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The DEAD

“I dare you. . . to jump in the snake pit!”

“Qleay! ”

The snake pit was ac’cuauy nothing more
than a hig hole in the ground, filled with tall

tufts of grass, thistles , and overgrown weeds.
A rubber tire decorated the center, as well
asa couple of old toys and Barbie dolls who
“deserved punishment." I positioned myself
on top of the steep slope, and hopped in.
It actuauy took me three loig l)unny hops,
from one rock to the next, to reach the bot-
tom. Once there, I looked up at my sisters.

“DO YOU SEE
ANY SNAKES
YET2”” REBEKKA,
MY OLDEST
SISTER, CALLED
DOWN. 1 LOOKED
AROUND.

“Do you see any snakes yet?” Re]aelelea, my
oldest sister, called down. I looked around.

“No...,”1 answered back. Suc[denly, Kacy,

my second oldest sister, started to shriek.

“There! There! I see one! I see one!”
she shouted, pointing to the left.

“Ohh! T see it, too!” Rebekka chimed in,
smiling and pointing to the righ’c. They both

hopped up and down in their excitement.
“Ashley, get out of there!” Rebekka cried.
“Hurry, hurry!" Kacy shouted.

I scrambled up the dirty, rocley slope,
holding onto the clumps of grass and
weeds to leeep from sliding back into
the pit. Finaﬂy, I reached the top and,
giggling, brushed myself off. T had

Ly Aslz/ey Litz

proven my ]oravery in “Truth or Dare.”

“Gosh, Ashley, ” Rebekka looked at me with

{ascination, “that snake almost got you!”

“Reaﬂy?" I looked back over my shoul-
der, but couldn’t see anything clanger-
ous. Rebekka giggled and nudged Kacy.

“Yeah,” she said, “you reauy are brave!

May]Je. .. you should. . . be. . . IT!” and
with Jcha’c, Rebekka ’cagged me so hard |
almost stumbled back into the snake pit.

“Hey!” 1 cried out, but she and Kacy had
alreac[y gral)l)ed hands and were racing
across the Laclzyarcl, laughing and scream-
ing. | caught onto the game immediately,
and chased after Jchem, forgetting all about
my almost fatal fall. We ran across the grass,
my short, stu})})y little legs unable to lzeep
up with their longer, leaner, stronger ones.

“Let’s go hide in the tall grass- - she'll never
find us there!” Rebekka yeﬂed to Kacy.

“Oleay!" came the reply, and Jchey headed
for the woods. In front of the woods was
a stretch of grass that had never been
mowed. The patch was like an ocean of
green, an ocean that one could swim
in. Most of the blades were taller than
me; my sisters could hide anywl'lere in

that field and I would never find them.

I closed my eyes and willed my 1egs to
pump faster. On I ran, ]Jreathing heavily.
When 1 opened them again, | saw I was
magicauy closer to my sisters! Closer and
closer 1 came, until finaﬂy I barreled into
them. I realized my sisters had stopped.

Stepping back quiclely, I hit Rebekka on

the arm.
“Tag! You're it!” 1 panted.

“Quiet, Ashley," snapped Rebekka. “We're
not playing that anymore.” She wasn't
even looleing at me. | was confused.

“What do you think is wrong with it?”
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Kacy whispered quietly. I followed her gaze
to the ground in front of us; a black cat
1ay there on its side. It wasn’t moving, and
the air around it seemed strange--quiet and
smeﬂy. I sud(lenly noticed that every’ching

around me seemed to have grown very quiet.

“Kitty- ~wake up!” 1 said, wanting to break
the silence. I reached forward to nudge
it a little, but Rebekka slapped my hand.

“Don't, Ashley!” she ordered. “It’s dead.”

“Dead?” 1 echoe(l, looleing up at her grim
face. She crouched down closer to it.

“Tt looks like one of the clogs got to it. See?
Its head is Meeding.n She poin’ced to the

gooey mess beneath its mattecl, furry ears.

“Stupi(l dogs,” I heard Kacy mutter.

“KITTY - ~-WAKE
upl” 1 SAID,
WANTING

TO BREAK
THE SILENCE.

1 REACHED
FORWARD
TO NUDGE

IT A LITTLE,
BUT REBEKKA
SLAPPED MY
HAND.

“What's ‘dead’?” T asked. My sisters did
not look at me. Instea(l, Rebekka reached
down with her sleinny hands and puHecl
on the cat’s tail. She Legan to picle it

up. Suclclenly, the tail snapped off and
the ]ooc[y thudded back onto the grouncl.

“Eww!!” Kacy shrieked. My eyes widened.
Rebekka held the tail in her hand. T could
see the bone s’ciclzing out from the blackened
tufts of fur. That terrible stench hit me again,
stronger this time. It smelled like something
sweet, but rotting. A bitter taste came into
my mouth. Rebekka looked sickened as

she droppe& the ’caii back onto the groun(l.

“Dead means it won't move any more,”
she sai(l, then turned away and walked
back to the house. Kacy had her hands
up to her face, and she was s}lucl(lering as
she followed after our big sister. | watched
them go inside. The screen door slammed.

Suddenly, a warm summer wind Hew, and it
rustled t}lrough the sea of grass. I turned and
listened to the swishing noise it matle, gazing
at the tips of the swaying grasses dancing in

the sunlight, then followed the blades down
with my eyes, back down to the dead cat.

What was. . . “dead”?

I 100126(1 around, piclze& up a nearky

sticlz, and slowly took a cleep breath of
fresh air. 1 crouched down Ly the still
and stiffened black 1[orm, and polzecl it.

Nothing happened. I polzecl it again.

Still nothing. I leaned my head back
for another gulp of fresh air, and t11en,
1101(1ing it, | pushe(l the branch be-
neath the fur and ﬂippe& the body over.

Maggots and beetles explo(lecl from the
&ampened, Hoo&y ground. The cat’s black
fur was torn out in patc}les, and I could see
its }Jones, polzing through a gash torn in its
side. A small white worm Wriggled from an
empty eye socleet, followed }Jy another, and
another. Black l)ugs scattered in all direc-
tions, frig}ltenecl ]oy the sunlight. Centipe&es
and fat green flies sud&enly littered the earth
where the cat had ]oeen, tasting the blood
and clecay. A terrible louzzing noise filled my
ears. But most horrible of all was the smell.

This was “dead.” Aroppe(l the stick immedi-

ately, and ran back to the house, screaming.
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Agiam cu‘tm”es.

A True Story of

National Securi

My father t}lougl'lt this was a moment
worth saving in&efinitely on film, so
he turned on his camcorder and aimed
it straight at me. I'm gla& he found
me Leing held at gunpoint amusing.

“Sah, the chief wants to ask you some
questions.”

The guard pointe(l to a very serious loolzing
man sitting behind a white desk. On either
side of him were other serious 1oolzing men
wearing serious dark glasses and })ran(lishing
serious 1oolzing automatic rifles and shotguns.

The situation looked serious.

Shit.

| FELT A LITTLE
MORE CALM OR,
AT LEAST, AS CALM
AS A TERRORIST
SUSPECT
SURROUNDED

BY ARMED NEW
YORK SWAT TEAM
RECRUITS COULD
POSSIBLY FEEL.

I hobbled clumsily through the middle of

the sterile white security checlzpoint while
trying to hold all of my personal })elongings
and refasten my belt to 12eep my pants from
faﬂing down. The closer I got to the desk,
the darker the room seemed to appear, like
waueing towards a storm or into the inner
sanctum of a beast or vampire. The officer
was Lusying himself Ly erasing all of the
recently acquired confidential material
off of my father’s now confiscated (ligital
camcorder. | glanced at the desk and noticed
some serious 1oolzing papers and documents

y Scotty Hoag

underneath a newspaper openecl to a very
unserious 1oolzing comics section. I felt a lit-
tle more calm or, at 1east, as calm as a terror-

ist suspect surrounded })y armed New York
SWAT team recruits could possiuy feel.

“Sah, can you explain this device?” a guard
asked me under his heavy accent while
motioning me away from the desk. He
held in his phoneboolz-ripping right hand
a clear 1iqui11-ﬁ”ecl plastic vial attached to
a series of electrical wires, transistors, mi-
crochips, and ultima’cely, a Lig red prope”er.

“Ul’l, sure. It’s a fan. My handheld fan.
See, you ﬂip this switch here . . ,” I said
as | reached for the &evice, then stoppe(l,
realizing I probably shouldn’t be malzing
any sudden movements that could poten-
tiauy be interpretecl as “Hostile” within
proximity of the stoic-lfaced, assault-rifle-
wielding grunts, and recoiled my arm to a
safe pointing distance. “You ﬂip that switch
and it spins the prope”er. Tl’len, you push
that button and it sprays the water on your
face. . . . You know, to cool you down.”
could see one of the other guarcls near the
metal detectors and walk-in bomb-sniffers
performing chemical tests on the water from
the vial. Another guar& was referencing
security tapes—wa’cching how I had walked
through the metal detectors—and pointing
out inconsistencies in my facial expres-
sion and wallzing spee(l. They both turned
and glanced at me at the exact same time
with that emotionless, CIA-agent, Hello-
my-name-is-Mister-Smith expression.

“Cool you down? Mmm-hmm,” the guar&
hummed through his frozen stare. He was
obviously not very happy with my response,
ju&ging ]ay how he then brushed aside my
scarf, forced open the collar of my Pend-
leton coat, and counted through the neck
opening how many 1a.yers of clothing I was
currently wearing. | looked at the situation
from his point of view and realized tlla’c,
yes, perhaps [ did seem a bit suspicious car-
rying a Lattery-opera’ce& fan to a city that
tl'loug}lt 50 clegrees was T-shirt and shorts
weather. The fan had been in my travel Lag
since my trip to humid Japan where the
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heat made everyone | was with sweaty and
miserable. I had left it in the Lag in case [

happene(l to encounter warm weather again.

“Scotty, do you realize how cold it gets
back east?” I remember Annie teﬂing
me as | was lcutilely trying to zip up my
severely overstuffed suitcase the night
before. “Why are you paclzing this?”

I boasted between grunts that one should
always be prepare& for all sorts of serious
weather conditions while ’craveling. She
rolled her eyes, and agonizingly conceded.
“Fine, Mister Boy Scout, you're the
one who's going to be carrying it.”

What I wanted was a comfortable Lody
temperature. What I got was detention
l)y post nine-eleven security measures.

After another 10 minutes of serious ques-
tioning and serious tests, [ was fina]ly awarded
clearanceto spea12 with the serious head officer.

“Get out,” he commanded before I could
Verl)ally defend myself. Two soldiers,
whom I mistook for The Hulk and The
]oHy Green Giant, firmly handed me my
father’s camcorder and my &ea’thly suspi-
cious little red fan. T almost thanked the

head oﬂ:icer, but decided to remain silent
fearing that any explicit action could pos-
sil)ly be used against me in a court of law.

We passecl l)y people still ga’cl’lering their
Lelongings from the metal detectors, bomb-
sniffers, and X-ray scanners, and walked out
from the police tent into the open air. Some
of our travel companions were waiting for
us at the base of the enormous “pe(lestal.”
Some had actuaHy gone on ahead and we
had to rush up the stairs while tripping over
our own feet and puuing our 1oose1y-13uclzle¢1
pants up to get into the same elevator. The
tour guide shoved her way into the now
uncomfortalaly crowded 1ift, commented
on how cute my hear’c-print boxers were as
I attemp’ted to buckle my belt again, and
Legan descri]:)ing in detail how the structure
stays together and W}ly it turns green. The
doors closed and our claustropholaic stall
Legan traveling higher and higher. In some
form or another, we had all lcinaﬂy made
it to the symlaol of our nation’s freedom
and enlightenment, the first ’tl’ling our
ancestors saw after ﬂeeing their home
countries decades before to seck protection
and start new lives, the Statue of Li])erty.

Funny, it looksalotsmallerthan it doeson TV.




Beclﬁq Anaazda is a returning student
to De|ta CoHege, striving 1[014 Jeg‘r’ees in
business and education. Slﬁe has %ve wonJeﬂEu‘
children and three Eeauti}tul g‘r’anolc%iuren.
S%e is Uesseoj amoj Fo‘r‘tunate to \WOT’LL at
New Ha‘r’vegt Clw‘m'stian SCLVOO‘ w%ere lwer
youngest Jaug%te‘r’ and g‘r’anolc%iu‘r’en attend.
Beckq has the FoHowing words OF advice: \\To
the older student; it's never too late to obtain
your goa‘s and dreams! Wit% GOJ, all Hﬂ'ngs

are possiHe,N

Jemons, [ /0ss,

and _/,emonade

I am a firm believer that changes ina place
of childhood memories can create an intense
loss in an individual. Our surroundings, life
style, experiences, family, and traditions
are what make us into who we become as
grown-ups. A (lay doesn’t go by that most
of us don’t relate our present day experi-
ences to our childhood experiences. We see
things in our children and we immedia’cely
remember l)eing that same age. We remem-
ber the familiar feelings, smells, and sights
of our childhood. We ]aegin to compare our
pasts with their present. We are hoping that
we haven't repea’ted our parents’ mistakes
and overlooked an insecurity that we may
have had at that age. Our memories make
us realize Why we think and react the way
we do. When we see our parents in our
parenting, it can be both cornforting and
&isturl)ing. Those patterns, securities, and
stabilities are the foundations of our lives.
When and if this way of life is changed,
it throws off and disrupts everything
we have grown to believe and trust in.

Growing up was full of love and security for
me. My dad was in his 30’s when he had us,
and very ready to be a dad. My mom was for-
tunate to be able to stay at home, so we kids
werenever alone. Life was routine and pre-
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dictable; it made us feel safe. My dad owned
his own business, passed down from his
£at}1er, which functioned out of the first
floor of our house. We got to see him all day,
and he taugl'lt usall a great work ethic. He
loved being a father. My mind floods with
memories of walks to the parle on summer
evenings, weekends ice-sleating, or going to
Grandpa and Grandma’s house. We were
very comfortable ﬁnanciauy, with all of our
needs met. [ never heard of the term “pay-
day; " whatever we needed was just always
there. I still remember the warm feeling o

those summer evenings after playing outside
all day, talzing a bath, putting on one of my
dad’s t-shirts, and lying in front of the TV,
with a ]oig bowl of ice-cream. I never had a
care in the world. In my adult years, | still
yearn for that carefree feeling. The best days
were when we would come home from school
and my mom would be making chocolate
chip cookies, peach cobbler, or her famous
double-decker chocolate cake. We always got
three cookies and a glass of milk. That feel-
ing and memory stays with me today, even
as | make cookies for my grandchildren.

There was a day, though, that we came home
from school to find no cookies, cake, or
glass of milk. Tt was the day that our lives
and memories would forever c}lange‘ In
1Cac’c, it even blurred
ries that our lives

the memo-

were built on. Tt
was the (lay my
parents told us
’ckey were get-
ting a divorce.
I was a pre-teen,
and it is as vivid in
my memory as
if it happenecl

yeste r(lay‘
We heard




tigiiting, but we just tigureci all parents
tougtit. We never imagine(i it would come to
this. The ttiougtit of picizing which parent to
stay with felt so overwhelming ; when I real-
ized the choice was made for me and I didn’t
have a ciioice, I think I felt worse instead of
relieved. Our lives felt marred like the rubble
after a war. The unknown was the scariest,
and in the (iays, montiis, and years to come
we found out that our fears were validated.

My dad moved out rigtit away, and since
his business had reiocateci, we didn’t see
him eveiy(iay anymore. That teeiing of loss

After the tumultuous teenage years as a
broken tamiiy, we did see iigiit at the end
of the tunnel. When I was marrieci, with
children of my own, my parents did get
remarried. This was a wonderful (iay for me.
Even tiiougti I was an a(iuit, with a fam-
iiy of my own, this reconciliation ]nrougiit
so much lost security back to me. The
wounds t)egan to heal, and my memories
became bright again. As we all talk about
our childhood, we pass over those nine years
that our tamiiy was tJroizen, but the effects
and the repercussions are still very much
there, for all of us. I'm so gia(t my children

THOSE PATTERNS, SECURITIES, AND
STABILITIES ARE THE FOUNDATIONS
OF OUR LIVES. WHEN AND IF

THIS WAY OF LIFE IS CHANGED,

IT THROWS OFF AND DISRUPTS
EVERYTHING WE HAVE GROWN 10
BELIEVE AND TRUST IN.

and emptiness ctiangect all of us forever. He
expectect strengtid when we did see tiim, and
that is what we showed him. We never cried
and told him how ctevastating this was to us.
My mom was an emotional wreck. All the
familiar sigtits and smells of a clean iiouse,
tJaizing cooieies, and security were gone.
She was hurt and tJitter, and we all felt the
effects of it. Our lives felt empty and inse-
cure now. We still loved our dad very much,
and never blamed him; this was unsettling
to my mom. Our tiappy, content home
had changect into a madhouse. My mom
who had been there all our lives decided to
go back to school and get a career. Leav-
ing two teenagers at home alone with all
autiiority tigures gone was the worst ttiing
my parents could have done at this piiase
of our lives. All the responsibilities of the
cieaning and cooizing were now on me t)eing
the giri. [ resented this cieepiy and showed
it in my new rebellious attitude. I became
hardened and uncaring. [ didn’t believe in
the tairytaie of taiiing in love and iiving
happiiy ever after anymore. All the luxuries
and memories of those carefree ctays were
now gone forever. My youtti was strippect
from me and the rose-colored giasses of
my childhood and tamiiy were now gone.

were too young to remember. For them it’s
just Granctpa and Grandma as normal and
commonpiace as baseball and appie pie.

Retiecting back on my childhood memories,
reiiving the gooct times, and rememt)ering
the pain and loss the divorce ]Jrougtit, I
can see how these events have contributed
to the person | have become—for the gooct
and the bad. Now that I'm a parent, [
reaiiy count the cost of each decision I
make, and how it will impact my children.
My choices and the atmosptiere I create
are moi(iing their childhood memories. 1
detiniteiy can't stop all loss and caiamity
in my children’s life or in mine. It would
be like aiways iiaving sunshine and never
experiencing the effects and benefits of the
rain. I do try to be strong and ieeep tiiings
as normal as possi]:)ie when life events turn
our world upsicie down. This has tiappenect
more than once in my children’s iives, and
my memories tieipect ieeep me from taiiing
apart. [ aiways want my children to feel
secure and confident that everytiiing will
be fine. I have learned to make lemons
of loss and bad memories into lemonade!
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C%W{sfop%ew M\Hew Lms Eeen a‘ive Fow a ‘itt‘e
over nineteen years ane cumﬂent‘g \X/O‘!”LS at
t%e 180 —‘Tsen Centev in bAi. He grew up in
Ga‘t, Ca‘ﬁ‘:owma, wit%out any siuimgs. He
is imoleeJ an om‘q clﬂ‘d. He %oped SomeJaq to
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or a comb‘matiom o{: t%e FoHowimg: writer, actor,
musician, minister. He wis%eg you comtemp‘ative

enjoyment o]C i piece.

D U Z)y Cllrisfoplzer Miller

The bell rang in a shrill pitc]n as students
spilled from their classrooms. Finaﬂy an-
other pain{:ul day came to a close. My Luddy
David and I left the band room on a Monday
afternoon as usual, heading towards the
parleing lot and our respected vehicles. As
juniors with sweet rides, we thought nothing
could stand in our way. Our thoug]nts circled
around what we had done that weekend
and our personal plans for this fine spring
afternoon. Turning to me, Dave asked how
my sick grandfather was doing. [ told him
[ saw him a couple times that past week-
end, and that he seemed to be doing well.

Brealeing from my inward focus, surveyed
the black asphalt sea, tossing with teenage
movement, and my gaze fell on the unex-
pected ﬁgure of my father. We stoppe({ and
waited for him to come to us after he dodged
a Pontiac filled to the brim with pu})escent
passengers. As he walked towards us, I
noticed a glint of something in his eyes. [t
was not of anger, so | was sure I wasn't in
trouble. It was not of joy, so | couldn’t ]nope
for a new gadget or gizmo to help clutter
my already over-paclzed room. It was not of
need, so I could not prepare myseH for ser-
vice. Besides, I'm not sure what ]nelp I could
have given anyway. [t was somet]ning else
that my mind had very little recollection of.

After swimming through all conscious
emotions, | grasped it. The emotion in
my father’s eyes was sorrow. A few mo-
ments passed while I searched for the cause
of this emotion as my father waited for
the inevitable question. Finaﬂy I asked,
“What's wrong?” After the words left
my mout]n, [ knew what his response
would be and that glint of sorrow ]oegan
to form in the corners of my eyes as well.

“Granclpa passed away this afternoon,” he
said. My heart sank and my eyes shifted
from my father’s face to Dave’s. His eyes
offered help if 1 needed it and mine of-
fered thanks. T left with my dad to go to
my uncle’s where the rest of the family
had already congrega’ced to ]nelp comfort
each other. Unfortunately, we had learned
how to comfort each other weH, because

this was not our first loss. Two years be-
fore we had lost my aunt, and three years
before that we had lost my grandmother.
This experience, coupled with my current
heartbreale, produced a mind that rivaled
the confusion of a tornado. In an attempt
to grasp what was happening, I ]oegan to
think back to the day before and the newly
labeled “last hour” T had spent with my
grandfat]ner. He had moved from his senior
apartment to a convalescent home. That
week he had fallen down in the middle of
the nig]nt, unable to get himself back up
again. My mother found him the next day
around noon freezing with a cut above his
elbow. After going to the ]nospital, he was
placed in the care of the Wine Country
senior complex on Turner Road, only a few
blocks away from the apartment he had.

[ felt the name “Wine Country” was a tad
ironic, as t]ney never served wine to their
residents. Here luxury was not the name
of the game. Besides, the alcohol pro]oal)ly
would have counteracted the daily allotment
of piHs for each patient in those little Dixie
cups t]ney leept ona roﬂing tray. Also, set on

AS | CONTINUED
DOWN THE HALL,
TELEVISION SETS
SCREAMED AT

ME FROM OPEN
DOORWAYS
ENTERTAINING
THEIR HARD~
OF-HEARING
COMPANIONS.

dential area, it hardly resembled the country.
A long driveway divided the property in half,
convalescent home on one side, assisted liv-
ing on the other—neither of which seemed
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to offer their residents much self—respect.
Every room had a winclow, but T wouldn’t
call the neighhors’ fence much of a view.

I couldn’t imagine the term “assisted living.”
I was a seventeen year old with a very well
taken care of brown 1990 Honda Accord.
I didn’t want any assistance even though I
may have needed it more than some of the
World War II vets encased loy these walls. T
puued my car into a parlzing spot not too
far from the entrance of my granclfather’s
room. As I got out, | realized that I wouldn’t
have my “sweet ride” without him. My car
was his at one time. He sold it dirt Cheap
to my uncle and a few years down the line,
my uncle sold it even cl'leaper to me when
I got my license. Without the handed-down
generosity, | would not have been able to
pay for it l)y myself. Perhaps I lived slightly
more “assisted” than I would have ’chought.

From my car, | walked down the waﬂaway
and up the steps onto the deck that sur-
rounded the convalescent home to the back
door. Stepping through the threshold from
outside to in, | noticed the atmosphere
had c].rasticaﬂy changed. The air seemed
’cangi]ole, weigh’ced loy various odors. Ap-
parently, the workers tried to choke out the
fexrvent human smell of waste and perfume
with that of chemical bliss. Unfortunately,
neither did a number on the
other and instead hoth
hung in the air togeth
n suﬂocating matr
mony. The pictures i
the ex’cra-wide,
yellow hallwa
offered scene
that should
associated w
smell of salt
or pine insteac
the dense sm
insulted my I
I continued d
television set
at me from
ways ent

their har

hearing

companions. One room seemed com-
pletely dark except for the ﬂashing screen

of the TV. 1 ]:)egan to wonder if T would
find my grandpa in the same lonely state.

Finally, I reached Grandpa’s room. |
knocked and then entered to find him
encircled with sunlight that streamed from
the open curtains of the sliding glass door
that stood across from the doorway. He sat
at the eclge of his bed ﬁddling with the TV,
the remote nestled in his vein-riddled hands.
Slightly hunched over, his eyes constantly
tracing a line between the remote and the
TV, he looked extra small. He had always
been a short man, but it seemed like that
f].ay his size seemed to add to the look of
his frail frame. His skin looked Weatherecl,
and wrinkles plotted their twisting course
down his soft cheeks. His bristle-textured
moustache matched the blended light and
dark gray hair that encircled his mostly
bare head. Just a few thin siuey hairs and
retro hair care products covered the top,
releasing a sheen that could reflect sunlight.

We greeted each other with a hug, and 1
proceeded to help him with the television
set. After fincling the baseball game, | leaned
against the counter next to his bed in the
ized room so we could talk.
d the Wea’cher, the ball-
4 school, and my future
olans. Nliclway ’chrough our
conversation, my cell phone
rang. Frustrated with the
interruption, [ tried to

modera

uiclzly silence it
until I looked at
the number. The
caller ID spolze of
someone who was sup-
posed to be in Dis-
that clay, g0
led to answer
enough, my




I THOUGHT ABOUTY THAYT DAY AND THAT
HOUR AND HOW THE TIME ALMOSY
REPAID HIM FOR ONE OF THE DAYS
THAT HE HAD SPENT WITH ME. 1 DECIDED
THAT FROM THEN ON | WOULD STOP
AND SEE HIM EVERY CHANCE 1 GOT IN

AN ATTEMPT TO REPAY HIM.

in. After I talked to her for a few mo-
ments, | hung up and explained to my
grandfather what my phone call had
consisted of. He said that he thought it
was neat that a friend would care about
me enougll to take the time to call me

while enjoying the Magic Kingdom.

From there the conversation Legan to shift.
He loegan to talk about how proud he was
of me and of the person | had become.
We reminisced about the times when I
was very young, when he would come and
entertain me for an hour in the morning
while my mother got rea(ly. I thanked him
for the time spent, and 1 thought about
how much that reaﬂy meant to me. He
procee(led to talk about how he felt proud of
how the family as a whole turned out, how
his kids supported each other and how we
grandchil(lren did the same. I didn’t notice
it then, but looleing back on it, Grandpa
said it with resolution and finality, some-
thing that meant a great deal the next day.

We talked a little longer, said our final good
loyes, and then T left unlenowing of the
events to follow. As I drove 11ome, I loegan
to think about our talk and about the time
he had spent with me when I was small. |
thought about that (lay and that hour and
how the time almost repaid him for one

of the days that he had spent with me. I
decided that from then on I would stop and
see him every chance | got in an attempt to
repay him. He told my parents that nigll’t
that he was so glad that I had s’topped,
and that further solidified my resolution.
Needless to say, | never got another chance.

At my granﬂather's funeral, [ mustered up
the courage to read chapter thirteen of First
Corin’c}lians, the chapter on love. Spealeing
toa pacleecl room that alreacly knew the great
nature of my grandfa’cher, I a’ctempte& to ex-
plain Why I thought of him when I read the
passage about how love is not seH-seelzing.
The chapter also talks about how every’thing
else is useless without love. At the end of his
life, my grandpa invested in 1ove, because
he invested in his family. He told me with
resolution that he was proud of me and of
the rest of his family. I thought I could repay
him. I thought I could clear my debt, but
in reality, there was no way. He along with
the rest of my £amily has put an investment
of love in me, not so I could some&ay pay
it Laclz, but so I could pay it forward so
the next generation has the love 1 had.

We all have investments. At that age, | in-
vested in myself. [ learned that life is more
than me. The question we need to 1zeep ask-
ing ourselves is “what are we investing in?”

HE ALONG WITH THE REST OF MY
FAMILY HAS PUT AN INVESTMENT OF
LOVE IN ME, NOT SO | COULD SOMEDAY
PAY IT BACK, BUT SO | COULD PAY IT
FORWARD SO THE NEXT GENERATION
HAS THE LOVE 1 HAD.
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THE HEB\?

the Antihero:

758 G[dé‘é y?e/ween @GC‘O]’U[D dl?O/f/Bdfgdl’I:Sm

Recently [ was privy to a telephone conver-
sation during which I heard a mother use
the term “antisocial” to describe certain
activities undertaken 1)y her son, who at
the point of my eavesdropping was the topic
of discussion. The activities in question
concerned the son painting his nails black
and detona’cing firecrackersin a parlzing lot.
If not iHegal, which it migl'xt very well have
]:)een, this latter activity was unques’cional)ly
within the realm of foolishness, given the
proximity to vehicles and people, as well
as the potential for vehicular damage and
]:)O(lily injury. But painting one’s nails black-
-is that indicative of pa’chology, an asso-
ciation upon which antisocialism (].epen(ls?

Before procee(ling ]r:urther, I would first like
to clear up a misconception about the term
“antisocial,” for it is a common miscon-
ception and appliecl too loosely in society.
Tecl'lnicauy, antisocialism is a personahty
clisorder, as classified 1Dy psychia’cric diag—
nostic criterion. Psychopathy, sociopa’chy
and dissocial personality disorder all refer
to antisocialism (Carr 145). Those diag—
nosed with antisocial personahty disorder
exhibit “a pervasive disregard for the rights
of others and consisten’cly violate these
righ’cs. Aggressive, destructive and deceit-
]r:u], [they] engage in theft and lying" (145).

One can, therefore, see W}ly the mother’s
incorrec’cly attrilau’cing the term “antisocial”
to her son’s behavior was sufficient to give
me pause. Although she clearly did not
realize it, she was 1iterauy caﬂing her son a
sociopa’cl'x. The painting of the nails black
may be viewed as a gothic statement and the
(letona’cing of firecrackers blamed on sheer
irresponsi]:)ility. To be sure, these acts were
not inspired ljy violence. Perl'laps what most
people mean when referring to antisocial

behavior is a form of social inep’ci’cuc].e.

From antisocial behavior we proceed to the
antihero. N early everyone has his own no-
tion of what constitutes the antihero , which
is where the prololem lies. For just as the
mother who professecl 12nowleclge of antiso-
cialism, there are as many laypeople who in-

Ly Nicholas C. Ridino
correctly profess lznowle(lge of the antihero.

In 1iterary terms, an antihero is a pro-
tagonist 1aclzing the qualities constituting
the hero. These quali’cies vary, and may
include l)ravery, decorum and s’crength.
Accor&ing to poet and journalist X. .
Kennecly, the antihero is considered a
relatively “modern characteriza’cion, a

satiric commentary on traditional portray-

als of idealized heroes or heroines” (GZ)

I submit that the traditional hero of
past generations has been &isp]ace(l loy
the antihero—a (lisplacemen’c so marked
that [ quite unreservecﬂy declare it tragic.
There seems a shortage of iconic figures
totlay exu&ing virtuous qualities and an
alternative surfeit of others idolized for
qualities deemed reprehensil)le to a civilized
people. The modern antihero does society
a grave disservice; the mixed signals he
emits are too easily misin’cerpretecl, which
results in a false conception of mora]i’cy.

The word “hero” conjures up a panoply
of images. A hero describes an individual
spurred to do good l)y purely altruistic
motives. Unlike the hero, epitomized ljy
such {'igures as Superman, Beowulf antl,
more recently, Harry Potter, the antihero
is dis’cinc’cly ﬂawec]., and always has highly
observable shortcomings. Anti-heroes are
as prevalent as they are common. Many
are celebrated for their flaws to the same
(legree heroes are for their virtues. Anti-
heroes range from older (].epic’cions, such
as Satan in Paradise Lost, to more recent
ones, such as the Marvel Comics character

The Punisher, the shooter from the sci-fi

horror game Doom, and Hannibal Lecter.

The distinction between the hero and the
antihero often confuses people. This is due
to the fact that the latter has the capacity
to act Virtuously. However, one can act
Vir’cuously and still commit immoral and
iﬂegal acts; we see this in many of the
motives of antiheroes. Once an individual

neglec’cs the principles of conduct strictly
adhered to })y the hero, that individual

Nic%o‘ag C Riojino is an Emg"\sk major w%ose
primary interests iz i e \QHW— e ear‘q 20th-
Cemturq Eng‘is% amA Ameﬁcam |'\tewatu1ﬂes,
respective‘q. He enjoys ‘isteming to c‘assica‘
and opera music as vl @s watc“ng eutalates
mms. Succegs, L\e Eelieveg/ is mﬂriveJ at so‘e‘q
t%woug% the tiraless repetition o}E ingraimeoj

L)e%avion Nic%o‘as can Ee AescriEeJ simi‘mﬂ‘q to
o #the e German auither —Hwomas Manm

eree elserilbed Lﬂmse‘}t: " & dhremider emnd ana‘qs{:
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IN LITERARY TERMS, AN ANTIHERO IS A
PROTAGONIST LACKING THE QUALITIES
CONSTITUTING THE HERO.

is flawed. He is an antihero because he
is against self. A hero is a force oppose(i
oniy to that which opposes principie.

The components of immaturity, ignorance
and cultural influence contribute to (ianger—
ous societal trends. Inclivi(iuais, par’cicuiariy
teenagers, often model their behaviors after
the antiheros in ljooies, iiirns, video games
and music. The mass media has contributed
iargeiy to the transposition of moral with
immoral i)eiiavior; ‘cilus, our collective no-
tion of propriety has erocle(i, not siiarpene(i,
over time. Moreover, how does one account
for the abovementioned transposition?
An answer may be found in examining

the antiheros emulated in today’s society.

A(ioipil Hitier, Friedrich Nietzsche and
the German techno group Kein Mehrheit
fiir die Mitleid (“no pity for the majority”)
are three antiheroic iigures after which
Eric Harris and Dyian Kiel)oi(i, the ar-
ciiitects of the 1999 Coiuml)ine Higii
School shooting, modeled their behaviors.
Despite the PiliiOSOPi'lieS for which these
iigures are con(iemne(i., tiley yet retain
a certain aﬂure, particuiariy to the ex-
istentiaﬂy—(iisposecl Harris and Kiei)oi(i,
whose respective pa’ciloiogies included
suiciclaiity and psychopati'iy (Cuiien par. 7).

It is necessary to make distinctions in iiie,
as evident in the case of the mother who
misspolee in iaioeiing her son antisocial.
While not an egregious error, it contributes
to a broader misunderstanding ; and in our
age of iniormation, where cre(iii)iiity is so
often compromise(i i)y ignorance, iinguistic
uniiormity serves a valuable purpose. An in-
creased and more comprehensive erudition
is the i:irs’c, and o]:)vious, purpose. A pro-
founder un(ierstan(iing of ianguage, added
to a finer appreciation for its correct usage,
can oniy i’ieip a society that has become es-
’crange(i from factual connotation. In other
words, Harris and Klebold are exampies
of an antisocial personaiity; the mother’s

son in the prece(iing exampie is not.

Uniortuna’ceiy, our society gioriiies the
quaiities characteristic of the antihero. We
witness this g]oriiication every(iay. Instead
of ljeing vilified for his incorrigihie acts, the

antihero is instead Worsiiipeci and given un-
merited reverence. To the eyes of the astute
ohserver, this is a contradiction i)or(iering
on ai)surcli’cy. Yet, this ai)sur(iity is rendered
sensible in 1igi'it of the aestheticization of
Vioience, a piliiosopiiicai concept seeizing to
“rnaiz[e] the act and the protiuct of violence
appear attractive” (“Aesti'ieticization" par. 1).

To some peopie, the novei, fundamental
and moral quaii’cies of the hero are more
representative of art; Harris and Kie]ooi(i,
for instance, discerned art more ieeeniy
tiirougii the immoral and transgressive
quaiities of the antiheroes tiley idolized.

How do we increase awareness of this moral
(ieciine, and from there attempt to obviate
the proloiem? Linguistic uniiormity is the
first step. The second step involves inter-
pretation, that is, recognizing the ai‘]:)i‘crary,
anaiogous and exact connections between
the signii:ier and the signii:ieci (“First” par.
2). In order to ]:)ring ciarity to our unfocused
visions, we need to assume dual roles. In our
signiiier roie, we need to ascertain iinguis—
tic patterns; in our signii:ie(i roie, we need
to ascertain the concept ljeing signii:ie(i.
After aﬂ, one cannot appreciate a concept
without un(ierstancling the connotation
under which it is ljeing used. Otherwise,
we will end up coniusing decorum with
barbarism as easiiy as we confuse hero

with antihero, and social with antisocial.
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The
Designer Player

Baseball is a multi-billion dollar entertain-
ment inclustry. The modern age of Ameri-
can sports has seen to it that we no 1onger
look at baseball as just “America’s pastime.”
We must now see it as another corporation
striving to pro&uce a pro&uct that will be
consumed I)y the populous. Itisa corpora-
tion that procluces the reluctant hero, a
man who kegm&gingly accepts the title “role
model.” These players are under intense
pressure to Con’cinuaﬂy be on top of their
game. They are driven })y relentless fans to
achieve greater levels of strength and prow-
ess. Consequentiauy, because of this pres-
sure more professional baseball players are
turning to performance-enhancing drugs,
more speciﬁcauy steroi&s, to aid them in
their quest for greatness. Many believe that
theses &mgs decrease the integrity of the
players and ultima’tely the game itself. My
opinion is that if it were not for the small
percentage of players who have recently been
found to use steroi&s, baseball would not be
enjoying the success it does to&ay. So reaHy
baseball should be t}lanlzing these players
for actuauy 1zeeping the game popular.

Before this argument })egins, let’s first look
at the clinical definition of a steroid. A
steroid is “any group of organic Compounds
})elonging to the general class of biochemi-
cals called lipids, which are easily soluble
in organic solvents and slightly soluble in
water” (Dempsey). Now let’s put it in terms
that you and I can understand with the help
of author Dayn Perry. “Testosterone has an
androgenic, or masculizing, function and

ZJy Rod rigo Vi//agomez

an anabolic, or tissue-})uilding, function.
It is the second set of effects that attracts
athletes who take testosterone to increase
their muscle mass and strength and decrease
their laocly fat” (Perry). Perry goes on to
explain that the pl’lysical conclitioning the
players alrea&y maintain combined with the
introduction of the hormone accelerates this
process. Basica”y what this all boils down to
is the fact that steroids do in fact accelerate
muscle mass. There are a million other sup-
plements out there designecl to do the same
thing; so Why the kig fuss over steroids?
Most people have a prol)lem with them be-
cause of the spee(l with which users obtain
their results. I you're a professional athlete
maleing millions of dollars a year, don’t you
want to be the best as soon as you can?
Actuaﬂy, lay using steroids, a batter is hurt-
ing his swing. Being I)ig and lauﬂzy and able
to hit the ball out of the parlz is great, but
not being able to move those humongous
arms around quiclzly in order to hit a 90
mph fasthball is counterproductive. It is not
the &rug alone that is causing the enhanced
play. The &rugs, combined with an alreacly
over—the-top work out sc}ledule, make the
player better. If it were possilale to become
the world’s greatest baseball player I)y simply
using steroids and cloing nothing else, don’t

you think that everyone would be cloing so?

The main opponents against the use of
steroids are those who say that using is an
attack on baseball’s integrity. Every player
who takes the clrug damages the cre(lil)ility
of the sport, and this is unfair to those who

MY OPINION IS THAT IF IT WERE

NOT FOR THE SMALL PERCENTAGE OF
PLAYERS WHO HAVE RECENTLY BEEN
FOUND TO USE STEROIDS, BASEBALL
WOULD NOT BE ENJOYING THE
SUCCESS IT DOES TODAY.
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Stoc\«tom and gwaauated Pnom meo‘n Higlﬁ
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served were Kowea and A}Cgiﬁanigtan, a‘ong
wnt% gevewa‘ gtateane ‘ocationg. Witlw t%e
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to Sam J:ramcisco State a&ew De‘ta.
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choose not to partalee. My answer is simply
to wake up. Long before the media Lrough’c
the issue of steroids to the forefron’c, they
were ]Jeing injected, rubbed or swallowed
in locker rooms da’cing back many years.
In 1996, Ken Caminiti, a retired third
baseman and National League MVP, said
in a Sports lustrated interview, “It’s no
secret what's going on in baseball. At least
half the guys are using. They talk about it.
They jolze about it with each other” (Perry).
If this is true then maybe we should take a
second look at how much stock we have put
into the sanctity of the game. Jose Canseco
recently released a tell-all ]ooolz, entitled
uiced, on his usage of the clrug. Canseco
claimed many of his fellow teammates
joinecl him in using ste- roids
/-. L

and that he person-
ally injecte(l most
of them. In reality,
the so-called “integ-
rity” of the same has
been lost for years.
Pitchers have al-
ways found ways
to doctor the ball
so their pitches
have extra move-
ment. Batters
have used ligh’cer
or corked bats to !
achieve a faster ]
swing. Pete Rose S
wag caught loet’(ing

on his team while he
was a manager. Base-

ball has not been a

fair same for years.

Another of the
major arguments
of those opposecl
to using steroids is
the health risk fac-
tor. Steroid use has
been linked to liver,
prostate and even
testicular

cancers

as well as heart disease. According to epide—
miologis’c Charles Yesalis, “We know steroids
can be used with a reasonable measure of
safety. We know this because Jchey’re used in
medicine all the time, just not to enhance
]Jody image or improve athletic perfor—
mance” (Perry). Steroids are also used in
the treatment of breast cancer. In response
to the fear of 1ong term effects from the
continued use of steroids, Yesalis has this to
say: “We've had thousands upon thousands
[of long term studies] done on tol)acco, co-
caine, you name it, but for as much as you
see and hear about anabolic steroi(ls, ’(hey
haven't taken that step” (Perry). The truth
of the matter is we hear all the time from
modern medicine that we can gel cancer in
ways we never thoug‘ht about. Remember
when stancling in front of the microwave
could give us cancer? Or now we hear that
taﬂzing on the cell phone migh’c he clamaging
to our health. Living is unhealthy. We all do
things that are not goo(l for our loodies, be
it smolzing or drinlzing or whatever. These
players are no more ruining their bod-
ies than those people who have to
have a smoke break every two
minutes. In {ac’c, I say
that using a natural
hormone to in-
crease muscle

mass

get paid to smolze; at least

the athlete has better incentives.

is in fact healthier.
Plus, the smoker does not

Baschall fans love home runs.
Ever since the clays of Babe
Ruth the loyal fan loved to
see the sheer ]oeauty of a
baseball leaving the sta-
dium. The home run is a
clisplay of s’creng’(h; it is
poetry in motion. So
is it any wonder Why
players continually
strive to increase
the power of their
swing? No})ocly
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JUST LOOK AT STEROIDS AS A
BASEBALL PLAYER’S ATTEMPT AT
TRYING TO MOVE THE WALL IN JUsT

A LITTLE CLOSER.

wants to be known as the one who could
consistentiy get on base, or the one with the
stellar i)a’cting average. Tiiey want to be the
ones who get noticed i)y both the press and
the fans. Barry Bonds, Mark McGuwire, Jose
Canseco, Rafael Palmeiro. These names
should sound familiar, but can you tell me
who has the iiigi'iest i)atting average in Major
League Baseball iiistory? Without the ever-
present chance that when these men step up
to the piate tiiey can take it deep, the game
migiit get a little i)oring. In fact baseball
itself has been niaizing ciianges in the game
to iieip encourage home run pro&uction.
Many i)aiiparies have ciiange(i the dimen-
sions of their outfields, moving the fences
in to make it easier to hit it out. Just look
at steroids as a baseball piayer’s attempt at
trying to move the wall in just a little closer.

This recent batch of steroid allegations is
not the first case of pen[ormance-eniiancing
(irugs i)eing used in baseball. During the
1998 season Mark McGwire broke Roger
Maris’s iong-standing record of 61 home
runs in a singie season. This new record
could not have come at a better time for
baseball as most fans still held on to their
disappointing memories of the 1994 piay-
ers strike when the season was cut short.
McGwire’s assault on the record revital-
ized the game and gave peopie a reason to
watch again. That joy was carried into the
very next season when both McGwire and
Sammy Sosa embarked on a head to head
battle to break McGwire's record. After all
of the excitement died (iown, the contro-
versy ignited when accusations were made
that McGwire was taieing androstendione,
another suppiement equai to an over the
counter suppiement iiy(iroxycut. This just
proves that we as fans love to see exciting
piays and piayers who are iarger than life.
We watch first and ask questions later. 1
believe that at the time we as fans did not
care whether Mark McGwire was iiitting
his home runs with iieip or not. But with
the vilification of the suppiement he used,
we were forced to feel guiity for enjoy-
ing a game. The same can be said tociay
with the recent steroid aiiegations made
on some of the game's i)iggest names.

Above all we must remember baseball is a
sport. It is intended for the entertainment
of the crowd that attends and those who
watch it on television. There of course are
fanatics (iiize myseii) who iiang on every
swing or every tiirow, but most are casual
ians, the ones who watch their favorite team
when possii)ie. Arguing over the integrity of
a prociuct that is meant for entertainment is
futile. The average fan didn’t even question
whether or not Barry Bonds used steroids
to break Mark McGwire’s home run record.
Tiiey just enjoye(i the excitement of it all.
There are many other and proi)a]:)iy better
piaces to find role models in one’s life. We
as a society should not look to baseball to
produce our perfect exampie of iiumanity.
These peopie put themselves on stage every
11igi’lt in order to show us tiiings we are not
capaioie oi, tiiings that we want to do but
can't. For three hours or so we get to escape
into a world that is filled with strengtii and
agiiity. Does it matter the method in which
our modern (iay gia(iiators achieve their
greatness? | cer’cainiy think not. Fans should
not be let down because their favorite piayer
used steroids to make them watch. Ti’iey
should thank them. Without those piayers,
tiiey might not even have a game to watch.
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If you own a television or a ractio, chances

are you have seen, or heard, a commercial
starring some average iooieing guy teiiing
you how he won millions of dollars piaying
poieer. Now think back to the year 2002.
Back then poieer was a game that could
oniy be found in Las Vegas, Atlantic City,
and a few back rooms in smoiey bars where
one needed a passworct to get in. The sports
reputation was tied to the images we see in
the old westerns, of men sitting in a dark
smoke-filled room around a table littered
with alcoholic t)everages, cards and money.
Enter ESPN and the 2003 World Series
of Poieer, the event that took the game out

ANOTHER WAY
TELEVISION HAS
MADE THE GAME
MORE APPEALING
IS THE WAY

IT SHOWS THE
AUDIENCE WHAT
CARDS EACH
PLAYER HAS.

of the back rooms and into mainstream
America. A siigtitiy overweigiit accountant
from Tennessee named Chris Moneymaieer

won 2.5 million dollars after winning a
torty—ctoiiar satellite tournament to quaiity
for the event. The prize was the ]oiggest
ever awarded at the time, and it gra]oije(i
the attention of every average tloping-
to-get-rictl—quiciz Tom, Dick, and Harry.
Since that event, the popuiarity of poizer,
more speciticaiiy the version known as Texas
Hoi(i’em, has sieyrocieete(i. Several televi-
sion stations have i)egun to air their own
versions of the popuiar tournament styie
of piay. Dozens of online gami)iing sites

OIK]EIR
QU0

ZJy Rod rigo Vi//agomez

offer around the clock games, both ring
games (open tables where piayers come and
go as tiiey piease) and tournaments. Home
games have also been established, iieiping
to take away the old back room stereotype.

One way to gauge the popularity of a
piienomenon is to take a look at the
amount of literature proctuce(i on it. “A
search on Amazon.com reveals that at
least 61 titles related to the game have
been or are i)eing pu]jiistiect in 2005, up
from 46 in 2004, 37 in 2003 and 16 in
2002 (Peters). These books range from
your typicai how-to manuals to the more
sophisticated strategies of the game written
]3y protessionai piayers. The most popuiar
of these books is Doyle Brunson’s Super

System: A Course in Power Poker. Doyie
still piays today and has had to ctlange his
strategy to ieeep ahead of the competition,

most of whom grew up iearning to piay
]3y rea(iing his book. Steve Lipscomt), the
creator of the World Poker Tour, “estimates
the poieer-piaying pui)iic has grown from
around 50 million five years ago to more
than 80 million in the United States
tO(iay—wittl no end in sigtitn (Streisand).

I was first introduced to the game much
like the rest of America, and like the rest of
America [ too jumpect on the t)an(iwagon.
I too dream of sitting at the final table of
the World Series of Poker with all of my
ctiips in the pot reacty to win $7.5 mil-
lion. But it was on a vacation to Las Vegas
that the real popuiarity of poieer hit me.
In the poizer room of the Excalibur Hotel
and Casino there were over twenty tai)ies,
cach full with ten piayers and a waiting list
over an hour iong for the next opening.
As we traveled from casino to casino the
situation never ctlangect. Bach casino we
entered had full tables with iong waiting
lists. If you add up the total number of
piayers from that nigtit, the number would
have been somewhere in the thousands.
That was just for one nigilt. These tables
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stay full (iay or nigtlt every (iay of the week.

thy the sudden expiosion you ask? Per-
ilaps the i)iggest draw to the game is the
sheer fact that anyone can piay. Unlike a
majority of the t)iggest sports in the worict,
poieer requires no ptiysicai exertion. Basi-
caiiy if you can breathe and sit for a iong
time in one piace you can piay. There is no
need to be strong or fast. Poker does not
discriminate. Many women and minority
piayers are among the iiigtiest caliber piay—
ers in the world. In fact one of the events
in the World Series of Poker features a
table of all women piayers and it is just as
exciting as the tables of all men. “Women
make great piayers; tileyyre intuitive and
not tempte(i t)y the testosterone-fueled
raising duels that have prematureiy cata-
puite(i many a male piayer out of a game”
(Koumpiiova). Game Show Network went
one farther and pitte(i the women against
the men in a tournament setting. [t was
in fact a woman, Kattiy Liet)ert, who took
home the $130,000 granct prize from that
game. So the women have proven not oniy
that ttiey can piay aiongsicte the men, but
that ttiey can beat them as well. In poieer,
unlike many protessionai sports tO(iay, an
amateur can piay at the very same table as
the pros, and can have a legitimate shot at
ijeating them. Nowhere else in sports is an
average person in the same ieague as the best
in the business. This has given popularity
to the game t)y evening the piaying field.
Both the protessionai poieer piayer and
]otln Smith from Anytown, U.S.A., have
a chance to piay against Joilnny Chan or
Doyie Brunson and win millions of dollars.

Another reason for the expiosion in popu-
iarity is the Internet. One can do just about
anyttling from the comfort of one’s own

ome; poieer is no different. —__

Thanks to the numerous web-
based gaming sites a pexson can p
piay poieer online ’ thus negating A\

the need to travel to Las Vegas k!
or Atlantic City to be involved in
the action. Games for real and -
piay money alike can be found )
oniy a few clicks away. If a /
person wants to get in on

a real money game, all K

that is require(i is a credit
card or direct access to /
a ctiecieing account.
Internet sites have
been known to get

piayers to “ante up

as much as $100 million coiiectiveiy cach
nigtit, accor(iing to PoieerPuise, which tracks
online statistics (major sites like PartyPoieer.
com often host 40,000 piayers a nigtit)"
(Streisand). What online poieer also pro-
vides is an anonymous piattorm. Online
a piayer is unseen and therefore cannot
give anyttiing away i)y appearance, maieing
it easier for a piayer to win ]Jy i)iutting.

In every state but Nevada gamt)iing is
still iiiegai, but many Indian casinos have
opene(i poieer rooms due to the recent surge
in (iemand, maieing it all but unnecessary
to travel to Vegas. If there is an Indian
Casino in your area with poieer taijies,
the need for a iong road trip is no more.
Despite the fact that these casinos do not
offer the same level of extravagance as their
Nevadan rivals, all a poizer piayer reaiiy
needs is ctiips, cards and a piace to piay.

ESPN, the Travel Ctiannei, Game Show
Network, Bravo, NBC. These and many
other television stations are jumping on
the poieer t)an(iwagon. Each of these sta-
tions offers some form of the game piayed
t)y everyone from nobodies to prominent
celebrities. No one can (ieny the power of
television in toctay's society. Peopie mimic
just about everyttling ttiey see, such as how
to ctress, what to (irinie, where to eat, so it
is natural that the games ttiey piay are also
tieaviiy influenced ]Jy what is on television.

“ESPN’s coverage of the World Series
of Poker—which includes more than 40
poieer tournaments ieacting up to the main
event—draws ratings comparaijie to Major
League Baseball and the NBA” (Con(iotta).
Once upon a time kids would go outside

to piay catch with
cach oth-
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YOU MAY NOT THINK OF POKER AS
AN EXCITING GAME, BUT SAY THATY
WHEN YOU ARE TRYING TO BLUFF AT
A POT WITH A 5-2 OFFSUIT WHEN
THE BOARD SHOWS A-K-9-3-7.

er. Now they are in their garages playing
poleer. Another way television has made the
game more appealing is the way it shows
the audience what cards each p]ayer has.
This has taken away the guessworlz an

confusion of wa’cching a game and spicecl
things up more for the viewing public.
Con(lensing the action has also llelpecl
ratings. “The hour you see is probably
10 hours of poleern (Conclotta). With the
game made shorter and easier than it re-
aﬂy is, a whole generation accustomed to
instant grati{:ication can get a quicle fix.

While the money and the fame of becom-
ing a world-class poleer player may be a nice
thought, to most it is not reality. For most
low-stakes players the game is more about
the adrenaline rush that is associated with
the thrill of competition. The heavy breath-
ing, the accelerated l1eartbeat, the sweat,
all of this comes with the game of poleer.
You may not think of polzer as an exciting
game, but say that when you are trying to
bluff at a pot with a 5-2 offsuit when the
boar(l shows A-K-9-3-7. What that means
is that you have no chance of winning on
the strength of your own hand and you are
lloping that the other player gives up his
hand based on the size of your bet. To put
it more simply, you are lying and hoping
that you do not get caught. Now think of
how you feel when you are getting rea(ly
to lie, amplify that Ly a thousand percent,
and that is exac’cly what it feels like to be in
that situation. On the ﬂip sicle, let’s say you
have the same 5-2 offsuit, but this time the
board shows 5-2-10-5-K. Now your heart is
beating fast because you have the best pos-
sible hand; you know you cannot be beat.
In this situation you want the other person
to bet with you so you can take as much of
his money as you can. While it is proper to
maintain a poleer face at all times ,itis hard
to deny the thrill a poleer player experiences
throughout the course of a game. [t is easily
compara]jle to the sensations one gets from
any physical contact sport, without the pain.

Money is the root of all evil they say. One
could argue that greecl is a major cause in
the recent rise of polzer's popularity. As the
prizes become larger and larger, the number
of interested players grows in proportion.
While it is true there are many greedy people
in this WOl‘lC]., a vast majority of the poleer
population will never see a million dollar pay-
off. In fact there are a larger number of play—
ers who are losing money than players who
can live comfortably from their winnings.

We can thank polzer’s simphcity, its equal—
ity, the emotional ’cllrius, and the massive
television explosion for the nation’s sudden
move to the tables. Poker offers a person a
chance (al’cllough s]im) at {inauy realizing
the riches that only a rare percentage of
the population enjoys. Poker also shows
us that sometimes we reaﬂy don’t need to
work hard for our dream; all we need is a
little luck and enougll money to cover the
blinds. As an avid poleer player myself,
I know that I for one am not Wiﬂing to
give up my seat anytime soon, and I know
millions of Americans share my opinion.
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Qur wardrobes are important assets, possi]oly
more than we realize. A wardrobe protects us

* from the elements, leeeps us from exposing
ourselves in the presence of ot]ners, and
plays a vital role in inﬂuencing our behav-

M ior. Besides doing this, and often without
N us lznowing, a wardrobe grea’cly affects

how others perceive us. The clothing

ﬁ we wear, whether lounging around
H - the house or on a trip around the
- world, influences our behavior

and the perception of us ljy others.

‘ As members of the human race we
’4- are requirecl ljy society to clothe our-
m selves. ]o]nnson said, “Naked people

‘ have little or no influence in society”

’ (58). He also said, “The clothes

m. make the man” (58). If this be true,
how exactly do the clothes make him?

, - One way is to make the man feel a
‘ speci{ic way and that feeling may
i I provicle adequate confidence for

¥

presenting himself accorclingly.

There are those who hold the
idea that ljeing dressed in a
particular style will not change

a person into a whole new be-
ing. I am only a small person
with a small set of manners to
draw from. However, a signiﬁcant
change ]nappens when 1 dress in
leather and fur. T find rnyself

maleing every effort to stand

taH, walk gracefully and pres-

L] ' ent myself as a lady. My cloth-
‘ ing makes me feel valua]ole, even
_ if T am only covered in dead animals.
-" The President of the United States knows
‘ ’ what he wears is important. Along with

consu]ting aclvisors, he also consults fashion
.. " ad\'isors. These consultants must leeep two leey
“ points in mind. They must consider how to

dress the President so he will appear trustwort]ny

“ sell[-assurecl, comfortable and confident. Henry
“‘ David Thoreau said, “It is an interesting question
‘- how far men would retain their rank if t]ney were
divested of their clothes” (102). The President’s

_-' fas

hion aclvisors know what Thoreau knew.

Jana @‘imes— Hm’*veq ng ‘iveoj in JCLTG Siemﬂa
}Eooﬂﬂ“s witdh hem {:ami‘q For e past ten years
amA enjoys t%e sunny outJoors witL %er GoUem
Qetﬁevev amA %Y’\{J"Iﬁ”e —‘;rwén Hew Favo‘nite
memory is the #ime when dhe Hew thewsemds o}E
Feef agove Gv’eem‘amd \Y/Lﬂ‘e reaJing @OA/S
%Y’A amJ enjoying tL\e Nowt%ern Liglﬁ:g.
—Hwoug% L\er major is umAec‘mﬂeA, Lﬂew’ ‘ove For
Jesus el @dvemture Lleeps [ %ope]tu‘ bzt
the Futbore.
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OUR OWN PERSONAL STYLE AND
DRESS ARE IMPORTANT AND,
WHETHER WE LIKE IT OR NOT, THEY
PLAY A VITAL ROLE IN THE WAY WE
PERCEIVE OURSELVES AND IN THE
WAY OTHERS PERCEIVE US.

Many politicians have iong recognize(i
the importance of ciothing. When Lamar
Alexander ran for governor of Tennessee
in 1978, “conducting a grass-roots cam-
paign, he walked across the state wearing
a work man’s attire--a red and black piai(i
Levi’s shirt” (Rui)instein 4), he won the
election which encourage(i him to run
for the Repui)iican presiclentiai candidate
in 1996 and again in 1999. Alexander
wore the same shirt which led many to
believe he was using styie instead of facts
to win the nomination. He in fact lost (4).

Fashions vary greatiy. If iriiiy un(iergar-
ments don’t do it for you, sweat pants and
hoodies may. Once considered the attire of
locker rooms and gym class, tiiey are now
commoniy worn to the mali, out to (iinner,
and even to church. My sister is seventeen
and to this (iay, when | picture iiei‘, she is
wearing sweats. My sister, Laura, has spent
every possi]oie moment of her life in sweats.

Sweat pants may be a prerequisite for an
ideal (iay in my sister’s life but the same
cannot be said of my mother. She avoids
sweat pants at all costs. The iazy ieeiing tiiey
provitie is not conducive to my mother’s
iiiestyie. Wearing garments which cause
her to feel awaize, alert and energized are
essential to her pro&uctivity. Both work
and casual ciotiiing provi(ie positive results.

While ciotiiing can afford us positive results,
my mother reiaye(i a story to me of how
one’s ciotiling can have a negative impact.
The parents of a teenage i)oy recently
shared with her their parenting techniques.
Their son Damien had acquired a habit
of wearing his pants low around his waist
and (iecorating them with chains from side
to side. He also ]Qegan arranging studs in
various piaces on his ciothing. Damien’s
parents i)egan to notice that when he wore
those items he became rebellious. When not
wearing the decorations he returned to his
normal self. Tiiey quicieiy put a stop to his

(iressing styie i)y threat of punisiiment, and
instantiy, their son was back to his old self.
Damien’s bad behavior had been the result
of the way his ciotiiing influenced him.

We are not the oniy ones affected i)y our
ciotiies; others are also influenced. Social
scientists generaiiy “take it for grante&
that an individual’s ciotiiing expresses
meaning” (Rui)instein 3). “A picture is
worth a thousand words” recognizes

a concept which is easily a(laptai)ie
to c]otiling‘ The manner in which

we dress is a communication

system, a two way street which
affects the behavior of the
one wearing the garment

and the behavior of the

one seeing the garment,

This universal ]anguage

has been practicecl since
the first person wore
clothes. “Long before 1
am near enougil to talk
to you on the street,
in a meeting, or at a
party, you announce
your sex, age and class
to me tilrougil what
you are Wearing--ami
very possii)ly dive me
important information
(or misim[ormation)
as to your occu-
pation, origin,
persona]-
ity, opin-

ions,

tastes,
sexual de-
sires and
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current mood” (Lurie 3). I may not
consciously register all this informa-
tion, but T will recognize it just as you
will. When the time comes for us to
speaie actual words, we will have aireacty
spoieen in one of the oldest and most
universal forms of communication 3).

We are each impressionai)ie characters and
there is no one immune from prejuctging,
ttiougtl we may try not to. A close friend
once told me she considered one’s appear-
ance on the outside as crucial as one’s
personality and abilities on the inside. This
ptiiiosoptly resulted in her getting a joi), in
spite of intense competition for the posi-
tion. Eileen attended a joij interview where
she impresse(i her interviewers with both her
dress and abilities. Her rivai, ttlougti more
quaiitied for the ]o]o than Eiieen, was not as
well groomed in dress and appearance. Even
ttlougtl my friend had ampie skills for the j ob
she was hired more for her impecca]:)ie ward-
robe than her abilities. We as humans often
pass judgments based upon appearances.

When a person’s station in iite, role or atti-
tude ctlanges , it can often be reflected in the
a(ioption of a different styie of dress. In the
1980’s many women who held joi)s outside
of their homes sougtit to prove this did not
equate to i)eing a feminist. Ttley created a
unique ciottiing styie to prove their point,
one which is no ionger popuiar. Ttley wore
dark colored formal wear from the tlips up
accompanie(i i)y threatening purses. This
was countered t)y an entireiy different styie
from the tlips below where mini sieirts,
sheer tigiits, and the tiigtlest heels around
were sporte(i. The idea was, when she sat
behind her desk and dealt with the put)iic
she appeared stur(iy and stout. However,
when she arose from her desk, such as in
the presence of her boss and coworkers, she
assumed an entireiy different look--one that
said she was piaytui and giriie (Lurie xi).

The ionging for self-transformation has
been a part of the American peopie since the
carliest (iays of our democratic t)eginnings
(Eiiiott 485). Not surprisingiy, this includes
our own unique styies and the way we choose
to dress. Especiaiiy in today's times, we
are required to build our own images--our
individual ictentity——];)ased upon our appear-
ance. Our images are seen as “an o]oject of
individual control” (486). Interestingly, if
we are well dressed in front of others who
are not, we feel gooct about ourselves and
sometimes even feel powertui. In the pres-

ence of those who surpass us in styie and
dress , we often feel negative teeiings towards
ourselves and may even feel humiliated! In
diverse circumstances this personai styie
can cause us to feel either elevated or infe-
rior. Our own personai styie and dress are
important and, whether we like it or not,
ttley piay a vital role in the way we perceive
ourselves and in the way others perceive us.
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Divorce is the separation of two people bound
l)y marriage. This is an experience that even
the most positive minded individual would
not like to endure. There are many scenarios
that can cause a divorce to occur. I cannot
l)egin to list the number of situations that
contribute to divorce in toclay’s society. |
can only offer an explanation based on my
own experience. | pursuecl a divorce after
living with my ex-husband for ten years.
The cause of my divorce was primarily due
to his pliysical and verbal abuse on a wide
scale. His temper, alcoliol, and marijuana
use were strong contributors. My final
decision to divorce my husband stemmed
from his last threat to kill me and my son.

For a long periorl of time I was completely
blind to the abuse and hate that he proj ected
towards me. Then one cold winter niglit, my
ex-hushand ljegan (irinleing . He drank so
much that he could not clearly pronounce
his words. Sliortly alter, he approacliecl me
and asked me to make him dinner. I was
l)usy cloing other ’cliings and took longer
than he expecte(l me to. This threw him
into a violent temper tantrum that escalated
to the point where he puncliecl me in the
face with such force that it almost broke my
jaw. Minutes later he was liolcling me l)y the
necle, glaring at me with eyes that seemed to
burn with l:ire, and said , “First [ am going to
kill you, and then I am going to Lill him!”
(Him, meaning my son of five years.) | was
terrified and had no way of escaping that
nigli’c. I realized that I needed to take some
serious steps to protect me and my son.
Divorce was the only answer. Two and
a half years later, [am just l)arely
recovering from everytliing that
has liappenecl. Now that I am
clivorcecl, these five areas of my
life have been affected. My
son was affected the most,
then my serenity, my finan-
cial situation, my social lile,
and my place of residence.

The effects on my son were dramatic. He
s’crugglecl to leeep from crying and often
asked my Wl1y we had to Jeave Daclcly. For

DIVORCE
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a child of just five years [ can only imagine
how difficult that would be. Not only did
he miss his latlier, he missed his friends at
his school. T had to transfer him to another
school to ensure that he would be safe while
I followed tlirougli with the divorce. His
grades plumme’ce(l, he had temper tantrums
all of the time, and he did not want to com-
plete any of his assigne(l chores. T believe
that he was severely clepresse(i. I was often
too lJusy or distracted with other tliings to
patiently cater to his every Wliim, as he was
used to before the divorce lsegan. Acljust—
ment was a whole new concept for both of us.

My serenity was cieeply affected as strug-
glefl to leeep my composure between court
dates, taleing time off of worlz, and curious
co-workers. I was a wreck but I hid it well.
My son often asked me wliy he could not see
Da(ifly and I had to take time out of my l)usy
schedule to set him on my lap and explain
to him how important it was that we were
safe. I will admit that there were (iays all 1
did was ary. attended church religiously to
gain strengtli and give my son sometliing
to leeep himself occupiecl. The church had
a children’s activity while the adults were
attenfling the service. I remember some

Sunflays at cliurcli, all T could do was

cry my way tllrougli the

Wl’l()le sexrmon, ancl

wonclerecl if 1
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MINUTES

LATER HE WAS
HOLDING ME

BY THE NECK,
GLARING AT ME
WITH EYES THAT
SEEMED TO BURN
WITH FIRE, AND
SAID, “FIRST |
AM GOING TO
KiLL YOU, AND
THEN 1 AM GOING
TO KILL HIMI”

be able to stop. At one point, | even strategi-
caﬂy placed Bible verses around my apart-
ment to remind myself that we would be olzay.

Months passed and my divorce slowly crept
along. My financial situation deteriorated
as my savings dwindled from divorce fees.
Then my car broke down, which cost me
another five hundred dollars that I did not
have. The saying holds true that when it
rains, it pours. | remember looleing in the
refrigera’cor one morning and all that was
left were a couple of eggs and a quarter of
a gaHon of milk. The freezer was bare with
only a few old Otter Pops. The refrigerator
was almost always empty, until one day I
counted my change and went sl]opping for
food. T could afford to spencl only about
thirty dollars. As T strolled through the
store, [ put what I needed in the basket and
forgot to leeep counting the cost. When I
arrived at the check out, I place(l everything
on the conveyor belt and smiled at the
clerk. She then asked me, “Did you find
everything that you needed?” and I 11appi1y
replied that I did indeed find every’ching that
I wanted. After the clerk finished scanning
every item, she totaled it up and said with a
witty tone, “That will be one hundred and
sixty nine dollars ma’am.” T was shocked
out of my silent daze and wrote her a checlz,
all the while Wonclering how I would be
able to cover it. I realized that this was an
extremely irresponsible thing to (10, but it
was sure good to see food in my refrigerator
and a smile on my son’s face as he munched
on a bowl of crispy Lucley Charms cereal.
I cried the whole next clay in fear that my
checleing account would be depleted and |
would not be able to pay the rent on time.
As it turned out, I was 1ucley. I received a
check from my work as an employee bonus.

Another part of my life that was affected
]:)y my divorce was my social life; you can
imagine how many friends and family
members you accumulate in a ten-year
period of time. To my clismay, even my
closest friends no longer called me. These
were long—term friends that I had shared
many personal ’choughts with. These were
the friends that I ’chought I would have for
a lifetime. I was wrong and I learned fast
how something simple like a difference in
opinion could force even the best of friends
apart. This experience was depressing and
cliscouraging. It was difficult to see all of
my close friends fade away. The phone calls
stopped, we no longer had dinner meetings
or barbecues, and even the relatives on my

ex-hushand’s side of the family never called
to ask if 1 was oleay. I was alone, com-
pletely alone with a little ]30y to take care of.

Several months passed, and 1 decided to
move to Southern California. This was a
good decision since I had friends there, and
I could pursue a new life. This meant that
my whole life would change drama’cicaﬂy. I
realized that I would be leaving a place that
I had known well for ten years to live in
an area that I was not familiar with. I was
also sacriﬁcing a secure ]ob in the medical
ﬁeld, and I understood that I would have to
move my son, once again, to a new school.
Fin(ling an apartment on the little credit
that I had would prove to be difﬁcul’c, and |
was not sure how easy it would be to find a
jo]J that would support us. This was a huge
decision and I was both excited and scared
out of my wits. [ decided that I would fol-
low ’chrough with it since two of my good
friends opene(l their doors to me and my son
until T was stable. hum]:)ly accepted their
offer and ’chey happily celebrated my arrival.

Divorce has taught me many t11ings. It has
’caught me to be strong even when every-
’ching looks hopeless. It has taught me to be
patient. [ have grown tremendously ’chrough
all of this and have become a stronger and
more mentaHy stable person. My son is do-
ing well in school and has many new friends.
He has learned to respect me more now that
he has positive influences in his life. I am
now attencling a local coﬂege pursuing my
career. | am inclepenclen’c and have much
more confidence in myself. I can ’cruly say
’chrough all of the pain and tears that it

has been worth it. I feel that I have lived
a lifetime in the past two and a half years.

Divorce is an ugly force that can l)ring
people together or tear them apart. It can
heal broken hearts or maim them for life.
Divorce has a tremendous effect on each one
of us involved. Children are torn between
mother and father, finances are argue(l over
asif they are the only ’chings that are impor-
tant, and hearts are scarred for a lifetime.
Careers are damagecl and frienclships are
severed forever. Unfortunately this some-
times must occur in order to protect our
children and sometimes ourselves against
people who only wish to hurt us. Our
s’crength is chauenged ancl, at })est, we have
a rare moment where we see our children’s
true resilience shine ’chrough and recognize

our own a]oility to figlat the good {:ight.
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Whenever American sailors sail into
Persian Gu1£, they always end up here. Tt
is 1987 in the only American bar in this
tiny country of Bahrain. It’s just like any
other bar; watered-down drinks are Leing
serve(l, music is playing, and multiple con-
versations are happening. There’s a pool
table in the middle of the bar and that’s
where you’H find me. I like playing pool
and meeting new friends. Toclay, my new
friends are from our sister ship. Over a game
and drinks we start comparing our ships.

Shipboard life in a war zone is not a relaxing
experience. My Sl’lip is always in Condition
3, known as wartime steaming. That means
that we are standing eight-hour watches
with 16 hours off &uty and then back on
eight hours. Over and over we stand our
watches, and to add insult to misery, all
of the ]oig hatches are down, leaving only
the smaH, two-foot diameter scuttles open.
On a Navy ship, you have ]aig hatches that
allow you to walk up and down the stairs
like you would in any ]ouil(ling. You also
have little scuttles that are shown in any
submarine movie ever procluced. The little
scuttles make it very difficult to go from

ADULTHOOD
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one level of the ship to another. I know
that this is so we can be better prepared
in case of an attacle, but it’s still a hassle.

Well, you can imagine my surprise when
these guys, back at the bar, tell me that they
aren’t (Joing all this. They’re in Condition
4, which is peacetime steaming, none of
the long shifts or extra watches that come
with Condition 3. They don’t have to
squeeze through the small hole of a scuttle
or expend all of the extra energy that goes
into preparing for an attack that will almost
never happen. Oh well, T am not on “USS
Their Ship;" [am on “USS My Ship” and
we're reacly. Besides, all of my drinks are free
tonight, thanks to their bad pool playing.

Two weeks pass and I find myself on the
1600-2400 hour watch. That's 4 p-m. until
midnight for civilians. I'm manning the air
search radar, and my job is to find any’ching
that looks like an airplane. While searching,
I'm listening to my lookouts with one ear
and monitoring a radio channel with the
other. Around 2030 hours (8:30 p-m.) local
time, the Airborne Warning and Control
Systems (AWACS) airplane reports an in-

Dante Montq i marriee e Qegina andl hae
two kids, Ant%onq and —‘:Jslwa. A&ew serving
in t%e US Navq as a Sonmﬂ —‘;cknic'\an ]Eo—n
ten years, he worked with ‘nte‘ Cowpowaﬂom
anol Lawence Livewmov’e Nationa‘ Lanwatov’q.
He is p|arming on twans]terﬁng to CSU
Stams‘aus to pursue a BA in Compute%

‘n]tormation qutem.

THEN | HEAR THATY
THE U.S.S. STARK
HAS BEEN HIT!
WHAT IS GOING
ON2




THE NEWS
REPORTS SAID,
“A US NAVYY
FRIGATE IN THE
PERSIAN GULF,”
BUT THEY NEVER
STATED THE NAME
OF THE SHIP THAT
WAS HIT.

bound aircraft approaching one of our ships.
They continue to report the position of this
inbound aircraft every few minutes. The
ships in the area send out air warnings to the
oﬁending plane. The warnings tell the plane
to change course. The AWACS then make
a frightening report. They say, “Inbound
aircraft, Iraqi F-1, ﬂying an attack slﬁp
formation. CPA (closest point of approaeh)
to the S’carle, 10 miles.” Even though we
are friends with Iraq, no aircraft ﬂying
an attack ship formation would or should
ever get that close to an American ship.

Then I hear that the U.S.S. Stark has
been hit! What is going on? We're not at
war with Iraq; Iran is. It's their war, and
we're just here to protect our interest in
the region. Listening to the drama unfold
many miles away from us, I'm scared to

death. I'm afraid for them and afraid for us.

Talk about stressed! First of aﬂ, I have my
own duties to perform to protect the lives of
everyone aboard my ship. Normaﬂy, I talk
to my lookouts and try to 1eeep the mood
light, but not now. I tell all of my lookouts
basicaﬂy what has happenecl because they
can’t hear the reports that I'm privy to.
They don’t need to hear all the details
right now, and I'm still piecing it toge’cher.
Then, I tell them I expect total profes—
sionalism on the radio circuit, and that [
will need confirmation of any and all pos-
sible contacts. We do not need any enemy
forces snealeing up on us. Of course they
don’t need me to tell them ’chis, but T feel
like I'm assuring them that we won't suffer
the same fate as our sister ship. While I'm
conduc’cing my duties, the captain receives
permission to rendezvous with the Stark.
We're told to proceed at max operational
speed. I cannot divulge what speecl that
is, but I can say that I have never gone
that fast on a naval vessel before or since.

When I am finauy relieved of duty, our
orders are to go to sleep. The captain
says we don’t know what lies ahead of us,
and we need all the rest we can get. | lie
down in my bunk ’chinleing about life. I'm
19 and newly married. My wife is still in
Canacla, where I met her. I haven’t had
a chance to move her and her son to the
base in California. Before I left, I had
given her one half of a Mizpah medallion.
(A Mizpah medallion is a medallion that is
broken in two. You leeep one half and give
the other half to a loved one.) | have the

other around my neck. | say my prayers

and put the medal in my hand. T clutch it
so tight that it hurts, but I can’t stop. The
pain reminds me I'm alive. I drift off to
sleep , ’chinleing of my own fragile mortality.

Something wakes me from my sleep. It’s
not my alarm clocle; I didn’t set one. I
suddenly realize that I was not awakened by
noise but l)y the lack of it. The rumkling
of the ship’s engines during the high—speed
transit is gone. The ship is quiet, eerily quiet
for a warship. [ realize that my knuckles
are white from the grip that I had on the
Mizpah medallion all night. I get out of bed

and dress quiclely. We must be on the scene.

I run as quiclely as | can up two ﬂigh’cs of
stairs to the main deck of the ship. I step
outside and stop cold. The sley is blue and
the sun is rising over the horizon. The ocean
isascalmasa swimming pool. Under other
circumstances, it would be a beautiful day.
But today is not a beautiful day, because of
the site before me. It is an eerily familiar
ship in an unfamiliar circumstance. It is
Lig and gray with the number 31 on the
bow. It looks completely normal...except
for the smoke rising from it and the way
it is twisted in the middle. The port, or
left, side of the ship is tilted toward the
water. All T can think about is the loss of
life and the possikﬂi’cy of the USS Stark

sinleing beneath this beautiful ocean.

There’s no way that we are going to let our
sister ship slide under the waves. We're go-
ing to do everything that we can to save her.
There are already two other ships assisting
her but Jchey are not the USS Reid. The
other ships could have saved the Stark by
themselves but the Reid is the same class
of sl1ip as the S’carle, and we have practiced
for this very scenario aboard our own ves-
sel many times. We know the routine. We

know that ship like the back of our hands.
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We send in our best {:irefighting teams and
engineering teams to relieve the other crew.
The first things that need to be done are to
get the fires under control and dewater the
ship. Dewatering is a process that gets the
ﬁreﬁghting water out of the ship. The ship is
listing heavily to port (the left side of the ship)

and we've got to leeep it from getting worse.

I volunteer to ﬁght the fires, but since I'm
newly married they tell me they’ﬂ let me
know if they need me. I just want to do
something, anything, to help instead of
stancling around watc ing and waiting.
Many sailors lend their assistance to the
rescue ef{;orts, and none come back the
same. The l)ig ljurly guys, and the even
]Jigger talkers went into the fires Lravely but
they came back changecl forever. I can see
it in their faces. They don’t want to reveal
the ’chings that Jchey saw over there. They
had to call back to us on the Reid to send
over a cutting torch so Jchey could cut open
the hatches that were welded shut from the
heat of fires on board the Stark. It was a
horrendous scene that they will never forget.
Many, many stories could be told about
the deaths of 37 sailors, some still in their
beds, and those who l)arely survived. The
date was May 17, 1987, a clay that lingers
in my mind. It was a sad day in the his’cory
of the US Navy, the lives of the sailors and
their families, and the news of the day's
events was ]oeing spread all around the world.

Every story you read in the newspapers
comes from the same sources. We could
see the message traffic as reporters were
ﬁling their stories. Let me tell you this:
just because you see some’ching in black
and white doesn’t mean that it’s true.
The reports we were hearing scared us
and we were there. All of a sudden I
thought of my wife. What was she hear-
ing? What was she Leing told? T could
not get word to her. We were not allowed
to communicate with anyone back home.

For three clays, we were not allowed to
transmit any Jcelegmms. [ later learned that
during the communication blackout, my
mother-in-law saw the report on television
and called my Wife, who quiclely turned
on the news. The only thing my wife saw
was a ship that looked like mine with a
]Jig number “3” on the side. The second
digit of the ship's number was covered with
smoke. My ship’s number was 30 and the

Stark was number 31. The news reports
said, “A US Navy Frigate in the Persian

Gulf,77 but they never stated the name of
the ship that was hit. She was in a panic.
Finaﬂy, on the fourth day, I managed to
send a brief message, ‘Honey, I am ok.”

My wife received a phone call from Mayport,
Florida, passing on my telegraph message.
The lady who received my message had a
son-in-law who was onboard the Stark.
She called my wife from home to person-
auy give her my message. She said that it
would be nice to hear from her son—in—law,
but there was no word from him yet. When
we ﬁnaﬂy reached port, called my wife and
talked to her for three hours. It was the
best $300 phone call that I had ever made!

Weeks after the a’ctacle, I heard a story
about the guy who was the Stark’s forward
lookout during the attack. He said that he
saw a flash in the sley and repor’ced it to the
Officer of the Deck (OOD). The OOD said
that it was pro]oa];)ly a flare. Suclclenly, the
deck of the ship rocked. Sirens went off and
people were screaming. Then he saw another
flash. He dutifuﬂy reported it to the OOD.
The OOD’s reply to the forward lookout
of “Jump!” was pro]oa]aly the last word that
that officer ever spolee. The lookout was
stationed on the O3 level, 3 levels above the
main deck. The water about 30 feet below
him looked like it offered a much better
chance of survival than where he stoocl,
so he jumpecl. Several hours later, a Navy
clestroyer on its way to help the now stricken

USS Stark fished him out of the gulf.

My experience with the deaths of fellow
sailors onboard the USS Stark changecl
my perspective on my own mortality. Asa
sailor from the USS Reid wrote in a poem,
“Little did we lznow, but accustomed we’d
grown to the price that we were Wiuing
to pay.” 1 could never explain to you how
I felt that day. It was an overwhelming
sense of fear, hatred and hopelessness.
I hope that reading this real life experi-
ence will allow you to appreciate all of our

men and women in the Armed Services.

THERE’S NO WAY
THAT WE ARE
GOING TO LET
OUR SISTER SHIP
SLIDE UNDER THE
WAVES.
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Last year I spent 421 clays, 300 Raids,
and 81 Sniper combat missions in Iraq
ﬁghting for my life. My last six months
in the country were spent in the ancient
city of Mosul located in the northern half
of Iraq next to the Tigress River. Dur-
ing my time there | experiencecl true life
changing 11orrors, but nothing could have
prepare(l me for my last day in raq.

It was warm that moxning, for

could feel the sweat bead-
. on my forehead. The
\ come that at first

I

11n g
day had

seemed liked a distant
dream. The idea of
free- dom
was over-

whelming

with the chance to

sink my teethintoa
Whopper, to taste
the fatty juices

in my mouth,

almost too goocl

to be true. As 1
looked around at my
comracles, I saw eves begin to cry,
while others were filled with joy and
had big Kool-Aid smiles on their faces.
When 1 turned my gaze upwarcl towards
the slzy, out of the clouds came a shadow
that looked like a Giant Crow. The C
130 airplane was lancling on the run-
way and life in Iraq was just about over.

Boom! The sound of thunder crashed down
to my left. We were in the middle of a mortar
attack. The explosion caused the concrete
ground around us to ﬂy up as rocks and
white powcler shot out and stung my face.
My lungs and eyes ]Jegan to burn as the
dust swirled around and formed a black
cloud of smoke. This smoke surrounded
me, maleing it impossi}Jle to see further than
an arm'’s length away. Boom! An explosion
to my right. This explosion was so close it
vibrated my feet up off the ground. I looked
around and out of the smoke there was a
little concrete, shack-like }Juilcling. Without
hesitation, I ran to the shack as fast as my

the author chooses to remain anonymous

1egs couH, carrying 130 pounds of gear.
When 1 ﬁna“y made it inside I saw all
sixty other grunts heacling for my tiny safe
haven. Somehow, })y clog piling and squeez-
ing together, and having my foot stuck in
someone’s 1[ace, all sixty of us paclzed into
the shack like sardines. The only thought
running tl'n‘ough my mind at this time
was: How in the hell are we to make it
to the p]ane alive? Just tllen, two miore
mortars crashed around the p]ane dam-

ming every llope [ was Legimling to have.

Waiting there for an airman to come for
us seemed to be the longest minutes of
ny life. F‘ina”y, after five minutes the air-
man, wearing a Cav- lar helmet and
Lig earpllones, came running
wards us. He

was short and
reminded me of a
mem]y Princess Leah.
“Follow me!” He in-

structed us to not

stray from his
speci{;ic run-
ning pa’cll
ecause
the “engines
the P]ane
melt

are

on
will

you tlley
so hot.” So the p]an was

we had ten minutes to run
to the plane and raise the ramp,
all the while hoping that the enemy

did not have the plane zeroed in on their
mortar sights. In one rush we all ran in a
straight line across the airfield and onto
the plane. As 1 squeezecl in, | noticed that
there was only one round window the size
of a standard school cloclz, and as we gatll-
ered speed, I watched the runway clisappear
throug}l that window. All of a sudden the
plane made a grincling sound as if the gears
were worlzing double time, and we took a
sharp right with the wing only a few feet
from the grouncl. Quiet confusion tidal
waved ’cl’lrough the plane. What was going
on? Quiclely another gear grinding sound
vibrated the plane and we shot straight up

THE ONLY
THOUGHT
RUNNING
THROUGH MY
MIND AT THIS
TIME WAS: HOW
IN THE HELL ARE
WE TO MAKE IT
TO THE PLANE
ALIVE
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THIS SMOKE SURROUNDED ME, MAKING
IT IMPOSSIBLE TO SEE FURTHER THAN
AN ARM’S LENGTH AWAY. BOOM! AN
EXPLOSION TO MY RIGHT.

atan eigllty-ﬁve olegree angle. In the back of
the C 130 airplanes there are no seat l)el’cs,
on]y cold metal benches to gralj onto. So
soldiers were ﬂying all over the p]ane while
the rest of us held white-knuckled onto the
benches. The cabin pressure cllangecl so fast
and we spe(l upwarcls so quiclely that men
around me began to vomit everywhere and
on everyone. Finaﬂy, after two life-threaten-
ing maneuvers, the plane straightened out
and we were safely on our way back home.

When we arrived home, the report came out
that a young man used a satellite p]1one to
call his wife. He told her when he was leav-
ing as well as the location. This information

was not to be told. Everylaocly at our base
knew that terrorists coulcl, and Woul(l, tap
into our p]’lone calls. The terrorists were
able to tap into that specific p]’lone call the
guy made to his wife. T11ey were able to find
out when we were leaving for the States and
where from. This resulted in the terrorists
attaclzing our location with mortars and
launclling two anti-surface-to-air missiles
at our p]ane. One man’s carelessness almost
got us killed. So after the stress of such
a day a bunch of us headed out to a bar.
We raised our g]asses to L)eing home and
to better times. As we drank we sat and

wondered to ourselves: Who was that guy?
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In my family, Christmas is a remarkable
time to reinforce the fami]y union. On
one particular occasion, we celebrated the
hohday at my gran&mot}ler’s house. As I
entered grandma’s front door, traditional
carols lifted my spirits, enticing aromas
excited my taste l)u(ls, and the (leafening
squeals of s’campeding children echoed
’chroughou’c the 1iving room. | made my
way to the kitchen and stepped back for a
moment to observe the way my family was
enjoying cach other’s company. As soon as
everyljody had eaten, my family ga’cl'xere(l in
a circle to exc}lange giﬂs. I anxiously waited
to discover who my secret Santa was. When
it was my father’s turn to give away his
present, he clutched a present from under
the tree and place(l it genﬂy in my hands.
| opened the emerald covered box with the
scarlet ribbon on top, hoping to get the cel-
lular phone I had been yearning for. To my
surprise, it was not a pl’xone atall. It was a
perfume that my mother and granclmo’cl'ler
always wore, Gardenia. I was not amused
with the gif’c. Little did I 12now, however,
that throughout the years Gardenia would
etch precious memories in my life such as
my first (late, my grandmother’s stories,
and my mother’s o]:)]iging attentiveness.

My ears perlzed up at the sound of the door-
bell. I drenched perfume all over my favorite
crimson sllirt, dashed out of the 1ava’cory
and slammed the door behind me. From the
look on David’s face, I ’chougl'xt I left him
waiting too 1ong, but I soon realized that
my father was standing right behind me.
Since this was my initial J.a’ce, my father felt
eager to be acquain’ced with the pul)escent
l)oy who was talzing me to the movie. After
eyeing David up and (].own, Dad gave us a
long sermon about not taﬂzing to strangers
and not arriving late. Soon, David and I
were off to see the motion picture. Within
a couple of minutes in the car, | sensed
that my ljoyfriend was s’criden’cly inhaling
oxygen ’chrough his mouth. I wondered what
was wrong with him. T}len, I understood

nia

Ly Dania Yadira Avelar

that my perfume was the cause of all of
this. Apparently, my cologne’s scent was so
intense that you would not notice a skunk
if it waddled righ’c in front of you. [ rolled
down the squealzy window as fast as I could.
Finaﬂy, we arrived at our destination and
enjoyec]. the movie. On our way back home
I wondered if David had adap’ced to my acute

aroma, and I wished T had simply appliec].

deodorant. Afterwards , he walked me to the
door and when I least expectecl it I felt David
plant a sweet, soft kiss on my plump cheeks.

As he walked away, he suddenly swirled back
and said that he would not wash his shirt
because my £ragrance reminded him of

our first date. 1 coulcl not help but smile.

Not only does this perfume remind me of
my first Clate, it also l)rings to mind my

APPARENTLY,

MY COLOGNFE’S
SCENT WAS SO
INTENSE THAT
YOU WOULD NOT
NOTICE A SKUNK
IF IT WADDLED
RIGHT IN FRONT
OF YOU.

grandmo’c}ler’s stories. | remember as a
youngster that my grandma filled the room
with the scent of fresh piclaecl gardenias.
Hunting my gran(lma (].own was l)y no
means a prol)]em for me because all T had
to do was clevate my nose, catch hold of the
perfume, and follow it. My granclmotl'xer
always had e]ectrifying stories to enlighten
me whenever my parents were out of town
or clining with close friends. Her anecdotes

usuaﬂy consisted of fascinating £ai1'y tales.

Damia Ya%ﬂa A\/elm’a also lmown as Yaqa,
Lms ‘iveol n Sfoc\qtom aH o}E %er H:e, nineteen

years to be precise. Her Favorite hobbies are
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dreams, and spemaing valuable time with her
Fami‘q. Cuvwemt‘q, she is a member o}E the
A‘p%a Gamma Sigma club and enjoys cJomg
community service with her %’ienJS. A‘so, she
loves her job as a statistics tutor ab Delta
CoHege because ve‘ievmg her tutees Fwom
their academic p‘ig‘ﬁtg thills her Hev Future
goa‘g are to join the Deace Covpg Fov a coup‘e
o}E years, raise a %appq Fami‘q, and graduate

Fvom StamtowJ \)(/I‘H"\ a D%D in psqc%o‘ogq.
S%e Fee‘s Hﬂat Eeing waisea in a Mexicamr

Ameﬁcam Fam\"q has cavsed We‘\giom to imHuence
her perspective about Wev Hev ultimate goa‘
is to get closer to GOJ and be at peace with

everyone QT‘OUHJ %er’.
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She mentioned everyfhing from mermaids
who longed to become human to sor-
geous princesses who waited toler-
an’cly for their charming prince.

After her long narratives, I
found myself clozing off to a
cozy slumber. When I woke up

rom my siesta, | cus’comarily
found a plate filled with choco-

late chip cookies waiting for me.
For the duration of my life I will
always savor my grandmother's
habi’(uaﬂy exaggeratecl stories,
er scrumptious coolzies, and
most of all her sweet aroma.

Finaﬂy, Gardenia evokes my mother’s co-
lossal attentiveness. It seems as though my
mom was born with a sixth sense: she always
knows when I have a pro]olem even though

HUNTING MY
GRANDMA
DOWN WAS
BY NO MEANS A
PROBLEM FOR
ME BECAUSE ALL
1 HAD TO DO
WAS ELEVATE
MY NOSE, CATCH
HOLD OF THE
PERFUME, AND
FOLLOW IT.

my facade expresses unmitigated merriment.
On every occasion, she starts off ]:)y giving

me “that” look and pinpointing my quan-
dary. Then, she stands six inches away from
my face, gazes cleep into my dark russet eyes,
and says, “Come on, spiH the beans.” At
that instant the only ’ching [ can focus on is
on her sweet per£ume. Every time | sniff the

scent-

ed air 1
feel as if noth-
ing can go wrong and
that everything will be fine. After my
mom’s question, | know there is no way
to avoid having “the talk.” Thereltore, I
take a (leep breath and tell her what is
Botkering me. In a coup]e of minutes, my
mom finds a simple solution to my crisis.
Foﬂowing our conversation, she wraps her
warm, slender arms around me and gives
me a little smack on my forehead. T feel
composed and protected whenever my
mom’s unforgetta})le cologne embraces me.

As the years have progressed, it is evident
that my perspective about Christmas has
c11ange(1. Before, 1 did appreciate my
£amily's company, but placed signiﬁcant
emp11asis on the presents [ received. I did
not realize this until my father gave me
Gardenia as a Christmas present. | have
learned that whenever someone bestows
a gift, to not place so much value on the
object itself, but on what the object rep-
resents; love, frien(lship, and success are
some examples. Perhaps some day other
colognes will engrave many memories in
my mind and soul, but only time will tell.
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ylvia Plath

[7y Sa ra McDmtga//

I came to Syl\'ia P]aj(]’lys worlz Sara MCDOU@&H is a L\Eera‘ Aﬁcs‘ major.
]ilze most peop]e Clo, t]’ly‘ougl'] —ﬂwig i e Em‘t puE‘isJﬁeJ coHegiate piece.

her fictionalized auto-

biographical novel

The Bell Jar. As an

adolescent gir], 1

identified with

Eiber oo THE POET SEEMS
e 70 HAVE VIEWED
wd ol gpgE CRINDLES AS
distortin: - AMBASSADORS

“bell jar”

fﬁ( rjfntacll OF A PURER TIME
Sﬁl&,l(llit] AND pl-ACEr
thought

264, AND TOOK THEIR
However, it DESCENT INTO
sorber: QUIAINT OLD=
hevoo FASHIONEDNESS
AS A SIGN OF HER
OWN IMPENDING
AGE-INDUCED

OBSCURITY.
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Sytvia Plath as an author based on the
ttrings she considered unworttly of put)tica—
tion. Her real art was her poetry, which is
written (and read on recordings of the poet)
in such a manner as to ]Jring the author’s
unique humor and personality to tigtlt.

Peopte are so often caugtrt up in the tragic
romance of her death and the dissolution of
her marriage that ttley ]Jypass the immensity
of her poetic gi{'t. Plath’s daugtlter, Frieda
Hugtles, in a poem entitled “Readers," put)—
lished in Britain’s The Guardian speates of
the ptlenomenon of Plath-fandom: “Ttley
scoopect out her eyes to see how she saw,
/And bit away her tongue in tiny mouthfuls/
To speate with her voice.” Instead of tlotcting
Sylvia Plath up as modern poetic martyr or
symt)ot of literary teminism, appropriating
her for one’s own use, one ougtlt to leave
her tamity and psychotogioat life be and
actenowte(tge Plath for the parts of her life
she actively created and chose while living
to make pu]Jlic. Her poetry speates with a
vi]Jrancy and ctarity that is at once thor-
ougtxty modern and ancient, and its ]Jeauty

is Wl’lat Sl’le Sl’lOulCt t)e rememt)ered {OI‘.

Sylvia Plath, like so many other gocts and
godctesses of American literature, was born
in New Engtand to intellectual parents,
both of whom were teachers. Sytvia Plath
came into ttle WOI‘ICt on Octot)er 27, 1932
to Otto Plath and Aurelia Schober Plath.
Two years later the coupte gave birth to a
son named Wharren. Sytvia was ]3y all ac-
counts a very t)rigtxt, tlappy and creative
child. She adored and was adored t)y her

parents and granctparents, and lived in a

very supportive, tlappy extended tamity
home for the first eigtlt years of her life
(Sctlot)er Plath 18). The Plath children

were read to otten, from diverse materiat,
and ttley often created their own stories.

When Sytvia was eigtlt years ot(t, her father
died after a tong illness caused t)y severe
comptications from diabetes. The death
hit Plath very tlard, and for the rest of
her tite, she struggted with her unfinished
retationstrip with her father. Many of her
poems and journals make mention of bees;
her father was a (tistinguistled entymotogist
who speciatized in the study of bees. As a
student, Sytvia Plath was regarded as a very
inteﬂigent, dedicated girt. She t)egan writing
poetry earty, and some of her poetic ettorts,
as well as her drawings , were puljtistled. In
1950, stre t)egan ttle taﬂ term at Smittl Cot—
tege in Massachusetts on the sctlotarstlip en-
dowed t)y the novelist Olive Higgins Prouty,

who later became a close friend of the poet.

For two years, Plath was a ditigent student
and writer, serving on the editorial board
of The Smith Review and getting her
poems put)tistlect in poputar magazines
(Ames 250). After winning a vast number
of prizes the previous year for her writing,
in the summer of 1952 Sytvia Plath was

chosen as a guest editor for Mademoiselle

magazine and traveled to New York to
work a monttl, (ttle events fictionalized in
the ]Jeginning of her novel The_Bell Jar).
This month also signitiect the poet’s first
serious breakdown and the t)eginning of six
months of depression as well as a suicide
attempt and sut)sequent tlospitatization.

Fottowing this protracted episode, Plath
returned to Smith Cottege to finish her
degree. After gra(tuating in 19585, Plath
moved to Cam]aridge on a Futt)rigtlt schol-
arstlip. In Engtand, she met and fell in
love with the Poet Laure-
ate of Great Britain, Ted
Hugtles. The two were
married in June of 1956.
The poets lived in Eng-
land for a year toﬂowing
their wedding and then
moved to Massachusetts
where Plath taugtlt at
her alma mater and tried,
ttlougtl in vain, to put)tistl
her work (Ames 256).

The Hugheses moved back
to Engtand in the winter
of 1959 and welcomed
their first ctlitd, a daugtr—

ter named Friecta, in the

Peltadyfinds
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spring of 1960. Plath’s first collection
of poetry, titled The Colossus and Other
Poems was pulolished ﬁnaﬂy in that same

year. The poet also applied for and was
awarded a Eugene F. Saxton fellowship.
In the winter of 1962, the Hughes’ second
child, a ]Joy named Nicholas, was born.
During that time, Plath was writing poems
every day and worlzing on the manuscript
of what would become The Bell Jar. Later
in that year, Plath and hushand Hughes
separated, and Plath threw herself into
writing the Ariel poems in the early hours
of the morning before her children woke
up. In 1963, Plath pu]:»lished her novel
in Britain under a pseudonym to protect
her family and friends back in the States.

Beaten down }Jy a par’cicularly tough bout of
influenza and plagued ]:»y the depression she
had fought off for the entirety of her adult
1i£e, Plath committed suicide in the winter
of 1963. Her last and most famous collec-
tion of brilliant poems, called Ar_lel after
the poet’s horse, was published in 1965.

Tllough Plath’s life work is often over-
shadowed ]ny the infamy of her personal
affairs, it stands as an impressive collec-
tion both in content and quantity. The
Collected Poems boasts 274 worlzs, to
say nothing of her extensive journals and
other prose. The 1960 poem “Candles,”
from The Collected Poems imagines the
ordinary household objec’cs of the title to
be relics of another era, far removed from

the poet’s own. Plath personifies these wax
]Jeings, giving them “fingers [...] the bodies
of saints” (148). She also describes them
as “Nun-souled, Jclley burn heavenward
and never marry” (149). The poet seems
to have viewed the candles as ambassadors
of a purer time and place, and took their
descent into quaint old-fashionedness as
a sign of her own impending age—incluced
oloscurity. She mentions that the candles
“Drag up false, Edwardian sentiments”
and apparently images as WeH; she imparts
views of her gran(lparents in Europe dur-
ing the time of the uleintﬂy” candles (149).
Her idea of the candles having thoughts
and souls inside their “miHey” bodies is
]Jeautiful, as is her notion of the selective
hght which candles give being gentle and
kind to even those less than beautiful. The
idea recalls the childhood fantasy of one’s
toys ]Jeing capalole of though’c and emo-
tion and having affection for their owners.

The 1959 poem “Mushrooms” talzes tha’c

theme of personification a bit farther,
spealeing in the “pen[ectly voiceless” voices
of various fungi. The poet speales of the
dual nature of the fungus. Although the
mushrooms are very quiet, “Bland man-
nered, asleing little or no‘clling," they are
often dangerous, poisonous, the bane of
gardeners and people with children or pets
that will eat any and everything. Their
“soft fists insist on [...] paving. Our ham-
mers, our rams |...]| widen the crannies, /
shoulder ’chrough holes” (139). Because of
their quiet insistence, “We shall loy morn-
ing inherit the earth. / Our foo’c’s in the
door” (140). The idea of quiet insistence
winning the inheritance of the earth is both
heartening and frigh’cening. If one assumes
that these mushrooms (and therefore every-
’ching which ‘chey can possi})ly represent) are
})enign, even goodly, then the concept of
the inheritance of the meek is wonderful.
It is the righteous }Jeing rewarcled, goocl—
ness fought for and preserved. However,
because Plath’s poem remains am]nigu—
ous throughout, the reader has no way of
lznowing the motive of the mushrooms. Do
’chey seck only to propagate their species,
or to remove all others from their path?
And because ‘clley are so quiet, who would
hear them creeping as they infiltrated like
a cancer, ]Jringing their sinister rule over a
paralyzed victim? They are, after aﬂ, mold.

Many of Sylvia Plath’s poems center
around bees. Her father lzept bees during
the poet’s childhood. Throughou’c her
life, and certainly her writing, bees were
representative of her fa’cher, Otto Pla’ch,
and Sylvia Plath later leept bees of her own
while in England. Her 1959 poem “The
Beelzeeper’s Daughter” uses vivid sensory
images to convey the memories of her father
tencling his colonies of bees in the family
garden. She describes her father as “Hi-
eratical in [his] frock coat, maestro of the
})ees,"betraying the place he had held in her
heart since his death. The final line, “The
queen bee marries the winter of your year,”
is enigmatic. Did she mean to make com-
ment on her father’s devotion to his bees
(instead of 11er), or was she simply tying the
harvesting of honey to the season (118)7

From the 3rd of Oc‘coloer 1962 to ‘che ch
of that same month, Plath wrote a series of
five poems cataloging her own experiences
with tending a hive. The {:irst, “The Bee
Meeting,” tells of attending a meeting in
town to purchase a bee colony. The way
she describes all the town characters at

PERHAPS

THIS WAS A
COMMENTARY
ON HER OWN
DIFFICULY
EXPERIENCES;
IT SEEMS AS
THOUGH HER
LOGIC WAS THATY
WOMEN COULD
“WINTER””
BETTER THAN
MEN BECAUSE
THE COLD DIDN'T
ALTER THEIR
TRADITIONAL
SOCIALLY-
DEFINED
DOMESTIC
ROLES MUCH,
BEING ALREADY
CONFINED TO
THEIR SPHERES.
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PLATH'S WORD
CHOICES

OFTEN REQUIRE
A CLIPPED,
FORMAL DICTION
OF THE READER,
DREDGING UpP
THE POET’S OWN
OLD-FASHIONED
NEW ENGLAND
ACCENT, COOL
AND RESERVED
UNTIL THE
TENSION OF THE
POEM BREAKS
AND ANY

GIVEN READER
MUST SHOUr

THE WORDS
FEROCIOUSLY TO
FULLY IMPRESS
UPON THE
LISTENING PUBLIC
THEIR PROPER
MEANING.

first appears to be the personification of the
beesina llive, swarming about, chattering,
tending to one another. When Plath gets
outfitted with protective gear, she feels
that “’chey are maleing me one of them”
(211). The poet eviclently found the event
somewhat traumatic; the harassment of
the queen, the smells and sounds made her
siclz, left her feeling cold. The next poem,
“The Arrival of the Bee Box,” was written
the next clay, when her bees were delivered.
Plath again finds the bees (lisconcerting:

It is like a Roman m()}),

Small taken one ljy one, but my gocl, together!
I lay my ear to the furious Latin.
[ am not a Caesar.

I have simply ordered a box of maniacs.
They can be sent back.

Tlley can die, I need feed them nothing, I
am the owner.

[...] The box is only temporary. (213)

In the third poem, “Stings,” Plath identi-
fies with the bees. “I stand in a column
of winged, unmiraculous women, / honey
clruclgers. / 1 am no clruclge [..]1 have a
self to recover, a queen” (215). In imagin-
ing that she is recovering herself, Plath
delves into the project with greater arclor,
protecting herself from those that would

arm her, becoming strong as the great red
queen with “wings of glass.77 Poem four,
“The Swarm,” likens a loose swarm of
bees to an army during war. Mentions of
“Napoleon,” “the furnace of greecl," and
“Russia, Poland and Germany” strike home
the power and mindless destructiveness
the bees are capable of: a large black army,
ﬂying heavy, stinging and leiﬂing without
restraint. She remarks that “It seems bees
have a notion of honor, / A black intractable
mind. / Napoleon is pleased, he is pleased
with every’ching77 (217). The final poem in
this bee series is “Wintering” in which the
poet has harvested her lloney, and the bees
are surviving through the season on Tate
& Lyle table syrup. She observes that the
bees “have got rid of the men [...] Winter
is for women” (219). Perhaps this was a
commentary on her own difficult experi-
ences; it seems as though her logic was
that women could “winter” better than men
because the cold didn't alter their tradi-
tional sociaﬂy—cleﬁned domestic roles much,
]oeing already confined to their spheres.

“Lacly Lazarus” appeared in Sylvia Plath’s
most famous collection of poetry, Ariel.

The poem tells the story of Plath’s failed
suicide attempts, and how she came back
from each, like the biblical Lazarus. She
states, “The second time I meant / To last
it out and not come back at all. / T rocked
shut / As a seashell” (245). And yet she
came back, preservecl })y her family and ]oy
something in her Locly or mind that would
not yet let her loose. Ju(lging these stanzas,
many people viewed her survival as miracu-
lous, and took to viewing her like a circus
attraction. Her use of German and an angry
tone indicates that perhaps she was address-
ing this work to the specter of her father
held in her head. The poem’s last lines liken
the poet to another mythological ﬁgure,
the phoenix, who burns himself up only to
rise anew. “Out of the ash / I rise with my

red hair / And I eat men like air” (247).

Plath’s word choices often require a clippecl,
formal diction of the reader, clreclging up
the poet’s own old-fashioned New Eng-
land accent, cool and reserved until the
tension of the poem breaks and any given
reader must shout the words ferociously
to quy impress upon the listening public
their proper meaning. Her poems range
from torrents of madness like the afore-
mentioned “Lady Lazarus” (24:5) in which
she bawls out the men in her life who
have wounded her to sweet, siHy praises
and lulla})ies, like the poem “You're,” an

ode to her unborn daughter Frieda (141).

Sylvia Plath’s poems stand the test of
time, even with fickle American audi-
ences, because the poet was entertaining,
sarcastic, and above all true. Even if her
pieces cannot be interpreted as the events
of her life verbatim or at aH, they are true
in the sense that they relate to the truth of
human experience and are bound to hold
grains of truth for several people who read
them regarcuess of their individual lives.
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