue. Someone ought to
give Bob a pat on the back for helping make this day a bit more special for
Nedra by offering his right leg. Today, Ms. Norvell, we honor you and all that
you stand for. Upstanding work in the Field Games ought to be applauded by
this group of eager beavers. Very pleased am I to announce our final award to
the youngest Chipper of all. With his crooning genius he's been able to
entertain us regularly performing songs we all know so well. Xavier McDonald
recently had to have his vocal chords removed due to throat cancer and we will
all miss those chords. Yet, we can still celebrate the music they brought us as
we pay tribute to them in the glass jar sitting in Xavier's room. Zounds, I think
I'm having a heart attack!
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'Magnolia'
by Brooke Pederson
There is a movie that I watched five time in five weeks. Since this
movie was three and a half hours in length, I watched, to be precise, twelve
hundred minutes. What may be even more amazing was that each minute was
uncompromisingly transcendent, shining and awakening. Most of all, these
twelve hundred minutes were the first truly calm minutes for me in three years
ofmy confused life. While some may fmd the same spirituality in a quiet,
candle lit church, or even a psychiatry office, I found it in a movie theater that
was about five degrees too cold on a plastic chair with my left sneaker stuck to
bubblegum on the floor. This was "Magnolia."
In the original film entitled "Magnolia," writer/director Paul Thomas
Anderson (also known as P.T.) teaches the viewer about the timeless subjects
of regret, punishment, forgiveness, strife and love through the experiences of
fictional characters. From their stories emerge a new message about life and the
force that moves it, leaving the viewer with a peaceful catharsis and new
paradigm for life.
"Magnolia" is the story of nine interconnected average people who
fmd themselves in extraordinarily intense situations as they struggle to cope
with sordid pasts and those around them. The film is fascinating because the
viewer is allowed to see these people thrown into crises and watch them react.
The messages are subtle, but powerful.
A prominent topic in this film is regret, or rather the way the central
figures deal with the choices they've made and the impact their pasts continue
to have on their lives. As the viewer watches them, they feel chastened by the
director, for taking love lightly. As this issue is addressed, the factor of
infidelity comes into play as several of the characters are forced to face up to
their adulterous pasts.
One of these characters is named Jimmy Gator. Jimmy is a game show
host/pop icon who is the quintessential American good guy. When he fmds
out he has cancer, and is in the last days of his life, Jimmy decides to confess to
his wife Rose that he has cheated on her numerous times. As we watch Jimmy
struggle with this, we can identify the fact that regret comes in different forms.
In the "Magnolia Original Shooting Screenplay" to preface his confession,
Jimmy tells rose:
I'm telling you this now. You see? ... You see ... I want to make
everything clear and clean ... and apologize for me ... for all the stupid things
I've done ... that will eat me up ... (161)
The viewer is forced to ask him/herself if the only reason Jimmy is
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sorry for what he's done is because he's dying. Jimmy is apologizing more for
himself than for Rose. This is made even more obvious when he says, "I've
cheated on you and it kills me and the guilt of what I've done ... (162)." He tries
to console himself:
I think that maybe you've known ... so I hope that I'm not saying this
for me ... for me to make myself feel better about what I've done ... you've
been the good one ... you understand ... I'm so sorry for all I've done wrong ..
. and this is pathetic ... what? 'Dying man, confess the sins' something? Is it
selfish for me to say this? To say what I've done ... I feel better already. I do ..
. do you hate me (162)?
Jimmy regrets the fact that he is a dying a man who cheated, even
though he didn't regret living as a man who cheated. As Jimmy tries to clear his
conscience, Rose is belittled even more. Should Rose be less apt to sympathize
with this type of regret? In watching these scenes, the viewer is forced to face
regret and ask himself if Jimmy's regret is less severe because it is selfish, or if
regret is ever anything less than completely destructive regardless of its basis.
Regret is also dealt with by a character named Linda. Linda is a young
woman who is married to a man named Earl who is also dying of cancer. As Earl
lives out the last moments of his life, Linda is tortured by the fortune Earl has left
to her in his will. Although she married Earl for his money, Linda suddenly
begins to feel guilty about her many affairs with other men and feels too guilty
to take his money. This feeling finds Linda almost as a fever, she becomes sick
with her regret. The situation climaxes as, Linda goes to see the family lawyer in
an attempt to take herself out of the will, only to find that no one can take her
out save Earl himself. This is an incredibly intense scene, as Linda is jittery and
panicked. The viewer prays for reconciliation just as she does, possibly
because each of them harbors some regret with the same intensity. She breaks
down in the office as she confesses to the lawyer:
"I'm telling you this now ... this I've never told anyone ... I didn't
love him ...And now ... I know I'm in that will, I know, I was there with him, we
were all there together when we make that***** thing and all the money I'll
get-I don't want it-because I love him so much now, for real, as he's dying, and
I look at him and he's about to go, Alan, he's dead ... he's moments ... I took
care ofhim through this, Alan. And what now then" (114)?
Linda fights as she realizes that she has something very precious and
will now lose it because she couldn't see it at first. The truly tragic part of
Linda's story is that she falls in love with Earl as he dies. She must watch that
wonderful thing she has found, leave her with the knowledge that she took it for
granted. Not only must she endure this, she must do so while she watches Earl
suffer slowly until he finally dies.
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1brough this beautiful and terrifying portion of the film, P.T. Anderson
teaches us a very important lesson. He teaches us that we must treasure love
while we have it, because it can leave quickly. Again, we must examine regret.
Do we find Linda more miserable because she lost her love? Is her regret more
sad because she regrets for two?
A poet named David Lee writes about love lost in his poem called,
"Chocolate Covenant." He writes: " ... Till the covenant was gone then so was
she all but the memory." Lee also reminds us to treat love delicately when he
writes, " ... I never stopped remembering the promise I made to never have to
say I got no more of my life to waste ..." Which brings me to another character
in "Magnolia," his name is Earl.
Earl, is Linda's dying husband. Ironically, he is dealing with his own
regret for his lost love, Lilly. As Earl edges toward the end, he feels compelled to
reconcile with his son, Frank and is tormented by the memory of his first wife
Lilly and the fact that he cheated on her. When Lilly developed cancer of the
stomach, Earl couldn't handle the guilt of his past infidelity and left both Lilly
and Frank, forcing Frank to take care of his mother and to watch her die. Like
Linda, Earl realizes he let his love go, but unlike Linda, Frank has no "more ofhis
life to waste" {Lee) and must die full of regret.
In one of the most beautiful speeches of the film, Earl speaks to his nurse, Phil,
about regret. His words are broken as his body, but the message thrives as he
says something completely original about regret: " ... use that regret for you
any way you want ... you can use that ok . . . someone says not to regret or
think about the past, something mistakes we make ... bullish*****" (254).
These statements are striking because typically accompanied with the subject of
regret is the idea that we shouldn't regret our mistakes; to this Earl responds,
"don't let anyone tell you that you shouldn't regret anything ... don't do that ..
. don't ... you***** regret what you want ... use that" (151). Earl suggests
that we take that view of regret because it is easier on us, that it will allow us to
forgive ourselves to believe that it isn't useful to remember the past. 1brough
Earl, Paul Thomas Anderson admonishes the viewer to use regret to keep him/
her from committing any more regrettable acts.
Earl is saying that we should be very careful, that we shouldn't just
write everything off as another life lesson because one of those choices could
be that single choice we regret for the rest of our lives. It is undeniable, as Earl
wails and twists in his bed, heartbroken by one single, jagged act.
Earl does note that some mistakes will not be as severe as others, but
few will haunt us forever if we are careless. He expresses this in another talk
with Phil:
" ... mistakes like this are not ok ... sometimes you make some, and ok
... not sometimes to make other ones ... know that you should do better . : .
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(149). The pain of this regret is heartbreaking when he says: I loved her so
much. And I didn't treat her and the regret ... and I'll die ... now I'll die and I'll
tell you: what? The biggest regret ofmy life: I let my love go ... " (150).
Again, the message screams at us, that we shouldn't be reckless with
love. Earl says in his speech that he "knew to do better," which aids in his
misery. As the viewer witnesses Earl speak with such passion about love, we all
hope to love like that and are troubled by the fact that one who has such a
capacity for love has no other chance to experience it. While we still have timeEarl does not. The sympathy we feel for him should remind us to handle love
and life delicately, especially those of us who, like Earl, have the heart for it.
These characters punish themselves. They make themselves miserable,
but cannot escape because they can't change the past. Since Jimmy, Linda and
Earl's situations are a continual climax, it has a huge effect on their voyeurs as
we feel pain with the characters and hope to never experience it personally.
Along with regret and punishment, there inevitably must be forgiveness. As P.T. Anderson asks us, through Jim Kurring (another wayward
character), "What do we forgive (194)?" As we watch and judge these characters, we are forced to decide with the characters, who we can forgive.
When Jimmy confesses to Rose, she must decide if she can forgive
Jimmy and for the affairs, she does. She says, "I'm not mad. I am, but I'm not.
Y'know ( 168)?" The viewer is temporarily relieved as Jimmy is, until Rose says,
"I'm not through asking my questions. Why doesn't Claudia talk to you, Jimmy
(168)?" A whole new question of forgiveness is raised as Jimmy admits that
their daughter Claudia doesn't talk to him because Jimmy molested her. Our
hearts break as we realize that we cannot forgive Jimmy for that, and neither can
Rose. She begins to leave and Jimmy pleads with her to stay, but she cannot:
"You deserve to die alone for what you've done," she says (174). This sin was
unpardonable in Rose's eyes, and his crime punishes him; he must die a lonely,
regretful man. Sometimes we don't need to punish someone, because they will
punish themselves. Although Rose isn't spiteful about Jimmy's affairs, she
cannot forgive him for the permanent damage he has done to their daughter. Or
maybe Claudia was just the straw that broke the camel's back; the combination
of the two could have been too much to carry.
Linda's punishment comes not only naturally, but is inflicted by herself.
She attempts suicide. Apparently, Linda feels that she can never forgive herself,
even though she is the only person (aside from her lawyer) who knows what she
has done. She feels that she deserves to die, which is frustrating for the viewers
because they are aware that the man she is dying for has also cheated. Maybe
Earl even knew of Linda's disloyalty, but forgives it because he can relate to it.
Earl's punishment is dual; he must die missing the love he didn't care
for and his son Frank will not speak to him. He must live, not only wishing he
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could have his son, but with the knowledge that he will forever hurt his son
Frank. Again, he talks about this to Phil, "Frank ... he took care of her and she
died. She didn't stick with him and he thinks he hates me, ok ... see ... I'm ...
that's what you get (149)?" He's accepted his punishment, because he knows
he deserves it:
"And she dies. And I live my life. And I'm not fair. I'm gone ... I
leave and I walk out ... I can't deal with that ... who am I? Who the**** do I
think I am to go and do a thing? **** on that and that lovely person" (149).
He realizes that it wasn't fair for her to die alone, while he continued to
live his life, but ironically he will die the same way she did-alone. He is cheated
on by Linda just as he cheated on Lilly. We can forgive Earl because he has
accepted his punishment to pay for his life.
In this film, these scenarios are thrown at us one after the other, never
decreasing in excitement With teeth and fists clenched, we wait for a release.
But in life, is there ever a release? Does it stop?
We see Donnie hypnotized by his own reflection in the mirror, jogging
in place in an attempt to keep moving as he shouts in the mirror, "Ya know, ya
know, ya know. Go, Go, Go ( 156)." The characters, as beaten as they are, feel
compelled to keep going. Often, we feel like we must always go, never stopping
to think. Something makes us feel that we need to finish, that our little upsets
are of universal importance and we need to "get through this."
All through their own scenes, the characters in "Magnolia" charge
forward, running, running, running toward something. This is an exhausting
experience for all. While filming his game show, "What Do Kids Know?," Jimmy
falls down and even throws up blood, hut wants to continue. Even in the last
hours of his life, he feels this need to keep go, go, go. At the same time, a young
contestant on the show named Stanley wets his pants because the show's
coordinator wouldn't let him use the bathroom. When his father begins to yell
at him during the commercial break, Stanley says, "I'm fine. I'm fine. I just
wanna keep playing." It's almost as if Stanley feels he can dismiss his problem if
he can focus on something else. Jimmy thinks that ifhe can just get through the
motions, his cancer will go away, or at least he won't have to think about it.
Through all this madness, the viewers and characters feel that they will
implode. It's too much like life, a constant race until, Barn! Something knocks
you off your feet. In the film, it's a very special rainstorm. As Officer Jim drives
down the street, there is a loud thump which comes from the roof of his car and a
large, bloody frog creaks as it slides down the windshield and gets stuck in a
wiper blade. At first, only randomly do more frogs fall on his car and then
suddenly it is a full rainstorm-of frogs. We cannot believe what we 're seeing. It
is raining frogs ... hard. Everyone is so surprised that they must stop, dead in
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their tracks.
Frank, who has finally come to visit his father, must break his intent
gaze upon his father to look out the window. Even Earl, who is barely conscious
must look at this sight. Rose, who is driving away from Jimmy, slips on
grounded frogs and is forced to stop when she slides into a parked car. She
runs to Claudia's nearby apartment where Claudia is snorting coke until a frog
breaks a branch outside her window and then the window itself. After Rose
arrives, the two women sit, huddled in a comer in amazement as they wait for it
to stop. Their minds are far from coke addiction, affairs and molestation,
because something bigger has happened. The ambulance that races Linda to a
hospital slips on the frogs and slides into the emergency building and we are
forced to divert our attention to this amazing phenomenon. We cannot think of
Linda, because there is something bigger.
All through this scene we each ask ourselves, "Could this ever
happen" and to answer we see Stanley, who is sitting in a library as shadows of
the frogs appear to rain on his face which is overtaken with wondering smile. He
says, to himself and to us, "This happens ... this is something that happens,"
and we are forced to confront the fact that there is something bigger and more
powerful than any temporal problem that we can offer up. It jolts us out of our
own egos and back into perspective. It's all part of something bigger and we are
just that-parts. After this rainstorm, the clouds clear both on the set and in the
lives of our characters.
Earl's body is taken from the house on a stretcher, as Frank sits in
contemplation. He has finally reconciled with his father. He is overwhelmed and
it is quiet until it is broken by a ring and he is asked top pick Linda up at the
hospital, who has been saved from her overdose. And as Officer Jim speaks to
Claudia, who is lying angelically in her white sheets, she looks directly at us and

smiles.
This makes us realize that life doesn't stop. Your problems will probably never stop ... and that's beautiful. There are breaks and crashes and
flashes of light and you might not ever understand it, but don't let it pass you
by. Things work out. Not always as we'd like to think, but there is something
bigger than that. It's bigger than all ofus and it is no respecter of man, but we
do get the amazing opportunity of being under it, or a part of it.
So what comes from this three and a half hour marathon of a movie?
For one, love is the ultimate. It is the one thing that can make you look back
forever. Earl talks about love very eloquently, and honestly. He says, "Get a
girlfriend and do good things wit:J;t_ her ... share the thing ... all that hull **** is
true, y' know ... find someone and hold on all that (29)." We should hold on all
that with care, knowing how amazing it is.
Claudia also gives good advice about going into a relationship: "People
afraid to say things ... no guts to say the things that they ... that are real or
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something (163)." "Ok, I'll tell you everything and you tell me everything and
maybe we can get through all the pi** and sh** and lies that kill other people
( 164). " Claudia's parents were killed by lies, and she has seen the result first
hand.
We should also remember that our choices can result in regret and we
should be aware of each of them. Regret can be as a tool, to live a better life.
Not to dwell on, but to utilize. We don't need to punish, or judge because there
is a force that moves this earth and somehow gives people what they deserve, or
don't deserve, but it's more than we can understand now.
Don't move too quickly, don't push so fast. Life has its own pace and
if you don't get through this, babies will still be born, the stars will still twinkle,
and sometimes it will even rain frogs. The point is, don't take yourself too
seriously. Like P.T. Anderson says about the closing shot of his film, where
Claudia looks into the camera and smiles:
"Yes, it's all going to work out, I am going to be happy. But for people
who are comfortable going a little bit deeper, hopefully what it's really saying is
yes, I do lean toward the side of happiness, but there's just too much in life to
go straight to the point of okay, we're getting married and living happily ever
after. It's not that simple (208)."
Life isn't that simple, and that's extraordinary. We may work our whole
lives to live the way P.T. Anderson suggests, but ifwe don't concentrate too
hard, and aren't waiting for the end, we '11 be able to look through tears, just like
Claudia, and smile.

Pederson-30

"Indian" Education(s)
by Verlinda Blue Stone

"I know what a storyteller is. A community healer and teacher. There's lots of
work in my community, which is important."
--Marie Campbell, Metis tribe

In this assignment we are asked to comment on our personal educational experience, ideals, and practice. In a sense, we are asked to defme what
education means to us. But for some, like myself, that task is difficult. I come
from a background where "education" is not what some see as "education." It
is "informal" and is done primarily through stories, and recollections of our past
as a Native people. It is because of this that our own history of who we are is
not accepted-it is not written down. Collectively, we as Native Americans were
seen as heathens, and as ignorant uneducated people who needed to be
educated by Anglo standards. Native people were also seen by the new Anglo
and Spanish arrivals as stupid, unintelligent people since we did not have a
written language at the time of European arrival, plus we were not operating on
a "Anglo scale" of intelligence. Was it because that these people (Anglos)
were so closed minded that they could see only one way of educating the
human being and mind, and that there was no way besides this? The conflict
that young native Americans, such as myself, face is the continuing
eurocentricism we encounter as we make the decision to pursue higher education. My own conflict is: should I be here, learning Algebra or with my grandparents in their old age trying to retain what is left of the oral history ofmy
people and my family?
Leaming this oral history of my people and hearing the stories is
important to me since I live so far from my people and land. When I hear these
stories, I feel a connection that can't be broken even across the hundreds of
miles between my homeland and me. To know these stories about my family
empowers me with the hope that the history of our people won't die with the
elders, and that we will continue to carry this on to our own kids.
There are two sides of education; There is one side of education,
which is taught to me by the Anglos, the white people. I learn about their
account of history and their account of the origins of the universe. I learn their
language, and I learn what they value in life. What I learn here will eventually
get me a job to support my family someday. I see this as a place to represent my
people in the Anglo academic arena where we as native Americans are underrepresented.
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The other side of my education is taught to me by my elders, my
grandparents. Here I learn Navajo philosophies, Navajo values, and history. I
learn about my family from the stories that are told to me by my grandparents,
and about my great grandparents who went to war with the Spaniards, the
Mexicans, the neighboring tribes. I learn to preserve the teachings that were
taught to us by the Holy People, who are like the biblical figures in the bible.
This side of my education is crucial to understanding who I am and how I
became to be so. It is equally important in educating my mind and soul as is a
"formal" education.
Both sides of education are important to know and have, but for years
the importance of one was placed over the other. Instead of finding a way to
incorporate both into one successful education, one had to be chosen over the
other. In doing this, the Native American student had to choose between their
culture and becoming educated by Anglo standards.
As I sit here, in this class, I wonder what I am missing out on. I wonder
what stories my grandfather and grandmother are telling, since only certain
stories can be told during winter, and others only in summer. I wonder what I
could be learning as I sit and listen to an old story not many kids my age know.
The history of my people, the Dine, goes back thousands of years, and was
handed down by "storytelling." In actuality, they were more than mere storiesthey were a bridge from the past to the future. In this way, "storytelling" is a
valuable tool that my elders have to offer. And although I know the value of a
good formal education, I also know that every second I spend away from my
people that something is being lost. It may be a prayer, a song, or a story. Is
this something we as native American people can afford to lose? We as a
people have already lost much thanks to termination, and boarding schools-can
we afford to lose what little we know now? Is it worth it that we sacrificed part
of our culture to have that paper in our hands saying that we completed our
degree in whatever field we have chosen to study?
These questions have speculated Native American minds since the
dawn of "Indian Education." There were some parents who used shotguns to
keep the government and missionaries from taking their children away to school.
Were these parents right? Could they foresee what would happen to generations to come if the taking of their children was allowed? Perhaps they could see
the lost generations of Indian children to come, as they walked through life not
knowing who they were. By addressing this age old topic of"Indian Education," I would like to try and answer some of these questions, as well as my own
which will help me decide which path to take in the near future.
"Indian Education" began as an institutional method of assimilating the
Native Americans into Anglo culture. Before the 1880's, this job of educating
the "savage" was done by missionaries of various church organizations. After
this time period, the job was done by the U.S. government. As a condition of
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many treaties, they promised to educate their children in return for land seized
by the government.
In educating Native American children, a "true" Anglo education was
not the goal. The goal in educating these children was to find some type of
vocational work for the child to do in adulthood. In addition to this, education
consisted ofleaming Christianity. By teaching the child Anglo religion, they
hope to instill Anglo values since this is what Christianity teaches. A degree in
law or medicine was not the goal. The idea was to keep Native Americans just a
rung lower in the ladder of"true" formal education. Mary Crow Dog's blunt
statement in her book Lakota Woman explains it best when she says: "You
don't have to kill the poor benighted heathen, in order to solve the Indian
problem. Just give us (do-gooders) a chance to tum them into useful farmhands,
laborers, and chambermaids who will break their backs for you at low wages."
(30). So in looking for a way to "civilize" Native Americans, boarding schools
were born. The methods boarding schools used to "civilize" and assimilate the
Native American child into Anglo society/culture was to take away their religion
by forcing them to worship in an Anglo manner, punish those who were caught
speaking in their Native tongue, and by keeping them away from their families
for years at a time in hopes that they would forget who they were.
In boarding schools, children were taught that their culture was inferior
to that of Whites. Besides this, what the children were taught was usually
substandard to what white children were learning at the time. In Education and
the American Indian, Szasa writes, "Forty years later, in 1970, critics of the Indian
Bureau charged that Indian education had not improved measurably during
these four decades. There were more children in school, but the quality of their
education was as inferior as it had been in 1928"( 1). Szasa also writes, "Course
work in these schools was usually unrelated to the environment and culture from
which the student came; on the other hand, vocational training was not sufficiently advanced to enable the student to find an urbanjob"(2).
During the attendance of these schools, Native American children were
also taught that their way of worship was to worship the devil and Christianity
was almighty. In her book, Crow Dog writes: "All I got out of school was being
taught to pray. I learned quickly that I would be beaten ifl failed in my devotions, or, God forbid, prayed the wrong way, especially prayed in Indian to
Wakan Tanka, the Indian Creator"(32). We can now see that an education can
be successfully administered without the imposition of one's religions, so why
was it necessary to inflict Anglo religion on Native American children as part of
the educational process? This alone shows that the government had a dual
purpose in educating Native American youngsters. Their first purpose was to
try to educate Native American children by Anglo standards which most Native
American parents did not object to at the time. The second purpose the
government had was to try and make Native american children forget who they
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were. By forbidding the practice of Native American religion, forbidding the
speaking of their Native language, they hoped to make an "apple," (an Indian
who was red on the outside and white on the inside). This second purpose was
what Native American parents strongly objected to. The government still denies
having this second purpose on their agenda, but we Natives know better.
As I grew up I knew that two good things, education and religion, were
used negatively to model the Native American after the anglo and their values.
Knowing this, sometimes I feel that my participation in these two institutions
contributes to the eventual demise of my people. Although I do know many
traditions of my people, I don't know my language. So it seems that in obtaining
the education of one, I lose the other. In her book, Szasz says. " ... Their
education forced them to choose either the culture of the white man or the
culture of the Indian, there was no compromise"( 10). This same ultimatum is still
being presented to Native American students only now they don't have much of
a choice. They can either go to school and get a degree or watch their families
try to survive on a limited income.
Upon leaving their families for school, many Native American children
are told to "come back and help your people." Unfortunately, many forget this
advice and never return. Instead they are swallowed up by what some Native
elders refer to as "white man's greed." In Red Earth, White Lies, Deloria states,
"College and graduate school however, have not created a generation of
technicians and professionals who also happen to have Indian blood. People
want the.good life and are prepared to throw away their past to get it"(l4).
Speaking for myself, I do not want to throw away my past because it is all I have.
If you strip me of everything, my home, my clothes, my money, my car, I will still
be Indian and I will still know this no matter what you take. This is why I do not
want to sacrifice my past for my future. I also feel that the time I must dedicate
to a formal education can also take away time that I could use to visit my
grandparents, and to learn more about the past of my family and tribe. It is
because of this I find myself asking the same question over and over, "Is it
worth it?"
On the last trip to see my grandparents in Northern Arizona, I saw
many types of problems happening during that time. The most disturbing was
the struggle for land at Big Mountain in Arizona. This is a land dispute between
the Navajo, Hopi, and the U.S. government. The eviction date for the Navajo
elders living in this area was February 1, 2000. In the newspapers, I read about
the need to have people come and stay in protest of this decision. I felt that I
should be there to back up my elders in this struggle for land that they would
never be able to set foot on if they lost. On the other hand, I had to be in school
Monday.
What do I lose by not being with my grandparents and elders in their
old age? Since I feel that they are the backbone of our people, I know that the
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knowledge they possess is vital to the well being of our people if we want to
remember how to be Dine people. By remembering "how to be" Dine (Navajo), I
mean that the prayers that are to be said in the morning, prayers that are used in
protection of one's self, and the observance of special parts of the year, everything that makes us who we are. All of these things are in some way or another
revealed in the stories that are told. So the stories are a relevant part of educating a Dine person in life, which is a conflict ofliving in Anglo society for an
urban Indian such as myself.
So where should I be? How can I connect two different cultures and
learn the most I can from living in a society that revolves around time? How can
I be in two places at once, and feel at peace by doing this? Should I be here in a
classroom, or there-helping and learning as much as I can from my elders? As a
young Native American woman, I can see this situation from two different views.
I see that many young Native Americans today are concerned only with money
and materialistic objects which is not a Native cause. Once these people are
gone there's no bringing back them or what they know. If we as Native Americans allow this, we will be lost, historically as well as spiritually.
In writing this paper I have come to the conclusion that it may be
necessary to put off my formal education in order to educate myself on a level
that many kids my age won't take the time to do. Both an oral Native American
education of History and values plus a formal education in law which will allow
me to be of use to my people. But I also believe that at this time it may be more
important to learn what my elders have to teach since I will use much of this
throughout my life and I will pass on what I know to my own children as they
grow. I feel that by learning these two types of education that I will be better
equipped to handle myself as I walk along the road of my life. I will be able to
help my people in legal matters by the education I received from the Anglo
education in the city. But as I do my future job in law, I will also have a Native
American perspective that will allow me to understand what is most important to
my people from being with my elders and learning what's important to them. I
will not have a white person's mind set, and my eye won't be on the prizemoney. Besides this, by learning what the elders teach, I will be doing something for future generations of my family. I will someday be able to teach them
about who they are and why it is so important that they never forget this. As
important as a formal education, is, to put it off in order to learn this knowledge
from the elders of my people won't be in vain.
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"Before You Read this Essay ... "
by Brooke Pederson
Before you read this essay, please take a long, thoughtful moment to
look at the included photograph. Don't read too much into it-just watch the
picture. Without concentrating too hard, try to appreciate the reactions you
have to it. Don't let past memories, associations, or any words jade your first
impression. When you 're finished, ask yourself some questions about the
experience you just had. Was it difficult to look at the picture free from connotation? Did you have to make a conscious effort to avoid thinking in words?
Did the picture seem to lose or gain value by looking at it from this perspective?
Since the picture exists apart from your reception of it, your answer doesn't
really matter anyway ... or does it?
You aren't alone if you felt conflicted during this exercise; this conflict
has existed as long as art itself. For many years people have questioned the
true virtues of photography and the way we react to it in respect to language.
Since most ofus regularly see photographs, we can all have a voice in the
debate which will be addressed in this paper. It is my contention that by
viewing the concepts of image and language as two separate and independent
entities, each of us can gain a greater appreciation for photography. To really
understand these principles and put them to use, we must briefly identify the
two prominent arguments concerning this debate, respectively acknowledge the
virtues of both the "language" and "positivist" theories and through the
comments of John Berger, Victor Burgin, and W.J.T. Mitchell finally unfold a
new philosophy which will equip the reader for the complete experience of the
photograph.
The most accepted description of photography emphasizes
photography's dependence on language for impact. Itis the belief of "language" theory advocates that since whoever views a photograph must retain a
memory or perception of it in words, the words lend existence to the picture.
This argument insists that not only are words the most natural reaction to a
picture, they are irresistible. In his essay, "Seeing Sense" Victor Burgin (a
"language" theory supporter) writes, "even the uncaptioned 'art' photograph is
invaded by language in the very moment it is looked at: in memory, in association, snatches of words and images continually intermingle and exchange one
for the other" (51 ). This implies that an "invasion" of words is uncontrollable
and therefore unavoidable.
The less accepted argument concerning the relationship between
photography and language is often called the "positivist" theory. It contends
that photographs have a "special causal and structural relationship with the
reality that they represent" (522). To the "positivist" photography is pure
denotation and is completely free from language; it is also described as a
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message without a code. This message is completely opposite from language
which is purely symbolic and decipherable.
At this point in your reading, refer to the second attached piece of
paper while periodically looking at the photo. Does the picture now seem more
easily understood? Does the subject's face now seem sad instead of mysterious? Now, without mystery is the girl more readable? While looking at the
photo in light of the accompanying words, the picture may seem more tangible;
more acceptable.
W.J.T. Mitchell writes in his essay about a photographic essay called,
You Have Seen Their Faces, by Erskine Caldwell and Margaret Bourke-White in
comparison to another photographic essay called Let Us Now Praise Famous
Men, by James Agee and Walker Evans. Both essays depict the working class
of the depression, although the content of these essays is similar, the captioning
is different. The photographs in You Have Seen Their Faces are captioned with
a geographical location, and quote from the subject, whereas Agee and Evans'
photos contain no caption at all, and the text is kept in an entirely separate
location in the book from the photo themselves. Mitchell notes that the former
essay enjoys considerably more popular success than the latter; probably
because people can more easily interpret the photos with captions. In the latter
essay, one must put a great deal of thought into realizing the subject in the
essay and are forced to do so in a more abstract manner. If it was easier for you
to accept the photo included with words, you aren't alone. As Victor Burgin
writes, "We rarely see a photograph in use which is not accompanied by
language" (951 ). The use of language in the viewing of a photo can be a more
comfortable experience because we are used to it. It also allows a route of gentle
exchange between sight and language, respectively what is intangible to us and
the way we are used to distinguishing sights. Without language, we would be
limited in viewing photography to what Burgin calls our "naive idea of purely
retinal vision" (51 ). Burgin feels it would be foolish to place all value of photography in the foolish belief in a "divine language of things, richer than the
language of words" ( 51 ). If you tended to favor the view of the picture including
the poem, Mitchell suggests it could be because of the "dominance of linguistic
and semiotic models in the human sciences or to the scepticism, relativism, and
conventionalism which dominates the world of advanced literary criticism" ( 522).
This indicates that we are conditioned to rely on language.
Of course, in comparing the two exercises ( viewing the picture with and
without text) one could feel that you lost something in the picture by reading the
poem. Seeing my views about the photo might somehow invalidate your first
interpretation of the photo. If your initial reaction to the portrait was a feeling of
calmness or familiarity, you may feel silly, that upon reading the text you now
realize you should have felt sadness and longing. Maybe my poem wasn't as
glamorous as your first reaction, that she should be a famous ballerina to you,
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not just a typical aunt.
The tendency of words to cheapen a subject is addressed by Mitchell
when he writes about one of the subjects in Agee and Evans', Let Us Now
Praise Famous Men, her name is Annie Mae Gudger (also known as the Mona
Lisa of the depression). Mitchell describes Gudger "beautiful and enigmatic"
(534), but feels her image loses integrity upon viewing the photograph along
with the text. He captures this loss perfectly when he writes, "There is something deeply disturbing, even disagreeable, about this (unavoidable)
aestheticizing response to what after all is a real person in desperately impoverished circumstances. Why should we have a right to look on this woman and
find her fatigue, pain and anxiety beautiful"(534)? To restate, words can debase
the subject of a painting by making them subject to the flat black and white of
words. Also, words can lend a godliness to the viewer, as if suddenly the
subject can be analyzed by the watcher, thereby reducing him/her to something
that is suddenly something less than human and something for us to call
"beautiful" even if it is pain or fatigue. Words are static, and can bind an
impression by defining what the observer can see. Does my poem make you feel
that you have a right look at the ballerina as Mitchell says of Annie Mar Gudger,
"as one of God's spies" (534)?
It is possible that the words I use to carry the picture never be as vivid
to you as the warmth or coldness that came over you during the first beautiful
seconds you viewed the photograph. In this way I have stolen some of your
experience. In fact, in his essay "Ways of Seeing," John Berger believes that
even before you read the poem the image was jaded by the fact that, "Every time
we look at a photograph, we are aware, however slightly, of the photographer
selecting that sight from an infmity of other sights" ( 107). According to Berger,
the words stop us from really seeing a picture.
So who's on the correct side of this argument? Or moreover, which
reaction is best: the impression which is accompanied by language, or the sight
which is free from rhetoric? Is it even our choice, or can we resist? Berger says
yes. He uses love as a metaphor for the unfiltered sight when he writes, "When
in love, the sight of the beloved has a completeness which no words and no
embrace can match: a completeness which no words and no embrace can match"
( 106). So, does this mean that Berger is 100% correct? My answer is no ... or at
least not really. Let me offer a negotiation. Photography with language and·
without language must remain separate in their virtues and the effect they will
have on their observers, but no one holds greater value. The struggle between
the two is what Mitchell calls the "structural paradox of photography" (525), and
just as both arguments cannot co-exist, a compromise must exist. Both the
"language" and "positivist" theories propose techniques in viewing art, this is
appropriate since we look at photography for different reasons. We have
different aims in looking at a picture of a wedding than at a gallery photograph;
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the sentiment is distinct and the feedback is special accordingly. Sometimes
words are crucial, sometimes unimportant in context of the sensations.
In some circumstances, just one look is enough; the emotions will
overpower and perhaps take the place of narration. In others, words may emich
the photograph's effect; it will make it something they can actually touch
thereby making it something they can really hold. If you followed and analyzed
the results of the exercise included in this essay, you already know what affecied
you most-maybe it's some of both or conceivably as a result, you can see which
situations will require language and which will not. To believe that Mitchell and
Burgin are correct, which is to say that only one way is effective in understanding the existence of the photograph is absurd; it's enormously general. Since
people see, use sides of their brain, and even tie their shoe laces differently, we
should allow them to realize photography accordingly.

ROMANIA
gentle, so sure of her youth
she doesn't need me.
slippers point perfectly in a taintless arch . . .
skirt so starchy yet she's totally comfortable.
the most graceful in her class; but she doesn't
care.
a tattered angel, she should never grow,
but she did.
now a fragile woman
still beautiful but with skin like wrinkled cotton
and kleenex in her hand
she can't even remember my name.
now that flawless ballerina dances on retirement
home walls
from a baby to a great, great aunt
where was the rosy gate between them,
where did the dancer go?
Romania and I wonder together
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Contrary Instincts Explored
by Janele Whipple
Contrary instinct, how does one define a complicated term such as this
one. Looking to a dictionary we find that contrary has a few different defmitions. 1. Opposed, as in character or purpose; completely different. 2. Opposite
in direction or position. 3. Adverse; unfavorable, as winds. 4. Given to acting
or speaking in opposition to others; perverse; willful 1• We also find that there
are multiple defmitions for the word instinct. 1. a .. The innate aspect of
behavior that is unlearned, complex, and normally adaptive. b. A powerful
motivation or impulse. 2. An innate aptitude. 2 Put together we could say that
contrary instinct defmed is behavior opposed in character, purpose, or direction, and a motivator that is innately unlearned, adaptive, complex and impulsive. An interesting defmition, one that feels at odds in itself.
Many people live with contrary instinct as a daily companion. Maybe
they don't even realize what it is but will be introduced to the combination of
words and it will be an awakening to them like it was to me. I live with contrary
instinct every day. Some days it seems stronger than others. Those are the
days that I feel like I am being pulled by each arm in different directions and it
feels like my heart is going to rip in two from inside because of the outside
forces pulling at it and because I don't know which direction to choose. Other
days I know my path is clear and I know although I have the instinct to go one
direction it would be in my best interest to go the other.
One way I live with contrary instincts is the fact that I am a woman
living in a time and age that the feminist movement has made it possible for
many women to have successful careers. Many women today are writers, news
editors, surgeons, professors at universities, attorneys, judges and much more.
Yet, these same women are expected to be the main keeper of the homecooking, cleaning, maintaining the laundry, opening the mail, paying the bills,
doing the grocery shopping. Being good mothers by running the car pool,
going to parent-teacher conferences, helping with homework, arranging play
dates, planning the children's birthday parties, helping with scouts, making sure
the kids practice the piano to be ready for piano lessons, swim lessons,
basketball and soccer practice and games, etc. All to contribute to the raising of
beautiful, socially adjusted, educated children. Don't forget the photo albumscan't take enough pictures, and better arrange them too. Oh and don't forget
your marriage, must date and keep that spark alive-keep him satisfied. All at the
same time we are trying to have a successful career.
It is like the old Enjole perfume commercial from the seventies-I
remember watching this commercial, not quite getting it because I was very
young at the time-"She can bring home the bacon, fry it up in a pan, and never
let you forget you're a man cause she's a woman." The commercial doesn't
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show the woman exhausted and tom apart like many women feel who experience
the same demanding lifestyle as depicted in the commercial. The woman in the
commercial was cool and in control, dressed halfway between sexy and business
attire and cooking with a pleasant 'Tm doing it all" type look on her face. Is this
reality or is it a bill of goods we have been sold to create contrary instinct in our
lives?
I have enjoyed the career part of my life-recognition for a job well done
by my peers or at least adults. Being able to dress well and be noticed. Being
able to feel in charge of something and that my opinion was valued. Being
involved with successful business people and taking part in stimulating conversation. Sometimes it. beats dealing with sassy kids, dirty diapers, piles of dirty
laundry, a sink full of dirty dishes, toilets to clean and the like. Who would trade
all the ups of a career for all the downs of being a housewife and mother? Some
might say being a mother isn't all that exciting when you compare it to a successful career, or is it?
J have to admit that some aspects of the career that I left are pretty
tempting when I go in to visit and get cornered for an hour with someone
picking my brain for ideas on how to solve a problem or get asked questions
about a project someone doesn't know how to tackle. I remember saying to
myself, for a fleeting moment recently, that I actually missed that mess. But
when it all comes down to it I cherish the days when I feel like I make a difference in the lives of my kids because I am with them and not at work. I hear my
kids say that they are so glad I am not working because I spend time with them,
help them with homework, take them to the arcade, go to a matinee, make their
favorite snack. What about the times I am able to teach my kids an important
moral lesson that ifl weren't there I may have not been able to teach. Which is
truly more rewarding, a career in some office or a career at home with the most
precious possessions I own.
Contrary instinct can play big part of any mother's life if she is dealing
with the issues I have described. It is difficult to live with the pull of the world
and feminism on the one hand and the pull of the instinct to be a good mother to
one's children. I have felt it so many times. I am about to have a baby and I am
feeling it now even though I am not working. I want to continue my education
but at the same time, I do not want a day care to raise my new little baby.
Because I was a career woman when my first two sons were born I had them in
day care until they were in school. I didn't experience them doing many of the
firsts, like saying a word, recognizing a color, taking a step, the kind of things
moms should be around for, because I was at work. I didn't enjoy them as much
as I should have because I was too exhausted at the end of my long and hectic
days to really spend quality unstressed time with them. Yet still, I feel the need
to do it all. This is contrary instinct.
Alice Walker's, "In Search ofour Mother's Gardens" brings up another
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contrary instinct that many women experience. Women of the past, such as
Alice Walker's mother who lived in such poverty because of the life circumstances that were handed down to her from her slave and sharecropper ancestors. Women who today are left to be the sole breadwinner for their family either
by divorce, death of their husband, or other circumstances which leave them
working most of the time trying to feed their children and make a living to
support their needs. These women still have the need to create and to develop
their own personal talents in more ways than cooking a meal or working at a job.
Women are naturally creators. When they are pregnant every ounce of
their body changes to enable them to create the living being within them. This
does not end after she gives birth. That need to create still thrives within her.
Creating is a wonderful feeling even though it is difficult and may be painful at
times. The need to create is an inherent gift given to women and to live life
without the ability to do so is to live unfulfilled and incomplete.
I love the Walker essay because this woman, although her life was a
difficult one, sought out what would bring her joy and fulfill her creative needs.
Alice describes her mother's creative outlet "My mother adorned with flowers
whatever shabby house we were forced to live in. Whatever she planted grew
as ifby magic, and her fame as a grower of flowers spread over three counties.
Because of her creativity with her flowers, even my memories of poverty are
seen through a screen of blooms- sunflowers, petunias, roses, dahlias, forsythia, spirea, delphiniums, verbena ... and on and on. I notice that it is only
when my mother is working in her flowers that she is radiant, almost to the point
of being invisible-except as Creator: hand and eye. She is involved in work her
soul must have. Ordering the universe in the image of her personal conception
ofBeauty."
This is inspiring to me because it reminds me that there can be some
resolution to difficult circumstances. Even if life looks bleak and the contrary
instinct seems more than is possible to overcome or live with, we can make
choices that will fulfill both instincts and allow us to almost live a double life.
We can choose to work hard at what we have not chosen for ourselves but have
been given as our challenge. We can also fmd small ways to express ourselves
artistically and find joy in our lives through self expression even if it is by
planting a beautiful flower garden. Sometimes the simple things are the most
effective in raising our spirits and bringing us to a higher spiritual or emotional
level. Cooking a meal does it for me. I love to create beautiful meals that are
pleasing to the sight, smell and taste.
Another contrary instinct that many women in particular live with is
that of how to divide their time. There are so many demands upon us these
days. There are many distractions that we don't ask for like the telemarketers at
dinner time, an unexpected guest as we are leaving for an appointment we are
late for already. These are things we want to avoid, but what about the things
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we have to choose from that our heart longs to do. Like spending time with a
friend who desperately needs us or doing volunteer work that makes us feel
better about ourselves as well as helps those in need. Sometimes there are
things that we just can't do because there is no time. It reminds me of a quote
from a wonderful book I read by Ann Morrow Lindburg, Gift From the Sea, "My
life cannot implement in action the demands of all the people to whom my heart
responds."4 Isn't this statement true. Doesn't it bring another angle to our
topic of contrary instinct. Our heart desires to do so much good but does not
have the time to do all that it desires.
Some women say yes to too many things and end up paying a price.
Instead of choosing one direction or the other when their instinct pulls them in
contrary directions, they have the misconception that they can do it all and make
each side equally satisfied. They end up paying a high price for this belief.
These women end up living their lives frazzled and full ofbittemess and resentment because they don't have any time for themselves. It seems that instead of
being in control of their lives, their lives and all the people in it are in control of
them. This is when she turns into the proverbial witch with a "B" as was
described in a wonderful book I am reading. "Some women deserve the title
because they use bitchiness to relieve their pent-up frustration at giving
themselves away and being invaded in various other ways. They nag, gripe, use
toxic humor to put people down, criticize, and secretly, they weep. Women who
resort to bitchiness generally aren't really mean-they're scared, and they long
for honest, mutually independent relationships." 5
How about religion and family? I was raised in a strong LDS family
where I was taught that I should marry within my faith and in the LDS Temple for
time and all eternity. When I chose to marry an inactive member of the LDS
church who really didn't want anything to do with it I was looked upon with
shame and contempt. My family fought to keep us from marrying in the first
place. When their efforts failed some of my family swallowed their disappointment and have attempted to accept my husband because he is my husband but
not because he is a good person and has many wonderful qualities. Others have
probably truly accepted my husband in their hearts, still others have remained
solid in their belief that the marriage would never last and constantly look for
anything wrong with either my husband or my marriage.
Because of the conflict regarding my choice of marriage partner I have
chosen to be closer to my husband's family who loves and accepts me as if I
were their own. My husband after almost twelve years of doing his best to be
kind, generous and loving toward my family, the whole time fighting against
false accusations, attempts to break up our marriage, and unkind treatment from
some ofmy family members, has recently said enough is enough. Now even
those who have attempted to accept him are receiving the bitterness that has
developed over the years of mistreatment by some. My husband wants nothing
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to do with certain members of my family and very little to do with the rest. I am
left feeling pulled in two different directions-I want to be a good daughter and
spend time with my parents yet I want to respect the very valid feelings of my
husband-contrary instinct. I feel the pull of loyalty to family on the one hand
but also the pull ofloyalty to spouse on the other.
This is one of the more difficult examples of contrary instinct that I am
forced to live with. How does a person choose one over the other? Is there a
way to live in the middle? The only resolution I have come up with for this
situation is to associate with my family members who have chosen to accept my
husband and to cut myself off from those who have chosen to attempt to
destroy my family. A difficult decision but one that protects the well being of
my family and my mental health.
What of the gay LDS man in California who recently committed suicide
on the steps of a Mormon chapel? I am sure he lived with contrary instinct
regarding church and family and his lifestyle. Although this is not a lifestyle
choice that I would make for myself and I wouldn't crusade for the gay/lesbian
lifestyle, I also understand their plight to a degree because of the challenges I
have faced in my own life with religion and family and my own choices.
I can imagine how difficult it was for this man to live with his decisions
every day knowing that loved ones and the church he belonged to were
"against" his choice. I have a gay sister-in-law and the whole family loves and
accepts her. We do not agree with her lifestyle but we talk openly with her and
do not judge or condemn her for her choices. I am sure the family members of
those who have chosen this type oflifestyle experience contrary instinct as well
in how to deal with the choices of their gay/lesbian family member. I know I
have many times when talking to my sister-in-law about situations in her life. It
is sometimes a very difficult conversation to engage in because it goes against
every belief! have and yet I love the person I am dealing with and I have to
choose some happy medium of dealing with the circumstances. I believe family
can overcome with the contrary instinct by being aware of it and discussing it
openly rather than hiding from the issues.
In the John Edgar Wideman essay, "Our Time" two brothers who were
raised in the same home in much the same way, both got into trouble as youth
but one chose to take a contrary path from the other. John chose to go on to
college and become a writer and a professor while Robby chose to aspire to be
the "king of the junkies" and ended up in prison for murder.
What different paths these brothers took. Their mother loved both of
them equally and was concerned for each of them and their well being, but when
it came to Robby she had no idea how to deal with his drug addiction and his
unwise choices that took him down the path that he chose. Some might say she
didn't do enough and point the fmger of blame at her, but others could say she
just plain didn't know what to do.
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The saddest part of all is when Robby's mom was trying to get him up
out of his chair to go to a birthday party in his honor. Robby and his friend are
craving a hit of whatever it was they were getting high on those days while
Robby's mom, from his recollection was saying things like, "'C'mon now. We
can't wait any longer for you. Please get up. Cheryl baked a cake for you.
Everybody's looking forward to seeing you." She's begging. Just about ready
to cry. Her eyes begging me to get out of the chair and it's tearing me up to see
her hurting so bad, but ain't nothing I can do. Knew ifI didn't come right then,
chances was I wasn't coming at all. She knew but wasn't nothing she could do.
She knows I'm in trouble deep trouble. "'7 Robby remembers the utter helplessness his mother felt at that time and it is clearly portrayed in the way she begged
him to do the right thing and yet had no idea how to get him to do it.
John had the instinct to pull himself out of the trouble he had been in
·. as a youth but Robby did not. Their mother had instinct enough to know what
was going on but lacked the instinct to do something about it. Maybe it had to
be Robby's choice and her instinct had nothing to do with the outcome. In
reality, it is always an individual choice.
Again, through this story of two brothers and their mother, I am
reminded of the contrary instinct I feel within my own home raising two very
different sons. My youngest son, now age seven, was diagnosed with Attention Deficit Hyperactivity Disorder (ADHD) during his kindergarten school year.
I reached a point prior to having him tested where I hated and loved him all at
the same time because of his behavior. I realized that in order to do the best job
raising him I had to make some changes to how I was dealing with his behavior
within my functions as a parent. My first son is a very mild mannered, obedient,
helpful child with whom I rarely have discipline problems. My second son is
constantly trying my patience and doing things that are extremely embarrassing
and distasteful as well as unacceptable in the norms of society.
I realize that I have, less now than before, contrary instincts in regard to
dealing with my challenging son. When he cries and whines, most of the time to
get attention, I have the instinct to scream at him for his annoying behavior (for
the tenth time today), but at the same time I have the instinct to hold him and
nurture him as a loving mother should. A lot of the time the instinct to scream is
far more prevalent than the instinct to console him because his defiant, sassy
attitude is more than I can take some days. I relate to John and Robby's mother
in just plain not knowing how to handle the problem of a demanding child and
having contrary instincts on how to handle him as well. I hope that through
understanding, education and recognition of my contrary instincts, I can make
the kind of decisions-like being the nurturer and not the screamer-to help guide
him toward the right path.
Contrary instinct. A very complex issue as I see it. I didn't realize how
much it affected my life as well as the lives of others until I really started
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analyzing my own experiences and then I began recognizing it all around me. Is
there resolution to contrary instinct? Sometimes yes, sometimes no, sometimes
partially. It all depends on the circumstances and who we are dealing with in the
situation. I know I am still trying to resolve my most difficult contrary instinct.
Someday I may come up with the answers, today I am still searching. I am
hopeful that I will find the answers that I am looking for, Alice Walker did in
search of her mother's garden. I hope I can live my life with the same grace
through adversity that Alice's mother did as I search for my own solutions.
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Rachel Reese

HEATCHASE

I ride a silver bullet
Down Main Street
Black leather melting into my flesh
Sweat dripping down my neck
I blaze along the red cliffs
The smell of:freedom
Leaks out ofthe scarlet dust
My lips begin to bleed
But I increase my velocity
Riding toward the heat
The sun stains my cheeks
With its marks
Wind pushes tears
Out ofmy eyes
Faster- to chase the sun
Before it sets
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