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The Path That Chose My Ideologies
By Ashlee Lawrence

Preface
Folio debuted last spring as a forum and showcase for English students at Salt
Lake Community College - a place to celebrate critical and creative expression. It
was also designed as a teaching tool. In addition to essays, the first issue of
Folio included process materials, works-in-progress, syllabi and assignment
prompts, and peer and teacher responses. It was our hope that the collection
would give student writers a sense of the possibilities for their own essays,
particularly in English 1010 and English 2010, our two-course composition
sequence.
This issue of Folio, our second, contains some changes. In an effort to
include more voices and represent the work of more classes in the English
Department, we have sacrificed some of the process materials and added more
pieces from courses outside the composition sequence. Creative writing classes
(both fiction and poetry), Women's Studies, and Folklore are represented here, as
well as the more familiar courses such as Introduction to Literature and English
1010/2010. What's more, our pool of contributors has expanded: Folio received
more submissions than it could include in the issue. Adjunct instructors have
been particularly effective in soliciting student writing for these pages.
We continue to regard Folio as both a "typical" journal - a collection
that celebrates language and thought ~ and a classroom tool, a supplement to
the standard readings students encounter in English classes at Salt Lake Community College. Folio is also a work-in-progress. Looking forward, Folio might
include guest editors, theme- or topic-based issues, or an even greater diversity
of genres. As always, we welcome submissions from any and all English
courses, and we encourage students to use Folio as a place to raise and explore
issues that affect themselves, their peers, and the college community.
Paul Almonte
Dave Susman

One dead—a shooting in Murray, Utah. KurtCobain—suicide. My father's
cousin Brad. Jimi Hendrix, Janis Joplin, and the lead singer of the early 90's
alternative band, Blind Melon, Shannon Hoon. What do all these people have in
common? They are all dead. They all chose to use drugs. Poor choices took
away their agency and their lives.
A particular culture I belong to is derived in opposition to the counterculture of my parents' generation. One could say "I'm StraightEdge," but that
belief has become very controversial in today's media frenzy. I don't believe in
inflicting pain on others who engage in activities I disagree with. To me,
StraightEdge is the belief that one should honor one's body, this means no
drugs, alcohol or any substance that is harmful to the mind and body. I don't
claim to be a hard core StraightEdger, but there are events in my life that have
subconsciously altered my ideologies that I am biased by.
Recently I have been informed that when you grow up in an environment where there is substance abuse, the aftershocks on the children are seeped
within innocent minds but not recognized in our cultures. For children growing
up with a parent with an addiction, roles are reversed—the child becomes the
parent of a parent. Thus the child misses out on childhood. Addiction is
compared to a huge elephant in the house, it's there and everyone knows it but
the family will do everything possible to ignore and hide it, no matter how big it
is. A way to do this is to come up with assumptions, telling one's self and
others that everything is fine. From this, the child also learns not to trust their
own instincts, making it very complicated to make decisions in their own lives.
Drugs and alcohol have been around for many generations, yet the
form, use and effects are interpreted differently. My parents were a part of a wild
generation, not really your ideal 1960's hippies; they were too young then.
Maybe I could categorize them as the 1970's disco generation. Every generation
has to have a title, right? My impression of the 70's is funky clothes (a lot of
which reappears in Generation X here and there with slight modifications), and
drugs. Drugs were a part of the 60's and 70's, but no one must have thought
about the impact they would have on the next generation.
I was born in 1980; Mom was 26, Dad 21. When you're really young
your parents are your main influences and what they do is the norm. There was
one room at the end of the house called the office, where adults would go to
smoke little cigarettes. That's all I thought they were, but in reality they were
joints. When I got into elementary school at the time of the Reagan administration and the D.A.R.E. program, we were being taught about drugs, how to just
say no. This was weird because my Dad smoked regular cigarettes and then
some other kind of green stuff rolled up in little white papers. When I went out
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of the house and was educated at school I learned that that green stuff was
marijuana. I was struck with utter confusion. Why would my father do something that was bad? I was taught about all the other drugs, cocaine, hallucinogens and heroin. In driver's education in high school there is a mandatory part
of the course about drug awareness. All the little drugs, pot or beer or whatever
is claimed to be non-habit forming. But these little drugs were a doorway to a
downward spiral of drug addiction in my father's history.
Heroin is a habit forming narcotic derived from morphine. When we
learned about it in school, my impression was it is such a harsh drug, why would
a person even touch it? Heroin was the one drug that I thought no one would
do, especially in my safe town just outside of Salt Lake City.
When my Dad was 12 years old he started smoking pot, in Bountiful,
Utah, the same town where I would grow up. When he was growing up,
supposedly drugs were the norm. His parents had divorced and his mother was
left alone to raise seven children. He always used the rationale that no one was
there to tell him it was wrong.
Today drugs are not acceptable, they're against the law, and always
have been, for a reason. But if drugs are outlawed, and we know the harm they
can do, why are they so widely used? That is a question I can't answer. Two
generations in my family have been sucked in by the downward spiral—my
grandfather with alcohol and my father with heroin. With substance abuse, not
only the user goes down, but the family is dragged along too.
When I was 15 learning about drugs in high school, my father was
using heroin. Our family was struggling financially because my dad was always
off somewhere else, looking for money, stealing, in rehab or jail. Things were
always disappearing, like the lawn mower. My CD player was pawned and
bought back a number of times. He even stole money from his own children.
Before the drug abuse started, my father had become very successful
as a tile contractor making a lot of money. All the money became a rationale to
do drugs because he could afford it. But drugs are a very expensive habit.
When I was 16 my parents filed for bankruptcy, we lost everything. A house in
Hawaii, a house my father built in Farmington, our cars and the house I grew up
in. I remember packing everything away and moving in to my grandparents'
house. We did it all on our own. Dadwasinjailatthetime.
Dad got out ofjail and was as sober as ever. He was really happy. He
started working again and we moved out of my grandparents' house. Everything
was going well, but it has been my experience that it doesn't last long. There
were times I could sense something wrong, but never wanted to ask the dreaded
question, "Where's Dad?" Eventually I had to ask my mom, and was answered
by the disappointing yet expected reply—jail or another rehabilitation program.
I am now 19. My father was clean for almost a whole year, and then
relapsed a couple of weeks ago. I knew inside that he was on something, but I

didn't want to believe it. So I asked him. This may sound simple for some but it
took a lot of courage for me to just ask even though deep down I knew the
answer. My instincts were right. For the past couple of years I have had the
same instincts, but never had the courage to ask or even trust my instincts. This
has made me an extremely indecisive person. Simple decisions can be difficult at
times, but the one decision I can make in a heartbeat is I will never use a drug or
taste alcohol.
I am choosing to not let myself be a victim of drug abuse any longer. I
am doing this by educating myself and trying to inform others about drug
addiction and why Dad has done the things he's done, by choice. Everyone has
the choice of what they want to do in their life. Sure there are things that
happen in life that are beyond one's control. But one also has the choice of how
to react.
My father chose to numb all physical and mental pain with drugs. The
individual that was shot in Murray chose to do some meth. Kurt Cobain had so
many frustrations and chose to do so many drugs he took his own life. Jimi
Hendrix, Janis Joplin and Shannon Hoon couldn't stop the downward spiral that
led them to their death. My father's cousin overdosed with cocaine and left his
wife and children behind.
These series of events have had an impact on the way I live my life. I
choose to realize that what my father does is what he will do, things that I can't
control. I choose to stay away from drugs and alcohol because they can only
make things worse. I choose to learn from the mistakes I have witnessed,
choose to forgive the mistakes, feel the anger without the guilt and let it go. The
message is choice, one can choose the path of life.
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Behind The Veil: Equality of Women in Saudi Arabia
By Crystal L. Barker
The year is 1997, and the place is the United States of America. Women
have gained equality to men in so many aspects. A woman can get her Masters
degree in any field she deems respectable and finds noteworthy, marry whomever she loves, and together with her husband, raise a family and carry on
traditions and morals that together they feel are correct. A woman can feel free
to go where she wants, or wear what she wants, when she pleases. America is
the land of the free and this free agency allows us to choose for ourselves, what
we want to accomplish in our lives.
Keeping this in mind, the year is still 1997, but the place is now the
Kingdom of Saudi Arabia. The freedom that women have in Saudi differs greatly
from that of an American woman. "Tradition commands a position of the near
imprisonment for women, because Arab ethics revolve around a single focal
point: the personal honor of the man" (Mackay 123). Not only are these ethical
restrictions placed on adult women but they begin from their time of birth. As
we look behind the veil of Saudi Arabian women, we discover that in the areas of
marriage, motherhood, dress and education, these women lack the equality and
freedom that is so often taken for granted by other people all over the world.
From the time of her birth, a Saudi Arabian woman must be subservient
to all men. Because each man's honor is determined by the conduct of his
women, or sisters and daughters, men are constantly in fear that their honor will
be compromised by "one of the weaker sex" (Nyrop 153). "Over the centuries,
women were physically confined to protect their chastity" (Mackey 124). This
moral fear is what leads to the strict ethical rule of Saudi men over their women.
(Janin 62).
The need to protect a man's honor reigns in the marriage also. Marriages are arranged in Saudi Arabia, and often love is not part of the contract.
Parents play matchmaker in finding their children a suitable partner. Young men
are often consulted and have some of the power in choosing who they feel will
be a good mother to their children, but the preferred marriage partner of a girl is
her father's brother's son. The male cousin of a young lady, has the right to
forbid marriage of the girl if he wishes to exercise his right to her hand (Nyrop
151). After the match is made, a contract is drawn up between representatives of
the bride and the groom. "The contract establishes the terms of the union and, if
they are broken, outlines the appropriate recourse" (Nyrop, 152). After the
marriage the bride will move into the home of the groom's family. Here she will
spend the rest of her life. This contract can only be broken through divorce.
Divorce is not a common occurrence in Saudi Arabia, although it is
very easy for a man to get one (Foster 70). "All he has to do is say 'I divorce
you' three times. He then must give to the wife whatever is hers by the marriage
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contract" (Janin 67). There is very little good that can come out of a divorce for
the woman, as "any children of the union belong to the husband's family and
stay with him" (Nyrop 152).
Although this culture has established so many restrictions for women
and so few for men, the women do not argue with their husbands. "Obedience is
security" (Mackey 128), and Nyrop states that "in the words of R.Z. Uzayzi and
Joseph Chelhod, men view women as "a necessary evil... and what he seeks in
her is less the companion of his life than the mother of his children."
Women are confined to the house, and may only leave with the
permission of the senior male, or head of the household (Mackey 124). They are
to stay in the women's quarters, "from which adult males, other than relatives
and servants are excluded" (Nyrop 152). Women may go into the hareem which
is a courtyard that is enclosed by walls, or screens. A few Saudi tribes only
allow their women to venture outside the walls of the hareem, once a year, to
visit another hareem (Mackey 125).
Just like many American women, an expecting Saudi mother will
anticipate the arrival of a new child to the home. It is through the bearing of
sons, though, that "a women gains status, security and approval in her husbands family" (Nyrop 152). At the birth of a son a woman "assumes a new
name: umm(mother of) followed by the name of her son. Until she has a son, she
is only bint (daughter of) followed by the name of her father"(Janin 62).
Often the birth of a daughter brings anger to the family. A young boy
will grow up to be the head of a household, in a sense, becoming a warrior who
will defend his own tribe (Janin 62). A young girl on the other hand will not
grow up to be the head of the household, and when she reaches the age of
puberty will only cause worry for her father and brothers. She will directly effect
their abundance or lack of honor in the community.
Modesty in all things is a motto of all Arab culture. The dress of
women in Saudi Arabia demands the complete covering of the body. If they
have obtained permission to leave the house they must always have on an
abaaya which is a long black cloak. "The whole dress code for women is
designed so that a woman can not sexually arouse a man whom she casually
passes on the street" (Mackey 132). Women are also required in most parts of
Saudi Arabia to have their faces covered when they leave the house and none of
their hair is to be showing.
Restrictions in education for women in Saudi Arabia are lessening but
still present. Public education was available, but not very common until the
1970's. "Before 1956 girls were not allowed to attend school and any education
they received was due to private tutors who came to their home" (Janin 63). In
the last twenty six years though, educational facilities have increased. This has
allowed for a society more knowledgeable of the Koran, which is the Holy Bible
of Islam, the major area of study of Saudi children. Except for Kindergarten,
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boys and girls never attend the same school. Girls can receive a formal education but do not, however, receive formal lectures. They can only be instructed
by women, and thus closed circuit television is a girl's only link to lectures and
assemblies by male educators and speakers. Study abroad programs and many
colleges and universities are available for young men to attend but very few, if
any, of these options are available to young women. This too is due to the fact
that boys and girls can not attend the same educational facilities. A policy has
been instated though which says, " that women should have separate but equal
educational facilities, which is now allowing for the building of a few all female
campuses" (Janin 63-64).
Although there are many areas that women do not share the same
freedom that men do in Saudi Arabia, they are slowly but surely making
progress. The old traditions of the Saudi culture continue on in marriages and
parenthood. Women are still required to be covered when leaving the house and
not sit by or speak to men in public places. Yet some advances are being made
and women are now taking strides in education, and learning to do more than
just take orders. The question this may leave us asking is whether or not the old
traditions and customs are morally correct in our ever changing world. Do
women deserve the same equal rights as men in all areas. This question has
brought wonder since the beginning of time. I guess the world may never know.
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The Veiling of Muslim Women
By Melinda Roberts
For centuries Muslim women have been perceived by the western
world as mysterious creatures hidden behind formless black cloaks and veils. In
the 7th century, before the advent of Islam, Arab women did not drape their
bodies and faces with veils. It was after the arrival of Islam that this became a
custom of their culture (Scholastic Update 12). Islamic women must abide by the
dress codes imposed on them, or be willing to suffer the consequences. Many
Muslim women feel that there are many benefits associate with the veil or head
wrap. Other Islamic women feel that veiling is a symbol of their second class
status. Muslim women are considered to be inferior to men in many respects.
Many women throughout the Muslim community believe that their second class
status is a result of fundamentalism, not Islam.
In the ancient Arab world, prior to Islam, women experienced more
freedom, especially when it came to dressing. Islam, with just a little more than 1
billion members, is the fastest growing religion in the world. Islam came about in
the 7th century and was founded by its prophet Muhammad. It was actually
Muhammad's wives that started the practice of veiling. His wives felt that
veiling gave them prestige and they wanted to be set apart as something special
(Scholastic Update 12). Because of the status associated with veiling, many
women in the Middle East copied Muhammad's wives. Veiling soon became a
tradition in this region of the world.
The Islamic religion puts a lot of emphasis on modesty. The Koran (the
Islamic bible) teaches both men and women to dress modestly, however, the
restraints on the Muslim women are much greater. If a woman goes out in
public, the only parts of her body that can be showing are her hands and face.
A man must be dressed from the navel down. Many Muslims feel that women
should cover their hair as well as their entire body. Form fitting outfits are a
taboo. The word for Islamic dress in Arabic is hijab. Hijab literally means
"curtain" (Scholastic Update 12). One reason why Muslim women dress in
curtain-like clothing, is to avoid unwanted glances from the opposite sex.
Muslim women are told not to wear makeup in public. If the woman is naturally
pretty, she should wear a veil for her public appearance. Eye contact should not
be made by any Muslim woman and a man, unless the man is a family member, a
physician, judge or someone who is trying to save the woman from imminent
danger. A passage from the Koran says, "tell the believing women to lower their
gaze and be modest, and to display of their adornment only that which is
apparent, and to draw their veils" (Scholastic Update 12). Some Islamic countries, such as Iran, will impose 80 lashes to any woman (including visitors) not
adhering to the dress requirements.
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For many Muslims, the veil is a symbol, not just a piece of material.
The veil is a way for them to honor their religion. One Muslim woman said," I
figure I would rather wear it than take the chance of not wearing it and then get
to heaven and have God say to me, 'you didn't have the strength to wear hijab
and cover the beauties that I gave you'" (Knight-Ridder/Tribune News Services
1120). Some women feel a sense of security when they wear their veil out in
public. One woman said, "with the veil men leave me alone. I can walk down the
street, go to the university or to my work, without the fear of being accosted"
(World Press Review 19). Some Muslim women, those that adhere to the dress
code, are allowed to participate in politics and other professional aspects of the
Muslim community. Other Islamic women see their veil wearing as a way to save
a fortune on hairdressers and clothing. Muslims feel that women who cover
their heads are more committed to their religion, than those women who don't
cover their heads. They feel that they get more respect by covering their heads.
Not all Islamic women share these feelings.
In the 1920's Egyptian women took off their veils. They felt the veil
was a symbol of their second class status. Many Muslim women feel that even
today, they are still treated like second and third class citizens. If a woman
chooses not to wear a veil, she must be more formal with her interactions with
men. She has her reputation at stake. In some Muslim countries women are not
allowed to own property, drive cars or leave town without written permission
from a male guardian. " In 1990, Iraq issued a decree effectively allowing men to
kill their wives, daughters, or sisters for adultery" (Bardach 124). Unlike men,
women are not allowed the opportunity to testify in their own behalf. If a woman
is raped she must have four male witnesses verifying her claim. Many Muslim
rape victims are imprisoned for committing "zina", sex outside of marriage.
(Bardach 124). A woman's testimony amounts to only half that of a man's
testimony. Women who oppose this type of treatment put the blame on men and
not Islam. "It's not Islam that is oppressing women, it is the men who interpret
it" (Knight-Ridder/Tribune News Service 112).
The prophet Muhammad, granted women access to the mosque, the
right to participate in public affairs and the right to inherit property. "As for the
veiling, the Koran makes no requirement that women veil their faces, but
suggests modesty for both men and women" (Bardach 125). Islamic practices of
today have been referred to as "the dark ages." An Algerian woman, MarieAimee Helie-Lucas, thinks that most of the oppression on women can be blamed
on fundamental groups. She claims that, "fundamentalism is not a religious
movement, it is a political movement" (Bardach 125). With the onset of these
groups, women lost the right to marry and divorce whom they want. They also
lost the right to obtain custody of their children. While fundamentalism has
affected the rights of all people, it is the women of Islam that have been affected
the most. The issue is not Islam, but fundamentalism, which feeds off Islam.

Since the arrival of Islam, Muslim women have had to abide by many
rules and regulations. For some, veil wearing is an honor. They feel it is a sign
of respect to their husband and religion. It also is a means of security, they feel
safe outside of their house when they are wearing their veil. Other Islamic
women feel that veil wearing is a sign of women's second class status in the
Muslim community. Women are not awarded the same rights as men. Although
fundamentalists are blamed for much of the oppression on women, it is Islam
that initially started the idea that women are inferior to men. As the Prophet of
Islam said, "I shall leave behind me no cause of discord more perilous to men
than woman. Woman is desire, seduction, unbridled sexuality, the source of
conflicts and scandals, the mischief maker of society and faith, a danger to the
divine order, in a word, the devil" (World Press Review 19).
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Why I Don't Wear Make-Up
By Kris Burdock

Working Out
By Diana Young

I am a twenty-three year old girl and I do not wear make-up. I usually
joke with people and say the reason is because I am not willing to wake up early
every morning to put it on. But that is not the real reason. I also joke that my
husband David always says that he will divorce me if I ever start to wear it. But
that is not the real reason either. The real reason is that I refuse to hide who I am
behind all that goop.
When I was a freshman in high school, I had my first serious dating
relationship with Jason. He liked make-up. He said that it brought out girls'
inner beauty. It made him feel proud to have a girlfriend who took such pride in
herself, to want to look attractive. The problem was that being in winter guard,
where all the girls were forced to wear a ton of make-up to look uniform, I hated
make-up. I hated the way it felt on my face. I hated not being able to rub my
eyes because of the fear of running my mascara. I hated always having to run to
the bathroom to "touch up" my face before my next class. I hated make-up . . .
period. Jason had a big problem with this. It was very important to him that I
look my "best," and that meant piling on the make-up every day.
I did it every once in a while, because I liked hearing him tell me how
pretty I looked. But then, during my sophomore year, he became more adamant.
He became more daring during my sophomore year—he started to hit me. It
wasn't about the make-up. It was a combination of other things— "normal"
things that an abuser doesn't like: me talking to my male friends, me wearing
jeans on a cold day (he liked skirts and dress slacks; no jeans, ever), me refusing
to go out with him on a school night, etc. But the make-up, or the lack of makeup on my face contributed to his anger.
Eventually, wearing make-up became a necessity. I had to pile on the
foundation and cover-up to conceal the numerous bruises that would magically
appear on my face each day. Blush was added to hide a hand mark that he had
affectionately given to me. Lots of make-up was my only salvation from being
"found out" by my parents.
So now I don't wear make-up. I remember the last time I wore make-up.
It was December 28,1994. Jason had come all the way to Colorado from New
York to visit me and bring me a diamond engagement ring. I wanted to look
pretty for him. And when he hit me that night before I went to work, I applied
more make-up to hide it from my astute boss. So now I am make-up free. Every
day. Not because I'm lazy. Not because I don't care about the way I look. It's
because I don't have to hide anymore. I have a wonderful husband who would
never even think of harming me, and I am proud of that. Make-up hides you.
And for the first time in my life, I don't have anything to be ashamed about.
There's nothing to hide. My husband David loves the way I look, and never
wants me to hide my face with all that goop. I don't wear make-up because I
don't have to be afraid of who I am anymore . . . and that is a great feeling.

Yesterday after working out, I was relatively pleased with the body I
saw in the mirror. Somehow, I seem to have escaped the "I hate my body"
disease that plagues most women. I live in a world where women learn that to be
considered beautiful, they must have the silicone-enhanced, scarecrow bodies
of Redbook and Glamour. So what, I still like my body. No silicone anywhere,
plenty of "womanly" curves, and it suits my purposes quite well. Heck, I even
like my face.
Do I feel differently today, after hearing from Miss USA natural body
builder? Surprisingly not. I saw in Samantha that the potential of the female
body is astounding. She is able to lift hundreds and hundreds of pounds.
Every inch of her spandex-clad body is smooth and muscular, yet she looks
remarkably feminine and much younger than her 37 years. I was unable to stop
staring. Luckily she is used to being stared at. Her body belongs to the world I
live in no more than Arnold Schwarzenegger is from the same planet as the men I
see around me.
But to listen to Samantha is to get to know a woman who is remarkably
down to earth. She blew my stereotypes of body builders right out of the water.
She is intelligent, expressive, energetic, and has a great deal of heart. I have
always assumed that since body builders spend so much time working out, they
must be unbearably narcissistic. Sam is not.
Instead, I saw a woman who is able to make a living doing what she
loves. I can only envy that and wish the same for my future. Samantha's
passion just happens to be working out and teaching others how to take care of
their bodies. Her eyes lit up when asked about her dream. She explained that
women live much longer than men, but they spend more years unable to care for
themselves. Exercise provides tremendous benefits for older women because it
increases their quality of life. Samantha dreams of helping people to be able to
live to the fullest until the end of their lives, then simply die, as opposed to the
more common dying process, which often takes decades. Hers is the noble goal
of relieving human suffering.
Listening to Sam encouraged me to take better care of my body. Upon
reflection, I see that there is much room for improvement in my diet, and since
exercise feels great anyway, I could certainly stand to do more of it. I will never
compete in body building competitions, as I simply don't have the time or
inclination to get there from here. I will never look like Sam, but I worked out
extra hard today, just in case.
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Writing as Interaction
By Roland Martinez
We live in an age of information. We are called upon to selectively
consume information based on what is relevant to our situation and what is not.
Many times this process becomes confusing and it is difficult to remain objective inside this process. Do we read to become more informed and more specialized in areas that we are already familiar with or do we read in order to find new
pathways that may lead us into new directions of focused consciousness or
belief? Writing is the process that completes reading and it is important that we
make conversation an integral part of our writing. Discourse with the information that we receive in our environment is essential to the process of writing and
good information always comes with the invitation to respond.
In "How to Tame a Wild Tongue," Gloria Anzaldua uses the loss of
language and loss of the ability to respond to another's discourse as a recurring
theme. She writes of being punished for speaking her native language in school.
She tells how she feels that this was a violation of her civil rights. She speaks of
how other Latinos say she is a traitor to her language because she speaks a
regional dialect of Spanish called Chicano Spanish (Anzaldua 37). Both of these
are examples of one individual's struggle to communicate as she sees fit.
Anzaldua's article seems very direct to many readers. In most situations this style of communication would be used in order to make an undisputed
point. In our society we have been often told that one who speaks so strongly
is one who does not wish to place their point up for discussion or argument.
Among skilled communicators, such as Anzaldua, this technique is used in order
to provoke discussion and argument with the reader. She writes, "I will no
longer be made to feel shamed of existing. I will have my voice... I will
overcome the tradition of silence" (Anzaldua 41). Ms. Anzaldua could have not
offered us a better opportunity to respond to her words. The very fact that we
are able to express ourselves is qualification enough to respond to another's
opinions and observations and to add our own.
Most of the works in our textbook, Ways of Reading, are responses to
the works of others. Foucault would not havehad anything to write had he not
read of the Panopticon in Bentham's works. Griffin reacts to Himmler's diaries.
Berger would have been a dry art critic spouting Marxist rhetoric had he not
included the graphics, and Tompkins's whole essay depends on the interaction
of different historical works in the context of historical views of the American
Indian. It has been said that great writers read, and this is most likely so. Even
greater than to read, though, is to respond to another's work and put it into a
context of personal relevance and awakened self-awareness.
Listening to the invitations that others extend to us, consciously or
not, is often a great challenge for even the most skilled writers. Both Anzaldua
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and Susan Griffin speak of times when their voices have been stilled. Griffin
says "as a child, I lost the power of my voice for several years. It was shyness.
In between my voice and the other voices there was a vast gulf (Griffin 249).
Not to express one's feelings about a piece of literature is to experience Griffin's
"vast gulf." Interacting with the words of others is a responsibility of everyone
who consumes information. All readers know at the outset of reading a piece
that he or she will be interacting with it on some level.
Several sources of information do not encourage the interaction of the
provider and the consumer. This often leads to irresponsible and one-sided
views being expressed. Such tragedies in modern times are evident daily in the
media. Media stories are often incomplete because the method of distribution is
very unfriendly to interaction between viewpoints. Susan Griffin reports how
the media handled several stories during the war in Iraq in the beginning of the
1990s. First the war is touted as a first in world history, "smart" bombs are in
use which will almost eliminate civilian casualties in this war. Next it is revealed
that forty percent of these "smart" weapons have missed their targets. Finally,
with Allied troops in Iraq, the bombing continues and several civilian casualties
are reported in bomb shelters in Baghdad (Griffin 274-363).
Does the media intentionally alter stories in order to change public
opinion on important events? I doubt that this is often the case. I find that the
media's irresponsibility in reporting a subject is mostly because the demands on
media outlets to get stories out quickly, even if incomplete, supercedes responsible investigation a good part of the time. Secondly, the media often is seen to
be an authority on the subjects that they are reporting. This public view of
media as an unassailable authority figure is not often an accurate one. In most
cases, a second look into the matter would find that the media is only expert on
drawing viewers and that many other sources are available to get more accurate
facts on a situation.
A consumer of information must realize that it is his or her responsibility to interact with the information that is available to them and that their opinion
is often the relevant one in a given situation. If Susan Griffin or Gloria Anzaldua
had continued to feel the way they did about things in childhood, we would
have lost at the very least two great texts. Both of them contain stories that we
can relate to on different levels, that inspire us to lay our own opinions out into
the public market that we may interact with the voices of others.
Anzaldua writes "like many... I did not deem my psychic experiences
real. I denied their occurrences and let my inner senses atrophy" (Anzaldua 32).
Griffin also writes of the chi, a spirit that we all have walking beside us in
another parallel world. She explains that one is not able to express oneself
unless this parallel spirit is listened to and its desires taken into account when a
decision is made. She comments on how we make our minds stale and unusable
by ignoring these parts of ourselves. "A mind tutored along certain acceptable
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pathways, so that all that lies outside certain avenues of thought begins to
assume an air of unreality" (Griffin 215). Both of these women acknowledge the
possibility that other means of "rationality" can shape our thoughts.
I think that listening to our inner voices is one of the most powerful
tools that we have for interaction with the work of others. Many times a word or
phrase in a work that we read will inspire us into a whole new paradigm. If we
listen to these small impulses we often find that they become some of our best
work with some small amount of development. Listening to the inner voice is to
listen to the universal voice that inspires us all and connects the discourses of
writers past and present.
Griffin and Anzaldua also place a heavy emphasis on childhood as a
time when our voices are silenced. Anzaldua speaks of times in her childhood
when myths were told to her in order to "protect" her (Anzaldua 31). She speaks
of how in later life this affected her by silencing her inner voice when certain
events happened, such as a snake crossing her path. Griffin also tells of the
horrors of secrets and lies told to her by adults. In her case an alcoholic mother
and a wayward grandmother were hidden from her and their stories were not told
to her until she was an adult (Griffin 74-78). This affected her by making her feel
some subjects should not be written or spoken about. She also tells how she
came to realize that when a secret is brought to light and examined, no matter
how personal the secret, our knowledge of ourselves grows.
Using these two women's examples of what a repressed environment
does to a child's views, we can only conclude that children should be encouraged to express their views. Openness should be encouraged and children
should also be encouraged to express their own feelings about subjects. The
most likely result that occurs when a child is "protected" from their own opinions is that we never get to hear their valuable voices.
Even in our age of information, we should always express our views.
It's our right and responsibility to do so. We should always remember that other
voices are put on the market for us to interact with and that when we do so we
participate in a process of communication. We should encourage our inexperienced voices to learn this process and remember that all sources of information
are voices that we can interact with. The process of writing is one of exploration
and those who have gone before us have not discovered all there is to see, they
have just opened new pathways for us to explore.
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The Zombie of Haiti
By Colleen Pedersen
"The eyes were the worst. It was not my imagination. They were in truth
like the eyes of a dead man, not blind, but staring, unfocused, unseeing. The whole
face, for that matter, was bad enough. It was vacant, as if there was nothing behind
it. It seemed not only expressionless, but incapable of expression. I had seen so
much previously in Haiti that was outside ordinary normal experience that for the
flash of a second I had a sickening, almost panicky lapse in which I thought, or
rather felt, 'Great God, maybe this stuff is really true..." (Seabrook 1959)
These are not lines from a low budget movie, but are the words of writerexplorer-traveler William Seabrook as he encountered one of the deepest mysteries
borne of Haitian folklore- the zombie. Most people have heard the term 'zombie'
and probably associate images of the walking dead, arms outstretched and eyes
blank, malevolently stalking graveyards for a taste of living flesh. Even if we have
never actually seen Night of the Living Deed, this stereotypical image of a zombie has
beenfirmlyplanted in America's collective psyche thanks to Hollywood. But from
where does the zombie myth derive and how did it come to be associated with evil?
Are zombies simply the Haitian version of the boogie man- a fable used to frighten
believers into avoiding certain behavior- or is there more to zombiism than
folklore? In other words, are they real, and if so, what determines who will suffer
such a fate and how are they made to suffer it? To answer these questions, one must
delve into the past of one of the poorest countries of the Western HemisphereHaiti.
The slave trade was flourishing in the 1700's in Saint-Dominique, as Haiti
was called during its French colonial period. Most of these slaves were brought to
the island from the Congo and Dahomean regions (as well as many other regions)
of West Africa (Desmangles 2). They brought with them their belief in magic and
witchcraft and the memory of the gods and ancestors they had worshipped in the
forests of Africa (Farson, Hall 60). In Saint-Dominique, these traditions blended
with Roman Catholicism and influences from the New World to form a new religion
called Vodou (Desmangles xi). Voodoo, the term familiar to the average person, is a
deterioration of the Dahomean term vodu or vodun, meaning "deity" or "spirit"
(Desmangles 2). The vodun religion is the folk religion of Haiti practiced today by
the descendants of these slaves: rural peasants who make up almost 90% of Haiti's
current population (Ng Cheong-Lum 58). Steeped for centuries in pagan African
rituals and superstition, the vodouisants have a powerful belief in gods, bodily
possession and magic. Central to their religious beliefs is the idea of ti-bon-ange (little
good angel) znAgros-bon-angefbiggood angel), the two spirits which together form a
person's soul. Upon death, the gros-bon-ange goes through several stages to become a
loay or god. A person's soul can be displaced during possession by a god or upon
death, but unless great care is taken to provide a disembodied soul a proper alternate
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dwelling place, especially after death, a soul can fall into evil hands. This is the basis
for the vodouisants' belief in zombies. (Farson, Hall 64).
To a Haitian, then, a zombie is a body without a soul, "an individual who
has been 'killed' and then raised from the dead by malevolent voodoo priests"
(Wallis 60). A zombie, after 'resurrection', is doomed to a fate of enslavement, often
on a sugar plantation, a "fate literally worse than death (because of) the loss of
physical liberty that is slavery, and the sacrifice of personal autonomy implied by the
loss of identity" (Booth 275, Davis 139). According the American writer Zora Neale
Hurston, who documented her travel and study of the Haitian culture in her book
Tell My Horse, a zombie is someone who has been reduced "from an educated,
intelligent being to an unthinking, unknowing beast" (Hurston 190). Another
author who also spent considerable time in Haiti, Alfred Metraux, states the
"zombi(es) are recognized by their absentminded manner, their extinguished, almost
glassy eyes, and above all by the nasal twang in their voices" and sums up their
horrific existence this way: "The spark of life which sorcerers wake in a corpse does
not give the dead man back his place in the society of men. A zombi remains in that
misty zone which divides life from death. He moves, eats, hears what is said to him,
even speaks, but he has no memory and no knowledge of his condition. The zombi
is a beast of burden which his master exploits without mercy, making him work in
the fields, weighing him down with labour, whipping him freely and feeding him on
meagre, tasteless food. A zombi's life is seen in terms which echo the harsh existence
of a slave in the old colony of Santo Domingo" (Metraux 283,282). In the soulless
zombie, the Haitian sees everything that is despicable: loss of the powers of
perception and the loss of self-control. For a Haitian, no fate is more terrible (Ng
Cheong-Lum 74). A zombie is incapable of moral judgment and is presumed to be
under the powerful direction of the voodoo sorcerer who raised him from his death
(Desmangles 195).
This sorcerer, known as bokor, deals specifically with black magic and
practices the darkest arts of voodoo, including zombification (Farson, Hall 64).
Hurston states that "the bocor[sic] and his associates knew exactly who was going to
be resurrected even before they died. They knew this because they themselves
brought about the 'death' (Hurston 191). On the other hand, the voodoo priest,
the houngan, invokes good spirits or fights a curse with white magic. Voudoisants
maintain that a true houngan will have nothing to do with sorcery, so a zombie is
almost always the product of the bokor's black magic. Hence, the zombie is associated
with evil, although the zombie itself is not considered to be evil (Desmangles 195).
So Haitian peasants believe in zombies, but are zombies real} To most
educated people, this would seem to be a question that cannot be asked with any
degree of gravity. Leslie Desmangles, a Haitian professor of religion at Trinity
College in Hartford, Connecticut who has studied the religions of his homeland
since the early 1970's says, "you hear stories all the time, but you can never actually
find a zombie" (Booth 274). Hurston says otherwise: "What is the whole truth and
Pedersen -16

nothing else but the truth about Zombies? I do not know, but I know that I saw
the broken remanent [sic], relic, or refuse of Felicia Felix-Mentor in a hospital yard... I
had the rare opportunity to see and touch an authentic case. I listened to the broken
noises in its throat, and then I did what no one else had ever done, I photographed
it... so I know that there are zombies in Haiti" (Hurston 189,191).
Unequivocally the world has changed a great deal since 1938 when Hurston
wrote about these experiences, and standards of proof have risen with the advancement of scientific technology. More recently, Dr. LeMarque Douyon, head of the
Psychiatric Center (Klien-Mars Centre Psychiatrique) in Port-au-Prince, had tried for
25 years to discover the truth, as Hurston had, about zombies. He traveled into rural
Haiti where he met with purported zombies. There he found at least 15 individuals
who had been branded zombies by terrified peasants. These 'zombies' were actually
victims of epilepsy, mental retardation, insanity or alcoholism (Wallis 60). One must
ask, however, why a Canadian-educated Haitian doctor would dedicate so much time
to seeking the 'truth' about zombies if, indeed, a zombie is nothing more than
folklore?
A partial answer is found in Article 249 of the Haitian Penal Code, which
recognizes the existence of zombies: "Also shall be qualified as attempted murder
the use against any person of substances that without causing actual death, produce a
more or less prolonged lethargic coma. If after the administering of such substances, the person has been buried, the act shall be considered murder no matter
what result follows" (ANH: Code Penal, cited in Desmangles, 195). If, then, a
zombie is redefined as the product of a criminal act in which a person is given a drug
to induce a state which mimics death to such a degree that even a medical examination could not discern signs of life, perhaps an educated person would find sufficient
reason to delve further into supposed Haitian folklore. The 'Holy Grail' in this case
would be finding a verifiable case of zombiism. Dr. Douyon believed he had.
Clairvius Narcisse was declared dead of "malignant hypertension and
pulmonary edema" (fordan 6) by both Haitian and U.S. doctors in 1962 at Albert
Schweitzer Hospital, an American-run institution in Deschapelles, Haiti (Wallis 60,
Kemp 27). Eighteen years later he reappeared in Haitian society and was recognized
by more than 200 people, including family members (Wallis 60). He claimed to have
been 'killed' but was completely conscious during his burial, heard himself being
pronounced dead, saw the lid close on his coffin and felt himself being lowered into
the ground 0ordan 6). Narcisse reported feeling as if he were 'floating' and unable
to respond in any way, and describes extraordinary details such as a scar on his right
cheek at the edge of his mouth caused by a nail driven through his coffin (Davis 62).
Douyon believed the best explanation was that Narcisse had been poisoned in such a
way that his vital signs could not be detected. Narcisse has since become quite
famous as the object of documentaries produced by the BBC and ABC. Clairvius
Narcisse is not a lone zombie. Four other cases of zombiism (or zombification as it
is also termed) also spurred medical and scientific inquiry into the voodoo phenomPedersen -17

enon (Wallis 60). According to an article in Psychology Today, "If Narcisse's claim is
true, being a zombie meant the surrender of his personality and identity to another.
To accomplish this, a precise drug was created that induced a seemingly impossible
state, dead, but not dead. This was coupled with very elaborate and convincing
psychological manipulations that ultimately caused Narcisse to believe himself a
zombie and cede his soul" (Jordan 6).
But all of this for cheap labor? In his book The Serpent and the Rainbow>
Harvard ethnobotanist Wade Davis suggests there is more to the whys and
wherefores of zombiism than even Haitians are willing to tell you. He states that
"...given the availability of cheap labor, there would seem to be no economic
incentive to create a force of indentured service" (Davis 139). Why, then, would
zombies be created?
Since the voodoo sorcerer, the Bokor, is responsible for the act, perhaps the
question should be reframed as how does one earn the malevolent attention of a
bokor} Alfred Metraux recorded in his book Voodoo in Haiti that a young girl became
a bokor's victim because she rejected his advances (Metraux 284-5). Revenge, then,
would seem to be a reason that zombies are created. Other sources contend that the
victims are those who have transgressed Vodoun law (Kemp 26). Davis confirms
this view. Prompted in part by Douyon's previous work, Davis traveled to Haiti to
solve the zombie puzzle and studied the case of Clairvius Narcisse himself. Narcisse
was reportedly turned into a zombie by a bokor most likely hired by his own
brother. He was subjected to a tribunal consisting of members of one of the
Vodoun secret societies who judged him for crimes against his Vodoun community.
These crimes included antagonizing his family over land ownership issues as well as
"compromising innumerable women" and refusing to takefinancialresponsibility
for the children he had fathered or for the welfare of the various mothers. Because
of his refusal to accept these responsibilities he was free to financially advance
himself further than his more responsible peers. He showed no willingness to share
his wealth with his family members and argued with them over many issues besides
money or land. For these reasons he had transgressed Vodoun law and his punishment was to suffer the fate of a zombie (Davis 1985,80-83).
Davis proposes that zombification is actually a social sanction imposed by
recognized corporate groups whose responsibilities include the policing of that
society. These 'corporate groups' are very secretive societies in Vodoun culture whose
use of poisons dates back to the Haitians' African roots. Zombification was a
punishment meted out to social outcasts, the 'pariahs' who had transgressed the
rules of Haitian peasant society (Davis 1985,213). Zombification was not simply a
set of symptoms; it was a social process unique to a particular culture reality. (Davis
1985,61). If this is true, then clearly not just anyone can become a zombie.
How a zombie is made involves even more disagreement, and this is where
the zombie mystery becomes most intriguing. In one account, the bokor saddles a
horse after dark and rides, backward, to the victim's house. He places his lips against
Pedersen-18

a slit in the door and sucks out the person's soul, trapping it inside a corked bottle.
Shortly afterward the victim becomes sick and dies. At midnight on the day of
burial, the bokor goes with his assistants to the grave, opens it, and calls the victim's
name. Because the bokor holds his soul, the dead person must lift his head in
answer. As he does so, the bokor passes the bottle containing the soul under the
corpse's nose for a brief time and the dead person is then reanimated. The bokor
drags the victim from his tomb and beats him on the head to revive him further,
after which he carefully closes the tomb to look undisturbed. The victim is then led
by the bokor and his assistants past his own house to insure that he will never again
recognize his own home and try to return there. He is then taken to a voodoo
temple where he is administered drugs to maintain his subservience to the bokor
(Hurston 192). Incidentally, in verified cases of zombification, Davis learned that
upon reviving, the zombie is force-fed a paste made of sweet potato and datura
plant known as "zombie cucumber," one of the most potent hallucinogenic plants
known. This is thought to be the means by which a zombie's insensate state is
maintained after his 'resurrection' (Wallis 60, Jordan 6).
A more scholarly explanation for zombies is suggested by Barbara W. Lex
of Western Michigan University and published'm American Anthropologist. In her
article titled "Voodoo Death: New Thoughts on an Old Explanation" she states that
there is neurophysiologies! evidence that suggestion plays an important role in
voodoo death. She explains that "practical knowledge of emotion and autonomic
functioning should permit manipulations which can result in dysfunction, if not
death" and concludes that "suggestion in this context is accomplished by the
practitioner's manipulation of the autonomic nervous system through the victim's
cognitive apprehension of the meaning of witchcraft" (Lex 822). Simply stated, if
you believe in witchcraft, it can kill you, or at least make you very ill. Though a
zombie cannot technically be 'dead', the role of suggestion is confirmed by Wade
Davis. He believes that a psychological or cultural predisposition is essential. One
has to live in Haiti and believe in zombies to actually become one. It is what Davis
calls the "set and setting" of the experience Science 1988,275), which includes "the
pronouncement of death, the graveyard revivification, and the presence of other
zombies coupled with... belief that zombies exist"0ordan 6). He also states that the
trauma of being buried alive and the knowledge that one is a social outcast is
perhaps as potent as any drug. He concludes that zombies have as much basis in
social mores as in pharmacology. "I thought I was finding the chemical basis for
zombi(e)ism," he says, "but instead I found a phenomenon rooted in 400 years of
Haitian psychology and history" (Begley 79).
The pharmacology, or chemical basis of zombiism, is by far the most
fascinating and most controversial explanation for how zombies are made. Are
zombies formed by drugs? Yes, says Davis. In his book, The Serpent and the Rainbow,
he chronicles his travels to Haiti in search of poisons used in voodoo societies
particularly for zombification. Ethnobotanists such as Davis combine anthropology
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and botany to study the native plants used by primitive cultures. Poisons in these
plants, if they actually exist could be of tremendous benefit to the medical world. A
drug that induces a trance-like paralysis that convincingly imitates death by lowering
the body's metabolic functions to imperceptible levels could be used for many
function, especially as traquilizers. Could a drug with so much potential actually
exist?
According to Davis's studies, the secret ingredient to zombification is
tetrodotoxin, which is a poison found in the puffer fish (Begley 79). Symptoms of
tetrodotoxin poisoning parallel the zombification process right down to the final
paralysis and glassy-eyed stare, the "floating feeling" and the cessation of perceptible
vital functions yet the retention of mental faculties (Booth 276). In Japan, where
puffer fish is a delicacy, there were at least two cases of victims who were declared
dead by recovered before they could be buried (Wallis 60). In samples of poud
zombi, the bokor's "zombie powder" collected by Davis, "the principal ingredients
were consistent in three of four localities" (Davis 1715). These principal ingredients
consisted of plants containing skin irritants, charred human bone thrown in just for
show, and the active ingredient, one or more species of puffer fish (Wallis 60).
If Davis's research holds up to scientific scrutiny, the Haitian zombie could
walk out of its shroud of African/Haitian superstition and perhaps at that point, as
Psychology Todayputs it, could becomes "clear that the creation of zombies entails an
extremely sophisticated melding of sciences of pharmacology and psychology
(Jordan 6). Not everyone is convinced by Davis' accounts contained in The Serpent
and the Rainbow, or his scholarly disseration on the subject contained in his follow-up
book Passage of Darkness: The Etbnobiology of Haitian Zombie. Some say his research
wasflawed,but certainly his hypothesis holds more credence than the eyewitness
(but hardly scientific) observations of Zora Neale Hurston almost 60 years ago.
Whether by poison or suggestion, by a bokor's black magic or as social
punishment, Haitian zombies do exist. Most significantly, zombies are considered
real not just by the Haitian peasants, but also by non-native observers including welleducated medical doctors and scientists, and are recognized by the Haitian Penal
Code. There is strong pharmacological evidence that zombies are more than a
figment of Haitian folklore. Even though no one has been able to determine the
extent of zombification, if any is being practiced in Haiti today, zombies are an
integral part of the Haitian peasant culture. Zombies are pitiful shells of real people,
reduced to a life even less meaningful than that of an impoverished Haitian peasant.
They pay, for the rest of their lifeless lives, for their crimes against society. Even nonbelievers would have to agree this would truly be a soulless existence- a fate worse
than death itself.
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Taiwan
By Melissa Bosworth
Shoving my way past a clump of people I manage to free myself from
the crowd. The sound of people, the sizzling of food, and the sensation of pure
movement bombards me. Smells of grease and other unrecognizable odors
sweep over me in waves while hot, muggy air clings to my body. I knock into
someone by accident and the words "excuse me" lodge in my throat. At once I
feel sheepish for almost saying that to them because the person I bumped into
would not understand. I am helpless without the ability to use words. A woman
to my left holds up a purse she grabbed from the pile of bags and purses and
screams, "Kan, Kan! Kan, Kan!" (Look, look! Look, Look!). Confused I just
shake my head and shrug my shoulders. Voices hum as the sounds of Mandarin
wash over me. Fading into the background, noise evokes no more meaning for
me than a passing truck or barking dog. Shops and street vendors surround me
on each side. Through the middle of the tight pathway of the market, people sit
on blankets selling anything to anyone. Street vendors offer everything from
barbecued squid on a stick to rooster heads. Live turtles hang squirming on
hooks by their soft-shells from the vendor carts. Sweat trickles down my neck
and I can feel the moisture forming a wet spot beneath my backpack. The trash
lays everywhere like dead carcasses waiting to rot in the heat, and stray dogs,
like vultures, rummage through and carry it elsewhere. "Aren't there any
garbage cans anywhere?" I wonder.
"Haven't they heard of recycling?" I say to Ying.
"I know. Isn't it just wrong?" he replies. We make our way out of the
market into the chaos of the busy city street, scooters dart between the throngs
of people making their way across the street as cars inch their way through the
congestion. "The people here are so rude, they just cut in front of you," I say
with some haughtiness. Ying just laughs, "Well, that's Taiwan for you."
"Seeing comes before words. The child looks and recognizes before it
can speak. But there is also another sense in which seeing comes before words.
It is seeing that establishes our place in the surrounding world; we explain that
world with words, but words can never undo the fact that we are surrounded by
it. The relation between what we see and what we know is never settled"
(Berger 105).
Light creeps into the sky around a little past four a.m. I look out at the
early morning dawn, from the balcony of Ying's father's three-story home and
gaze across the distance from my safe sanctuary that separates me from Taiwan.
A river lazily slips through the valley. Each hill rolls over another into the
horizon. Thick tropical green trees engulf each hill, as though they were one
solid mass. There are small houses scattered at the bottom of the hills lining
each one like fringe. Puffs of clouds swirl and twist across the morning sky,
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giving me the sensation that the earth is spinning. Even at four in the morning,
the air is muggy and condensed with heat. Five stray dogs travel in a pack
looking for food in front of the house. I watch as they scamper around the
surrounding houses sniffing and searching for something to eat. A black and
white spotted mutt looks up at me then loses interest as the pack continues to
travel in hopes of finding a meal elsewhere. Grabbing onto the railing, I begin to
stretch. Every muscle in my body aches from my twenty-hour journey from Utah
to Taiwan. I look into the room where Ying sleeps peacefully under a single thin
blanket, pillows mounding around him. His back is turned to me, as though if he
does not face the world the daylight will not come. "Seriously, how can anyone
sleep on a pillow as hard as a rock?" I question myself, rubbing the back of my
neck still from last night sleep. "Those pillows have got to g o . . . " My thoughts
trail off as I look at my watch, realizing that it is seven p.m. my time, "No wonder
I woke up this early." I need to adjust to this time zone or I am going to be
miserable." I let out a sigh. Reluctantly, I settle back down to sleep, surprised at
how quickly my body responds. "I must be so tired from traveling..." I mutter
as sleep enfolds me.
"Whatever ways a person limits himself by thoughts of how life should
be, he probably will face realities that are in conflict with those limits" (Beisser
109).
"Everyone stares, everyone! I am so sick of everyone staring at me,
Ying!" I sigh with anguish. "It is really getting old," I say.
"I know, I know," says Ying. "But how can he know?" I say to myself.
Then, feeling silly, I realize that he must have had plenty of people staring at him
during his time in America. We weave our way through the packs of shoulder
height people on a street in Taipei. I am dehydrated and feel slightly dizzy but I
hate to drink from the water bottle that weighs heavily in my backpack, because
then Ying and I will have to try and find a decent bathroom. This feat is harder
than finding gold. The bathrooms aren't typical American bathrooms. After
weeks of squatting over public toilets inlaid in the floor, with the stench of urine
clinging to my hair and clothes, the tiles slick with urine and covered in hair,
boxed in with no ventilation, I am ready to sell my soul for my bathroom at home.
"Ying, I think I am going to die of thirst, if I don't drink soon." I gasp
pretending it is my last.
"You know there is water in your backpack..." he says annoyed.
"I know there is but then I will have to use the bathroom!" I say.
"Oh, I am sorry I forgot," he says laughing. "If you didn't have the
world's smallest bladder . . . " The sky opens up, and it begins to rain. The rain is
very hard and rhythmic like it has been raining for hours. The storm darkens the
sky and immediately the streets are covered in rivers that flood toward the open
drains and gutters. The rainwater turns brown as it gushes past us. Ying and I
are soaked, looking anywhere for refuge. The rain brings a sense of coolness to
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the air that is refreshing. I feel relief from the heat for a moment.
"We should have brought our umbrellas!" I cry through the sound of
the pouring rain.
"Well, it's too late now. The rain should stop soon. Should I go and get
the car?" Ying asks.
"No, let's just wait. It has rained almost two weeks straight since I
arrived here," I say with disbelief. "I grow very tired of this rain..." People run
everywhere trying to escape the downpour. Street vendors pull in their carts
also, looking for freedom from the buckets of water.
"Taiwan's famous Typhoon season. What can I say?" Ying says
smiling. The rain disappears as quickly as it started, the sky clears and the heat
returns. Only small traces of water glisten indicating that the rainfall was ever
here. The street vendors pull out their carts and people return to the streets.
"Wandering through the house today, without purpose, depressed,
feeling that I have begun to lose touch with what I am writing, I chanced upon
these words from a letter by Van Gogh: "Like everyone else, I feel the need of
family and friendship, affection and friendly intercourse. I am not made of some
stone or iron, like a hydrant or a lamppost" (Auster 67).
Perhaps this is what really counts: to arrive at the core of human
feeling, in spite of the evidence" (Auster 67).
I wish I were home. I have never so desperately wanted to return to
Utah in my life. Reading. Now there is a funny thing. I guess that I have taken
the fact that I can read for granted. I look down a street and for the life of me I
cannot even begin to tell what exists there, or, for that matter, make out what the
Chinese characters are supposed to represent in regard to the English alphabet.
Magazines are read backward and the Chinese read right to left instead or left to
right. I want to connect with the people, but I am literally at a loss for words. I
miss my family and friends, and I really just miss communicating. People are
always making fun of foreigners for just nodding their heads and smiling. I have
become just that kind of person, smiling and nodding at everything people say.
At the same time, I have found a different kind of connection with the lives of
people who struggle just to survive. The simplicity of their lives sets in, and I
feel silly for the way I make my life so complicated with trivial things.
The car drives slowly by American standards on the freeway of about
eighty kilometers, gliding past apartment buildings sixty stories high. We pass
plantations, shacks of houses, and sparse bits of land as Ying and I make our
way to the airport. Butterflies dance around my stomach, and I am slightly light
headed. "I am leaving and I feel like I just barely got here." The radio hums an
unfamiliar song. The sun is setting even though it is only six o'clock. "It's
strange, that the sun sets so early in the middle of August." I mumble out loud,
half to myself and half to Ying. The sky begins to change dramatically from
daylight to night. Shadows appear, taking over the streets and buildings.
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Taiwan is forever in my veins.
"Memory alone cannot resurrect past time, because it is memory itself
that shapes it, long after historical time has passed" (Steedman 646).
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The Horizon
By Maruda Nicole Larsen
The factory consisted of two hangars, one for electric welding and the
other for machinery used to build parts for tanks, submarines and airplanes. Iron
beams, bars, plates, grinders, forges, had all become well too familiar. For the
past fifteen months I was forced to spend eleven hours a day working strenuously at the turning lathe, under the gun. The big white letters on my uniform,
or rather the ragged and now torn clothes I was ordered to wear, labeled me as
an IMI (Italian Military Internee or POW).
I was captured at dawn on a sunny September morning in 1943, just one
day before leaving on a military mission to Albania. I was thrown, along with my
fellow soldiers, on a freight train that finally left that afternoon. With only the
sun as a compass, we knew we were traveling north, in freight cars without seats
or bathrooms. We had to tear a couple of wooden strips off the floor to improvise a toilette. Three days, and five hundred miles later, my throat burning from
the heat of the car filled with the stench of seventy sweaty men, I finally arrived
at the train's last destination: Bremervorde. That was only the beginning of a
two year journey that would change not only my life, but also that of millions of
people.
At the end of October, I was assigned to a factory in Hamburg, where a
barracks and a red-haired lieutenant awaited me. His cynical laugh still haunts
me. His favorite torture was to make all the prisoners do jumping jacks, at the
end of an eleven hour shift and after a five mile walk from the factory to the
concentration camp. As a Christmas present that year, he doubled the sets.
The days went by, all desperately the same. In August, finally some
changes started to take place. All the IMIs were turned into civilians: a piece of
paper declared us "free workers in Germany." That really did not change much.
We were still forced to work till exhaustion, but we were allowed on busses and
trolleys, in civilian clothes. The biggest problem now, was seeking shelter
during bombardments. IMIs were not admitted in public bunkers. On the night
of November 11,1944,1 faced that problem at close quarters.
During one of the previous bombings, about three miles away from our
camp, a food warehouse was destroyed. For me that meant the chance of a good
meal. From the still smoking rubble, I got out what was salvageable; flour, sugar
and other treats. I then started my journey back to the camp. I was planning on
making some pasta that would have been perfect with the can of tomato sauce
that I found lying on what was left of the floor in the warehouse. I started up the
hill near the camp, tasting already the luscious dish, when the grievous howl of
the siren announced an impending bombing. I ran to the top of the hill, across
the field hoping to beat time. But it was too late. Incendiary bombs had started
our barracks on fire. In less than five minutes I was surrounded by flames,
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bombs falling like rain from the sky. My heart was racing and I knew I had to get
out of the open. The bunker nearby was for Germans only, but I tried anyway.
The German I spoke, and that had favored me in so many situations, did not
work this time. I was an "Italiener Verrater" (Italian traitor) and that's what they
treated me as. There was no room for a "Schwarz Zigeuner" (black gypsy) in an
Aryan shelter.
My ragged coat over my face, as the only shield from the flames, I
decided to run toward the woods. As I started my hike on a sand hill, the smoke
obscuring the air, I felt something touching me. A wounded man had rolled onto
my feet. It was a Russian POW shot in the leg by his sentry. Bombs were still
falling. I tried to help the poor soldier up, but he was too weak to walk. I then
sacrificed my backpack filled with tangible hopes for a decent meal, and carried
him on my shoulders uphill and all the way to the woods, where we stayed till
the sound of the anti-aircraft artillery faded away.
Exhausted and still shaking, I started on my way back to the camp. The
Russian prisoner was still on my shoulders when I saw three men walking
toward me. They were from Russia, and although I didn't speak their language, I
could see they were glad I had helped one of their own and offered to take him.
In their grateful smiles I found comfort. When I finally reached camp, I found
nothing but flames and devastation. I lost what little I had, including my shoes.
They transferred me then, to Neugraben, where Camp Falkenberg
would be my new residence for the following year.
Every morning on my way to work, I would witness a sweet and tender
ritual that took place in the front yard of a small old house on Staderstrasse. A
lady, I guessed in her fifties, would kiss her daughter good-bye and watch her as
she left for work on her bike. Twenty years old at the time, I could not help
noticing how beautiful the young girl was: a blunt reminder of how lonely and
far away from home I really was. Destiny decided that the small old house would
become a haven of peace in my tumultuous life.
On my way back from the factory, one cold day in December, the lady
saw me walking down the street. She smiled and motioned me to get inside.
Hesitant at first, and not knowing what to expect, I entered the front room. My
eyes immediately spotted an inviting cake piled up high in a ceramic plate sitting
on an old wooden table. She told me she knew I was an Italian free worker,
delicate about not calling me an IMI, and that she had a daughter that wanted to
take lessons in Italian. I looked at her speechless, not sure I understood her.
She then pointed at the cake and asked if I would accept some of it as her
modest down payment. I soon knew that there would never be any lessons, and
that would be my excuse for being in the house. They gave me clothes, underwear, shoes and thick wool socks that I gladly accepted since winter was
approaching. I will never forget the warmth and the kindness of the Ludwigs.
Karl, Luise and Lisa will always hold a special place in my heart. Strangely, the
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Obermeister, too, holds a place in my heart.
The sky was dark that morning and menacing low clouds were promising snow. I once again got up and went to work hoping and praying that I
would eat more than a watered down soup for lunch. At the factory, the
Obermeister was particularly ill tempered. The bruises from his kicks were
common to all prisoners and we oddly grew to expect them, but that day a blow
to the back nearly took me to my knees, this because I was not moving fast
enough. I absorbed the humiliation thinking that reacting would not have done
any good.
A couple of hours later, he ordered me and another prisoner to follow
him. First thing I thought was that we were going to be punished. He told us
instead, that we had been assigned to do some repairs on his own house,
damaged by a recent bombing. My legs shaking, imaging what kind of treatment
was awaiting me, I jumped on his truck expecting the worst.
Twenty minutes later we arrived at his residence: a modest two story
house. As the German soldier walked inside, my companion and I stopped at the
front door, for we knew POWs were not allowed in private residences. He had
barely reached the front room, past the small atrium, when he turned around and
asked briskly why we were not moving. We looked at each other and concluded
that the repairs were probably inside. When I asked him to confirm our assumptions, he looked at me straight in the eyes. He smiled and suddenly the room
broke free from the tension. I realized then I had never seen him do that. There
were no repairs for us, he explained, introducing his wife that just entered the
room: they just wanted to have us over for dinner, as long as we would agree not
to tell anybody. Not hard to do! The table in the kitchen was covered with food
that we devoured in minutes. Once again I had proof that love and compassion
go beyond any nationality, race or belief.
On April 20,1945, our concentration camp was closed and the threat of
a mass execution became terribly real. It was commonly known that entire camps
would lose their lives to devoted Nazi gunmen unwilling to accept defeat. On
the 25th, it was announced that only French and Belgian POWs would be freed
and allowed to meet the English troops in Buxtehude. Two days later the order
was extended to all prisoners.
The SS leading the way, backpacks on our shoulders, we started our
last march under the gun. The police were also preceding us. We knew that
past Fischbeck we would have to take a right turn to Erstdorf, toward Hamburg
and then Denmark. We also knew that was the route Jewish women and a group
of our own had taken to their deaths.
The SS left, and only the police remained to guard us. We learned later
that he had been ordered to massacre the whole group but could not bear to do
it. Past Fischbeck, the policemen, one by one disappeared. We finally arrived,
with terror, at the crucial turn for Erstdorf. Now on our own, we decided to keep
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marching toward Buxtehude. Will the German line be there to greet us to the
sound of machine guns, or will the English battalion be there to save us?
After hours of real anguish and nonstop walking, we discerned in the
distance the town's bell tower. Extremely terrified, looking around absently
trying to gather my thoughts, I saw something that at first did not catch my eye.
As I focused on it in the dim light of the evening, the little blue object lying on
the side of the road became suddenly very meaningful. Heavens, it was a packet
of Navy Cut cigarettes! Inebriated with excitement I began to scream, shout and
jump for joy, under the puzzled looks of the other soldiers that thought for sure I
had lost my sanity, which was actually partly true.
In one breath I started explaining that I was born in Egypt, in cosmopolitan Alexandria, where I lived for the first seventeen years of my life. I had
seen that brand of cigarettes a million times, and I knew for sure they were made
in England! That meant the English battalion had to be near. Nobody believed
me, but in my heart I knew that freedom was not very far away.
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An Ordinary Hero
By Steven Bowles
"Larger Than Life," by Jenny Lyn Bader, is not an essay that I can
agree with. I will show that being famous is not a prerequisite of being a hero.
Merriam-Webster's Collegiate Dictionary defines role model as "a person whose
behavior in a particular role is imitated by others" (1014). The definition of a
hero is "a man admired for his achievements and noble qualities, one that shows
great courage..." (543). Over time, the misuse of hero and role model has
blurred their meanings. A role model is a person whose actions are copied by
another, whether they are good or bad. Heroes, as Bader writes, "have guts . . .
have imagination . . . They fight for what they believe in . . . They do the right
thing while enduring attractive amounts of suffering" (392).
My father was just such a person. He was fearless in battle and will
always be my hero. Within my father's chest beat the heart of a lion. While
hunting elk, he was shot in the leg by a reckless companion. He endured the
painful trip out of the hills, and the agony after surgery with quiet dignity. My
mother said, that with tears in his eyes, Dad would grip the rails of the hospital
bed until his knuckles turned white. For the next several months, he was in and
out of hospitals.
He faced the possibility of amputation with courage and hope. With
the prayers and faith of others, along with heroic efforts of doctors and nurses
his leg was saved. Although the accident resulted in his right leg being shorter
than his left, he never let this slow him down. Throughout his life, he continued
to have slivers of bone removed that had worked their way to the surface. I
never heard my father complain about his lot in life.
Many of his qualities were acquired through the trials and tribulations
of farm life. My early years were spent on a farm in Northern Idaho and life was
not easy. By the time we boys rambled our hocks out of bed, Dad had most of
the work done. Dad always seemed happy. More than once he caught me off
guard with a stream of milk, as I looked for the pearl in the cow's teat. Somewhere between chores and breakfast, Dad would magically disappear. A full time
job in the city took him away from his full time duties of operating a farm. I never
saw him go, he just disappeared. Along about chore time, he would reappear,
acting as if he had never left. I never understood his act of magic and sacrifice
until much later in life.
After moving to Salt Lake, he worked long hours to fulfill the obligation
of raising ten children. At times, it seemed as though he met himself leaving for
work as he came home. Despite the long hours of work, he found time to help
others. Whether it was helping a young son keep his car running or helping a
widow with her car, he was an example of selflessness. What other gift is more
valuable than that of time?
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My father's idea of retirement was to move to Montana and return to
what he loved to do, ranching. He operated a small ranch of about a hundred
cows. In his twilight years, he had the courage and imagination to return to his
beginnings. My favorite picture of him is scratching the head of one of his
cows.
Though my memory dims with time, I will never forget a moment in my
life when I realized his genuine love. As a young boy, I had the misfortune of
wandering into a nest of yellow jackets. When the pentobarbital in yellow
capsules had finished with me, over seventy-five stings covered my body. From
that time on I had a deathly fear of those fiery insects.
A short time after this incident, I was riding in the car with my dad. The
left wing window was open and a yellow jacket was sucked in. To my horror, it
landed on my leg. Frozen with fear, I waited for the expected sting. My father's
huge hand quickly picked up the insect and dispatched it out the window. To
this day, I do not know if he was stung. That day a not-so-ordinary father who
had slain the dragon in my life replaced my hero, Roy Rogers. Many ordinary
men and women have proven themselves heroes. That was my dad . . . an
ordinary man, and extraordinary hero.
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Living Ophelia
By Audrey Prothero

These wounds leave furrows as they heal,
I've traveled them, they're red and real,
I know them well, they're part of me,
My birth, my sex, my history.
Eve Libertine of Crass
Bata Motel, 1980

I have lived the life of an American female. I have premed and primped.
I have covered and concealed. I have bought panty hose with "tummy guards"
and skillfully avoided breaking my ankles while trouncing around in six-inch
stilettoes to cure my vertically impaired figure. I have read the latest issue of
"Cosmo" and based my opinions and demeanor accordingly. I have cinched,
sucked, pulled, pushed and tucked to squeeze myself into the required black
satin Merry Widow that once in place chokes the life and breath out of me.
Why have I done these things? Is it vanity? Perhaps, but I think the
roots of these behaviors reach even deeper than a Biore' pore cleaning strip. I
believe the biggest influence for my actions can be traced back to American
consumerism and the hypnotizing spell of the flashing lights being sent out from
the television.
It seems as if my body and its physical appearance has always been the
underlying central issue in my life. I can't clearly remember a day that couldn't
be ruined by a glance in the mirror or a number on a scale although I know at one
time those days did exist. I know once I was a vibrant little girl that cared more
about the height she could climb in a tree than the width of her thigh. I was a
little girl that imagined herself running with wild horses and Amazon Queens,
leaving everyone else in the dust. I thought of myself as strong, beautiful and
capable of outshining the moon.
I can't pinpoint exactly when my ideas of beauty changed from tangled
hair and muddy jeans to flawless skin and slinky dresses. I do know that my
instructor was the glowing magic box with all its empty promises.
I was taught what was beautiful and the importance of being beautiful
by the television, by magazines and by my peers that were all infected by the
same delusions that afflicted me. The television taught me that if I could
somehow obtain the junoesque features of the cover models and actresses, the
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doors of wealth, power, love and happiness would open wide and usher me
inside. The television taught me that to be anybody in this world I needed to
become a member of the elitist club of the "beautiful people." A club whose
significance was made painfully clear to me when I entered into the lion's den of
junior high school.
The same year I started the Hades excursion of my seventh grade
experience was also the same year I hit puberty head on, and the same year I lost
my father to a heart attack. This turned out to be a lethal combination. My
mother was unprepared to deal with the budding adolescence of her youngest
daughter on her own. I had passed the point where I would allow her to dress
me in petticoats and pinafores. I was no longer her little doll she could dress
and show off at the next church social, and as a result she lost interest in being
my mother. She instead pulled away into the less hurtful world of action
adventures and situation comedies.
My mother came from a generation that did not discuss anything to do
with sex. The subjects of what it meant to beqome a woman, the responsibilities
it carries, were taboo. She would not admit that those were issues I was going to
be dealing with, instead she paid for subscriptions to Seventeen and Sassy
magazines. I think she figured if I read them and did as told in their pages, that
I'd be just fine. My entire education about "the birds and the bees" was
delivered to me by mail and printed on glossy pages. I memorized the articles,
applied the right amount of "pretty plum passion" blush to my cheeks and
walked through the doors of Midvale Middle School.
At MMS I learned that being popular was everything, it was essential
to survival. If you didn't belong to an accepted clique you were prone to the
relentless attacks and humiliation of your peers. The best way for a girl of my
economic status and parental situation to become popular was to find the
approval of a boy from the upper ranks of the school social structure.
I spent three years pining away for the love and acceptance of a certain
boy that I believed would make everything perfect. I put a ridiculous amount of
effort into forcing him to notice me, because I believed that was the role a girl my
age was to play. This belief had been confirmed in several issues of Seventeen
and in conversations held during late night slumber parties.
The object of my affection never did reciprocate my feelings. He did,
however, approach me one day. I was sitting at a table in the cafeteria eating
lunch when I saw him walking toward me. He called my name and said, "I have
something for you." My heart jumped inside me and a huge grin appeared on
my face. I held out my hand and coyly replied, "Oh! What is it?" I couldn't
believe it. All my daydreams were coming true. Here was my Prince Charming
standing beside me offering me the glass slipper that would prove that we were
meant to be. He then opened his fist and let a Milkbone Dog biscuit fall into my
palm.
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I don't remember exactly what happened after that. Every part of me
was fixed on the bone shaped doggie treat. I know he muttered something along
the lines of "I thought you'd like that for dessert." Then there was a deafening
roar of laughter, and I felt my heart drop into my stomach. I felt my face flush
and my eyes blinking away tears. I think I left the room.
I was a failure. The boy didn't love me. He thought I was a dog. I was
ugly. I was worthless.
That day was the final straw that threw me into a war against my body
and soul. I hated everything about myself. I wasn't one of the beautiful people.
Life had chosen instead to cast me as the character that nobody wanted to play.
I developed strange and unhealthy relationships with food. I would
force myself to eat an entire cheese log and then condemn myself for being such
a mindless pig. I turned to food when I was upset and wanted to punish myself.
I turned to food when I was happy and wanted to celebrate. Food changed from
a necessity needed to live to a faithful friend and dreaded enemy all rolled into
the same sandwich.
I started becoming codependent and possessive in my human relationships. I would become "passionately in love" with any boy that would pay me
the slightest bit of attention. It did not matter who they were or what they
wanted me for, as long as they gave me the time of day and a few flattering
words, I was theirs. I would go anywhere or do anything for them.
It was because of this behavior that I became sexually involved at
fourteen years old with anyone who seemed interested. I gave away my most
intimate self to people, who in their own words considered me nothing but "an
easy piece of ass." I degraded myself in this manner because I believed that if I
could make people sleep with me then I must have value.
I have spent twelve of the twenty-four years I have lived in misery
because of something as superficial as physical appearance. I never analyzed
where my idea of the purpose of life was coming from. I never considered that
the television and barrage of advertisements were wrong and one-sided.
Mainstream American culture didn't accept me. I couldn't be the luminous
Venus of the USA, so instead I became the gorgon Medusa. I slithered into my
cave, looked into my distorted mirror of illusions and turned myself to stone. I
labeled myself a hideous failure, took what I could get and closed down.
I have seen this battle between realistic bodies and mythical standards
played out by so many of my friends and fellow women. It is an ongoing force
of destruction where too often the casualties are self-esteem and confidence.
The sad thing is that so many women enter this battle without even knowing
how or why. Most aren't even aware that they're engaged in a fight. They lose
the energy they know as little girls one day and suddenly find that their selfworth becomes dictated by how similar or dissimilar they are to the women on
the cover of a magazine.
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How did my culture define me? I lived both the American female
archetypes, the Virgin and the Whore. Both of them were intolerable. Both of
them left bruises and welts on my soul, and denied me access to the person I
really was. American culture almost broke me. It forced me to reevaluate my
world view. I denounced the culture I was born with and started reaching out to
others. It didn't matter whose cultures they were as long as they were different
from the one in which I lived. I searched and searched to find a culture I could
adopt. A culture that I could relate to and call my own.
I found that culture one breezy summer night in August five years ago.
My friend and I had been sitting at her apartment when the air became
filled with the sounds of drums and exotic instruments. The noise was intense;
it was an invitation calling out to welcome you to another reality. We crossed
the street from her place to go to the park and see where the strong rhythmic
drumbeats were coming from. We stumbled upon Utah's 14th Annual Belly
Dance Festival. It was a gathering of people surrounded by sounds and smells
and visions. There were small tents set up to sell wares from far away lands,
carts vending new and exciting foods, and in the middle of all this there was a
makeshift stage painted with ancient Egyptian symbols of external life and
transformation.
We sat on the grass under a star filled sky and watched as woman after
woman paraded onto the stage and moved their bodies in the most hypnotizing
way. In front of our eyes these women transformed into the deities Isis, Ishtar
and Sarasvati as they performed the dance of the ancients. These women, all of
them, were beautiful. It did not matter what shape or size they possessed, when
they appeared on stage in those glittering costumes they became avatars.
This night deeply impacted me. In ways, I think that night saved me.
I started belly dancing lessons and became intoxicated by the dance.
Through its healing powers, through the movement of tracing the shapes of
sacred geometry with my body, I began to regain some of the radiance I knew as
a child. Belly dancing unlocked a gateway to a world where a woman's worth
could be determined by the light that shone inside not by her outside features.
It remembered a time in human history "when the bounce and sway of a
woman's hips was considered so beautiful that they set it to music and made a
dance out of it." Through dance I learned to create a stage persona that was
confident and proud. Little by little I have taken that persona and started
merging it into my day to day life. On the stage as well as in the mundane I have
created a shell around myself and swept all my insecurities and self-doubts
inside and refused to let them rule me on a conscious level.
I have learned to respect my body and its limits. I am still fighting with
eating habits and exercise routines, but the focus is now on being healthy, not
on being perfect.
I have started choosing my role models for their inner strength that
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runs to the heart instead of resting on the skin. I am slowly learning that beauty
is in the eye of the beholder and that it comes in various forms. It can not be
copyrighted, and is not dictated only by marketing groups and sales demographics.
I am still, at times, haunted by feelings of being undesirable and worried
about what others think of the way, I look, but I no longer let them take away the
enjoyment of life. I've learned that my happiness is in my hands. If I want those
negative feelings to interrupt my life, they will. If I want them to go away, I have
the power.
I am learning about being a woman in all her roles: a maiden, the
adventurous initiator, a mother, the patient, responsible nurturer and finally a
crone, the wise sage that is willing to share her knowledge and experience with
those who seek her. By understanding these roles, I am able to see the importance and necessity of each stage in a woman's life, for herself and for her
community. The maiden is not the only role that matters or should be desired. It
is, in fact, just the beginning.

Can't Win for Losing
By Karla Moosman

We trudge, exhausted, to the starting line
To run a race which neither can defend,
Repeating still a tired, old design.
Who planned, began, this endless asinine
Contest? Who needs to lose or win again?
We trudge, exhausted to the starting line.
When we were kids I liked the race. A sign
Of immaturity I now repent.
But still repeat the tired, old design.
Compare her steady, metered gait to mine:
She smoothly flows-I wobble-to the end.
We trudge, once more, toward the starting line.
Her eyes are rocks. She doesn't think I try.
It's not enough unless I strive to win.
So, we repeat our tired, old design.
And now I always lose, but can't resign;
She wins, unsatisfied—our tragic trend.
We trudge, exhausted, to the starting line,
Repeating still a tired, old design.
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Y'all The Black Sheep?
By Michael Richmond

After giving the situation much thought, I decided that things were indeed
strange. Buffalo were running rampant on the roller skating rink. Cosmic beings,
also known as aliens, were huddled in the corner booth. Dominoes were painted
on the walls, and the white dots glowed under the fluorescent lighting. Everything was anything but normal. Fry sauce was served with potato chips, but no
one was hungry. Garfield had autographed a painting on the wall. Hanging
beneath his likeness was a placard reading, "What an Animal." Inside out
sweaters adorned the plastic coat rack by the door. Jolly Green Giant slippers
walked around by themselves, price tags dragging behind. Killer bees sat in
circles singing Beatles songs and strumming guitars. Large groups of persons
came and went from this strange place. Most of them were dressed like the
Hamburglar guy from old McDonald's commercials. Never before and never
again, I doubt, will such an outrageous event take place. Over the loud speaker
came a voice that drowned out all other sounds. "Please clear the floor for
skaters in groups of two or four." Quietly the crowd subsided and the house
band resumed its song. "Rise up and be enumerated for those things that will
soon be given to you." Suddenly, the manager hushed the band and scolded
them fiercely. "These are not the words to that song, sing it right dammit!"
Upstairs the weirdness of the place merely compounded. Vampires were sitting
in soft, cushy chairs. Wildflowers in terra cotta pots occupied every corner of
the floor. Xylophones played "Mary had a Little Lamb" over and over and over
and over, counting down 3;2; 1 .Zero.
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The Evolution of Starfleet Captains
By Stephanie Shaw
The original Star Trek television series (known as The Original Series
to Trek fans) began in 1966 and ran for three seasons. The Starship Enterprise
was on a five-year mission of exploration, with Captain James T. Kirk in command. Every week the audience shared in the journey, watching the crew as
they encountered alien species, all the while going "where no man has gone
before."1 Twenty-six years later, the fourth Star Trek series entitles Star Trek:
Voyager (simply called Voyager) is born and this time the ship, named Voyager,
is under the command of Captain Kathryn Janeway. The character of Captain
Jane way is the first woman in any of the four Star Trek television series to
command a star ship (although she is by no means the first female captain in
Starfleet). The evolution of the most important character in all of the series, the
captain, is a representation of society's gradual openness in thinking and
acceptance of diversity. Voyager's captain is what could be considered a
reflection of the best qualities possible in a leader, and Star Trek takes a very
optimistic view of our possible future as a whole. The actress Kate Mulgrew,
who portrays Captain Janeway, comments that "she [Captain Janeway] is the
quintessential woman of the future . . . both commanding and discerning in her
warmth; she's authoritative while remaining accessible."2 Compared to the
patriarchal Captain Kirk, she is a renaissance captain to be reckoned with.
Kathryn Janeway is a captain who is not afraid to show her emotions,
yet she is still able to keep them in check when the situation demands it. When
the crew of Voyager adopts a member of the Borg Collective (a race of cybernetically enhanced humanoids), named Seven of Nine, Janeway becomes her
mentor in the area of exploring her long-dormant human emotions. Compare her
emotionally expressive personality with Captain Kirk; he rarely lets his feelings
seep through his steely exterior. The only times that he is expressive is when he
is under an alien influence, or is not in his right mind. For example, in the
episode entitled The Enemy Within, Kirk is split into two separate people during
a transporter malfunction. One of his halves is aggressive and commanding, and
the other half timid and emotional. Does this imply that perhaps leadership and
emotions are not compatible? Apparently the two opposite sides of his personality balance to equal one normally cool and collected guy. The ideal image of
always being in control and emotionally distant is transformed into the emotionally enabled person who is able to use emotions in conjunction with intellect
when necessary.
There is also the different approach of the two captains when it comes
to interactions involving extraterrestrial species. Janeway is a reflective character who wrestles with her decisions, exploring the morality and the different
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aspects of many issues. The entire premise of Voyager is that the ship is lost in
an unfamiliar region of space known as the Delta quadrant (Earth is in, you
guessed it, the Alpha quadrant) and Captain Janeway is faced with a heavy
decision. She can either permit one race to commit genocide against another and
be able to return home, or to protect the alien species, thereby being stranded in
the Delta quadrant. She chooses to save the Ocompan people, resulting in
Voyager being stranded seventy standard years from Earth. On the other hand,
Captain Kirk is known for using threats or photon torpedoes at the drop of a
phaser. When the Enterprise is held hostage in the episode Who Mourns for
Adonis, Kirk's plan of action is to kill the lonely alien with no other options
considered. Another example is in The Man Trap; masquerading as chief
medical officer Dr. McCoy's childhood sweetheart, a shape-shifting vampire-like
alien is killing off the Enterprise crew. But Captain Kirk has no interest in
communicating with it—he simply hunts it down and kills it.3 Kirk rarely thinks
of diplomacy, preferring to use force.
The most noticeable difference between the two captains is the way
they interact with their crew members. Kathryn Janeway runs an extremely
democratic ship, with checks and balances that assure an effectively run ship.
Another marked difference on Voyager is the ability of Captain Janeway's first
officer Chakotay to give orders alongside the captain's orders, almost as if there
were two captains on the bridge. Captain Janeway often holds regular staff
meetings with the all of her senior officers, getting input and ideas from all sides,
placing a high value on their opinions. It is also notable that Captain Janeway
assigns positions of importance and authority to women crew members, such as
the chief engineering officer B'elana Torrez. In the original Star Trek there was
one main female character, Lieutenant Uhura, who was in charge of communications. Uhura, who was rarely alloWed more than the most perfunctory one-liners
("Hailing frequencies open, sir") was frustrated over the lack of character
development. Nichelle Nichols, the actress who portrayed this character, had to
be persuaded by the late Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. to keep the part.4 Captain
Kirk's style of leadership is quite authoritarian; he doesn't ask for his senior
officers' opinions on battle tactics, he just gives the orders. The original series
portrayed Captain Kirk as a debonair ladies man. The women that Kirk had
romantic alliances with were either trying to kill him, again in the episode The
Man Trap, or were attempting to seduce him against his will. On the Enterprise,
there is never a hint of a committed relationship of any kind or the latent desire
to start a family. Kirk's family is rarely mentioned, and not expanded on in any
detail. The only time Kirk is ever married (for a brief period of only hours) is in
The Paradise Syndrome. On this occasion James T. Kirk falls in love and is
married, but only because he had contracted a bad case of space amnesia. He
also fathers a son with Dr. Carol Marcus, but does not have a close relationship
with his son. Has commitment and family relations disappeared in the twentyShaw-40

third century? Then we have Captain Janeway. She often reflects on her
relationship with her fiancd Mark, and her sadness over the possibility of never
seeing him again is addressed numerous times. She also speaks of ties to her
mother and sister and still mourns for her deceased father. The interjection of
Janeway's family history could be the result of a more family-oriented modernday society.
Star Trek could be viewed as an optimistic look of humanity's possible
future and how it may overcome its more ignoble qualities. Gene Roddenberry
[the creator of Star Trek] reflected his time; the time he was born in, grew up in,
and lived in. He expressed those times in what he created; most notably, Star
Trek.5 It is an interesting commentary on Paramount Studios, when it came to
their acceptance of a female captain for the lead in the Voyager series. The studio
did not think the mostly male viewing audience was ready for a woman in the
chair, but three executive producers of Voyager thought her time had come. The
character of a male captain waited in the creative wings, just in case it was
decided that the viewing public was not ready for a woman at the helm of
Voyager. Not only was the audience ready for Captain Kathryn Janeway, but
they embraced her whole-heartedly.

Notes
1. Quote from the Introduction to the original Star Trek series.
2. URL http://www.geocities.com/Area5 l/Nebula/1876/Voyager.htm.
3. Star Trek in the American Mythos, p.87
4. William Shatner, Star TrekMemories, p.221-214
5. Star Trek Voyager, A Vision of the Future, p. 129
6. Rick Berman, Jeri Taylor and Michael Pillar.
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The Crazy Days
By Dave Harding
I sit down at my computer, it's 11:15 p.m. and I am exhausted from such an
uneventful day. I guess you could say today was one of those days; one of
those days that when you wake up, your feelings quiver, sparing your
clouded mind the moment of trying to decide which individual thing feels
the worst. I lie there motionless, thoughtless, except for the thousand
scenarios being painted up in my mind of how this day could turn to chaos.
It's as if I live every working day, and many others, in a prospective Fox
network television special: When Good Days Go Bad. Slumped in my bed, I
lie there like a Raggedy Andy doll, but don't count on me jumping up and
coming to life when you turn your back. Yes, it was going to be one of
those days, so I did the only noble thing I could do, I mustered up all my
strength, sat up without even opening my eyes, called in sick and hit the
pillow before the phone had even fully disconnected.
Well, things were going to be fantastic. As I drifted quickly back
into the sparkling, marvelous realm, I felt like I had everything figured out. I
could sleep in till 1:00 and be finished with my list of things to do by 5:00.
That list of things to do had been following me around for weeks now and
sleeping was a lot easier knowing that because of this day off, I could
remove that burden from my shoulders. Yeah right!
I woke up on my own around 1:00 p.m., completely recharged and
ready to go. I think this extra sleep may have given me too much energy
though, because I had a hard time getting to the things on "the list." So, in
order to make it easier, I decided to make a new list of things to do. This list
included everything in the first list but added a few easy steps at the
beginning to get me going. Included were things like eat lunch, and work
out. My plan was to put a check next to each item when it was finished.
This listing process is exceedingly risky though, and I proceed with caution,
knowing that I am compromising the very basis of what I am with each item I
add to the list.
You see, creating a job list is not just a simple process. You must
list all the things you have to do, prioritize them and list them accordingly.
If you screw up while in the prioritizing stage, things are bound to get
messy. But that's not really the big issue of listing, it's bigger than that.
The question that rises to the surface is: Is it better to make a list and not
follow through, or to not make a list at all. Being a numerous list flunker
myself, this question is pondered often.
Starting out strong I took care of item number one, I even added
another item after it and did a great job at it too. Later in the evening my
brother looked at the list and said to me in that older brother way, "Hey
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Dave, looks like you did a good job at your goals, huh, you got 'eat lunch' and
'take a break' checked off."
What happened? How did that day off slip through my hands? I could
only plead temporary insanity, but even the most feeble-witted jury wouldn't
buy that, at least not the temporary part. No, not as I sit here claiming that my
spell of craziness has worn off while wearing a 70's style leopard-skin shirt,
lacrosse shorts, a backwards hat, and sunglasses. I think it was as I finished
that last piece of macaroni and cheese that it all set in. The stress built up inside
more and more, and without "eat lunch" there to protect me from the stuff that
actually required work, I didn't know what to do. Thinking quickly, I penciled in
"take break" after number 1, checked it off and threw myself on the couch.
With the stress and depression getting to me, I grabbed a blanket and
found a place in my house where I wouldn't be disturbed. I discovered a corner
of our laundry room where a dresser had been put, along with some other things
that made it a perfect place. Curling up behind the junk, I pulled the blanket over
me and thought. A number of things went through my mind like, my job, my
schoolwork, what I was going to write this essay on, and what I would do to
ease the confusion that circled round and round inside my head like a tornado of
thoughts, never stopping. This mental tornado is ruthless, sucking any other
thought that emerges into its whirlwind before I have a chance to fully think it. I
was overwhelmed with a cloud of mayhem, as I often am when I let the stress of
many things merge together into one. When this happens I can't do one thing
without doing them all, and doing everything at once is completely inconceivable, so I do none.
On the floor I fidgeted around, fighting the cloudiness, trying to get a
grip. This only made me angrier and I hit the dresser with my fist. While it made
me feel good, it only got rid of some of my built up energy and took away my will
tofightthe haze. I slipped slowly into this brainstorm and was now inside
looking out. My thoughts and actions spun around, I could grab one but I
couldn't hold on. I think that's what happens when someone goes crazy.
A crazy person's mind is probably just working in this spinning
process. When they grasp a thought, they spin around with it so much that it
comes out muddled and mixed with everything else they clash and twirl through
during their ride. Being in this position though, I know that it's easier not to
fight it. You just reach in and grab whatever you can, no matter how strange,
twisted, and odd the thought, sentence or action is, it feels relieving. The only
way to get rid of the confusion, is to become the confusion.
I spent the majority of this day being a nutcase. When people tried to
talk to me, I would either ignore them or do something weird. I would stare into
the mirror, staring straight through that stranger on the other side. I think I was
truly mad for this short period of time. My mind worked differently, as I have
already explained, and everything I experienced was in a completely different
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sense than what I consider normal. The craziness only faded after a two-hour
bath followed by a nice long shower. After that I had the strength to stay on top
of this storm. Short five-minute segments of madness would grasp me but I
would pull myself out of it.
After giving myself this day of craziness, I wonder if some of the
people that we think of as crazy could actually pull themselves out of it if they
chose to. How many of these people have brought themselves to the storm and
just don't want to fight out of it? While you would not have any of the possessions that many of us cherish as what we live for, being a lunatic could be a
better life than anyone could imagine. You would live in your own world, do
anything you want, Ahh, and the craziness comes upon me yet again. Ironically
as I write a paper about the very vice that had earlier gripped me, I am pulled into
it once more. Why am I dwelling on others' crazed tendencies when I can't seem
to shake my own? My mind, collapsing through an extensive stairway of
information, suffers from a form of writer's block that could be more accurately
called thinker's block. All desires to finish this are lost. I must stop, do nothing,
or surrender to the constant ranting that seems to flow from my very source.
No one around to be crazy to. If there is no one to call you crazy, are
you crazy, or just someone deep in self-reflection? A person so wrapped up in
reflection that they reflect on reflection. A man alone thinks, and after being
alone for some time, talks. Speaking one's thoughts, when alone can merely
become a more effective way of thinking, but if this person returns to society he
is a babbler, a loon . . .
What makes someone crazy? Is it them, their mind, the way they think,
or is it only the person who calls them crazy? If in more ways than one it takes
someone else to make a man crazy, why is he the crazy one and not he who
declares the other mad? Maybe we just don't understand these people because
they are more advanced. While fighting to put their deeply pondered, complex
ideas into terms more understandable by others, they produce a detached
thought, which is merely a faulty translation. We, in turn, do not understand
this; and as we know from the past, when we don't understand something, it is
despised and automatically assumed to be inferior or even evil. Often going to
lengths that would normally be morally unaccepted by us, we try to get rid of the
misunderstood, excusing ourselves of the guilt because it is "justified." So we
drive the genius to the true form of craziness.
Can I return to sanity? Do I want to? What will I dream when I lay
down into my retreat? It is late now, and I have cracked. Is it worth sleeping?
Who will read this? When my return to sanity occurs, can any of this be used
for subject matter, or is all lost? My throat closes up and makes it once again
hard for me to breathe, the very reason why I missed work in the first place. I try
to finish, but I can't, so I stop now, amid my thoughts and discouragement, to
spin with my musings, that now, maybe you can understand me.
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Preserving a Finite World
By Ron McKay

This land is your land, this land is my land
From California to the New York Island
From the Redwoodforest to the Gulf Stream waters
This land was made for you and me.
-Woody Guthrie

As children we are taught this song. This land, this large, expansive,
diverse piece of land known as America—it belongs to all of us, right? We are
taught that "America" is synonymous with individual rights and freedom. We
are taught, though in a somewhat subconscious way, that our right to public
lands is part of the Manifest Destiny that built this country. If we have the right
to access "our" land, then we should have the right to do what we want on that
land. This is a very idyllic outlook, that simplifies the complex issue of public
land-use and management. On the other hand, there are those people and
groups that advocate the conservation of our wild lands, and the preservation of
the environment. Keep our wilderness pristine—that is what some people want.
To protect wilderness means to set some restrictions on the type of
activities that are allowed on public lands. Our national parks are a model of this
type of preservation with restrictions. Get caught camping illegally in Yosemite
National Park, with a campfire, and you might end up in the Yosemite jail for the
night. But the current battle for public lands doesn't concern our national
(amusement) parks. Rather, the land in question is the millions of acres that are
managed by the Bureau of Land Management (BLM), some of which is under
consideration to be designated as wilderness areas. "But why," one might ask,
"do we need wilderness?" Howard Zahniser, the man who wrote the bill that
became the Wilderness Act of 1964, answers this question for us:
We not only value the wilderness because of its own superlative values
but because our experience in the wilderness meets fundamental
human needs. These needs are not only recreational and spiritual,
but also educational and scientific, not only personal but cultural
They are profound. For the wilderness is essential to us, as human
beings, for a true understanding of ourselves, our culture, our own
natures, our place in all nature.
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To fully appreciate the complexity and substance of the debate over
what should be done with this undeveloped land, and to appreciate the tactics
and language used by the opposing factions, it is necessary to establish some
background information. Public land is simply the land that the federal government acquired from the Native Americans as the country expanded westward.
Much of the land acquired was divided up—as private property, state owned,
and to other federal agencies. The millions of acres left over (22 million acres in
Utah alone), were put under the management of the BLM, which is an organization under the Department of the Interior. The role of the BLM is to manage the
land under the mandate of "multiple use," as dictated by Congress. This means
that activities such as grazing, logging, mining, as well as recreational activities
are allowed on these lands. Another role of the BLM in their management of
"our" land is to inventory all roadless areas and determine if they should be
designated as wilderness areas. Wilderness areas are defined by the Wilderness
Act of 1964, a law that was passed by Congress to protect areas that had not yet
been impacted by man. The act says:
A wilderness, in contrast with those areas where man and his own works
dominate the landscape, is hereby recognized as an area where the earth and
its community of life are untrammeled by man, where man himself is a visitor
who does not remain.
Wilderness is established by acts of Congress that designate specific
areas of land. If a tract of land is considered for wilderness designation, then it
receives temporary protection as a Wilderness Study Area. Establishing an area
as designated wilderness can take a long time—sometimes years—because of
the nature of passing legislation in Congress. Wilderness Study Area status
requires that the BLM manage the area as if it was a designated wilderness area
until Congress either approves or denies the area as wilderness. This protects
the land from possible development during the time it takes to formally protect
the area.
Once a wilderness area has been established, it must be managed by
the BLM, under certain guidelines established by Congress. Recreation
activities such as horseback riding, hiking, camping, fishing, hunting, and herb
gathering are permitted. Trails, bridges, fire towers, pit toilets, fire rings fencing
and research monitoring devices are all permitted. The Wilderness Act even
stipulates that other human impacts are permitted in wilderness areas, as long as
the overall impact is not substantial. Many activities are prohibited in Wilderness. These include mining, chaining (removal of tree stumps by chaining them
to trucks to make for better grazing), water development and logging. The use of
motorized vehicles and equipment is banned. So, no off-road-vehicles (ORVs),
no 4x4's, no dirt bikes, no chain saws, no cars, no bull-dozers, no helicopters,
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and no mountain bikes are allowed. This could ruin some people's weekend
plans!
The idea behind Wilderness is not to discriminate against certain user
groups. The goal of Congress in establishing the Wilderness Act was to
provide long-term protection of the last of the wild, undeveloped lands in this
country. The protection of these areas provides the preservation of native
plants and animals, as well as geological wonders. Wilderness is meant to
provide opportunities for primitive recreation and a place where people can
experience the spirituality of nature. These are supposed to be the places we
can go to get away from the hustle and bustle of modern civilization, places
where the only sounds we hear are the leaves rustling in the wind, the murmur of
a clear stream, or the cascading of a waterfall. Wilderness is a place where the
only competition with the song of a bird is the beating of your own heart.
One can imagine how different individuals might react to proposed
wilderness areas. "Well, wilderness areas sound great," LolaGranola says. She
loves going hiking on the weekends, and backpacking for overnight camping.
She loves bird watching, and taking pictures of wildflowers, and the feelings that
being in the wilderness puts her in touch with the spirituality of all living things.
Great, then she is for protecting undeveloped lands by designating them as
wilderness. "Excuse me." Yes? "My name is John Young. I'm from YaYa, Utah,
and I am a third generation coal miner. Some of this land you want to "save"
is right near our town, and might have potential for mining on it. If you "save "
it, then you are taking away an economic opportunity for me, my family and my
community. And, my friends and me like to ride our four wheelers up to Pointy
Head Peak and knock back some pops. Now you 're telling me I won 7 be
allowed to do that anymore? Well, you got another think coming..."
And so, the line is drawn, environmentalists on one side, and prodevelopers and recreationists on the other. Though it is easy to represent these
citizen groups in a polemic schism, it is not so easy to fit the third party, namely
the BLM, into the equation. The "B" in BLM stands for Bureau, which is the
root of the bureaucracy, which is almost synonymous with a dirty word in our
culture. Under-staffed, and under-funded, they claim to do the best they can.
But, for those who take this issue seriously, the BLM's best isn't even close to
par. In the late 1970's the BLM began their inventory of roadless areas in Utah
to assess the potential for wilderness designation. In 1980, they designated
only 3.2 million acres (seems like a lot, but remember this amount is out of a
possible 22 million acres).
Concerned environmentalists felt that the BLM was catering to prodevelopers (What? Our government cater to special interest groups? Can't
happen, right?). So environmentalists organized themselves and set out to right
what they thought was wrong. Over 150 different citizens' groups got together
to form the Utah Wilderness Coalition. Based on volunteer efforts, a Citizens'
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Wilderness Proposal was compiled. This proposal identified 9.1 million acres of
potential wilderness—nearly three times the amount the BLM proposed.
One of the most prolific environmental groups is the Southern Utah
Wilderness Alliance (SUWA). SUWA is a non-profit organization whose
mission, in their own words, is the preservation of the outstanding wild lands at
the heart of the Colorado Plateau^ and the management of these lands in their
natural state for the benefit of all Americans. SUWA works to bring attention
to the threat of loss of Utah's unique wilderness. They promote public education of the issues, through the publication of a quarterly newsletter called
Redrock Wilderness, and their extensive website on the Internet. They support
legislative initiatives to protect the undeveloped areas in question, such as H.R.
1500, a bill that would protect 5.7 million acres of wilderness in Utah, and they
campaign door-to-door to get petitions signed which show public support for
conservation. Public involvement and support is the catalyst of change in our
country, and SUWA advocates active participation such as demonstrating,
writing letters to officials, and voting in favor of pro-environmental issues and
candidates. SUWA acts as a watchdog for the public, and takes every opportunity to point out any anti-environmental statements and actions taken by
politicians.
One such incident was reported in the Summer, 1999 newsletter. Amy
Irvine, the Programs Director for SUWA, wrote an article about a gathering of an
anti-wilderness group in an area that is under consideration for wilderness
designation. Over 100 four-wheel drive vehicles gathered on the BLM land "via
a disputed road claim, which was actually a wash bottom that had been illegally
bulldozed by the sympathetic local county only a few weeks earlier." The
gathering was graced with the presence of Utah Representative Chris Cannon.
Irvine reports that Cannon arrived "by helicopter to proselytize, then got behind
the wheel of a county vehicle and drove himself right into the heart of the
proposed wilderness unit—an area officially closed to vehicle travel."
This incident not only illustrates the apparent anti-environmental
attitude of some of Utah's elected officials, but it also illustrates the latest tactic
of the "anti-wilderness camp" — creating roads in proposed wilderness areas. If
an area of land can be shown to have an existing road on it, then it can be
considered "developed," and, hence, not receive wilderness designation. Many
of these "roads" are nothing more than dried washes and jeep trails that are only
accessible by four-wheel drive or other types of off-road vehicles. The BLM
does not have the resources to police all of the Wilderness Study Areas, and so
these areas are feeling the impact of ORVs which in turn compromises the
suitability of the area for wilderness designation.
Not all ORV enthusiasts should be grouped into one category. Some
ORV users are in favor of Wilderness. In a 1997 survey of Moab Jeep Safari
participants, many were is favor of protecting undeveloped lands. There are
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those that ride (or drive) their vehicles responsibly, and only in areas that they
are allowed. Where is ORV use permitted? According to BLM statistics, more
than 94% of BLM lands (around 21 million acres) are legally accessible to ORVs.
Even if all the proposed wilderness areas were closed to ORV use, there would
still be millions of acres, and thousands of miles of dirt roads open to ORV users.
Not surprisingly, there are some recreationists/developers that take an
extreme stance against any public lands being protected by restrictions. One
such group is the Blue Ribbon Coalition. In their own words, the BRC "champions multiple use of public lands for the benefit of motorized and other
recreationists by educating and empowering its members." The BRC is the
antithesis of SUWA. They publish a magazine and maintain a website. Instead
of being financed solely by membership support, they have corporate sponsorship from the likes of Honda, Yamaha and Ski-Doo. They claim in their mission
statement that they "work collaboratively with land managers; educate the
general public, media, elected officials, and other decision makers on land use;
promote responsible use; and affect the political and administrative process."
Their membership, according to their web page, consists of "recreationists,
ranchers, loggers, miners, and small communities . . . joined together to fight the
attacks on our sports and responsible use of resources."
It is difficult to present the BRC objectively. Their articles (reprinted in
the webpage from their magazine) drip with alarmist rhetoric. In one article, titled
"Why a Blue Ribbon Coalition," the author states, The world needs us and
many others like us who can look down the road a pace and see what is
coming if we don't put a stop to the proliferation of bad science, natureworship, and plain nonsense in environmental management matters. A strong
unitedfront of opposition must be presented to save our nation from ecoperversion.
The author feels the ORV enthusiasts are subjected to "ethnic cleansing," and discrimination. He is afraid that "extremists want us to give up all our
intelligent new technology, and go back to living in the dark ages." A page from
the BRC website warns, "Our sports are under attack, " and "environmental
extremists continue their attacks. With emotional hysteria, they threaten our
sports, our jobs and homes. They work to lock up public land—land that
belongs to everyone. They assault our rights and liberties. "
The use of this type of inflammatory language tends to have two
effects. A person may read these articles and become emotionally involved,
feeling like they are being targeted and "attacked" for their choice of recreation.
This is the person that these articles are targeted toward. Alternatively, a person
may react (as I admittedly did) by pointing out the use of extreme language that
borders on propaganda. It is difficult not to view their side of the argument as
driven by selfish means, instead of being legitimately viable.
One thing that the BRC does have in common with SUWA is their
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calling on the public to get involved with the land use issue. Both groups
apparently recognize the power of influence that the public can have on legislators. This presents an interesting twist to the issue. Do lawmakers, i.e. Congress members, take action according to what the majority of the population
thinks is in their best interest? Or, do they vote in favor of the interests of
groups that may offer campaign "gifts." Obviously, the recreationist/developer
camp has strong financial backing. Can a group like SUWA, that depends on
member donations keep pace with industry giants like Honda and Yamaha? Our
political system is championed as one of the greatest ever, and yet it is not
without its Achilles heel. A minority with strong financial backing can sometimes have greater influence than a well-intentioned majority. This is the case
with the land use issue, and the important reason that the public should take
action—through voting, petitions, writing letters to representatives, and
supporting groups like SUWA or BRC, depending on your views of the issue.
An interesting twist in the Wilderness saga had a direct impact on a
user group of which I consider myself a member. In 1998, the Forest Service
reinterpreted a clause in the Wilderness Act that states that "no installations"
may be placed in Wilderness. The Forest Service's new interpretation of this
clause was that rock climbers could not place or use existing fixed anchors. A
fixed anchor is any piece of gear or webbing that climbers may leave behind as
they rappel from the top of a cliff. Logistically, fixed anchors are necessary in
some cases, and they also are a courtesy to climbers that may repeat ascents.
Environmentally and ascetically, fixed anchors are of minimal impact, their
presence so unobtrusive that even climbers sometimes have trouble locating
them. The Forest Service ban came as a surprise to climbers. Climbers are a
group that almost unanimously would call themselves environmentally conscious. Modern climbing equipment is designed to be removable and nondamaging to the rock. Yet, climbers found themselves in a position of potential
loss to some of the finest, and most pristine destinations in the country.
This situation raised some interesting questions for me. I had always
thought that wilderness areas should be protected. Now, the government had
decided that Wilderness needed to be protected from climbers. As a climber, my
gut reaction was "That's not fair!" As someone who has been for wilderness
designation, I felt like a hypocrite. Is this how off road enthusiasts feel? This
land is our land—or is it? I found myself thinking that I'd rather not have any
protection for these areas if it meant that I would be excluded from practicing
"my sport" there. After digesting the situation, I realized that this emotional
response was similar to Blue Ribbon Coalition rhetoric, and frankly, it frightened
me. At the same time, I couldn't understand how the Forest Service could target
a low impact user group such as climbers.
The current status of the ban of fixed anchors in wilderness is that the
Forest Service has rescinded the decision until they study the issue further and
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develop a more formal policy. The motivation for this action was based on the
public outcry from climbers and climbing organizations. There was also some
lobbying by the outdoor retail giant, REI, that influenced a Washington senator.
Again we see public involvement and economic/political influence in policy
making.
The debate over the use of public lands is complicated and emotionally
charged. For some, it is a matter of their beliefs in freedom and the rights of
being an American. For others, it is a matter of preserving our public lands in
their natural state for ecological reasons. As a rock climber, I have the privilege
of getting a glimpse of the debate from both sides. In her essay about the antiwilderness gathering, Amy Irvine wrote that, "what stuck in my mind were the
fundamental, deep-seated, philosophical differences between the two of us and
members of the anti-wilderness group." She goes on to say, "I don't know if
science alone can help us rise above deep rooted social conflict. But I do have
faith that solid research and facts strengthen our philosophical assertions that
we need more wilderness." Hopefully, we, as human beings, don't get so lost in
our emotional and selfish ideals, or bureaucratic mazes, that we lose sight of
reason. We live in a finite world, and through compromise and democratic
processes, maybe we can preserve some of the beauty and natural wonders for
the future.
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