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Claus-P. Buechmann 

There is Magic in the Web ... 

• 

hen one teaches at a fully networked college, as I do, 

there ought to be the temptation to explore new 

~ technology to ascertain if and how it may be employed 

in enhancing or transforming one's teaching and research, the accepted 

Siamese twins of our discipline. I am here this afternoon to propose 

and support with some testimony from my own experience the view 

that the advent of the personal computer has already made much 

more of a difference than I initially expected , and now, that the 

machine has sprouted networking cables, I think, might well radically 

alter the prospects of how we conduct our professional business. I 

am convinced that we are in the midst of making the transition to a 

new paradigm both in our studies and in our classrooms. Some of us 

are further along in exploiting the new technology and what it can 

net us than others, but nobody, as far as I am able to gauge, has yet 

managed to abandon the traditional ways and proclaim complete 

satisfaction with the new model. My presentation will document why 

that is necessarily so in our teaching at the moment. 

Some of my older friends will be amazed to learn that I am 

championing the new computer-based technology, for, though there 

has always been some pressure from the powers that can make the 

difference in one's professional life to embrace the gifts available 

through various audio-visual media, I usually declined such offerings, 

having found the rewards not worth the efforts. That view is probably 

as much the result of my own preconceptions as of shortcomings 

inherent in the technology itself. While I have always played audio 

recordings of sonnets or scenes from a few plays in my Shakespeare 

classes, there haven't been any film strips, etc. Video cassettes are a 

different matter altogether: I still arrange for the viewing of a large 

number of videos of the plays I teach-mostly from the BBC Series, 

though Kurasawa's Throne of Blood, for example, has occasionally 

filled in when discussing Macbeth, long before people began to 

develop any multi-cultural sensibilities. My video-jaded students don't 

particularly like to attend the scheduled evening ·sessions, but they 
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come, knowing they are required to write a number of reviews of 

"perf~rmances" of their choice. If we find a Shakespeare play at the 

Guthne or our own college theater, they invariably choose to review 

live performances. And when I have volunteered to stage a play with 

student volunteers who do not receive academic credit for their labors 

I have always had plenty of talent to choose from. In other words : 

my use of non-traditional means of enhancing the reading experience 

of Shakespeare has been exclusively based on my perception that the 

additions might aid students in gaining a better understanding of 

Shakespeare's works. 

I. The Computer & Writing for Publication 

Yet as early as the heydays of the Apple Ile, I had the hunch that 

this technology might allow me to do something that could not 

reasonably be achieved in any other way: because of the ease of 

manipulating, i.e., revising, written material offered by the personal 

computer, I decided to change the usual expectations in a Senior 

Se~i~ar on Shakespeare s Roman Plays. Instead of demanding the 

traditional term paper, I told my students that they were being asked 

~o do somethi~g quite different -or more, as they ended up putting 

1t: there certamly would be the customary oral presentation to the 

se~n~ at the draft stage, before they could proceed to revising and 

pohshmg the paper. However, their responsibilities would not end 

with the final version for me to grade: subsequently, each member 

would also have to team up with a peer (of their choosing) for the 

purpose of co-editing their papers for publication. We would, indeed, 

use the departmental Apple Ile and attached dot-matrix printer to 

produce a volume containing their (and my) essays, so they might 

receive a printed copy recording the collected achievements in their 

capstone course as English majors. Though the result does not look 

so impressive now that we use Macintosh computers and Laser Writers 

for everything, to generate volumes that come close to rivaling the 

work of a print shop at a fraction of the costs, all my subsequent 

experiments of that kind are grounded in the idea that we can challenge 

our ~tudents to write for an audience other than the faculty member 

~eadmg another paper to determine a grade. My students still like the 

idea of ending up with something to take home and show to others, 
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and, hence, are willing to do the work required for the project to 

succeed at the tail end of the term. And I am amazed every time at 

how seriously they take their jobs as team editors, determined even 

to make sure that the adopted style sheet is adhered to by all, for 

example, and ruthless in cajoling their peers into delivering the best 

they are capable of. 
Having the advantage of a Macintosh with its graphical user 

interface, we are now able to produce volumes that do no longer look 

like something that could have been generated by a good typewriter: 

matching proportional typefaces for titling matters and body text, a 

layout that borrows from the standards of the print shop--genuine 

italics and boldface, drop caps, em or en dashes, adjustments in leading 

and kerning, full justification, genuine foot- or endnotes-, and 

graphics all help shape the appearance of our publications, which, by 

the way, migrate from word processor files to page-layout documents 

before being turned into multiple copies by the College's off-set press. 

II. The Computer & Local Electronic File Transfers 

A more significant change occurred when my college gave us 

Macintosh computers in 1988 and agreed to network all faculty 

machines and those in the computer classrooms and walk-in labs 

shortly afterwards: when Apple brought out MacOS 7, which includes 

the ability to tum every Macintosh computer's hard drive into a 

potential file-sharing server, it was time for the next step. I set up a 

couple of folders (i.e., directories) on my office Mac's hard drive as 

"In" and "Out" boxes and made them accessible to my students. Rest 

assured, I set the privileges so that everything else on that hard drive 

is completely off-limits to others: they can't even "see" anything but 

those two special folders. Using an alias, a hot link that connects 

directly to those two folders, and their group password, my students 

are able to see what's inside the "Out" folder, copy any item to the 

computer they are connected from, but not modify anything inside 

my "Out" folder. When it comes to the "In" box, they are denied all 

access privileges, except for the power to drop off their documents 

by dragging their file icons onto the "In" folder. As long as my Mac 

is powered up, my students are able to retrieve copies of material I 

want them to have at any time from any computer on campus, 
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including their personal machines in their dorm rooms. They have 

gotten used to checking in the "Out" folder for assignments, updates, 

deadline modifications, or whatever. They are also quite satisfied 

with their ability to drop of electronic copies of their written work at 

any time of day or night in the same manner. Of course, I had to be 

taught the hard way once again, that computers are not like human 

beings: they have neither imagination nor charity. If two students put 

files both named "Hamlet Paper" into the drop folder (or "In" box) 

before I have a chance to remove the first file, the second document 

will replace the first one. So, given the fact that the Mac has always 

been able to handle long filenames, I have resorted to imposing strict 

naming conventions to forestall such mishaps. I now receive more 

papers by the stipulated deadline, though their sleep-deprived authors 

may not show up in person that very day! 

Sometimes I require a paper printout of students' essays as well. 

However, much of the time I settle for an electronic file, which I 

either print out myself or grade "on screen." Unfortunately, there 

does not seem to exist a word processor specifically designed to aid 

us in that task: it requires too much effort to create editable margins 

(columns) for comments, etc. Hence, I have resorted to using 

Microsoft Word's ability to attach to text an electronic version of 

post-it notes: only these annotations' markers will show on screen at 

all times: when you print out the document, the markers do not get 

included; the contents of a note is revealed only when you double

click on its marker. The solution isn't ideal, as even a complaint about 

a missing comma requires me to hit the key combination macro to 

create the note, etc. However, as my students may not remove the 

annotations when they revise a paper, I can check out their responses 

to my advice, demands, suggestions, etc. directly on screen again 

when the paper comes back. Sometimes they inform me with a 

counter-annotation why they do not wish to take my advice. Anyway, 

I am not exactly sure why , but my students tend to consider my 

electronic comments with greater care than when they were allowed 

to disassociate themselves from them by submitting another discrete 

copy that does not include my observations. (In case you wonder, I'll 

get around to addressing the issue of the transfer of data from remote 

sites later, in the context of talking about the WWW.) 
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III. The Computer & E-Mail, or The Option of E-Forum 
In the wake of networking cables came the availability of universal 

e-mail access at Gustavus: when only faculty machines and those 

placed in public labs were connected, e-mailing individual students 

or colleagues became possible. Now that we have the dorms connected 

as well, e-mail can be used as an effective extension of the classroom. 

Not only does Gustavus currently grants free e-mail accounts to all 

faculty, administrators, and students, but the College also generates 

group e-mail addresses for every class each semester. If it's fall, the 

address pattern is: "f-english-82," or "f-art-12," for example. 

Ordinarily, these class lists do not include the faculty member; if you 

want to be added, you have to make a special request to the network 

administrator. I routinely do so, in order to be able to create the 

preconditions for what I call E-Forum, a novel venue for carrying on 

the "conversation" that never seems to be adequately prepared for, 

let alone fully concluded in class. My students suspect that I have 

additional(, more devious,) motives for this electronic forum: I require 

each student to post his or her reactions to the day's readings and/or 

their classmates' or my own posts to the class e-mail list by two hour's 

before meeting time. It will be obvious fromwhat somebody says, if 

he has read the assignment, or if she has only gotten through Act I. I 

also discover how they reacted to the assignment: what they wish to 

discuss because they are fascinated by something or because they 

need help with a specific character, passage, or whatever. From their 

submissions I get a fairly accurate notion of what to expect from a 

student long before the first paper or test are written and handed in. 

In E-Forum the silent types do not remain silent; the incessant talkers 

are invariably challenged by their peers before long. While students 

tend to be reluctant to openly criticize each other's claims in class, 

they do not appear to hold back when they post to the class list. As a 

result, my plans for the day often require revision at the last minute: 

upon digesting their posts, I suddenly realize that something that I 

had thought we did resolve last time still does not make sense to 

some of the students. The carrot for participating in this collaborative 

extension to in-class discussions consists of 10 % of the semester 

grade. In other words, you can't earn an "A" unless you do well in E

Forum. Actually, my students do not seem to mind the stick, believing, 
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as they do, that such collaborative work will be expected from them 

once they leave college. Unfortunately, the advent of universal e

mail also means_ that there now is the possibility of students seeking 

help from outside "experts" when they should not. One of my 

colleagues reported that he happened to see e-mailed answers to 

examination questions come out of the a printer. the idea of take

home examinations may require a review in the light of the almost 

instant availability of "answers" over the electronic network. 

IV. The Computer & Remote Data Access 
Speaking of the possibility of gaining access to databases located 

at remote sites, the Internet has allowed me to browse and retrieve 

data for years. I thought Anonymous FTP, Telnet, or Gopher quite 

marvelous, until I discovered the World Wide Web, which is 

completely platform- independent. No matter what kind of computer 

you use, you can establish access to the Web through a direct 

connection or a modem linking you to a net service provider. For the 

record, I have been able to curtail my use of those three older protocols 

drastically, relying on the Web whenever possible. True, I employ 

Fetch to ftp text and graphics files to my "www-docs" account from 

my Macintosh at home, but access from the office happens via the 

Mac's Chooser. Also true, access to our College Library's catalog 

and the PALS system are accomplished using Telnet, and so does 

going to the electronic versions of the MLA bibliography or Books 

in Print. I concede, I also had to use Telnet to go to the UNIX shell 

of the College's Web Server in order to create a Web directory and 

make it "world readable." However, since I established my presence 

on the Web, I have not really relied on Turbogopher or Fetch for 

retrieving data. Almost everything that exists in electronic form(at) 

you might look for can be found on the Web, which is exceedingly 

easy to navigate. A Web browser can hlll}dle just about all transfer 

protocols, including e-mail-though I still prefer using a dedicated 

package for that purpose, Eudora Pro. It simply is more powerful, 

allowing for the easy transfer of styled documents as "attachments to 

text messages. 
Let me begin with a caveat, though. While a Web browser like 

Netscape's Navigator is easy to use, what it nets you is not always 
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first-rate or acceptable. We need to distinguish between what is 

currently technically possible and happens to be available on the Web, 

on the one hand, and what the new way of providing and integrating/ 

linking information promises for the future. 

Presentation/Simulation of Using the Web: I'll bring the computer 

and projection unit; will need screen and three pronged extension 

cord. Time requirement can be adjusted on the spot, depending also 

on what the audience wants and needs to be shown. 

To put out your syllabi and related information for your students 

and all the connected world to see is very convenient-it even saves 

trees-and, at the same time, I am afraid, rather pompous, unless 

you are actively engaged in having people sign up for your courses 

from distant locations. My college would like me to do that, but has 

not yet figured out how to charge distance learners for our services. 

Having no such rationale, you might end up having to "pay" for the 

moment of gratification when discovering that your courses are listed 

on the World Lecture Hall page by having to discourage people who 

appear to have lost sight of the distinction between mine and thine: I 

have received requests from around the world for copies of student 

papers, as a result of having published assignments as part of my 

course material , from persons offering as a rationale nothing more 

than that they "needed it," since they, too, had been assigned a paper 

on The Shrew. Believe me, I always respond very thoroughly to 

such requests, advancing at least three major reason for having to 

tum them down. In a couple of cases I have been rewarded with 

apologies from the would-be plagiarists afterwards. In defense of 

such inappropriate request, I need to point out that many people lose 

sight of copyright issues on the Web: everybody is capable of grabbing 

anything he or she wishes to have, if somebody has published it on 

the Web. All you have to do is tell your browser to save a copy of that 

item you desire. 
As I see it, currently the Web is capable of producing much more 

and much more impressive contents than is available today. The 

number and kinds of html tags under HTML 3.2 appear sufficient to 

publish most kinds of data we might wish to disseminate. However, 
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not all browsers are equally capable of reproducing what the author 

of a Web page wanted you to see. As I personally prefer Netscape's 

Navigator 2.02 or 3.0x, there are a few tagging options I eschew out 

of consideration towards people dependent on a less capable browser. 

Clients of commercial services 

F.Y.l .. : a Web browser does not receive the complex pages you see 

on screen in that format; it receive the text and so-called "tags" 

(usually in pairs, indicating where to begin and where to end an 

attribute/feature) telling it how to interpret the text data. All graphic 

elements are downloaded as separate documents, which explains why 

they frequently display after the text has appeared, if at all! 

often are stuck with browsers that can't do "tables" or "forms," let 

alone "frames," though it is those features that make the Web attractive 

to commercial outfits, including college admissions offices. 

My primary worry concerns the contents of Web pages. And I am 

not concerned with the dissemination of obscene or otherwise 

offensive material. Though I am not sure how you can effectively 

practice censorship when it comes to the dissemination of illegal 

material, given the non-hierarchical nature of the Web, I wish the 

Germans could succeed in shutting down neo-Nazi propaganda sites 

located in North America and elsewhere. My primary concern 

involves the standards adhered to, or, rather, disregarded so often by 

Web authors in the humanities. Shakespeare sites provide among the 

most notorious illustrations of what I think we should not support. 

First, revisiting the issue of mine and thine, there is the textual 

variation of ignoring or avoiding the copyright laws. Actually I am 

more provoked by the widespread practice of digitizing versions that 

do no longer have copyright protection-for a very good reason: these 

are texts that have been superseded by modem editions which were 

edited by scholars who understood the challenges and responsibilities 

of the task. My mentor Charlton Hinman must be rotating in his grave, 

when he contemplates the standard of all too many Web editions. I 

have a hunch David Gants will a word or two to say on this subject. 

Yet when you start looking for Shakespeare texts on the Web, even 

MIT's imprint does not vouchsafe a reliable text. The members of 
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the Milton transcription group, who are committed to producing a 

first-rate electronic edition, are alarmed enough by this state of affairs 

that they have been toying with proposing a kind of quality seal to be 

attached to scholarly texts. Being people who work predominantly 

on command-line platforms,. they are not sure a graphic icon would 

work. Because "the Bard" has attracted a lot of "buffs," there is even 

greater need to separate the wheat from the chaff of Internet edition 

of Shakespeare's works. Of course, I am not the first one to perceive 

the vacuum. Yet only time will tell, for example, what projected 

projects in hypertext publishing like the Internet Shakespeare 

Edition <http://castle.uvic.ca/shakespeare/>, sponsored by the 

University of Victoria, BC, will amount to. Judging by its prospectus, 

it could become a genuine boon to scholarship, offering a modem 

edition along with the F1 text and those of quarto editions, whenever 

available The offerings from the Folger site, on the other hand, are 

not yet significant. And until they have an on-line catalog, or decide 

to publish more than the table of contents of the Shakespeare 

Quarterly on the Web, that site offers more fluff than substance. 

Next, there is the issue of attribution. Not only are many primary 

texts transcribed from outdated or unidentified editions, but there are 

also a large number of pieces of secondary material disseminated by 

that most prolific of all Web authors, Anonymous. His or her 

competency varies widely: you will come across pieces that would 

not compare favorably with Cliffs Notes (, which are also available 

in a Web editions, alas: <http://www.cliffs.com> ), but you may also 

come across a genuinely impressive piece at the very same URL, or 

Web address. You never know. Beyond that, there is the question of 

how to cite material discovered on the Web. When you go to the 

Muse Project Web site at the Johns Hopkins Press <http:// 

muse.jhu.edu>, you can finesse the problem of how to cite 

electronically disseminated data: ELH, for example, is available to 

subscribers and curious non-subscribers alike: you can download and 

store any of the articles you may want, or make a printout for your 

paper files. However, you don't have to cite them as material found 

on the Web. There still is the parallel paper edition of the journal, and 

I suspect nobody will fault you for giving bibliographic information 

directing readers to that version. 
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The issue comes into focus, though, when you use a database that 

exists only in virtual reality. For example, last year I assigned a longer 

critical paper on Jane Austen's Pride & Prejudice. To discover what 

would happen, I steered my students to Henry Churchyard's Austen 

site, which is quite impressive: Chapman texts, secondary and 

collateral material clearly attributed, and a large number of linked 

bibliographical, biographical, and background information that goes 

considerably beyond what my college's library can provide on its 

shelves. All of this is superbly integrated by pervasive linking of 

material that might ever be connected. However, there are also 

included a lot of bits and pieces whose provenance remains 

unacknowledged. I am not at all sure I know how to cite such material 

and the MLA certainly has not yet pronounced on the subject in an; 

definite way. They seem to still be struggling with the powers that 

elevate a computer over a typewriter, if the published Guide may be 

invoked in this context. In the interim, we have have to consult two 

stopgap offerings: Beyond the MLA Handbook, at 

<http:falcon.eku.edu/honors/beyond-mla>, or Janice Walker's MLA

Style Citations of Electronic Sources, at <http://www.cas.usf.edu/ 

english/walker/mla.html>.When I contacted Henry Churchyard, he 

did not offer a solution, to citing material at his own site .. So I told 

my students to be pioneers and make up a set of conventions. I won't 

entertain you with the results, other than to observe that their ways of 

citing such material will not pass muster with a scholarly community. 

On the other hand, my students' papers demonstrate quite well that 

the isolation of time and place of a rural college in Minnesota do no 

longer have to inhibit scholarly endeavors. And I do not mean to 

suggest that we should make due without our own institutions' 

libraries, since much can already be had more conveniently on the 

Web these days, and because Johns Hopkins' example of publishing 

all journals on the Web is likely to find many imitators: overall 

production costs for Web publishing are so much lower for a university 

press, though receiving subscriptions from users might turn out to be 

an inhibiting challenge. the folks at Johns Hopkins clearly have not 

figured out a way yet to restrict access to the electronic editions of 

their journals to paying customers and entice potential subscribers 

with the gift of free sampling at the same time. 
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V The Computer & the Riches of CD-ROMs 
Finally, I'd like to offer a couple of observations concerning the 

use of so-called multi-media wares available on the computer. I 

believe just about all Macintosh models sold in the US these days 

come with pre-installed CD-ROM drives. Consequently, it is easy to 

access the various Shakespeare offerings. Again, you had better 

examine the offered goods for quality before you part with your 

money, having answered the question of how to use the product in a 

classroom situation first. After all, unless you can make the material 

available to all of your students at the same time by projecting both 

text/ images and sound, CD-ROMs are poorly suited for group 

settings. And yet, the A. R. Braunmuller and David Rodes' Macbeth 

published by Voyager I found intriguing and even convincing. For 

your $ 35.- you get the text edited and copiously annotated by 

Braunmuller; a sensible introduction to the play and its history on 

the stage by Rodes, accompanied by plenty of still photographs and 

QuickTime film clips taken from the versions by Orson Welles, 

Kurasawa, and Polanski; a complete audio version of the Scottish 

play starring the Royal Shakespeare Company; and, finally, a Karaoke 

version, allowing you to try your talents in a role of your choosing 

against the RSC. Everything is cross-linked very thoroughly, so you 

may shift from one focus to any other at the click of a mouse button. 

You are even able to take notes and store them at any point in the 

text. In other words, you get all the things you could acquire separately 

on a single CD-ROM. Only the Karaoke option appears to offer 

something we might not have been able to generate the old-fashioned 

way, though. Thus, while I find this CD-ROM quite good, I keep 

wondering what the new medium would have allowed them to do 

that they haven't imagined. The networked personal computer is 

encouraging us to shift from the familiar paradigm, to do other than 

doing on a computer what we have done without it: the Braunmuller 

Macbeth, I submit, does not really do that. I am confident, though, 

that others will explore its potential more imaginatively in the future. 

And it is that potential that keeps me committed to the new technology 

and its promises. "There is magic in the web of it," as Othello did put 

it, and we are all challenged to net it. 
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Ty Buckman 

Reading Character in Slow Motion: 
Sudden Fiction in the Composition Classroom 

roor this weren't my first year of college, none of this would 
r!iffbe happening to me. Let me see, if I left my lab notes in the 
~ lab, someone would have called me. If I left them on the 

bus, they're probably sitting in some lost and found box along with a 
hundred unmatched greasy mittens at the bus garage. Who knows 
where that is. Great. I'll have to call after class. If only I could have 
lost my English notebook instead. 

"22 April. Read handout: Buzzati, The Falling Girl. 
I only have fifteen minutes before class, but the story is short and 

if I start now, I might just finish in time. 
"Marta was nineteen. She looked out over the roof of the 

skyscraper, and seeing the city below shining in the dusk, she was 
overcome with dizziness. The skyscraper was silver, supreme, 
and fortunate in that most beautiful and pure evening ... " 

The genre of the short-short story, or "sudden fiction," could have 
been designed with the contemporary student in mind. Usually 
between two and six pages long, these stories provide an introduction 
to fiction and its conventions that is especially effective as an 
intermediate step from popular cultural forms to more traditionally 
"literary" pursuits. The brevity of this genre, however, is only part of 
its charm. Short-short stories tend to be quirky and experimental, 
and unusually generous to their readers-they seldom take for granted 
their audience's undivided attention. 

In my introductory composition courses, I use this relatively new 
literary form as the basis for the last assignment of the semester, an 
introduction to reading and writing about literature. To many 
beginning writers, however, "writing about literature" is not a phrase 
that signifies, so I narrow the focus a little further and base the 
assignment on exploring the how and why of literary character. I use 
several exercises, which I'll describe below, to help writers think 
about characterization, and I also provide them with a glossary of 
terms and concepts they may want to use in their essays: point of 
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view, character development, "round" and "flat" characters, and so 
on. But before outlining the writing portion of the assignment, I should 
pause to mention the reading. . 

I always begin the assignment by having the class read the f~rst 
selection in the Sudden Fiction International Anthology, Dmo 
Buzzati's The Falling Girl. One of the best known Italian writers of 
his generation, Buzzati had a penchant for the absurd and the fantastic, 
and shared with his contemporary ltalo Calvino a profound literary 
self-consciousness and an extraordinary sense of humor. In The 
Falling Girl, Buzzati indicts the superficiality of postwar Italian 
society by chronicling the surreal fall of a young woman down the 
face of a skyscraper. The story is arresting and bitterly ironic, and 
students are intrigued by its apparent but not quite transparent 
allegory-a feature which always sparks questions about the author's 
attitude toward his characters and his thematic intentions. 

"Of course, the distance that separated her from the bottom, 
that is, from street level, was immense. It is true that she began 
falling just a little while ago, but the street always seemed 

very far away." . 
This is a very strange story. The girl is falling but havmg 

conversations with the people she passes on the way down. First 
question: I want to know why she is falling; what it means that she 
chose to jump. Second, what is the point? What is Buzzati trying to 
tell us about these girl's falling down the side of the skyscraper? 

Buzzati's story becomes the common property of the class: we 
discuss it, write responses to it, dissect it, and outline mock papers 
on its characterization. All this, so that when the students sit down to 
write on their own stories, they will start with a mental image of how 
one comes to terms with--or "thinks critically about"-a work of 

literature. 
In designing the assignment, I try to take full pedagogical advantage 

of the defining feature of short-short stories. To whit: I place on reserve 
two anthologies of short-short stories and allow the students to choose 
a story they would like to write about. I When they submit their final 
essays, they also turn in to me a photocopy of the story they have 
chosen, which I read before responding to their work. I have found 
that granting the students this measure of autonomy in choosing their 
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text generally results in a greater sense of personal investment in 

their essays and a corresponding improvement in the quality of their 

writing. 
What surprises me is that the more we talk about the story, the 

more things seem to be going on in it. It makes sense that Buzzati is 

criticizing the girl, but he also is criticizing the people who watch her 

fall and even those who want to draw her in. And all the time the day 

is passing, the sun is going down. Everything is happening at the 

same time. 
The assignment itself consists of three parts: a 1-2 page biographical 

exercise, an exercise on arguing from the text, and a 3-4 page essay. 

Each student begins by writing a short biography for the character he 

or she has chosen to analyze. Students are asked to begin with the 

character as presented in the story, and then extrapolate to supply a 

range of unmentioned detail-family, age, earlier experiences, and 

so on. The goal of the exercise is to facilitate a creative exchange 

with the story and to help students read their characters in a more 

"writerly" mode. The second exercise brings our focus back to the 

text, as students submit a list with as many descriptive phrases and 

details as possible about their characters, with the caveat that each 

description must be supported by a quotation from the story. To be 

able to argue one's points from a text is a valuable skill, and this 

exercise breaks down this process to its constituent parts. Students 

don't find it as much fun as creating their character's biography, but 

its effect on the third part of the assignment is unmistakable. 

The essay is intended to be the culmination of our class discussions, 

exercises, and reading-all this, in three to four double-spaced pages. 

In addition to these preparations, we devote one full class to 

brainstorming a paper on Buzzati 's story and then discussing different 

approaches students might take in organizing their ideas. For those 

who are still struggling to find a format for their essay, I suggest 

analyzing the character they have chosen as ~a function of three 

interrelated contexts: the character's situation within the plot, direct 

description of the character by the author, and how the character's 

dialogue or thoughts influences his or her reception by the reader. 

The essays this assignment generates are usually among the best of 

the course. This is due in part, I think, to the responsibility students 
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have for choosing their stories, to the accessibility of the idea of 

character to the beginning reader and writer, and to certain felicities 

of the genre. The compactness of the short-short story gives the 

students a particular confidence in speaking about it, first because it 

is not difficult to see the story and to see it whole, and second because 

of the erroneous assumption that a work so short could not be truly 

sophisticated. While this last notion is dispelled sometime shortly 

after our first discussion of The Falling Girl, the sense remains that 

this isn't literature written for someone else, that these are stories 

one might choose to read instead of watching television, almost ( dare 

we say it?) for pleasure. 
It's hard to believe that my lab notes were in my English folder all 

along. It's even harder to believe that it didn't occur to me to look 

through my folder until after I had pawed through all those greasy 

mittens at the bus garage. At least I have my essay on that short

short story done. I think I put it in my chemistry folder ..... 

1 Sudden Fiction: American Short-Short Stories, eds. Robert Shapard and 

James Thomas (Salt Lake City: Peregrine Smith Books, 1986); Sudden Fiction 

International: Sixty Short-Short Stories, eds. Robert Shapard and James 

Thomas (New York: W.W. Norton, 1989). 

John C. Rezmerski 

A PLACE FOR ANYTHING 

• 

pples and other little things are places where little people 

~ ~ live. Words like "maybe" and"never" are places with roads 
between them, and telephone wires, and they are full 

ofhouses you can visit. There are places inside your body that make 

the Grand Canyon andNiagara Falls seem like sand castles and 

raintrickles. Some places inside your mind youhave never visited, 

and there are hotels where you and everyone you know can stay for 

freeand have all-night parties. Deep in the deepest depths of your 

consciousness, there areplaces unmapped, unnamed, unknown, and 

those are the places where you are allowed toregister a deed and set 

up housekeeping. 
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Elmer Suderman -

The 1930s and the 1950s: 

Meridel Le Sueur and Susan Toth Remember 

,, e subject of this paper is how two strikingly different 

~j - decades in the twentieth century-the 1930s and the 

1950s-are remembered by two Minnesota writers. I wish 

to contrast these decades as they are remembered in two works. 

Meridel Le Sueur's The Girl, (1978 and revised in 1990) a short 

novel, recounts what a young female remembers of the depression 

decade in St. Paul. Though a novel, the memories of the Girl are 

mostly autobiographical. Susan Toth's Blooming, (1978) recounts 

her memory of "a small-town girlhood," in Ames, Iowa, in the 1950s. 

Both Le Sueur and Toth were born in Iowa, Toth in Ames, and Le 

Sueur in Murray, a town of about 700, seventy miles south of Ames. 

Both eventually became Minnesotans. Le Sueur was born in 1900; 

Toth was born forty years later. Toth grew up in a comfortable but by 

no means wealthy Middle Class household. Her father had died; to 

support the family Toth's mother taught composition at Iowa State 

University. 

The daughter of an itinerant preacher, Le Sueur never lived long in 

one place-Toth did not leave Ames until she went away to college

but moved with him to various places in the Midwest. When her 

father divorced Le Sueur's mother because she was entertaining 

dangerous ideas, Meridel's mother began lecturing throughout the 

Midwest on the rights of women. For a time she became an English 

teacher at the People's College in Fort Scott, Kansas, where she met 

and later married Arthur Le Sueur, a radical socialist lawyer from 

Minnesota, a member of the IWW, who defended anarchists and 
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pacifists and exposed the illegal practices of the U.S. Department of 

Justice. 

After a year of high school in St. Paul, Meridel's mother sent her to 

the American Academy of Dramatic Arts in New York where she 

lived in an anarchist commune with Emma Goldman. 

"What was it like in the old days?" Susan Toth's daughter asks 

her. By the old days she means the 1950s when Susan was growing 

up in the sleepy college town of Ames, Iowa. Toth admits to some 

difficulty in trying to explain what it was like in those days which 

have disappeared into "the irretrievable past that seems only faintly 

credible to those who did not live it." (p. 1) 

Like Susan Toth, Meridel Le Sueur's Girl wants to remember the 

past that seems even less credible than Toth's to those who did not 

live it. The Girl, too, finds it difficult to make the reader understand 

her memories. She is not sure that anyone can tell you what the city 

was like or how the impoverished lived. "No one can tell you," The 

Girl writes. Only those who have been there can know the "whole 

city and the way it is and the way those in it can be together. This you 

can't know, or be at home with, until you have lived it." [102] 

Still The Girl's good friend Amelia is convinced that 

"Memory is all we got. We got to remember everything. It is the 

glory, the glory. We got to remember to be able to fight. Got to write 

down the names. Make a list. Nobody can be forgotten. They know 

if we don't remember we can't point them out. They got their guilt 

wiped out. The last thing they take is memory." 

"Remember the breasts of your mothers," Amelia says to another 

girl. "O mama help us now. Clara remember your mama like you 

told me, going from city to city, to lousy jobs and getting children 

and taking them on her back, and locking them in rooms while she 

waited on tables, did laundry. Clara you got to remember your mama. 
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I'll help you." [126]. 

Le Sueur remembers in order to keep the past alive. So does Toth. 

But it is a very different past. And Le Sueur wants to remember the 

past for a very different reason. Le Sueur wants to remember the 

past in order to fight against injustice. Toth wants to remember the 

past so that she can recapture those growing up days in peaceful 

Ames. Le Sueur wants to remember in order to commemorate the 

mothers. In a sense so does Toth. But Toth's mother, though a widow 

and responsible for rearing a family of two girls, nevertheless does 

not worry about where the bread is coming from, does not worry 

about girls she will never see again or even hear from, does not worry 

that they will not become prostitutes to stay alive. For Toth the past 

is nostalgia. For Le Sueur it is a motivating force to face and fight 

evil and injustice and hunger and worry. 

In invoking their very different pasts, what the two remember is 

remarkably different. Toth remembers her adolescence fondly. She 

remembers what were big events for her. She remembers when Ames 

in her sophomore year won the state basketball championship, beating 

Marshall High School in seven overtimes. "Most of us sophomores 

felt nothing so important could happen to us again." [5] The Girl 

remembers that Butch, her boy friend, was a good baseball player, 

but she is more concerned that he get a good, honest job. Susan 

remembers going shopping for the senior prom in Ames and Des 

Moines and Cedar Rapids. The Girl remembers barely having enough 

clothes to wear. 

Susan is defined by her small town with its one family homes, its 

library, university, country club and swimming pool. Poverty and 

deprivation define the Girl. She doesn't have access to books, often 

does not have enough to eat and lives in a squalid unkempt apartment 

house. Susan is thrilled to discover movie magazines; The Girl is 
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excited to find pamphlets agitating for milk for pregnant women. 

Susan goes to parties. She has cokes at the Rainbow cafe. The Girl, 

on the other hand, has no social life. 

Susan has time to look at the landscape. Susan's creek near Ames 

is cool, and she can splash in it and throw stones and watch leaves 

float on it and sit down on its pebbly bottom. The Girl has time only 

to memorize the unsightly streets of St. Paul. 

Both remember the town in which they lived. The Girl leaves her 

home to go to St. Paul, a turbulent, impoverished place, where she 

has to scrounge to live at all. St Paul is not Toth's Ames where "nothing 

seemed to happen," [17] and where on slow nights Susan and her 

friend Charlie go "to the station to watch the trains come in." [19] 

In Ames Susan knows where she is. She knows the landscape, and 

feels comfortable in it. "We thought the small center of our universe 

was stable and secure. If we knew little else, we certainly did know 

Ames" with its plainly laid out streets, most of them on the grid, hard 

to get lost in, Ames with its university, two business districts, two 

junior high schools, a senior high, a hospital, familiar houses, schools, 

stores, the A&W Root beer stand, the Maid-Rite, the Ranch Drive In 

and home. When The Girl arrives in St. Paul she sees no familiar 

landmarks. She does not know where she is going as she walks the 

streets trying to avoid the plainclothesmen and police matrons who 

might pick her up to sterilize her or send her to the women's prison. 

Later she becomes as well acquainted with the streets of St. Paul as 

Toth does with the streets of Ames. The streets, "once only something 

you walked through to get someplace else," now are her home, and 

she walks around, walks in stores, waits in the relief office to see the 

caseworker, feeling close to the people she sees. "I don't know them," 

she writes," yet "I know them all." [107] 

Still St. Paul streets never achieve the familiarity for The Girl that 
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Ames streets do for Susan. Even after she knows the streets intimately, 

The Girl asks, "What can comfort you on those streets?" [102] At 

first there was no comfort there, but as she experienced together with 

her friends the pangs of hunger, the pain of illness, she learns to see 

the streets as they are: sometimes violent and cruel but often filled 

with fellow sufferers who are willing to share what they have. 

Both remember where they lived. Unlike Susan, The Girl has no 

permanent home, but stays in a deserted apartment house in St. Paul 

with other homeless, helpless, hungry friends. The dark halls of the 

apartment house, full of rubbish, apple cores, cigarette butts, crusts 

of bread, old shoes, are lit only by dim lights barely penetrating the 

dark halls. The unsavory, bedbug-infested rooms contrast sharply with 

Susan's neat one family home. Behind the apartment walls women 

cry a lot; at night they rock a lot. Behind the walls of the Allen house 
' 

Susan's mother grades freshman themes. In the alleys of the 

apartments there are heaps of ashes, garbage, muddy water thawing 

from the black snow heaps. Green lawns and flowers surround Susan's 

house. 

Both remember the men in their lives. Susan remembers the image 

of Ames High School girls of the husband hovering close, perhaps 

with his hand protectively on her shoulder." [2] She remembers high 

school courtship as "meticulously slow, progressing through inquiry, 

phone calls, planned encounters in public places, double or triple 

dates, single dates, hand-holding, and finally a good night kiss. I 

assumed it probably ended there, but I didn't know. I had never gotten 

that far." [52] 

The Girl remembers Butch, crude, rough, who like most men who 

visit the girls "fear authentic relationships and even doubt their 

existence." The Girl and her friends remember the men who "wear 

you out, they work you to death, they wear you out on the billet, in 
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the mill, the factory." [120] The Girl remembers that Butch threatens 

to "beat the shit out of her" [35] and that he gets mad and slaps her 

[50]. But Butch is the father of the girl's unborn child, and she 

remembers him, remembers how he loved her almost indifferently 

and how she "loved him in a terrible way," remembers "the awful 

wonderful need to enter each other, not to be single, alone, hankering." 

She comes out of her first experience with sex from the foul hotel "as 

out of hole of hell but also the meadows of heaven." [45] 

Susan remembers few, if any, battered women or children in Ames. 

If there were any, they were discretely hidden. The Girl and her friends 

accept the beatings from their men. 

The Girl loves Butch enough to drive the get-away car after he 

joins his friends in an aborted bank robbery. Butch is the only one to 

escape to the car, and she drives him toward the Iowa border, staying 

with him until he dies. 

Both remember the more seamy side of life. The Girl knows the 

seamy side intimately. The Girl is acquainted with murder and 

murderers. Ganz, Hoinck, Butch and other people she knows are 

murdered. Susan remembers the seamy side from the outside. that 

there had once been a murder in Ames. It happened long ago to 

"someone we didn't know, a man who hadn't lived in Ames long, to 

a man who had somehow accumulated gambling debts and was found 

one night shot to death at the Round-up Motel." The Girl remembers 

seeing Butch shoot one of his friends, after the friend had shot and 

killed another of the gang at the attempted burglary. 

The Girl is familiar with prostitutes. Her best friend, Clara, regularly 

sells her body for bread, and to get much needed money; the Girl on 

occasion sells hers. Susan remembers only one prostitute in Ames. 

Both remember what they eat and drink. Susan remembers drinking 

cokes at the Rainbow Cafe; The Girl remembers not having a nickel 

25 



for coffee or for a quart of milk. Susan remembers Christmas dinners: 

putting on her Sunday best, playing games, and focusing on food: 

"Holiday dinner was served in mid-afternoon, when everyone was 

hungry from long-ago breakfast. The men relaxed for a half hour 

with martinis or sherry while, with a flurry in the kitchen, women 

unpacked their pies or salads or rolls .... When we heard the call for 

dinner, we scurried to find our seats near the children we currently 

liked and far from our own parents, who might regulate what we 

were allowed to eat. "Dinners were long, and we ate like gluttons, 

stuffing as many helpings of everything into our groaning stomachs 

as possible." [168] 

The Girl knows more about hunger than about surfeit. She knows 

about all kinds of hunger: "I want the earth; I want meat, bread, 

children. I am starving. I am sitting here starving." [43]. 

The Girl's memory of Christmas Eve is different from Susan's. 

She remembers waiting with others in the park for a Christmas meal, 

"the wind like a wolf biting my stomach" [55], the hungry men bent 

"over themselves like broken sticks spitting in the dark,"[55] while 

the men coming into the park were "black looking, like they had 

been burned to a crisp."[56] Later, when the Christmas tree lights 

came on, the lights "showed the thin charred men standing on the 

hollow stalks of their body."[58] As the girl waits with the other 

hungry people for the Christmas meal which never came "hunger 

and pain rose in her throat and burst behind her eyes like a rocket." 

[57] 

Both Toth and The Girl look to the future. In the fifties Susan 

standing on Highway 30 was sure that it would take her to another 

world, that on this highway which crossed the country, she would 

someday cross the country. The Girl sees no way out of the slums in 

which she finds herself; yet as she looks at the tiny face of her new-
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born daughter she can say: "Now I could cup her tiny bright head. I 

cried out. She had the tiny face of my mother. Like in a mirror." 

The Girl's hope is in the indomitable spirit of the dispossessed. 

She has every reason to despair, but she sees the future in the past: 

"O girl," she says to the bundle and gives her full breast of milk." 

[132] 

Both wonder who they are. Susan Allen Toth, approximately the 

same age as Le Sueur"s girl, identifies herself to her classmates at 

Smith: "Yes, I'm a freshman," and takes a deep breath and adds: 

"I'm Sue Allen from Ames, Iowa.' That was all there was to say." [227] 

The Girl walking late one night with her friends, without a nickel to 

call a hospital if her baby was to be born, surrounded by others also 

without nickels or even two cents, wondering who they are, discovers, 

after her child is born who she is: a mother with a full breast of milk 

to give to a new life, a woman with a "great lousy beautiful and 

terrible life." [ 126] 

The two decades are indeed different, very different. The Girl and 

Susan's memories are sharply different. Much happened to change 

American life in the intervening decade. America had fought a war 

in Europe and developed the world's most affluent society. By the 

1950s the anger of The Girl had, for most Americans, turned to civility; 

poverty had for many become abundance; dirt has given way to 

cleanliness; hovels to homes; booya to ham and roast beef; bootleg 

whiskey to sherry; rowdiness to respectability; violence to tranquility. 

Toth .remembers; Le Sueur remembers; they help us remember. A 

generation which revels in Megamalls is reminded that small main 

streets are not necessarily stultifying. A generation that watches hours 

of TV is reminded that there are still quite sanctuaries in public 

libraries in Ames and elsewhere where, Susan felt, she would be told 

everything she needed to know. 
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Even more important, a generation that takes pride in distinguishing 

Espresso from Cappeccino or even Folgers from Maxwell House is 

reminded of that time when many were without the nickel to buy a 

cup of coffee. A generation that lives, mostly, in warm homes with 

central heat is reminded what it was like in cold, often unheated, 

rooms when it was snowing and the temperature would drop below 

zero. Le Sueur's novel can help us, at least vicariously, to live for a 

while The Girl's life, to share her courage. 

Both Toth and Le Sueur share their memories, different as they are. 

Both know that to erase these memories is to erase an essential part 

of their-and our-past. Both know that we cannot know who are 

unless we know who we have been. Both know that memories are 

essential in creating and maintaining community. 

Toth's memories are pleasant; they do not disturb us. Le Sueur's 

memories are unpleasant; they disturb us. Still there is an earthiness, 

a pungency, a vigor in Le Sueur's memories. They have the urgency 

of the hungry thirties. Sometimes Toth's memories seem pallid in 

comparison with The Girl's. Sometimes they seem smug and self

satisfied, complacent, like the decade itself. Still, I think, we prefer 

the memories ofToth's fifties. I suspect we need both. 
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Lindsay Carlson 

Benedick's Insight in Shakespeare's 
Much Ado About Nothing 

• 

he accusation of Hero during the marriage ceremony and 

the events which follow show Benedick in a different light. 

When his two friends Don Pedro, the Prince of Aragon, 

and Claudio, whom Hero was to marry, join in the condemnation of 

Hero as unfaithful, Benedick disbelieves the accusations and urges 

them to reconsider their position. When Beatrice asks him to kill 

Claudio for dishonoring her cousin, he is somewhat reluctant, yet 

agrees to challenge him and to break his ties with Don Pedro and 

Claudio for her. He does this as a result of a few different interrelated 

events and decisions: he has realized his love for Beatrice and wants 

to prove he will do anything for her, he knows the personalities and 

tendencies of Don John and Claudio, and his character is such that he 

is more likely than the other males to defend Hero. 

The most significant reason why Benedick defends Hero and agrees 

to challenge Claudio is that he loves Beatrice. Even while he 

proclaimed, "I will live a bachelor," to Claudio and Don Pedro in the 

beginning, he was in love with her, but he was also in denial. He 

displayed his supposed disgust of marriage and being married to the 

world. Beatrice also displays the same disgust. Their witty banter is, 

according to Carol Thomas Neely, an expression of "the anxieties 

about loss of power through sexuality, love, and marriage." Neither 

of them really are disgusted by those things; rather they are too proud 

to lose power by engaging in them until they know that their feelings 

will be reciprocated. When Beatrice dances with him and insults him, 

without knowing that it was he who was behind the mask, he is hurt. 

This is proven when looking at his reactions to her words: he says he 

"would not marry her though she were endowed with all that Adam 

had left him before he transgressed" rather do the impossible and 

risk his life than "hold three words' conference with this harpy."1 He 

doesn't realize it, but he has brought up the subject of marriage to 

Beatrice out of the blue, indicating he has been thinking about such a 

proposal. He also overreacts in a blatant display of pride, deciding 
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that he is not going to talk to her. This is an action of a person who 

has been hurt, and in order to be hurt, one must have feelings that can 

be hurt-in other words, he must have thought well of her and wanted 

her favor (even though he didn't show it), otherwise he wouldn't 

have had such an extreme reaction to her words. 

After being tricked by the plan of Don Pedro to make him fall in 

love with Beatrice, the sequence of events to follow shows how he 

truly does love her, as was made clear when he said to himself, "I 

have railed so long against marriage; but doth not the appetite alter?" 

Finally, he admits to himself and to others around him that he is able 

to and does love Beatrice, coming out of his stage of denial. Beatrice 

has done the same, having been tricked in much the same way as 

Benedick. Everything goes well until Benedick is forced to make a 

choice between his loyalty to his friend Claudio and his love for 

Beatrice, after she orders him to "kill Claudio." After some 

consideration, Benedick agrees to challenge Claudio at Beatrice's 

request, primarily out of his love for her. He doesn't make his decision 

blindly, though, as we will see. There are other factors that influence 

this decision. 
When Beatrice initially tells Benedick to kill Claudio, he refuses to 

do it. Here we see that he has no intention of making his friend his 

enemy over the matter. But then Beatrice threatens to leave him if he 

won't do so, telling him, "you kill me to deny it." Now Benedick is 

presented with a true dilemma: should he stand by his friend who 

apparently has evidence to back him up, or should he support the 

woman he loves? Ultimately, he makes the choice to support her, as 

"the greater love eclipses the smaller and Benedick acts contrary to 

the presented evidence, on the strength of his trust in Beatrice's loyal 

love."2 Although a few different factors come into play, he would 

never have had to make this choice had Beatrice not asked him to, 

and would not have chosen to challenge Claudio had she not insisted 

that he do so to prove his love for her. Beatrice doesn't have any 

proof that Hero was not unfaithful to Claudio, but she is her cousin 

and is the closest to her of anyone. She knows the situation is 

suspicious, and she knows that Hero would never be unfaithful to 

Claudio. Benedick doesn't have the same sort of relations with Hero, 

and so he relies on Beatrice's convictions to provide him with enough 
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proof to turn on his friend. The only evidence he needs is Beatrice's 

answer of "yea" to his question, ·'think you in your soul the Count 

Claudio hath wrong'd her?" So, having the belief of Beatrice to 

back him up, he decides he will challenge Claudio. 

But Benedick doesn't make his decision solely based on his devotion 

to Beatrice; he also knows the character of some of the others involved. 

He did not witness the event in question himself, but past events 

have proven that Claudio is quick to believe that people wrong him 

and that Don John cannot be trusted. When Don Pedro woos Hero 

for Claudio at the dance, Don John is able to convince him that Don 

Pedro is wooing her for himself. Claudio believes him instantly and 

gives up all hope, believing his friend has betrayed him and saying, 

"friendship is constant in all other things save in the office and affairs 

of love." Thus we can see that when presented with a very similar 

situation, where he believes Hero has been unfaithful, there is 

definitely a chance that Claudio jumped the gun and believed the 

worst with a passion similar, if not greater, than that at the time when 

he believed Don Pedro was betraying him. Benedick knows this and 

urges the men to exercise restraint and not to condemn Hero so 

quickly. 
Benedick also knows that Don John cannot be trusted. First of all, 

Don John and his brother Don Pedro have only recently reconciled 

after Don John staged a rebellion against him. His past behavior 

indicates that there isn't a real loyalty toward Don Pedro, and there 

are also jealous feelings toward Claudio, who Don Pedro treats more 

like a brother than Don John. Don John, being of the "sour, 

melancholy, saturnine, envious, selfish, malicious temper" that he is, 

would devise and carry through with such a malicious plan to ruin 

the marriage of Claudio and Hero simply out of revenge and jealousy. 

Benedick assumes that Don John has plotted to ruin Hero's reputation, 

stating: "two of them [Claudio and Don Pedro] have the very bent of 

honor, and if their wisdoms be misled in this, the practice of it lives 

in John the bastard, whose spirits toil in frame of villainies." Benedick 

knows that Don Pedro and Claudio must have been misled, otherwise 

they would have never treated Hero so harshly, but Don John isn't an 

honest man (in fact, he is evil), and is likely to be behind the plan to 

ruin the marriage. 
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Finally, Bened_ick's character is unusual and untraditional, 

particularly after his transformation into a loving creature after the 

plan to unite him with Beatrice succeeds. It is the nature of his 

character that is also a contributing factor in making him believe in 

Hero's innocence and take the opposite position of Claudio, Don 

Pedro, and Leonato (at first). Benedick never did truly believe all 

that he said about love and marriage and particularly those subjects 

as they related to his feelings about Beatrice, as was proven in the 

discussion of the love between them earlier. Most of what he said 

was due to a rather large ego and great anxieties about the loss of 

power when in a loving relationship. But even if there was any 

correspondence at all between his words and his beliefs, he no longer 

had any of those feelings in the end. In the end, he "repudiates his 

former mistrust [ or apparent mistrust] of women and breaks his bonds 

with the male friends who shared this attitude." It is because of his 

attitudes and beliefs that he is the only one (not Leonato, Don Pedro, 

or Claudio) to believe in Hero's innocence. He is a sharp character, 

and has been set up by Shakespeare to be willing to comply with 

Beatrice to provide "a necessary antidote to the play' s pervasive 

misogyny and a necessary rehabilitation of romance from Claudio's 

corruption of it." In other words, he is the character that Shakespeare 

has designated to help make the plot flow into a happy conclusion. 

His actions save his relationship with Beatrice, and they help convince 

Leonato to go along with the Friar's suggestion that Hero might have 

been framed and that she truly is innocent after all. 

Benedick proves to be the character, then, who strays from the other 

primary male characters by trusting in Beatrice and turning on Don 

Pedro and Claudio after they have wrongly accused Hero of being 

unfaithful during her marriage ceremony. Benedick has realized his 

love for Beatrice and wants to prove he will do anything for her, and 

he supports his actions not only with his faith in Beatrice but also on 

his knowledge of the personalities and tendencies of Don John and 

Claudio, and his character is more prone to believe Hero than is that 

of the other males, particular I y after professing his love for Beatrice. 
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Holly Littlefield 
A Cross-Century Conversation 

m

/'. '~ uring her journey through Wonderland Alice discovers that 

~ ~ nothing around her is familiar or predictable. Rabbits talk, 

<>-< ~ cats mysteriously appear and disappear, and her own body 

magically grows and shrinks in a most disconcerting way. As a result, 

when she meets up with a caterpillar who asks her who she is, she 

replies, "I hardly know, Sir, just at present-at least I know who I 

was when I got up this morning, but I think I must have been changed 

several times since then." 

Like Alice, the concept of rhetoric has changed, stretched, twisted, 

and grown so remarkably over the years that currently it is difficult 

to clearly define just what rhetoric is. In fact, the definition of rhetoric 

seems to have fascinated scholars for generations. Does it begin and 

end with persuasion? Is it only spoken or does it encompass a whole 

host of other forms of communication from writing to body language 

to technological images and computer languages? For over 2,000 

years Western scholars and philosophers have addressed these and 

other questions about the nature and purposes of rhetoric. Patricia 

Bizzell and Bruce Herzberg have compiled together many of these 

views and philosophies in their extensive overview of Western 

rhetoric. However, despite the amazing job that they have done of 

cutting, selecting, and limiting their material, the twelve hundred plus 

pages of The Rhetorical Tradition can be a bit overwhelming, 

particularly to those new to the field. Like a tiny, shrunken Alice 

looking up at the impossibly high table that holds the key to the 

beautiful garden, they may begin to feel lost and bewildered as they 

try to digest the views of such a wide and diverse range of rhetoricians. 

In recent years many scholars have called for us to try to begin to 

break free from the confines of typical academic writing-to 

experiment with form and genre. However, despite this, few, if any, 

of the introductions to rhetorical theory produced so far have been 

written in anything except the most traditional academese. Perhaps it 

is time for someone to try something different. No rhetorician or 

philosopher has ever worked in complete isolation. Each scholar's 

words and ideas are, at least in part, a response to and a continuation 
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of the views of other thinkers that have come before--creating a 

kind of cross-century conversation. So, I began to wonder what a 

real dialogue with and between these thinkers might sound like. 

What might Foucault and Plato have had to say to one another, for 

example? Or, how might Christine de Pisan have described her 

views to a woman from the twentieth century? In some cases I 

was able to use their own words (these are always noted in italics 

with a footnoted reference). At other times I attempted to speak as 

I thought they might have expressed themselves. I hope that in 

doing this I have not taken too many liberties with the ideas and 

views of Isocrates, Plato, Aristotle, Quintilian, Christine de Pisan, 

Ramus, Bahktin, Foucault, Cixous, and, of course, Lewis Carroll. 

Terra-Rhetorica, 
Or 

Through the Rabbit Hole 

•

~!£_ etting: A warm day in the groves of academia. A young 

~ woman sits beneath a stately oak tree on a grassy mall. 

~ Buildings with marble pillars, long windows, and Latin 

inscriptions over their doors surround the mall. The woman is reading 

a thick, gray book-The Rhetorical Tradition: Readings from 

Classical Times to the Present by Bizzell and Herzberg. There is 

a baby in a baby carrier next to her. She has a pen in one hand which 

she uses to make occasional marks in a notebook; she rocks the baby 

carrier with the other hand. The somewhat muffled sound of a low 

droning voice can be heard wafting from one of the open windows. 

Some papers rustle. A few squirrels dig a tree roots, an occasional 

bird chirps, but otherwise nothing interrupts the intellectual hush that 

surrounds this place. • 

Then a few fussing sounds come from the baby carrier, and the 

woman looks up, sets the book down and leans over to check on the 

baby. 
Woman: There now little one, it's OK. No crying. Be my sweet 

baby and go back to sleep'? (She starts to read again, but louder 

crying noises come from the baby carrier). Oh, honey, you want 
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someone to talk to you don't you? Well, how about if I read to you? 

OK? (She picks up the book and begins to read out loud in a fairly 

animated way.) "Rhetoric has a number of overlapping meanings: 

the practice of oratory; the study of the strategies of effective 

oratory; the use of language; the study of the relation between 

language and knowledge; the classification and use of tropes and 

f~gures, and of course, the use of empty promises and half-truths 

as·a form of propaganda." 1' OK, I know it's not exactly Dr. Seuss. 

(She kisses the baby and continues reading 
from Bizzell and Herzberg. Gradually, as she reads the baby quiets 

and her voice becomes less animated and slower. Her head begins to 

nod slightly as both she and the baby start to drift off to sleep.)" 

Rhetoric is a complex discipline with a long history: It is less helpful 

to try to define it once and for all than to look at the many definitions 

it has accumulated over the years and to attempt to understand 

how each arose and how each still inhabits and shapes the field. 

This general introduction offers an overview of the historical 

development of rhetoric."2 

(A man in a white toga walks quickly past the woman. His hair is 

also completely white. He carries a large gold watch on a chain which 

he repeatedly glances at with a worried expression on his face. He is 

clearly in a hurry, and he mutters something about being late. ignoring 

both the woman and the baby as he rushes by. Although he walks 

quickly, his movements come in jerky, little hop-like steps. That and 

the constant darting of his eyes from his watch to the path in front of 

him and back again give the man a remarkable rabbit-like appearance. 

The woman looks up with a bemused expression on her face.) 

Woman: How very curious. I don't think that I've ever seen a man 

in a white toga on campus before, and certainly not one carrying a 

gold watch on a chain. I wonder where on earth he could be going. 

(To the baby) Come on little one, let's go see. (The book falls from 

her lap as she stands. but she doesn't seem to notice it. She picks up 

the baby carrier and follows after the man in the toga who has by 

now nearly disappeared from sight.) 
Woman: Now where could he have gone? I'm sure that I saw him go 

this way. (She suddenly gasps as she loses her footing and falls through 

a hole in the ground-something like a very large rabbit hole in fact-

36 

that she had not noticed before. The hole that she has fallen into is 

dimly lit and quite deep; she and the baby fall very slowly for a long 

time. The walls of the hole are lined with book shelves which are 

filled to overflowing with piles of dusty books, papers, and even a 

few rolled up scrolls. As they drift downward she picks an occasional 

book from a shelf and reads the title.) 
Woman: Antidosis, Gorgias, Rhetorica Ad Herennium. How 

curious, these titles all sound familiar. Institutes of Oratory, The 
Treasure of the City of Ladies, The Problem of Speech 
Genres ... Yes, I'm sure that I've heard of all of these. What a strange 

rabbit hole this is. In fact, I'm beginning to think that this may not be 

an ordinary rabbit hole at all. And where did that man in the toga go? 

(Their fall ends rather suddenly, though fairly gently. The woman 

finds herself standing in a well lit garden with trees and paths, not 

unlike the mall that she has just left. She leans over the baby carrier, 

checking to be sure that he landed safely.) 
Woman: Well, we seem to have made it here in one piece, though 

I'm not sure exactly where here is, and there doesn't seem to be 

anyone around to ask. (She stands up, looks around, and sees the 

man in the toga hurrying off in the distance.) Oh, look. There's the 

man in the toga; let's see if he can tell us where we are. (She picks up 

the baby carrier and rushes after him.) Excuse me, excuse me, Sir, 

Sir, do you have a minute? 
(He stops and turns around to look at her as she draws nearer.) 

Man: Well, actually no, I really don't. 
Woman: But, this will just take a second. (She gets in front of him to 

block his way.) 
Man: Oh, dear! Oh, dear! I shall be too late. I don't have any time to 

stop and talk with silly, bothersome girls just now. My students are 

waiting. Can't have them wondering off and getting into trouble 

now can I? Young men today just aren't what they used to be you 

know. "Even the most promising of our young men are wasting 

their youth in drinking bouts, in parties, in soft living and childish 

folly to the neglect of all efforts to improve themselves; while 

those of grosser nature are engaged from morning until night in 

extremes of dissipation. You see some of them chilling their wines 

at the Nine fountains, others drinking in taverns, tossing dice in 

37 



gambling dens; and many, hanging about the training schools of 

the flute girls. I discourage such 

habits in my pupils."3 

Woman: My goodness, cavorting with flute girls? Is that what your 

students are doing when you're not around? 
Man: I certainly hope not. I'd rather be a miserable logographer again 

than see that happen. My pupils know the importance of good moral 

character. They must allow themselves to be shaped by the best of 

conventional morality. Even if their inner souls are not truly virtuous 

and they are only emulating moral behavior, that is a good start. Virtue 

will eventually become a habit and gradually modify the inner man 

as well. My students know that without the force of virtue and 

morality behind them, no one will listen to them when they speak. 

They cannot move an audience, persuade it to think as they think, if 

the audience does not first respect them.4"The stronger a man's desire 

to persuade his hearers, the more zealously will he strive to be 

honorable and to have the esteem of his fellow-citizens." 5 

(The man steps around the woman and begins walking again. She 

follows along just a few steps behind him.) 
Woman: I see. (She pauses.) What's a logographer? 

Man: There, that's just the kind of question that an ignorant girl 

would ask. 
Woman: Is it worse than cavorting with flute girls? 

Man: (gives her an incredulous look over his shoulder) A logographer 

is a petty speech writer-someone who puts words into the mouths 

of those who are too ignorant to do it themselves. 
Woman: What's wrong with that? 
Man: It is not a noble profession. 
Woman: Why not? 
Man: Because a truly educated man should speak his own words. 

Woman: What about women? 
Man: Women;s speech doesn't matter. Generally, the less of it the 

better. But a man's words matter. He must in particular make sure 

that he knows his audience well enough to form an argument that 

will move them and draw them into action. "Oratory is only really 

,good if it has the qualities of fitness for the occasion, propriety of 

style and originality of treatment. For what has been said by one 
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speaker is not equally useful for the speaker who comes after 

him. "6 A man who does not chose his own words can never appreciate 

this. 
Woman: So you're a speech teacher? 
Man: That is only a small part of what I do. My students must learn 

from my example. They must be securely grounded in self-control 

and good moral habits and fully versed in all the liberal arts. 

Woman: All the liberal arts'? So you teach math and science as well 

as speech? 
Man: Certainly. Although they are not a student's most important 

subject, these other areas have a significant place in one's education. 

"For while we are occupied with the. subtlety and exactness of 

astronomy and geometry and are forced to apply our minds to 

difficult problems, and are, in addition, being habituated to speak 

and apply ourselves to ; what is said and shown to us, and not to 

let our wits go wool-gathering, we gain the power, after being 

exercised and sharpened on these disciplines, of grasping and 

learning more easily and more quickly those subjects which are of 

more importance and greater value." 7 ' 

Woman: Like rhetoric? 
Man: Of course. 
Woman: What about Truth and Wisdom and those things. Don't you 

want your students to gain that? 
Man: Oh no. Leave those things to the philosophers. How can anyone 

really determine truth? Is there only one truth? Isn't one man's wisdom 

another man's folly? You could sit and think about these things all 

day, every day, for years and never have any more answers than you 

did when you started. Oh, no. I'm much more practical. My students 

will become ethical and effective political leaders. That's what really 

matters, and you'd be wise to see that that baby of yours gets tha~ 

kind of education. After all look at what sitting around, reflecting on 

truth got Socrates. 
Woman: I see. 
Man: Well, as I said earlier, I must get back to my students. (He 

looks again at his 
watch) Oh, and I'm late for my croquet appointment. Do be a good 

girl and run along now and fetch me my white sandals. (He starts to 
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walk away.) 
Woman: Oh, wait, Mr. ... uh ... Mr .... 
Man: Isocrates, just Isocrates, no Mr. 
Woman: OK, Isocrates. Could you just please tell me how I can get 

out of here? 
Isocrates: (He gives her a scathing look) I am not a cartographer, 

nor am I in charge of traffic control, and as I've said before I do not 

nave time to waste on silly, prattling girls who should be fetching 

sandals instead of wandering around where they don't belong and 

asking questions. (He walks off, leaving the woman standing alone 

on the path with the baby carrier.) 
Woman: Well. What an unpleasant man. I' 11 bet he doesn't even 

know the way out either. We' 11 just have to find it on our own. Come 

on little boy. (She picks up the baby carrier and begins to walk.) 

(Presently she comes to a fork in the path. At this intersection stands 

a large tree. Another man in a toga appears on one of the lowest 

branches of the tree. He grins widely at the woman as she approaches.) 

Woman: (to the baby) Oh dear, I would swear that man wasn't there 

just_a minute ago. How curious; I wonder where he could have come 

from. (to the man) Excuse me sir, I don't mean to bother you, but 

would you tell me please which way I ought to go from here? 

Man: That depends a good deal on where you want to get to. 

Woman: Well, I'm trying to get home. But I really have no idea 

where that is. 
Man: If you don't know where you're going then you probably won't 

arrive there. 
Woman: That's why I'm asking you if you know which way I should 

go. 
Man: Why would you expect that I would know the location of your 

home when you don't even know it? 
Woman: Of course I know the location of my home. It's just that I 

don't know where it is in relation to this place. In fact, I don't even 

know what this place is, let alone where it is or how to get out of it. I 

decided to try following this path, but it splits here, and I don't know 

which path to take or even if either path leads to anything at all. 

Man: Consider the use of logic, woman. All paths must lead to some 

destination. These are both paths; therefore, either one will take you 
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somewhere. 
Woman: But, I don't just want to go anywhere. I want to go home. 

What do I have to do to persuade you to tell me where exactly each 

of these paths will take me? 
Man: Ah, in order to persuade one must be "able to reason logically, 

to understand human character and goodness in their various forms, 

and to understand the emotions." 8 You must understand your 

audience if you wish to move them to action. Appeal to their minds, 

their emotions, their sense of justice. 
Woman: (getting angry) Look, I don't think that I'm asking for all 

that much. Either you know where these paths go or you don't. It 

really isn't fair for you to sit there and play games with me just because 

you know where you are and I don't. It's a silly waste of time to 

stand here arguing semantics with me when you know perfectly well 

that all I want to know is which direction to take. Can't you perform 

the simple kindness of just telling me which path goes where? 

Man: (looking pleased) Well done. Logos, ethos, and pathos all at 

once. Though I might point out that you are a little weak on the logic 

end of the argument. Of course that is to be expected from a woman. 

Woman: What? 
Man: However, you've very nicely appealed to the emotions. Your 

reference to kindness is particularly well put. Since kindness can be 

"defined as helpfulness towards some one in need, not in return 

for anything, nor for the advantage of the helper himself; but for 

that of the person helped.:9 Consequently, now if I do not answer 

your question, I shall appear to be unkind, since helping you clearly 

will not hinder me in any way. Therefore, there is no reason not to 

grant your request. 
Woman: (through gritted teeth) Thank you Mr ..... ? 

Man: Aristotle. 
Woman: Of course, I should have known. (A confused expression 

crosses her face.) But aren't you dead? 
Aristotle: Now think logically woman. How could I be sitting here 

talking to you if I were dead? 
Woman: Well, nothing else in this place seems to be operating 

logically. One generally, logically, doesn't expect to fall down a rabbit 

hole and into some strange place where the people are insulting and 
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unhelpful and none of the paths are labeled. 
Man: There you go again. Excellent ethos, but very weak logos. 

Woman: (Through gritted teeth) Would you please just tell me where 

the paths go?· 
Aristotle: The path on the right leads to a French man's house and 

the path on the left leads to the home of one of my fellow Greeks. 

Woman: And beyond that where does each one go? 

Aristotle: They rejoin, once again forming just one path. 

Woman: So essentially you' re telling me that it doesn't matter which 

path I take since they both end up at the same place anyway? 

Aristotle: It does if you wish to go to the French man's house. 

Woman: But, I don't want to go to the French man's house. I want to 

go to my house. I can't believe that you've keep me standing here 

arguing with you for the last half an hour over ... 

Aristotle: (interrupts her) "The use of persuasive speech is to lead 

to decisions. When we know a thing and have decided about it, 

there is no further use in speaking about it." 10 

(Aristotle then vanishes before the woman can say anything in 

response. His body disappears first, then his disembodied grin hovers 

in the air for a few seconds before also fading. The woman looks 

surprised and then shrugs her shoulders and starts down the left path.) 

Woman: This place just becomes curiouser and curiouser by the 

minute. 
(Before long she comes upon a long table sitting in the middle of the 

path. Although the table is elaborately set to accommodate tea for 

ten or fifteen people, only two men are presently sitting there. They 

huddle together at one end, deep in animated conversation. The first 

man appears to be slightly older than the other and, like Isocrates and 

Aristotle, is wearing a toga. The second man therefore seems oddly 

out of place in his suit and tie. He is also almost entirely bald and has 

wire-rimmed glasses on. Upon arriving at the table the woman 

gratefully collapses into one of the chairs and begins to rub her feet. 

The two men ignore her completely until she sits down.) 

Second Man: No room; there's no room here. 
First Man: Move on, we've no room here. 

Woman: Don't be ridiculous. Of course there's room. There must be 

at least ten empty chairs here. 
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First Man: What my esteemed colleague meant of course was that 

we don't want to be bothered by some silly prattling girl. We are 

having an intellectual conversation-a dialogue between educated 

men. 
Woman: (very irritated) Don't worry. I promise; no prattling. Just 

let me sit and rest a minute. 
Second Man: Would you like some tea? 
Woman: That would be very nice thank you. 

(Before long she comes upon a long table sitting in the middle of the 

path. Although the table is elaborately set to accommodate tea for 

ten or fifteen people, only two men are presently sitting there. They 

huddle together at one end, deep in animated conversation. The first 

man appears to be slightly older than the other and, like Isocrates and 

Aristotle, is wearing a toga. The second man therefore seems oddly 

out of place in his suit and tie. He is also almost entirely bald and has 

wire-rimmed glasses on. Upon arriving at the table the woman 

gratefully collapses into one of the chairs and begins to rub her feet. 

The two men ignore her completely until she sits down.) 

Second Man: No room; there's no room here. 
First Man: Move on, we've no room here. 
Woman: Don't be ridiculous. Of course there's room. There must be 

at least ten empty chairs here. 
First Man: What my esteemed colleague meant of course was that 

we don't want to be bothered by some silly prattling girl. We are 

having an intellectual conversation-a dialogue between educated 

men. 
Woman: (very irritated) Don't worry. I promise; no prattling. Just 

let me sit and rest a minute. 
Second Man: Would you like some tea? 
Woman: That would be very nice thank you. 

(He hands her a cabbage. The woman looks at it, confused.) 

Woman: !thought you asked if I wanted some tea? 

Second Man: I did. 
Woman: Then it wasn't very civil of you to give me a cabbage was 

it? 
Second Man: It wasn't very civil of you to sit down without being 
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invited. 
First Man: He's playing with your mind. He does it to everyone. 
Woman: By giving them cabbages? 
Second Man: No, no, no. I am demonstrating a point. "I would like 
to show that discourses, in the form in which they can be heard or 
read, are not, as one might expect, a mere intersection of things and 
words: an obscure web of things, and a manifest, visible, colored 
chain of words, I would like to show that discourse is not a slender 
surface of contact, or confrontation, between a reality and a language, 
the intrication of a lexicon and an experience, I would like to show 
with precise examples that in analyzing discourses themselves, one 
sees the loosening of the embrace, apparently so tight, of words and 
things, and the emergence of a group of rules proper to discursive 
practice. These rules define not the dumb existence of a reality, not 
the canonical use of a vocabulary, but the ordering of objects. "11 

Woman: (dryly to First Man) He must be Foucault, right? ... 
First Man: (To the woman) You see what I mean? The Archaeology 
of Knowledge, Madness and Civilization, The History of 
Sexuality-its all just mind games. 
Foucault: Now, pay attention. The word "tea" does not reflect some 
unalterable inalienable truth. It merely signifies to certain people in 
a certain place and time a certain substance. It is a social construct, 
not a conveyer of preexisting meaning. You must consider who is 
speaking. "What role, legal status, social privilege, or other 
certification determines who may claim the right to speak? "12 
What are the discursive practices of our society that led you to believe 
that I should hand you a cup of flavored liquid rather than a green 
leafy object? 
First Man: Now listen my friend. You certainly are just wasting 

your time confusing this silly girl who cannot possibly begin to 
comprehend your convoluted ideas. However, "let me assure you 
that if ever there was a man who debated with another from a 
desire of knowing the truth of the subject discussed, I am such a 
man; and so, I trust, are you. "13 

Foucault: Oh, no, sir. We must question the very concepts of truth, 
reality, language, representation, authority, and subjectivity that have 
shaped our world. We must instead begin to see that our truths and 
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realities are determined by the "relations between institutions, 
economic and social processes, behavioral patterns, systems of 
norms, techniques, types of classification, modes of 
characterizations. This is not to deny the existence of an object or a 
phenomenon, but to acknowledge that everything we know of them 
is a function of the needs or desires of society and institutions and 
of available methods of coming to know something."14 We must 
understand that there are no universal truths, no external positions of 
certainty, and no universal understandings that are beyond history 
and society.15 We are in a sense trying to deconstruct a ship in the 
ocean while we are still on it and then reconstruct it again. 
First Man: How can you say such things? Do you align yourself 
with the miserable Sophists? Of course there are universal truths set 
down by the gods before we were ever born. Transcendent truth exists 
and is accessible to human beings. "We can recognize it because 
we knew it before our birth when our souls were with the Divine 
Finding truth now is difficult because we must work to remember 
what has been covered over in our minds by the experience of 
carnality. We must clear away the worldly debris that obscures the 
truth."16 
Woman: (to Foucault) Is he perhaps Plato? 
Foucault: (with a droll expression on his face) How did you guess? 
Woman: (wryly) The toga must have given him away. 
Plato: It is man's job, his mission in life to determine what these 
truths are and to recognize them. Without truth, what do we have to 
base morality on? 
Foucault: Morality is merely a social construction. 
Plato: No, morality comes from the truth which is linked to the Divine. 
We are obligated to let our words be shaped and informed by truth. 
Otherwise you are nothing more than a Sophist, a moral relativist 
who has no reason not to be manipulative, deceitful, or downright 
corrupt in the use of discourse. A philosopher and teacher should 
instead use discourse that is analytic, objective, and dialectical to 
shape his audience for its own good.17 
Foucault: In essence then you are merely using discourse-this 
analytic, objective dialogue that you speak of-to get your students 
to think the way you think. 
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Plato: No, together, you and your students, through dialogue, discover 

and remember the truth. The teacher is like a midwife who helps the 

student give birth to truth. "The teacher who is raising the student 

toward transcendence plants seeds in the student's soul that will 

eventually flower and in tum reproduce themselves in other souls, 

propagating transcendent know ledge." l 8 

Foucault: Of course. An institution or a discipline can only survive 

if it reproduces itself. But just because you've succeeded in making 

all your students think alike does not mean that you have all arrived 

at some final transcendent knowledge. 
Plato: Are you accusing me of ... 
Woman: (She interrupts him; he glares at her) Excuse me gentlemen. 

I don't mean to interrupt, but it seems to me that this conversation 

could go on forever without either of you ever convincing the other 

of anything. So, if you don't mind I' 11 be on my way. 

Plato: We never asked you to stay in the first place. 

Woman: I don't suppose that either of you could show me which 

way is out? 
Both Men: No. 
Woman: I didn't think so. 
(She again starts down the path with the baby carrier. In the 

background we hear the 
men resume their argument.) 
Woman: Well little boy, I don't know where we're going, but where 

ever we end up it can't be any worse than that awful tea party. Oh, 

look I think I see a house in the distance. (The woman crosses to a 

small stone cottage. As she approaches a loud crash is heard followed 

by a shriek and another crash, then silence.) 
Woman: Oh dear, I hope nothing terrible has happened. I suppose 

that we'd better go and check though. (She somewhat timidly knocks 

at the door. The door is thrown open by a very large man in a white 

chef's hat and apron. He brandishes a cast-iron skillet in one hand 

like a weapon and waves a wooden spoon about with the other. He 

appears to be quite agitated.) 
Cook: I suppose that you're here to see her. 
Woman: Well, actually I heard the .... 
Cook: Come on then. I don't have all day, she's inside. 
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(The woman follows the cook into the main room of the cottage. At 

one end of the room sits a lady-in an ornate renaissance dress. She 

is calmly rocking a baby while intently working on a manuscript in 
front of her. She is surrounded by piles of old leather-bound books. ) 

Cook: Someone to see you Madam. 
(The lady looks up and smiles as the woman enters the room. The 

cook crosses to the other side of the room and begins loudly banging 

around with the pots and kettles in the background.) 

Lady: Hello. I don't believe we've met. My name is Christine. Is that 

a baby in there? 
Woman: Yes, it's my little boy. 
(Christine gets up to look in the baby carrier) 
Christine: What a pleasing face he has. And what a clever way of 

carrying him about. I wonder if I could design something like that 

for my little one. It's so difficult to hold him and write at the same 

time. (A loud bang comes from the cook on the other side of the 

room. The woman jumps, but Christine completely ignores it.) 

Woman: I'm sorry to disturb you. It's just that I seem to be lost and 

I'm ... 
Christine: (interrupting her) Oh you're not disturbing me. I always 

enjoy the company of other women. We must stick together you know. 

If we can't be a source of strength and defense for each other, what 

do we have? Certainly very few men will be willing to stand up for 

us. In tact, that's just what I was writing about when you came in. 

Cook: (banging on a pot for emphasis) What business does any 

woman have with writing? "The woman of fluent tongue is never 

chaste."19 

(Christine appears uninterested in this outburst. She merely smiles 

sadly and shakes her head.) 
Christine: You see what I mean? When men don't even want _to 

allow women to write we certainly cannot depend upon them to 

support and defend us. What man wants to acknowledge a woman as 

his equal? 
Cook: Equal?Woman was made to be man's helpmate not his equal. 

God created woman out of man in so as to be subservient to him. 

Christine: But, "God formed the body of woman from one of his 

ribs, signifying that she should stand at his side as a companion 
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and never lie at his feet like a slave, and also that he should love 

her as his own flesh. I don't know if you have already noted this: 

she was created in the image of God. How can any mouth dare to 

slander the vessel which bears such a noble imprint?"20 

Cook: Noble imprint? Ha! It is man and only man that was made in 

the image of God. Woman is nothing but a silly, emotional, illogical 

i1;Uitation. And, don't forget that it is through woman that evil and sin 

were brought into this world. 

Christine: "If you are claiming that man was banished because of 

Lady Eve, I tell you that he gained more through Mary than he 

lost through Eve. As far as women's emotions are concerned, God 

has certainly looked favorably on that trait in the past. He did not 

despise the tears of Mary Magdalen, but accepted them and forgave 

her sins and through the merits of' those tears she is in glory in 

Heaven. And do not forget that Jesus Christ wished that his 

resurrection be first reported by a woman."21 You see, women's 

words-their speech and their writings-are important. 

Cook: Women, like children, are better if seen and not heard. 

Christine: (looks sadly at the woman) You see how it is. Men will 

not defend us. I don't know how it happened that so many different 

men are so inclined to express so many wicked insults about women. 

It seems that they all speak from one and the same mouth. 22Nor 

do I know what motivates these attacks, perhaps it is greed, envy, 

impotence or thwarted desire. But. whatever the motivation, I see it 

as my task, indeed my mission, to dispel these virulent falsehoods 

about women. With my pen I am "attempting to build a city of' 

ladles in which all valiant women might find refuge from attacks 

and slander. "23 
Woman: With your pen ... ? 

Christine: Yes. For it is by my writing that I both support and defend 

myself. Of course some insist that my writing is not my own. They 

claim that clerks or priests must have written my works for me, for 

they could not come from feminine intelligence. But those who say 

such things are ignorant, for they are not aware of the writings of 

other women who have been mentioned in past times.24 

Cook: Feminine intelligence? Ha! There's a contradiction in terms. 

If women are so intelligent show me your famous writers, skillful 
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leaders, courageous fighters, or learned philosophers. Who among 

your sex can be counted as great? 
Christine: Why the list is nearly inexhaustible. Elizabeth of England, 

Catherine de Medici, Eleanor of Aquitaine, Isabella of Aragon-who 

can deny that they were powerful and skillful rulers? The Bible tells 

us of the bravery and strength of Ruth, Rachel, Sarah, Rahab, and 

Deborah. From the ancients we learn of the nobility of Hecuba, the 

cleverness of Penelope, the wisdom of Cassandra, the faithfulness of 

Iphigenia, and the strength of Medea. Who can dispute the intelligence 

of Sappho, Isotta Nogarola, Zenobia, or Nicostrata? Of course Athena, 

the goddess of wisdom and justice, was a woman. As I said the list is 

lengthy and I have only just begun to name the names. This despite 

the fact that women are rarely educated and often must fight for every 

bit of knowledge that comes their way because most men maintain 

that schooling is wasted on women. 
Cook: Exactly so. Women, on the whole, are notoriously ignorant. 

Christine: But it is due to the constraints on women's activities that 

they do not learn more. "Women, confined to their domestic duties 

are not challenged to know more and thus remain simple-minded. 

All the same, there is no doubt that Nature provided them with the 

qualities of body and mind found in the wisest and most learned 

men. If it were customary to send daughters to school like sons, 

and if they were taught the natural sciences, they would learn as 

thoroughly and understand the subtleties of all the arts and sciences 

as well as men."25 In fact, they might even do better. After all, it is 

not they who start wars, create famine, impoverish children, or cause 

political turmoil. If this world of ours is an example of the best that 

learned men can do, then perhaps they had better turn it over to the 

women. Certainly none of this sorrow exists in my city of ladies. (At 

this, a particularly loud bang is heard as one of the pots goes flying 

through the window and the room is filled with a cloud of pepper.)· 

Christine: Oh dear. I'd ask you to stay for dinner, but whenever he 

gets upset the cook puts entirely too much pepper in the soup. I'm 

sure that it will be completely inedible today. (Another pot flies across 

the room as the cook sputters curses.) 
Woman: That's all right. I really should get going anyway. If you 

could just tell me how to get out of this place and back to ... well...to 
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where I came frorn ... that is ... the top of the rabbit hole I think ... 

Christine: I would suggest following the path. It generally takes 

people where they need to go. 
Woman: Thank you and good luck with your writing. (A clay jug 

shatters against the wall behind Christine's head as the woman exits 

through the front door.) 
Woman: (To the baby, as she continues down the path) Well, my 

little one, I'm not sure if we'll ever make it back at this rate. (A short 

while later she comes to a rose garden. It is carefully laid out in a 

clear grid pattern with red and white rose trees precisely placed 

according to their size and color. A man is standing on a stool beneath 

one of the red rose trees carefully painting each of its roses white. He 

is meticulously dressed in French Renaissance clothing-every crease 

has been carefully pressed and every thread is in exactly its proper 

place. This is clearly a man to whom style and decorum are of great 

importance/) 
Woman: Excuse me. Mr. ah .... 
Man: Ramus 
Woman: Thank you, what are you doing? 
Ramus: What does it look like I'm doing? 

Woman: It looks like you' re painting those red roses white. However, 

I have learned that one is not to take things at face value in this place. 

A rabbit hole becomes a library, tea is mistaken for cabbage ... it can 

all be very confusing. 
Ramus: That is ridiculous and stupid. Good God, a rabbit hole is a 

rabbit hole; a library is a library; tea is tea; and cabbage is cabbage. 

Each of those things is clearly observable. Obviously, you haven't 

been paying attention. 
Woman: (beginning to get annoyed) Very well then, perhaps you 

can explain your perfectly observable reason for painting those roses 

white. 
Ramus: Of course. The roses on this tree were supposed to be white. 

The diagram of the garden that I have clearly specifies this. However, 

the stupid and useless gardener did not follow the model as he was 

directed to. Consequently we now have red roses where there are 

supposed to be white ones. 
Woman: I don't see that it really matters whether the roses are red or 
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white. 
Ramus: Of course it matters. I abhor sloppiness and disorganization

whether in gardening or anything else, philosophy for example. 

Without a clear plan of organization everything gets muddled and 

confused. 
Woman: (becoming more skeptical by the minute) How can you 

have disorganized philosophy? 
Ramus: Clearly you have not read Aristotle, Cicero or Quintilian or 

you would not ask such a stupid and useless question. All of them are 

prime examples of miserable, fallacious, sloppy thinking. 

Woman: How curious. It seems to me that most people consider 

Aristotle, Cicero, and Quintilian to be some the most intelligent men 

of their time-perhaps of all time. 

Ramus: Naturally, "if I were to say that Aristotle was a failure in 

philosophy, and Cicero and Quintilian each a failure in style, I 

would seem to be not quite sane. However, must those who excel 

in one or many virtues necessarily excel in them all ? And is it 

necessary to think them not men, but gods in all things?"26 

Woman: Well no .... 
Ramus: The writings of these scholars reveal that while they indeed 

collected a lot of material, they did not evaluate it sufficiently, for 

in some places I look in vain for a syllogism. And they did not 

arrange it in a sufficiently fitting order, the dialectical and rhetorical 

arts of Aristotle, Cicero, and Quintilian are fallacious and confused 

in their treatment of' the dialectical and rhetorical usage of reason, 

and then of speech-he usage. "27 
Woman: And I'm sure you'll tell me just how they are confused. 

Ramus: Certainly, take Quintilian for example. "His instructions of 

oratory were not correctly ordered, organized or described. He teaches 

that an orator cannot be perfect unless he is a good man. Ha! I assert 

indeed that such a definition of an orator seems to me to be useless 

and stupid."28 An orator needs to speak eloquently and convincingly. 

Whether he is a good man or not is of little consequence. Even a bad 

man can speak well. Good God, there are countless examples of 

scoundrels and charlatans smooth-talking their way into people's 

minds. "For although I admit that rhetoric is a virtue, it is virtue of 

the mind and the intelligence, as in all the true liberal arts, whose 
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followers can still be men of the utmost moral depravity. Nor is 

rhetoric a moral virtue as Quintilian thinks, so that whoever possesses 

it is incapable of being a wicked man." 29 "Rhetoric should 

demonstrate the embellishment of speech first in tropes and figures, 

second in dignified delivery."30 It should not be concerned with moral 

philosophy. "Quintilian should have defined rhetoric so that first of 

all he would grasp as a whole the material belonging strictly to the 

ait and distinct and separate from all other art's material. "31 Quintilian 

and his sort just didn't have a practical view of the world. Instead 

they sat in their little Greek gardens and talked in circles around each 

other in an attempt to discover the "truth". And what did those 

dialogues accomplish? Nothing! Good God, What is the practicality 

of pursuing some intangible truth? What will that get you? It is not 

what is true, but what is teachable that matters. And, if it's not tangible, 

it's not teachable. 
Woman: So what is the practicality of painting all those roses? Isn't 

that just a useless and stupid waste of time? 

Ramus: Certainly not. This garden was carefully laid out in the most 

stylish, practical, and orderly way possible. I am simply carrying out 

the plan! (He turns his back to her and pointedly resumes painting 

roses. The woman shakes her head and continues on down the path.) 

Woman: (to the baby) Well, my little one. He certainly wasn't much 

help. I'm not sure if we'll ever make it back at this rate. Oh dear, 

what can that possibly be? (The woman is walking towards a giant 

mushroom. A man huddles on top of this mushroom reading a book 

of Latin poetry. He is surrounded by billows of smoke pouring forth 

from a hookah and he is drinking a cup of very black tea. The man is, 

of course, Bahktin. He looks up as the woman approaches.) 

Bahktin: Hello, who might you be? 

Woman: (looking up at the giant mushroom, a little overwhelmed) I 

hardly know anymore sir. At home I knew who I was, but in this 

strange place it's becoming harder and harder to tell who I am, what 

I think, or where my identity is. 
Bahktin: I see. Would you care for some tea? 

Woman: (a slightly alarmed expression crosses her face) Oh no. Thank 

you, but I'm discovering that one doesn't always receive what one 

expects in this place. The last person who offered me tea gave me 
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cabbage instead. 
Bahktin: Ah, language can be a tricky thing. 

Woman: I'm not sure what you mean, sir. It seems to me that tea is 

tea. Either you know what tea is or you don't. 

Bahktin: But there is nothing about the word tea that inherently means 

it must signify a dark, slightly aromatic beverage prepared from tea 

leaves by infusion with boiling water. "Tea" only means that if you 

and the person with whom you are engaging in dialogue both agree 

that it means that. Meaning can only be understood within the social 

situations in which language appears. It is a negotiation between the 

speaker and the receiver, and it is ultimately only one element of the 

broader theme of the utterance. 
Woman: (looking confused) Theme of an utterance? 

Bahktin: You have determined within your social constructs that the 

individual word. tea, has a given meaning-mainly that it signifies a 

dark, aromatic beverage. That meaning is expected to remain constant. 

The beverage in question is generally not called tea one day and 

lemonade the next. However, "tea" is just one element of the utterance, 

"Would you care for some tea?" "The theme of that utterance is 

determined not only by the linguistic forms that comprise it

words, morphological and syntactic structures, sounds, and 

intonation-but also by extraverbal factors of the situation. Should 

we miss these situational factors, we would be as little able to 

understand an utterance as if we were to miss its most important 

words." 32You must listen to my voice, watch my expressions, and 

compare these things to your previous experience in order to determine 

if the theme of that utterance is in truth an attempt to offer you a cup 

of hot, aromatic liquid, flavored with tea leaves. As a listener you are 

an active receptor of all that I say. From the first word I utter, you are 

already mentally forming a response. Your mind is undergoing·~ 

constant process of analysis and comparison. If I were to offer you a 

cup of tea while laughing hysterically, smiling slyly, or holding out a 

cabbage to you, you might begin to question whether you are correctly 

understanding the theme of my utterance. But, since I am doing none 

of those things, and am in fact holding a cup of tea in my hand as we 

speak, you might wisely assume that the expectation of actually 

receiving a cup of tea is a valid one. 
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Woman: Well, actually whether you intend to give me tea or cabbages 

really doesn't matter since in any case I really don't have time for 

either one. I'm sure that my baby is getting hungry and I really must 

get home to feed him. And, as he neither eats cabbages nor drinks tea 

yet, I must be on my way. Good bye. 
(She continues down the path away from the giant mushroom. As 

she leaves, Bahktin can be heard mumbling Latin poetry. Presently 

she comes to a carefully mowed field in which a number of croquet 

wickets have been set up. At one end of the field a regal looking 

woman is playing croquet. She is using a pink flamingo as a mallet 

and a small hedgehog serves as the ball. The woman, however, seems 

to generally be paying very little attention to the croquet game and in 

fact frequently stops playing, sets the flamingo aside, takes out a 

journal-like notebook and begins writing in it in white ink.) 

Woman: How curious. I don't think that I've ever seen anyone play 

croquet like that before. Don't you think that it's a little hard on the 

poor hedgehog? 
Croquet Player: (looks up from her notebook and yells with a heavy 

French accent) Off with her head! 
Woman: (with a shocked expression) Excuse me, Ma'am .... 

Croquet Player: Madame. 
Woman: Madame. 
Croquet Player: Cixous. 
Woman: Cixous? 
Croquet Player: Madame Cixous. 
Woman: Oh, of course. I'm sorry. Madame Cixous, I didn't mean to 

disturb you. I just thought... 
Cixous: (interrupts her) That is precisely your problem. 

Woman: What? 
Cixous: Thinking. All of Western thought has been based on a 

systematic repression of women's experience. We have been taught 

that to think means to use only the mind, to be logical--to be like men 

are supposed to be. We are expected to separate ourselves from our 

bodies and our emotions and become little more than talking heads 

spewing forth meaningless logic. We must regain our bodies. We 

must begin to think and to write as women, using our own words and 

structures. We must throw away the chains of our phallocentric past 
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and begin to write our bodies with pens that are not merely a symbolic 

substitution for the sword, but with ink that comes from mother's 

milk. 
Woman: Mother's milk? 

Cixous: Yes. For a woman-"t here is always within her at least a 

little of that good mother's milk. She writes in white ink. "33 

Woman: That seems a little unreasonable. I mean wouldn't it be 

awfully hard to read something written in milk? 

Cixous: Reason? You must drop this obsession with reason. "Nearly 

the entire history of writing is confounded with the history of 

reason, of which it is at once the effect, the support, and one of the 

privileged alibis. It has been one with the phallocentric tradition." 34 

Off with the head! Off with reason and logic and phallocentric 

thinking. "Write yourself. Your body must be heard. Only then 

will the immense resources of the unconscious spring forth. "35 

Woman: I'm not sure that I understand what you mean by writing 

the body? Can only women do this? 

Cixous: No, no some men can achieve it-some poets like Joyce 

and Mallarme have done so. But it is harder for them. For us, "our 

texts are our bodies-hot through with streams of song. "36 

Woman: But what does that have to do with writing in milk? 

Cixous: You are a mother, no? That is your child? 

Woman: Yes. 
Cixous: Perhaps that will help you understand. There is within each 

of us an inner mother. I don't mean the overbearing, clutchy 

"mother" but, rather, "what touches you, the equi-voice that affects 

you, fills your breast with an urge to come to language and launches 

your force, the rhythm that laughs you, the intimate recipient who 

makes all metaphors possible and desirable; body, no more 

describable than god, the soul, or the Other; that part of you that 

leaves a space between yourself and urges you to inscribe in 

language your woman's style."37 It is from that place that we must 

try to write. That will inspire us away from the linear, logical, rigid 

ways of thinking, speaking, and writing that we have been 

indoctrinated into for centuries. We have been taught to tum away 

from our bodies, from that inner voice that nurtures us. It is that inner 
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voice that we need to regain and reclaim. 
(The baby begins to cry; the woman leans over the carrier and tries to 

soothe it.) 
Cixous: (The baby continues to cry more and more loudly while 

Cixous speaks and the woman tries without luck to soothe it.) You 

see, when the child cries the mother responds immediately. Her body 

itself responds to the cry. Her blood curses more quickly, her heart 

races, her breasts begin to tingle. It is this physical response that you 

want to bring to the written page. "Women should break out of the 

snare of silence. They shouldn't be conned into accepting a domain 

which is the margin or the harem. 38Write, let no one hold you 

back, let nothing stop you: not man; not the imbecilic capitalist 

machinery, in which publishing houses are the crafty, obsequious 

relayers of imperatives handed down by an economy that works 

against us and off our backs; and not yourself. Smug-faced readers, 

managing editors, and big bosses don texts of women ... "39 

(During this speech Cixous' voice begins to be increasingly drowned 

out by the crying baby, and the croquet course begins to fade, blurring 

into the park from the opening scene. The woman has fallen asleep 

against the side of a tree-Bizzell and Herzberg open in her lap. The 

crying baby startles her awake and she moves to the baby carrier to 

pick him up and calm him.) 
Woman: There now, little one, it's all right. Everything's OK. (She 

pats him on the back.) Goodness, what a curious dream that was. It 

all seemed so real though. I think that I had conversations with 

Aristotle and Isocrates, and I think I remember Plato and Foucault 

having a debate of some sort. 
(an oddly dressed man with a gentle face walks up behind the woman 

during this speech listening to her as she speaks to the baby.) 

Man: It sounds really very interesting. (realizing that he's startled 

the woman) I'm sorry, I didn't mean to eavesdrop on your 

conversation with your little one here, but dreams fascinate me. (He 

nods towards the book) I see that you're studying rhetoric? 

Woman: Yes. 
Man: (gesturing towards her pen) And, you're writing a paper as 

well? 
Woman: Well, I'm trying to. But it seems like every time I get started 
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my baby decides to cry. So, it's pretty slow going. 
Man: But, slow is better than not at all. Writing is important work. 

"In writing are the foundations of eloquence; by writing resources 

are stored up, as it were, in a sacred repository, whence they may 

be drawn forth for sudden emergencies, or as circumstances require. 

"40(The woman looks more closely at the man-something about his 

words and his style of speaking are beginning to seem very familiar 

to her.) Of course the work you do is important for your child as well 

as for you. 
Woman: How so? 
Man: It is most important, for the proper education of a child, to 

surround him with educated people. His nurses and servants must be 

intelligent. His teachers must be selected with the utmost care, and 

above all, his mother-the person who will have the most influence 

on his earliest years must herself be an educated and well-spoken 

woman. 
Woman: (laughs a little) Well, this little one won't have any servants 

or nurses to worry about. 
Man: Then your influence becomes all the more important. 

Woman: Oh dear. 
Man: And you must do all you can to see to it that he has excellent 

teachers. An instructor should adopt the feelings of a parent toward 

his pupils. "He should neither have vices in himself nor tolerate them 

in others. Let his austerity not be stem, nor his affability too easy, 

lest dislike arise from the one or contempt for the other. Let him 

discourse frequently on what is honorable and good, for the oftener 

he admonishes, the more seldom will he have to chastise. Let him 

not be of an angry temper, and yet not a conniver at what ought to be 

corrected. "4 1 

Woman: (aside) Sounds like you're looking for Mary Poppins. 

Man: Excuse me? 
Woman: Sorry. Don't you think that it will be awfully hard to 

find teachers like that? 
Man: Of course. But no effort should be spared in a child's 

education. And, I think that you will find that there are many more 

dedicated teachers than you think. 

Woman: I hope so. 
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Man: You must of course be sure to observe your child closely. 

Learn where his natural talents lie and then carefully foster those 

things for "nature attains far greater power when seconded by 

culture; and he that is led contrary to nature, cannot make due 

progress in the studies for which he is unfit, and makes those talents, 

for the exercise of which he seemed born, weaker by neglecting to 

cultivate them." 42 

Woman: But, isn't it important for students to try some things 

that may not come easily for them-to challenge themselves? 

Man: Of course. The student should be encouraged to strive to 

excel, not merely in one accomplishment, but in all the 

accomplishments even if some seem difficult while he is learning 

them. However, the emphasis of the instruction should always be 

placed on the student's strengths. And definitely there are two things 

especially to be avoided; one, to attempt what cannot be 

accomplished; and the other to divert a pupil form what he does 

well to something else for which he is less qualified. "43 

Woman: That makes sense. But, I think I have a while before I need 

to worry about all this. He's only four months old. 
Man: It's never too early to start thinking about his future you know. 

Well, it's getting late, and I really should be going. 
Woman: Thanks for the advice. You're right-it's never too early to 

start thinking. And, I really like your ideas. I bet you'd make a good 

teacher yourself. 
Man: Thank you. I have done some teaching in my day. 

Woman: Really? I'd be interested in hearing more of your views on 

education-I'm a 
teacher myself. 
Man: Well, actually most of my views are set down in that book you 

have there. (He points at the Bizzell and Herzberg.) It's the last bit of 

part one. Good luck, now, to you and your little one. (He nods his 

head, sagely, at her and walks away.) 
(The woman curiously picks up the Bizzell and Herzberg.) 

Woman: The last bit of part one? Hmmm, (She turns to that section 

and then looks up after the man with a suddenly suspicious look on 

her face.) Quintilian? 

58 

Bibliography 

Bizzell, Patricia and Bruce Herzberg. The Rhetorical Tradition: 

Reading from Classical Times to the Present. Boston: St. Martin's 

Press, 1990. 
Carroll, Lewis. Alice's Adventures in Wonderland. London: 

Richard Clay Press. 
Corbett, Edward P. J. "A Survey of Rhetoric from Classical Rhetoric 

for the Modem Student" in Selected Essays of Edward P. J. Corbett. 

Robert J. Connors (ed.). Dallas: Southern Methodist University Press, 

1989. 

Foucault, Michael. The Foucault Reader. Paul Rabinow (ed.). New 

York: Pantheon Books, 1984. 

Lerner, Gerda. The Creation of Feminist Consciousness: From the 

Middle Ages to Eighteen-seventy. New York: Oxford University 

Press, 1993. 

Murphy, James, J. (ed.). A Short History of Writing Instruction: 

From Ancient Greece to Twentieth-Century America. Davis, 

California: Hermagoas Press, 1990. 

Notes 

1 Patricia Bizzell and Bruce Herzberg, The Rhetorical Tradition: Readings 

from Classical Times to the Present (Boston: Bedford Books, 1990) l. All 

direct quotations taken from Bizzell and Herzberg or any other work are noted in 

italics to avoid any confusion that quotation marks witbin the dialogue might 

have caused. 
2 Bizzell and Herzberg l. 
3 Plato, Gorgias in Bizzell and Herzberg 63. 
4 Bizzell and Herzberg 45. 
5 Isocrates, An,tidosis in Bizzell and Herzberg 5-. 
6 Isocrates, Against the Sophists in Bizzell and Herzberg 48. 
7 Isocrates, Antidosis in Bizzell and Herzberg 51. 
8 Aristotle, Rhetoric in Bizzell and Herzberg 154. 
9 Aristotle, Rhetoric in Bizzell and Herzberg 170. 

59 



1 O Aristotle, Rhetoric in Bizzell and Herzberg 179. 

Foucault, The Archaeology of Knowledge in Bizzell and Herzberg 1135.11 

12 Bizzell and Herzberg 1127. 
l3 Plato, Gorgias in Bizzell and Herzl-erg 65. 
14 Bizzell and Herzberg 1127. 
15 Paul Rabinow, ea., The Foucault Reader (New York: Pantheon Books, 

1984) 4 
16 3izzell and Herzberg 55. 

-l7 Bizzell and Herzberg 56. 
18· Bizzell and Herzberg 60. 
19 Bizzell and Herzberg 484. 
20 Christine de Pisan, The Book of the City of Ladies quoted in Gerda 

Lerner's, The Creation of Feminist Conscious (New York: Oxford University 

Press, 1993) 144. 
21 Christine de Pisan, The Book of the City of Ladies in Lerner 145. 
22 Christine de Pisan, The Book of the City of Ladies in Lerner 258. 

2 3 Lerner 259. 
24 Christine de Pisan, l'Avision in Lerner 50. 
25 Christine de Pisan, The Book of the City of Ladies in Lerner 193. 
26 Peter Ramus, Arguments in Rhetoric Against Quintilian in Bizzell and 

Herzberg 564. 
27 Peter Ramus, Arguments in Rhetoric Against Quintilian in Bizzell and 

Herzberg 564. 
28 Peter Ramus, Arguments in Rhetoric Against Quintilian in Bizzell and 

Herzberg 565. 
29 Peter Ramus, Arguments in Rhetoric Against Quintilian in Bizzell and 

Herzberg 567. 
3o Peter Ramus, Arguments in Rhetoric Against Quintilian in Bizzell and 

Herzberg 566. 
31 Peter Ramus, Arguments in Rhetoric Against Quintilian in Bizzell and 

Herzberg 567. 
32 Mikhail Bakhtin, Marxism and the Philosophy of Language in Bizzell and 

Herzberg 942. 
33 Helene Cixcus, The laugh of the Medusa in Bizzell and Herzberg 1237. 
34 Helene Cixous, The laugh of the Medusa"in Bizzell and Herzberg 1235. 
35 Helene Cixous, The laugh of the Medusa in Bizzell and Herzberg 1236. 
36 Helene Cixous, The laugh of the Medusa in Bizzell and Herzberg 1237. 
37 71elene Cixous, The laugh of the Medusa in Bizzell and Herzberg 1237. 
38 Helene Cixous, The laugh of the Medusa in Bizzell and Herzberg 1236. 
39 Helene Cixous, The laugh of the Medusa in Bizzell and Herzberg 1234. 
40 Quintilian, Institutes of Oratory Book X in Bizzell and Herzberg 338. 
41 Quintilian, Institues of Oratory Book II in Bizzell and Herzberg 299. 
42 Quintilian, /nstitues of Oratory Book II in Bizzell and Herzberg 311. 
43 Quintilian, Institues of Oratory Book II in Bizzell and Herzberg 311-12. 

60 

Kara L. Wachlarowicz 

Finding Happiness 

• 

hat is the perfect marriage based on? Is it genuine 

affection? Is it passion? Is it esteem? Can marriages 

<v1 of convenience and social expectations be happy ones? 

In Jane Austen's Pride and Prejudice we observe the unique 

marriages of four very different couples. Mr. and Mrs. Bennet, Mr. 

Collins and Charlotte Lucas, Mr. Bingley and Jane Bennet, and Mr. 

Darcy and Elizabeth Bennet all married for different reasons. These 

reasons are ultimately responsible for the success or lack of success 

within the various marriages. Jane Austen illustrates, through 

conversations and actions, that Elizabeth and Mr. Darcy have the 

greatest chance of happiness, because their marriage is based on the 

qualities of "affection, esteem, and passion." 1 

The marriage of Mr. Bennet to Mrs. Bennet is a prime example of 

how a marriage formed due to social expectations. When Mr. Bennet 

first met Mrs. Bennet, he was "captivated by youth and beauty, and 

that appearance of good humour which youth and beauty usually 

give." 2 He asked Mrs. Bennet to marry him because marriage was 

required of the gentlemen in society. "It is a truth universally 

acknowledged that a single man in possession of a good fortune must 

be in want of a wife."3 Mr. Bennet kept in custom with this old 

saying by choosing to marry a woman who only offered him passion. 

Mrs. Bennet, in tum, agreed to marry Mr. Bennet because marriage, 

for women of the early 1800's, was a necessary action. Unlike women 

in today's society, females of the early 1800's could not have careers 

and be respected at the same time. While some women chose to 

become governesses, they were referred to as "dependents," 4 whieh 

was not a preferred label. Therefore, only two respectable ways for 

women to acquire money existed. The first way was through the 

inheritance of money from a family member. This, however, was not 

a common occurrence because sons usually inherited before daughters 

did.5 Consequently, the most common choice for women to ensure 

comfortable futures was to marry. Mrs. Bennet needed a husband 

and Mr. Bennet was offering. Jane Austen once said, "Single women 
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have a dreadful propensity for being poor, which is one very strong 
argument in favour of matrimony." 6 Mrs. Bennet accepted Mr. 
Bennet's proposal because she really had no other choice. Mr. Bennet 
offer of a respectable life was, therefore, readily accepted by Mrs. 
Bennet. 

The relationship of Mr. and Mrs. Bennet is a comical one. The 
two are completely mismatched. While Mr. Bennet is "A mixture 
of.quick parts, sarcastic humour, reserve, and caprice," Mrs. 
Bennet is "a woman of mean understanding, little information, and 
uncertain temper.'' 7 It was not until after they were married that 
Mr. Bennet found out Mrs. Bennet was a woman of "weak 
understanding and illiberal mind."8 Finding out that Mrs. Bennet 
was not the wonderful woman he had thought her to be, Mr. 
Bennet looked to his other interests for enjoyment, only relying on 
Mrs. Bennet for amusement. 

Throughout this story we laugh at the witty remarks that Mr. 
Bennet is constantly throwing at Mrs. Bennet. We are likewise 
amused at the silly retorts Mrs. Bennet returns. However, one must 
look at the marriage of Mr. and Mrs. Bennet and realize that theirs 
is not a very happy one. While initial passion and social 
expectations may have brought the two together, it did not give 
them much happiness. After a while the passion ran out, and all the 
two were left with was a passel of girls and an unhappy marriage. 

Mr. Collins and Charlotte Lucas's marriage, like that of Mr. and 
Mrs. Bennet, was one of social expectations. Mr. Collins came to 
visit the Bennets in order to find a wife. Since he was to inherit the 
Bennet estate, he figured that it would be most convenient to marry 
one of the Bennet girls. Upon his arrival he decided that Jane would 
suit him best. Unfortunately, Jane was already being courted, so Mr. 
Collins decided that Elizabeth would be a fine second choice. 

Mr. Collins, in his proposal to Elizabeth, said that when he came 
into the Bennet household he had chosen her as, "the companion of 
my future life.'' 9 He went on to say that he wanted to marry because 
it is the right thing for a clergyman to do, that he was convinced that 
it would add to his happiness, and that Lady Catherine de Bourgh 
advised him to marry. Elizabeth was appalled at his lack of interest 
in her feelings. She tried, despite her disgust of him and his ideas, to 
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let him down easy. Mr. Collins, however, would not take the hint. In 
fact, it wasn't until Mr. Bennet told him in no uncertain terms that 
Elizabeth would not be marring him, that Mr. Collins decided to 
transfer his attentions to one Charlotte Lucas. 

Charlotte Lucas readily accepted Mr. Collins' attentions. She wanted 
a husband and saw some appealing qualities in Mr. Collins. She later 
tells Elizabeth, "I am not a romantic, you know. I never was. I ask 
only a comfortable home; considering Mr. Collins's character, 
connections, and situation in life, I am convinced that my chance of 
happiness with him is as fair as most people can boast on entering 
the marriage state." 10 When Mr. Collins proposed to Charlotte, she 
accepted "solely from the pure and disinterested desire of an 
establishment."11 Charlotte agreed to marry Mr. Collins because 
she didn't want to die an old maid. She, like Mrs. Bennet, saw a 
chance at a comfortable life and took it. 

The marriage of Mr. Collins and Charlotte is not based on passion, 
mutual affection, or even esteem. It is simply based on convenience. 
Charlotte enjoyed the social standing her marriage to Mr. Collins 
brought her, and Mr. Collins enjoyed the presence of a wife. The 
arrangement worked well because neither of the two expected love 
from each other. They lived as husband and wife as society deemed 
appropriate, yet they did not have a happy marriage. 

In the marriage of Mr. and Mrs. Bennet and Mr. Collins and 
Charlotte Lucas, love and genuine affection never were mentioned. 
Both couples married out of necessity. Neither couple had a long 
courtship. They met, became acquainted, and married. In the next 
two relationships, we will see what happens when love and time come 
into play. 

Jane Bennet and Charles Bingley first meet at a ball being held at 
Meryton. Much to Mrs. Bennet's delight, the two dance twice, anq a 
mutual attraction forms. Soon, Jane is invited to dinner at Netherfield, 
Mr. Bingley's estate. Upon her arrival Jane becomes ill and is forced 
to spend her time recuperating there. After her recovery Bingley 
begins to visit Jane quite often. The Bennet household begins to 
believe that in the near future Jane will become the wife of Mr. 
Bingley. Everything seems to be going smoothly until, suddenly, the 

Bingleys leave town. 
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Jane Bennet is known by all as a kind and pretty girl. Jane would 
never do anyone harm, nor would she choose to see the worst in any 
person. Jane is the type of girl who always looks for the silver lining 
on things. When the Bingleys leave Netherfield, at first Jane chooses 
to believe that they would come back soon. However, as time goes 
by, Jane begins to feel that she has been mistaken in supposing Mr. 
Bingley's affection towards her. When Jane visits with Caroline 
Bingley, she is lead to believe that Mr. Bingley doesn't want to see 
her and that their relationship, such as it were, was over. This crushes 
Jane's feelings, yet she makes no attempt to get into contact with 
him. 

Mr. Bingley is a man who is well liked by most people. He is good 
looking, well mannered, friendly, and generally considered fun. Upon 
meeting Jane, he began to develop feelings of fondness towards her. 
He only left town under the advisement of Mr. Darcy who told him 
that Jane did not seem to truly care about him. Mr. Bingley left for 
London because he couldn't be near Jane, knowing that his feelings 
were not being reciprocated. 

At the end of the story, Mr. Darcy explains to Mr. Bingley that he 
was mistaken about Jane's lack of feeling for him. Mr. Bingley almost 
immediately goes back to Netherfield and once again becomes 
acquainted with the Bennets. He professes his love to Jane, asking 
her to marry him. Jane accepts out of mutual affections. 

Jane and Mr. Bingley's marriage is one based love and passion. 
Mr. Bennet says to Jane on hers and Mr. Bingley's future, "I have not 
a doubt of your doing very well together." 12 At the end of this story 
Jane professes that she is "certainly the most fortunate creature that 
ever existed!"i3 Everyone seems to think that Jane and Mr. Bingley 
will live happily ever after. 

While, at the end of the novel Mr. Bingley and Jane are headed for 
marital bliss, who knows what will happen in the future. How far can 
love and passion take them? All it took for Mr. Bingley to doubt 
Jane was the mere suggestion that she did not care for him. Although 
they eventually did get back together, it was only because Mr. Darcy, 
a third party, told of his mistake. Had he not spoken out, Mr. Bennet 
and Jane would still be separated. The two were not willing to take 
the chance of confronting each other when their relationship was on 

64 

the rocks. This suggests that in the event of future misunderstandings, 
love and passion will not help them to hold on to their present 
happiness. 

The relationship of Elizabeth and Mr. Darcy in Pride and Prejudice 
falls into a category which may be described as love/hate relationship. 
Elizabeth's first impression of Mr. Darcy is that he is a total snob. 
When Mr. Bingley suggests that Mr. Darcy dances with Elizabeth 
Bennet, Mr. Darcy says no. This doesn't get their relationship off to 
a great start. However, by the end of the story it is clear that Mr. 
Darcy and Elizabeth Bennet will have the happiest marriage of all, 
despite their rocky start. 

Jane Austen describes Elizabeth Bennet by saying she is as 
"delightful a character as ever appeared in print." 14 In this story we 
see Elizabeth as a girl who will not marry just because it is the thing 
to do. Unlike other girls of the time, Elizabeth doesn't accept the first 
or even second proposal she gets. She turns down both Mr. Collins 
and Mr. Darcy because they asked her to marry them without first 
considering her feelings. Elizabeth is also very opinionated. She 
doesn't hesitate to speak her mind. Unlike her sister, Jane, she is not 
adverse to thinking the worst of people. She also considers herself to 
be a good judge of character. That is why Mr. Darcy frustrates her so 
much. At times, like the Meryton ball, she sees him as a snob, but at 
other points in the story he is very kind to her, such as when he helped 
arrange the marriage of Elizabeth's sister, Lydia, to Mr. Wickham. 
All his life Fitzwilliam Darcy has been told that he is better than 
most people. He admits, that his upbringing made him "selfish and 
overbearing, to care for none beyond my own family circle." 15 Yet, 
Mr. Darcy isn't the total snob everyone, including Elizabeth, thinks 

him to be, 
Throughout this story Mr. Darcy battles his feelings for Elizabeth 

because he cannot stand her family, at least not her mother. However; 
in the end, his feelings for Elizabeth cause him to see that everyone 
has family members that are embarrassing, and that an individual 
cannot be held accountable for a family member's actions. Mr. Darcy 
realizes that his feelings for Elizabeth are all that really matters in 

the long run. 
Elizabeth also has some lessons to learn. Ever since Mr. Darcy 
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snubbed her at the Meryton baJI, she was determined to see the worst 

in him. Every time she heard something about Mr. Darcy, she was 

inclined to believe the negative, because she had built up prejudices 

against him. When Mr. Darcy proposed to her the first time, Elizabeth 

is quick to say no. She tells him that she could never marry someone 

as bad as he is. She lists off the things she has heard about him, and 

tells him that she could never marry a man who purposely broke up 

lier sister's relationship with Mr. Bingley. 
Mr. Darcy, in effort to clear up the charges Elizabeth has accused 

him of, writes her a letter explaining each of his 'crimes.' Eventually 

Elizabeth comes to realize that she let her prejudices against Mr. Darcy 

cloud her judge of character. She finds herself analyzing her feelings 

for Mr. Darcy and realizes that she loves him, despite his faults. 

In the end Elizabeth and Mr. Darcy decide to marry, not just for 

love, but because they truly like each other. When Mr. Bennet asks 

Elizabeth if she is sure that she wants to marry Mr. Darcy, she replies, 

"I do, I do like him. I love him." 16 Elizabeth explains that in the 

time she has known Mr. Darcy she realized that he truly loves her. 

He never left her, or stopped caring about her, even when they had 

rough times. 
Elizabeth and Mr. Darcy have the best chance for happiness because 

they are not marrying for one single reason. Elizabeth and Mr. Darcy 

had a mutual liking for each other. They felt passion, love, and esteem 

for each other. Unlike Mr. and Mrs. Bennet and Mr. Collins and 

Charlotte, they didn't choose to marry because it was the thing to do. 

They didn't marry for social position and wealth, in fact they married 

in spite of it. Unlike Jane and Mr. Bingley, Elizabeth and Mr. Darcy 

were able to talk their arguments and misunderstandings through. 

Elizabeth and Mr. Darcy will live a happy life together, because they 

compliment each other. They are different people, who when put 

together, fit perfectly. 
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John C. Rezmerski 

MAY 

I~ t's May-green again, and rain-and I'm feeling better 

~ ~ about spring. Names jump like fish in my wet green i brain. It's spring-sweet again, insane, and love plays a 

game of crazy pain, but such air, such arms, such blue eggs in 

Ohio, in China, in my lover's eyes. Oh, here comes the trillium, the 

dutchman's britches, here's the tune the road hums, here's the day 

all soft inside and here are the latest buds ready to bust and puff 

dusty pollen. I want to be sprung as much as I can, get aloft and • , 

love the fluff of clouds. Oh, yeah, spring again and hold me, hold 

me tight, hold me steady while I try to fly-a kite unstrung soon 

come down. 
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