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Student Notes
and Exercises
Characteristics of the Classical Epic
The Classical Epics are:


Homer, The Iliad


Language:  Greek


        
Heroes:  Achilles (Greek) and Hector (Trojan)


  Homer, The Odyssey  



Language:  Greek



Hero:  Odysseus


Virgil (Vergil) The Aeneid  



Language:  Latin



Hero:  Aeneas

Classical epics are marked by at least the illusion of orality, that is, a speaker (bard, scop, singer of tales) tells a story, presumably of events that he has either witnessed himself or heard tell of. The gods play an active and important role in the stories, often intervening in the affairs of men to change the course of events. 

Epic style: 

The style is marked by repetition, a pronounced use of epithets and a variety of names for the main characters. The speaker often refers to events, places, and characters outside the main narrative, giving the poems a feeling of great scope and comprehensiveness. The style (usually called high style) is elevated and formal. All the epics begin with an epic invocation, involving an announcement in the first person of the subject (or argument) of the work (The Iliad and The Aeneid announce a double subject) and an extremely brief description of the main action of the work, in the course of which the speaker calls upon a muse to inspire the speaker and give him strength to carry out his weighty undertaking and to answer an epic question about the causes of the main action. Classical epic begins in medias res (in the middle of things), at a critical point in the action, rather than at the beginning of the story. 

The Epic Hero: 

The protagonists of classical epic are larger-than-life men who are capable of great deeds of strength and courage. In addition, Odysseus is noted for his great cleverness, whether for good (as in his defeat of his rivals) or evil (as in his part in the destruction of Troy). All epic heroes are great warriors. Epic heroes are also national heroes. 

Epic simile: 

An epic simile is a fully developed simile that likens some thing or action in the epic to some (usually) natural action or image (landscapes, trees, the moon, the seasons, common men in everyday activities, insects or other creatures, etc.). 

Consider the following example from Homer's Iliad; the speaker is describing a volley of missiles from men defending a wall: 

. . . as storms of snow descend to the ground incessant on a winter day, when Zeus of the counsels, showing before men what shafts he possesses, brings on a snowstorm and stills the winds asleep in the solid drift, enshrouding the peaks that tower among the mountains and the shoulders out-jutting, and the low lands with their grasses, and the prospering work of men's hands, and the drift falls along the grey sea, the harbours and beaches, and the surf that breaks against it is stilled, and all things elsewhere it shrouds from above, with the burden of Zeus' rain heavy upon it; so numerous and incessant were the stones volleyed from both sides, some thrown on Trojans, others flung against the Achaians [i.e., Greeks] by Trojans, so the whole length of the wall thundered beneath them. (12.278-89) 

Richard Lattimore says of this simile, "What the missiles have in common with the snow is, of course, descent in infinite quantity, but the snowfall, described first, builds a hushed world from which we wake with a shock to the crashing battle. The ultimate effect is not of likeness, but contrast. Simile offers the most natural and frequently used, but not the only, escape from the heroic" (The Iliad of Homer, pp. 42-43). Epic similes (which often employ images from nature) are often used to give the reader the sense of great size, number, or intensity. 

Classical epics include epic games (played on the plains of Troy, between the walled city of Troy and the Greek camp on the shore, in the Iliad), a trip to the Underworld, a vision of the future, an epic catalogue of heroes, ships, or armies. The Odyssey contains an epic journey all over the known (Mediterranean) world; The Aeneid contains a journey all the way from Troy to Rome. Each journey is marked by adventure and danger. 

Check the meanings of any words I have used that you are not familiar with in your dictionary of literary terms. 

More modern epics, such as The Song of Roland, Beowulf, The Fairie Queene, or Paradise Lost, may be indebted to the classical epics in various ways. It is up to you, the reader, to measure them against those older epics and decide how much their authors owe to Homer and Virgil. 

Characteristics of the Epic (Summary)
1. It is a long narrative poem.

2. Its hero embodies the ideals of a particular nation or culture

3. It usually appears in the early stages of nationalistic or cultural consciousness

4. Its subject is a struggle for something that symbolizes a value of the culture.

5. Its heroes are aided by divine or supernatural forces 

6. It is serious and written in an elevated style

In addition, the classical epics usually employ the following con​ventions:

7. An invocation to the muse-poets felt the need of divine inspiration when celebrating epic themes

8. Catalogs-long lists of warriors, ships, etc.

9. Descriptions of weapons or armor-such aspects as their physical appearance, magical powers, and previous his​tory

10. Address to the host-a stirring speech made by the leader to inspire his men to heroism in battle

11. Descent into the underworld-the hero learns something he can find out in no other way; the trip may symbolize facing the fact of death

12. Epic similes-extended comparisons of wartime inci​dents with more familiar domestic situations; descrip​tions of nature are especially common

The Quest Hero

An Introduction to Beowulf 

The Quest Hero

· Is the primary character of an epic tale and one of the oldest archetype. 

· An epic is a tale celebrating a hero’s deeds.

The Elements of The Hero

· The main character is often male

· Hero reflects important ideals of his society

· The hero performs courageous – sometimes superhuman – deeds the reflect values.

· Determine fate of a nation

· Deal with Good vs. Evil themes. 

· The use of formal diction and tone

The Elements of the Journey

· SEPARATION

· Unusual Origin –  something special about the hero

· The Call to the Quest –  hero must save his people

· INITIATION

· Road of Trials – monsters faced by the hero

· The Journey to the Underworld / Nadir –  hero struggles with depression, and might just take a trip to the afterlife 

· RETURN

· Apotheosis - The hero is elevated to god-like status 

· The Hero returns triumphant -  finishes his quest.

Chart of Epics

Adapted from: Teaching the Epic, Margaret Fleming, ed. NCTE

Date Written                                                                                                                                     No. of

Title of Epic
Author
or Published    Date of Events
Hero
Language
Poetic Form              

Lines

_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

Gilgamesh 


c.2000 B.C. 
Prehistory
Gilgamesh 
Sumerian 
                                     
 
1,300

Iliad 
Homer 
c.850 B.C. 
 c.1100 B.C. 
Achilles 
Greek 
dactylic hexameter       

 15,700 

Odyssey 
Homer
 c.850 B.C. 
c.1100 B.C. 
Odysseus 
Greek 
dactylic hexameter        

 11,300 

Mahabharata
Vyasa
c.500 B.C.- 
c.1200 B.C.
Arjuna
Sanskrit
couplets                        

200,000

  500 A.D.

Ramayana
Valmiki
c.500 B.C.- 
c.500 B.C.
Rama
Sanskrit
couplets                         

 48,000 
200 A.D.

Aeneid
Virgil
29-19 B.C.
c.1100 B.C.
Aeneas
Latin

dactylic hexameter  10,000

Beowulf
 
c.725
c.515
Beowulf       
Old English
 half-lines, alliteration        

3,200

Shah-Nameh
Firdausi
c.1000
3600 B.C.-
Rustem
Persian
couplets                         

120,000

651 A.D.
and others

four-line stanzas

Song of Roland

c.1100
778
Roland
French
stanzas, assonance

  4,000

El Cid

1140
1040-1099
Ruy Diaz
Spanish
stanzas, assonance

 3,700


Lay of Igor's

c.1185
1185
Igor
Russian
rhythmic prose

700b
   

Campaign


Nibelungenlied                          
c.1200
c.400
Siegfried
German
half-lines, alliteration, 

10,000


(Kriemhild)

four-line stanzas rhyme


Divine Comedy       Dante            
1321                 
 1321                   Dante               Italian
terza rima    


 13,500

Orlando
Ariosto
1516
c.770
Orlando
Italian
ottava rima                         

54,200 

Furioso

Lusiads
Camoens
1572
1497-1498
Vasco da Gama Portuguese
ottava rima


11,500

Jerusalem
Tasso
1581
c.1100
Godfrey of
Italian

ottava rima


14,600

Delivered



Boulogne

Faerie Queene
Spenser
1596
c.1550
Prince Arthur
English
Spenserian stanza

 35,200

Paradise Lost
Milton
1667
creation
Adam
English
blank verse
  


  8,500

Kalevala
(Lonnrot)
1849
creation+
Vainamoinen
Finnish
trochees                             

  22,800 
and others

Hiawatha
Longfellow
1855
pre-Columbian       Hiawatha
English
trochees
  


  5,500

John Brown's
Benet
1928
1860-1865
Jack Ellyat
English
blank verse,                       
      13,000

Body
quatrains, prose

Conquistador
MacLeish
1932
1517-1521
Bernal Diaz
English
terza rima

               22,200
     












variations

Mountain Men        Neihardt
1915-1941
1815-1890
Mike Fink
English
iambic pentameter


7,800

Hugh Glass

coplets 
Jed Smith

Paterson
Williams
1946-1958
1776-1945
Paterson
English
stream-of- consciousness

60,000

(city and man)                        verse /  prose

Personal & Collective Unconscious

http://www.mythsdreamssymbols.com/personalcollectiveunconscious.html
Freud's definition (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Unconscious)
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Probably the most detailed and precise of the various notions of 'unconscious mind' - and the one which most people will immediately think of upon hearing the term - is that developed by Sigmund Freud and his followers, and which lies at the heart of psychoanalysis. It should be stressed, incidentally, that the popular term 'subconscious' is not a Freudian coinage and is never used in serious psychoanalytic writings.

Freud's concept was a more subtle and complex psychological theory than many. Consciousness, in Freud's topographical view (which was his first of several psychological models of the mind) was a relatively thin perceptual aspect of the mind, whereas the subconscious (frequently misused and confused with the unconscious) was that merely autonomic function of the brain. The unconscious was indeed considered by Freud throughout the evolution of his psychoanalytic theory a sentient force of will influenced by human drive and yet operating well below the perceptual conscious mind. Hidden, like the man behind the curtain in the "Wizard of Oz," the unconscious directs the thoughts and feelings of everyone, according to Freud.

In another of Freud's systematizations, the mind is divided into the conscious mind or Ego and two parts of the Unconscious: the Id or instincts and the Superego. Freud used the idea of the unconscious in order to explain certain kinds of neurotic behavior. 

Freud's theory of the unconscious was substantially transformed by some of his followers, among them Carl Jung and Jacques Lacan.

Jung's collective unconscious
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Carl Jung developed the concept further. He divided the unconscious into two parts: the personal unconscious and the collective unconscious. The first of these corresponds to Freud's idea of the unconscious, though unlike his mentor, Jung believed that the personal unconscious contained a valuable counter-balance to the conscious mind, as well as childish urges. As for the collective unconscious, which consists of archetypes, this is the common store of mental building blocks that makes up the psyche of all humans. Evidence for its existence is the universality of certain symbols that appear in the mythologies of nearly all peoples.


Jung distinguishes between the more superficial and deeper layers of the unconscious mind and calls them respectively 'the personal unconscious' and 'the collective unconscious'. The personal unconscious consists of those things that have been repressed, rejected from consciousness; it is therefore something that has build up during the individual's lifetime. The collective unconscious, on the other hand, is older than the individual and indeed older than consciousness: it consists of 'the whole spiritual heritage of mankind's evolution born anew in the brain-structure of every individual'.

The Concept Of The Collective Unconscious
By C. G. Jung

(Excerpted from The Archetypes And The Collective Unconscious by C. G. Jung.)
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Probably none of my empirical concepts has met with so much misunderstanding as the idea of the collective unconscious. In what follows I shall try to give (1) a definition of the concept, (2) a description of what it means for psychology, (3) an explanation of the method of proof, and (4) an example.

1. Definition

The collective unconscious is a part of the psyche which can be negatively distinguished from a personal unconscious by the fact that it does not, like the latter, owe its existence to personal experience and consequently is not a personal acquisition. While the personal unconscious is made up essentially of contents which have at one time been conscious but which have disappeared from consciousness through having been forgotten or repressed, the contents of the collective unconscious have never been in consciousness, and therefore have never been individually acquired, but owe their existence exclusively to heredity. Whereas the personal unconscious consists for the most part of complexes, the content of the collective unconscious is made up essentially of archetypes.

The concept of the archetype, which is an indispensable correlate of the idea of the collective unconscious, indicates the existence of definite forms in the psyche which seem to be present always and everywhere. Mythological research calls them "motifs"; in the psychology of primitives they correspond to Levy-Bruh's concept of "representations collectives," and in the field of comparative religion they have been defined by Hubert and Mauss as "categories of the imagination." Adolf Bastian long ago called them "elementary" or primordial thoughts." From these references it should be clear enough that my idea of the archetype - literally a pre-existent form - does not stand alone but is something that is recognized and named in other fields of knowledge.

My thesis, then, is as follows: In addition to our immediate consciousness, which is of a thoroughly personal nature and which we believe to be the only empirical psyche (even if we tack on the personal unconscious as an appendix), there exists a second psychic system of a collective, universal, and impersonal nature which is identical in all individuals. This collective unconscious does not develop individually but is inherited. It consists of pre-existent forms, the archetypes, which can only become conscious secondarily and which give definite form to certain psychic contents.

Jung cautions that, "One must, for the sake of accuracy, distinguish between 'archetype' and 'archetypal ideas.' The archetype as such is a hypothetical and irrepresentable model, something like the pattern of behavior in biology." ("On the Nature of the Psyche")


	You see, consciousness thinks it’s running the shop.  But it’s a secondary organ of the total human being, and it must not put itself in control.  It must submit and serve the humanity of the body.


-Joseph Campbell




Archetype Definitions

Adapted from: J. Richardson/Archetypes/AP English IV D.C. Clemmons 2001-2002

SITUATION ARCHETYPES

The Quest This motif describes the search for someone or some talisman, which, when found and brought back, will restore fertility to a wasted land, the desolation of which is mirrored by a leader’s illness and disability.

The Task This refers to what possibly superhuman feat must be accomplished in order to fulfill the ultimate goal.

The Journey The journey sends the hero in search for some truth of information necessary to restore fertility, justice, and/or harmony to the kingdom. The journey includes the series of trials and tribulations the hero faces along the way. Usually the hero descends into a real or psychological hell and is forced to discover the blackest truths, quite often concerning his faults. Once the hero is at this lowest level, he must accept personal responsibility to return to the world of the living.

The Initiation This situation refers to a moment, usually psychological, in which an individual comes into maturity. He or she gains a new awareness into the nature of circumstances and problems and understands his or her responsibility for trying to resolve the dilemma. Typically, a hero receives a Calling, a message or signals that he or she must make sacrifices and become responsible for getting involved in the problem. Often a hero will deny and question the calling and ultimately, in The Initiation, will accept responsibility.

The Ritual Not to be confused with The Initiation, the Ritual refers to an organized ceremony which involves honored members of a given community and an Initiate. This situation officially brings the young man or woman into the realm of the community's adult world.

The Fall Not to be confused with the awareness in The Initiation, this archetype describes a descent in action from a higher to a lower state of being, an experience which might involve defilement, moral imperfection, and/or loss of innocence.  This fall is often accompanied by expulsion from a kind of paradise as penalty for disobedience and/or moral transgression.

Death and Rebirth The most common of all situational archetypes, this motif grows out of the parallel between the cycle of nature and the cycle of life. It refers to those situations in which someone or something, concrete and/or metaphysical dies, yet is accompanied by some sign of birth or rebirth.

Nature vs. Mechanistic World Expressed in its simplest form, this refers to situations, which suggest that nature is good whereas the forces of technology are bad.

Battle Between Good and Evil These situations pit obvious forces which represent good and evil against one another. Typically, good ultimately triumphs over evil despite great odds.

The Unhealable Wound This wound, physical or psychological, cannot be healed fully. This would also indicate a loss of innocence or purity. Often these wounds' pain drives the sufferer to desperate measures of madness.

The Magic Weapon Sometimes connected with the Task, this refers to a skilled individual hero's ability to use a piece of technology in order to combat evil, continue a journey, or to prove his or her identity as a chosen individual.

SYMBOLIC ARCHETYPES

Light vs. Darkness Light usually suggests hope, renewal, OR intellectual illumination; darkness implies the unknown, ignorance, or despair.

Water vs. Desert Because water is necessary to life and growth, it commonly appears as a birth or rebirth symbol. Water is used in baptism services, which solemnizes spiritual births. Similarly, the appearance of rain in a work of literature can suggest a character's spiritual birth.

Heaven vs. Hell Humanity has traditionally associated parts of the universe not accessible to it with the dwelling places of the primordial forces that govern its world. The skies and mountaintops house its gods; the bowels of the earth contain the diabolic forces that inhabit its universe.

Haven vs. Wilderness Places of safety contrast sharply against the dangerous wilderness. Heroes are often sheltered for a time to regain health and resources.

Supernatural Intervention The gods intervene on the side of the hero or sometimes against him.

Fire vs. Ice Fire represents knowledge, light, life, and rebirth while ice like desert represents ignorance, darkness, sterility, and death.

CHARACTER ARCHETYPES

The Hero In its simplest form, this character is the one ultimately who may fulfill a necessary task and who will restore fertility, harmony, and/or justice to a community. The hero character is the one who typically experiences an initiation, who goes the community's ritual (s), et cetera. Often he or she will embody characteristics of YOUNG PERSON FROM THE PROVINCES, INITIATE, INNATE WISDOM, PUPIL, and SON.

Young Person from the Provinces This hero is taken away as an infant or youth and raised by strangers. He or she later returns home as a stranger and able to recognize new problems and new solutions.

The Initiates These are young heroes who, prior to the quest, must endure some training and ritual. They are usually innocent at this stage.

Mentors These individuals serve as Teachers or counselors to the initiates. Sometimes they work as role models and often serve as father or mother figure.  They teach by example the skills necessary to survive the journey and quest.

Father-Son Conflict Tension often results from separation during childhood or from an external source when the individuals meet as men and where the mentor often has a higher place in the affections of the hero than the natural parent does. Sometimes the conflict is resolved in atonement.

Hunting Group of Companions These loyal companions are willing to face any number of perils in order to be together.

Loyal Retainers These individuals are like the noble sidekicks to the hero.  Their duty is to protect the hero.  Often the retainer reflects the hero's nobility.

Friendly Beast These animals assist the hero and reflect that nature is on the hero's side.

The Devil Figure This character represents evil incarnate.  He or she may offer worldly goods, fame, or knowledge to the protagonist in exchange for possession of the soul or integrity.  This figure's main aim is to oppose the hero in his or her quest.

The Evil Figure with the Ultimately Good Heart This redeemable devil figure or servant to the devil figure is saved by the hero's nobility or good heart.

The Scapegoat  An animal or more usually a human whose death, often in a public ceremony, expiates some taint or sin that has been visited upon the community.  This death often makes theme more powerful force to the hero.

Innate Wisdom vs. Educated Stupidity Some characters exhibit wisdom and understanding intuitively as opposed to those supposedly in charge.

The Outcast This figure is banished from a community for some crime (real or imagined).  The outcast is usually destined to become a wanderer.

The Earth Mother This character is symbolic of fruition, abundance, and fertility; offer spiritual and emotional nourishment to those who she contacts; often depicted in earth colors, with large breasts and hips.

The Temptress Characterized by sensuous beauty, she is one whose physical attraction may bring about the hero's downfall.

The Platonic Ideal This source of inspiration often is a physical and spiritual ideal for whom the hero has an intellectual rather than physical attraction.

The Unfaithful Wife This woman, married-to a man she sees as dull or distant, is attracted to a more virile or interesting man.

The Damsel in Distress This vulnerable woman must be rescued by the hero.  She also may be used as a trap, by an evil figure, to ensnare the hero.

The Star-Crossed Lovers These two characters are engaged in a love affair that is fated to end in tragedy for one or both due to the disapproval of society, friends, family, or the gods.

The Creature of Nightmare This monster, physical or abstract, is summoned from the deepest, darkest parts of the human psyche to threaten the lives of the hero/heroine.  Often it is a perversion or desecration of the human body.

Seven Basic Plots:
The Monster and the Thrilling Escape From Death

`MONSTER ... something extraordinary or unnatural ... an animal deviating in one or more of its parts from the normal ... an imaginary animal having a form either partly brute and partly human, or compounded from elements from two or more animal forms ... a person of inhuman and horrible cruelty or wickedness.'  - Oxford English Dictionary
What is this monster which, since time immemorial, has so haunted the imagina​tion and fantasies of mankind? As we shall see, it is a question of deepest import​ance to the understanding of stories, relevant to tales of many kinds other than just those centered on the plot we have been discussing.

The question may be put in the singular — speaking of one `monster' rather than many — if only because the essential characteristics of this creature are so unvary​ing, regardless of the variety of outward guises in which he (or she) appears.

For a start, throughout the world's storytelling, we find the monster being described in strikingly similar language. It tends, of course, to be highly alarming in its appearance and behavior. It may be: horrible, terrible, grim, misshapen, hate-filled, ruthless, menacing, terrifying. 

As goes without saying, it is mortally dangerous: deadly, bloodthirsty, ravening, murderous, venomous, poisonous. 
It is a deeply deceitful and tricky opponent to deal with: cunning, treacherous, vicious, twisted, slippery, depraved, vile.
There is also often something about its nature which is mysterious and hard to define. It may be: strange, shapeless, sinister, weird, nightmarish, ghastly, hellish, fiendish, demonic, dark.
In other words, in its oddly elusive way, we see this `night creature, whether it is a giant or a witch, a dragon or a devil, a ghost or a Martian, representing (often vested in a kind of dark, supernatural aura) everything which seems most inimi​cal, threatening and dangerous in human nature, when this is turned against ourselves.

One way in which a story seems naturally to form in the human imagination shows the hero being called to face and overcome a terrible and deadly personifi​cation of evil. This threatening figure is defined by the fact that it is heartless, egocentric and seemingly all-powerful, although we ultimately see that it has a blind spot which renders it vulnerable. As the story is usually presented, there is a long build-up to the final decisive confrontation, and the story is likely to run through these five stages:

1. Anticipation Stage and `Call': We usually first become aware of the monster as if from a great distance, although in some stories we may be given some strik​ing glimpse of its destructive power at the outset. Although initially we may see it as little more than a vaguely menacing curiosity, we gradually learn of its fearsome reputation, and how it is usually casting its threatening shadow over some com​munity, country, kingdom or mankind in general. The hero then experiences a `Call' to confront it.

2. Dream Stage: As the hero makes his preparations for the battle to come (e.g., as he travels towards the monster or as the monster approaches), all for a while may seem to be going reasonably well. Our feelings are still of a comfortable remoteness from and immunity to danger.

3. Frustration Stage: At last we come face to face with the monster in all its awesome power. The hero seems tiny and very much alone against such a super-naturally strong opponent. Indeed it seems that he is slipping into the monster's power (he may even fall helplessly into the monster's clutches), and that the struggle can only have one outcome.

4. Nightmare Stage: The final ordeal begins, a nightmare battle in which all the odds seem loaded on the monster's side. But at the climax of the story, just when all seems lost, comes the `reversal'.

5. The Thrilling Escape from Death, and Death of the Monster: In the nick of time, the monster is miraculously dealt a fatal blow. Its dark power is overthrown. The community which had fallen under its shadow is liberated. And the hero emerges in his full stature to enjoy the prize he has won from the monster’s grasp: a great treasure; union with the `Princess'; succession to some kind of ‘kingdom’. 1
1Booker, Christopher. The Seven Basic Plots. Continuum. New York, 2004

Seven Basic Plots

Overcoming the Monster

	Stage
	Plot

	Anticipation Stage and `Call'
	

	Dream Stage
	

	Frustration Stage
	

	Nightmare Stage
	

	The Thrilling Escape from Death, and Death of the Monster
	


World Literature 1

Handout 1


Superman: The Mysterious Origins
Directions: Use the following questions to focus your insights from Superman's opening scene on Krypton to the years of Superman's intergalactic travel with his father's spirit.

1. Events on Krypton begin with a struggle between good and evil. Describe the conflict. I low is it resolved?

2. A second conflict involves a struggle between insight and ignorance. Describe the issues and the outcome.

3. What concerns preoccupy the parents in sending their baby lion Krypton to Earth?

4. The scenes on Krypton appeal to several audience interests. Identity these Interests. 

5. Describe Clark Kent's adolescence.

6. What effect does the death of his adoptive father have on Kent?

7. Why does he decide to leave ionic?

8. What are the purpose and result of the years of intergalactic Travel?

World Literature 1 

Lesson I

Handout 2

Superman: Welcome to The Daily Planet

Directions: Use the following questions to consider the scenes from Clark Kent's arrival at the newspaper to his romantic fight with Lois Lane.
1. What are your initial impressions of the following characters?
1. Jimmy Olsen
2. Lois Lane
3. Clark Kent
4. Describe your general impressions of the film's villains.
5. What character traits does Clark Kent display, both as a reporter and as Superman? 
6. What are his limitations?
7. What is the purpose of the lengthy segment depicting his flight with Lois Lane?
8. Describe the film's use of the Statue of Liberty.

Lesson 1

Handout 3


Superman: Good vs. Evil

Directions: Use the following questions to analyze the culminating conflicts between good and evil.
4. What role does kryptonite play in the film?
5. Describe the film's use of both verbal humor and slapstick comedy. How do they appeal to audience needs?

6. 3 What audience interests are evoked by the rocket and earthquake scenes?
7. How does the film emphasize the effects of evil on the rest of the world?
8. Superman disregards a basin order against interfering with human history. Why? With what result?
9. In what sense is the end of the film not really a conclusion? Why does it end this way?

World Literature 1


Lesson 1

Handout 4


Superman: Model of a Hero

Directions: To what extent does Superman support a hero's need for each of the following traits? Explain your answers.

	Intelligence
	Mysterious Powers

	Good Looks
	Human Love

	Bravery
	Popularity

	Physical Strength
	Love of Adventure

	Wealth
	Commitment to Good


Advanced Placement English 
Lesson 25

Handout 54 (page 1)

The Need for New Myths

The latest incarnation of Oedipus, the continued romance of Beauty and the Beast, stands this afternoon on the corner of 42nd Street and Fifth Avenue, waiting for the traffic light to change.

—Joseph Campbell

That statement, fanciful as it sounds, is simply a shorthand way of saying that everyone is a creature of myth, that the ancient legends and tales of the race are still the master keys to the human psyche. The science-minded Victorians who sneered at myths as superstitious twaddle were guilty of a kind of scientific superstition themselves: the belief that reason could explain all human motives. Aided by psychoanalysis, anthropology and three quarters of a century of archaeological discovery, modern scholarship has replaced the Victorians' sneers with respect and even awe. Mythology, its partisans are now claiming, tells as much about humanity—its deepest fears, sorrows, joys and hopes—as dreams tell about an individual. "Myths are public dreams," says Joseph Campbell, who is probably the world's leading expert on mythology. "Dreams are private myths. Myths are vehicles of communication between the conscious and the unconscious, just as dreams are."

The trouble is, Campbell asserts, that this communication has broken down in the modern Western world. The old myths are no longer operative, and effective new myths have not arisen to replace them. As a result, he maintains, the West is going through an agony of reorientation matched only by a period during the 4th millennium B.C., when the Sumerians first conceived the concept of a mathematically ordered cosmos and thus changed utterly man's concept of the universe around him.

Campbell's words carry extraordinary weight, not only among scholars but among a wide range of other people who find his search down mythological pathways relevant to their lives today. A professor of literature at Sarah Lawrence College in Bronxville, N.Y., Campbell has written and edited some 20-odd books on mythology. They include a massive four-volume work entitled The Masks of God; The Flight of the Wild Gander and the book for which he is most famous, Hero With a Thousand Faces, a brilliant examination, through ancient hero myths, of man's eternal struggle for identity. Hero, which has had sales of more than 110,000 copies, an impressive figure for a scholarly book, has become a well-known and respected figure in academe.

What is a myth? In Campbell's academic jargon, it is a dreamlike "symbol that evokes and directs psychological energy." A vivid story or legend, it is but one part of a larger fabric of myths that, taken together, form a mythology that expresses a culture's attitude toward life, death and the universe around it. The Greek myth of Prometheus, the Titan who stole fire from Olympus and gave it to man, thus symbolizes the race's aspirations, even when they conflict with the powers of nature. The almost contemporary Hebrew myth of the trials of Job, on the other hand, symbolizes man's submission to a power above nature, even when that power seems cruel and unjust. The two myths are, in effect, picture stories that tell the philosophies of two totally divergent cultures. The Greek stresses man's heroic striving for human values and civilization: the Hebrew emphasizes, rather, man's humble spiritual surrender to God's will. Abraham's willingness to sacrifice Issac is the supreme symbol of this attitude.

Though not true in a literal sense, a myth is not what it is considered to be in everyday speech—a fantasy or a misstatement. It is rather a veiled explana​tion of the truth. The transformation from fact to a myth is endlessly fascinating. The battle of Achilles and Hector, for example, is symbolic, but there was a Trojan War in which great heroes fought. The psychological duel between Faust and the Devil is a philosophical and psychological metaphor, but George Faust, a German magician who was born about 1480, did live and did make claims to superhuman power, including the ability to restore the lost works of Plato and Aristotle and to repeat the miracles of Christ. Yet it was not until poets like Christopher Marlowe and Goethe took up the legend that Faust became famous—and mythic. The Faust story appealed to Marlowe and to Goethe because the times in which they lived, eras in which faith and reason were in basic conflict, called for such a symbolic struggle.

What should a mythology do? In Campbell's view, a 'properly operating' mythology has four important functions:

· To begin with, through its rites and imagery it wakens and maintains in the individual a sense of awe, gratitude and even rapture, rather than fear, in relation to the mystery both of the universe and of man's own existence within it.

· Secondly, a mythology offers man a comprehensive, understandable image of the world around him, roughly in accord with the best scientific knowledge of the time. In symbolic form, it tells him what his universe looks like and where he belongs in it.

· The third function of a living mythology is to support the social order through rites and rituals that will impress and mold the young. In India, for example, the basic myth is that of an impersonal power, Brahma, that embodies the universe. The laws of caste are regarded as inherent features of this universe and are accepted and obeyed from childhood. Cruel as this may seem to Westerners, the myth of caste does give Indian society a stability it might otherwise lack and does make life bearable to the impoverished low castes.

· The fourth and, in Campbell's view, the most important function of mythology, is to guide the individual, stage by stage, through the inevitable psychological crises of a useful life: from the childhood condition of dependency through the traumas of adolescence and the trials of adult-hood to, finally, the deathbed.

The churches and synagogues still provide mythological guidance for many, Campbell argues; for many others, however, this guidance fails. The result is that, where once religion served, many have turned to psychoanalysis or encounter groups. "All ages before ours believed in gods in some form or other," wrote Carl Jung, whose theories of the collective unconscious have most profoundly influenced Campbell's thinking. "Heaven has become empty space to us, a fair memory of things that once were. But our heart glows, and secret unrest gnaws at the roots of our being." In search of something that they can hold on to, many people in the West, particularly the young, are either returning to Christian fundamentalism through the Jesus Revolution (Time, June 21) or turning to the religions of the East, chiefly Buddhism and Hinduism. "The swamis are coming from India, and they're taking away the flock," says Campbell. "They're speaking of religion as dealing with the interior life and not about dogmatic formulae and ritual requirements."

For the vast majority, Campbell believes the West's lack of spiritual authority has been a disaster. Forty years in the study of eternal symbols have made Campbell a conservative of a rather dark hue. Though he is optimistic about the long range, he finds the present bleak indeed. "We have seen what has happened to primitive communities unsettled by the white man's civiliza​tion," he observes. "With their old taboos discredited, they immediately go to pieces, disintegrate, and become resorts of vice and disease. Today the same thing is happening to us."

Many Oriental and primitive societies even today have working mythologies and Communist countries have at least the basis of a mythology in Marxism. The Marxist dream of the withering away of the state, after which each man will give according to his abilities and receive according to his needs, echoes numerous religious beliefs of a paradise on earth or a Second Coming. The Chinese Communists have, in addition, the myth of the "Long March" in the '30s and the subsequent sanctuary of Mao Tse-tung and his followers in the caves of Yenan. The events were real enough, but for this generation of Chinese, and probably for generations to come, they will have much the same deep mytho​logical significance that the Trojan War had for the Greeks.

In the West there have been desperate attempts to provide at least fragments of a modern mythology. Churchill brilliantly re-created the myth of St. George and the dragon during World War II: the picture of little Britain, a citadel of justice, besieged by the evil Nazi hoards. The situation, of course, was much as he painted it—Britain was besieged and Hitler was evil—but a Neville Chamberlain would not have been able, as Churchill was, to light up his people with the basic themes of their culture. Charles de Gaulle, both as wartime leader and President of the Fifth Republic, quite consciously resurrected the ghost of Joan of Arc. "To my mind," he wrote, "France cannot be France without great- ness." The founders of Israel similarly evoked and still evoke, mythic images of the Bible's chosen people to enable Israelis to survive in their hostile environment.

Often, such attempts add up merely to rhetoric or incantation. John Kennedy sought to revive the American myth that the U.S. was a country with a messianic mission. "Now the trumpet summons us again," he said in his Inaugural Address, "to a struggle against the common enemies of man: tyranny, poverty, disease and war itself." A post-Viet Nam U.S. can no longer quite believe in such an American mission. And Martin Luther King, Jr. worked to provide the nations's blacks with a myth of their own. "I've been to the mountaintop and I've looked over, and I've seen the Promised Land," King said the night before he was killed, echoing the Bible's story of Moses on Mount Sinai.
For centuries Americans were emboldened by the myth of the endless frontier, the notion that a new life could always be started out West, whether the West was Ohio or California. That version outlasted the frontier itself, but no one believes in it today. Campbell hopes that the landings on the moon will reinvigorate that mythic tradition. Only a handful of people can go to the moon, and no one would want to stake out his 160 acres there, but the excitement of the journey itself is infectious, a re-enactment on the TV screen of Prometheus' stealing fire from the gods. Beyond that, Campbell believes, there is an even more durable myth: the "American Dream." That is the idea, grounded in fact, that a man is judged on his own ability rather than on his family or his place in society. "This pessimistic optimist thinks that myth still works," he says. "The fact that Nixon was a poor boy and was yet elected President is a good example."

In the final analysis, however, it is wrong in Campbell's view to ask for one grand mythology that will guide people today. Instead there must be many different mythologies for many different kinds of people. "There is no general mythology today," Campbell says, "nor can there ever be again. Our lives are too greatly various in their backgrounds, aims and possibilities for any single order of symbols to work effectively on us all." The new myths must be internalized and individual, and each man must find them for himself. Some, in fact, are following mythological paths today, unconsciously and without design. The hippie who leaves society and goes off to a commune, for example, is being guided by a mythological map of withdrawal and adventure laid down by Christ in the desert, the Buddha at Bodh-Gaya, and Mohammed in his cave of meditation at Mount Hira.

The man in search of an ideal could at least begin, Campbell thinks, by searching through the myths of antiquity, religion and modern literature. For the elite who can read and understand them, T. S. Eliot, James Joyce, Thomas Mann, among modern writers and poets, and Pablo Picasso and Paul Klee, among modern artists, have updated the ancient mythological motifs. Campbell and the other mythologists are, in a sense, providing the workbooks for the poets—the modern Daedaluses in turtlenecks. "It doesn't matter to me whether my guiding angel is for a time Vishnu, Shiva, Jesus, or the Buddha." Campbell says, "If you're not distracted by names or the color of hair, the same message is there, variously turned. In the multitude of myths and legends that have been preserved to us—both in our own Western arts and literature, synagogues and churches, and in the rites and teachings of those Oriental and primitive heritages now becoming known to us—we may still find guidance."

The mythologists are not providing myths, but they are indicating that something is missing without them. They are telling modern man that he has not outgrown mythology and will never outgrow it so long as he has hopes and fears beyond the other animals.'

' Gerald Clarke, "The Need for New Myths," Time (January 17, 1972): 50-51.Advanced Placement English 
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Myth and History

Part A.

1. A myth, according to Joseph Campbell, is a dreamlike "symbol that evokes and directs psychological energy." What do you think "psychological energy" is in terms of myth? How does it manifest itself? Is this energy activated to bring about changes in patterns of behavior?

2. Mythology reflects "a culture's attitude toward life, death, and the universe around it." Does our culture reflect its mythic attitudes toward becoming an adult, being male, marriage, material wealth, health, etc. in any particular myths?

3. Myth is a "veiled explanation of the truth." Why does it have to be veiled? What happens when we explain the truth but not in the context of a myth (e.g., "All men are created equal.")? How does the following poem reflect these ideas?

Tell All the Truth but Tell It Slant

Tell all the Tr rth but tell it slant

Success in Circuit lies

Too bright for our infirm Delight

The Truth's superb surprise

As Lightning to the Children eased

With explanation kind

The Truth must dazzle gradually

Or every man be blind—2
—Emily Dickinson

2Emily Dickinson, "Tell All the Truth but Tell It Slant" Complete Poems of Emily Dickinson (Boston: Little Brown Co., 1960), 506-507.
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Part B.

Suggest some historical or literary equivalents (specific or generic) for each of the mythical characters in the following list. What is the message that each myth and historical reality conveys? Do some brief research on any mythical characters you are unable to identify or whose myths you do not know.

1. Oedipus

2. Prometheus

3. Job

4. Achilles/Hector

5. Faust

Part C.

What are mythical equivalents for the following historical individuals? Explain your choices.

1. John F. Kennedy

2. Adolph Hitler

3. Elvis Presley

4. Madonna

5. Queen Elizabeth II
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The Myth of the Superbowl

Apply Campbell's four functions for a "properly operating" mythology, as outlined in the essay, "The Need for New Myths," to the American ritual of the Superbowl. See if you can determine what cultural myths are behind this annual public enactment of our mystic beliefs.
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When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom'd

	1


WHEN lilacs last in the door-yard bloom’d,

 

And the great star early droop’d in the western sky in the night,

 

I mourn’d—and yet shall mourn with ever-returning spring.

 

  

O ever-returning spring! trinity sure to me you bring;

 

Lilac blooming perennial, and drooping star in the west,

         5

And thought of him I love.

 

  

2


O powerful, western, fallen star!

 

O shades of night! O moody, tearful night!

 

O great star disappear’d! O the black murk that hides the star!

 

O cruel hands that hold me powerless! O helpless soul of me!

  10

O harsh surrounding cloud, that will not free my soul!

 

  

3


In the door-yard fronting an old farm-house, near the white-wash’d palings,

 

Stands the lilac bush, tall-growing, with heart-shaped leaves of rich green,

 

With many a pointed blossom, rising, delicate, with the perfume strong I love,

 

With every leaf a miracle......and from this bush in the door-yard,

  15

With delicate-color’d blossoms, and heart-shaped leaves of rich green,

 

A sprig, with its flower, I break.

 

  

4


In the swamp, in secluded recesses,

 

A shy and hidden bird is warbling a song.

 

  

Solitary, the thrush,

  20

The hermit, withdrawn to himself, avoiding the settlements,

 

Sings by himself a song.

 

  

Song of the bleeding throat!

 

Death’s outlet song of life—(for well, dear brother, I know

 

If thou wast not gifted to sing, thou would’st surely die.)

  25

  

5


Over the breast of the spring, the land, amid cities,

 

Amid lanes, and through old woods, (where lately the violets peep’d from the ground, spotting the gray debris;)

 

Amid the grass in the fields each side of the lanes—passing the endless grass;

 

Passing the yellow-spear’d wheat, every grain from its shroud in the dark-brown fields uprising;

 

Passing the apple-tree blows of white and pink in the orchards;

  30

Carrying a corpse to where it shall rest in the grave,

 

Night and day journeys a coffin.

 

  

6


Coffin that passes through lanes and streets,

 

Through day and night, with the great cloud darkening the land,

 

With the pomp of the inloop’d flags, with the cities draped in black,

  35

With the show of the States themselves, as of crape-veil’d women, standing,

 

With processions long and winding, and the flambeaus of the night,

 

With the countless torches lit—with the silent sea of faces, and the unbared heads,

 

With the waiting depot, the arriving coffin, and the sombre faces,

 

With dirges through the night, with the thousand voices rising strong and solemn;

  40

With all the mournful voices of the dirges, pour’d around the coffin,

 

The dim-lit churches and the shuddering organs—Where amid these you journey,

 

With the tolling, tolling bells’ perpetual clang;

 

Here! coffin that slowly passes,

 

I give you my sprig of lilac.

  45

  

7


(Nor for you, for one, alone;

 

Blossoms and branches green to coffins all I bring:

 

For fresh as the morning—thus would I carol a song for you, O sane and sacred death.

 

  

All over bouquets of roses,

 

O death! I cover you over with roses and early lilies;

  50

But mostly and now the lilac that blooms the first,

 

Copious, I break, I break the sprigs from the bushes;

 

With loaded arms I come, pouring for you,

 

For you, and the coffins all of you, O death.)



	


Walt Whitman
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Of Walt Whitman, who could hear America singing
Walt Whitman, who heard America singing, would be our national poet if this continental nation could contain only one national poet.

In his rugged grandeur, in his all-embracing enthusiasm for all things and futures American, in his infallible love and hopeless optimism, in his soaring vision and uncontainable spirit, in all his desperate acceptance, Walt Whitman remains as American as a poet can be. Indeed, he began his preface to the original, 1855 edition of "Leaves of Grass" with the word America.

That was the work in which he announced his great discovery: "The United States themselves are essentially the greatest poem."

Did ever a nation have such a celebrant, or need one to show it to itself? The poet's view of his country was both solitary and all-inclusive. The feelings he exuded in great rushes of words ("I too am not a bit tamed, I too am untranslatable,/I sound my barbaric yawp over the roofs of the world ...") will not be foreign to the American seeing Old Glory in a foreign land, or attending a naturalization ceremony, or glimpsing the wilderness of the American interior, or descending into the teeming cities of these, yes, still united states, or looking anywhere in this whole swirling mass of a continental poem.

There was in Walt Whitman's compedious, encyclopedic, all-devouring, all-accepting love of life and his country a healthy measure of lust, too. He would be fired from his job as a clerk at the Department of Interior because of the "licentiousness" of his works.

It wouldn't be the first job that his ideas—or rather daring to express them—would cost him. Free-soil Democrat that he was, he would be bounced as editor of the Brooklyn Eagle in the 1840s for not hewing to the national party's pro-slavery line.

"A great people," a poet of the law would say, "does not go to its leaders for incantations or liturgies by which to propitiate fate or cajole victory; it goes to them to peer into the recesses of its own soul, to lay bare its deepest desires; it goes to them as it goes to its poets and seers."
So said Learned Hand, who did not think to add that a great people goes to its poets and seers as it goes to its leaders—not for careful, calculated, well-balanced nothings, but for that vision without which a people perish.

Who even today can read the words of the Declaration of Independence afresh, striving to recapture that moment when they were first proclaimed, and not tremble at the vision those words loosed, not only for Americans but for those Walt Whitman called the Americans of all nations, as in his proud assertion: "The Americans of all nations at any time upon the Earth probably the fullest poetical nature."

By which the poet surely did not mean a gift for rhyme or even free verse, but a gift for freedom, for tolerance, for the fullest and ever expanding range of individualities.

In 1776, the American truth found its words, and was proclaimed with a flourish, not only for Americans, but for all, created equal and endowed by their Creator with certain rights. That theory remains as revolutionary today as it was 219 years ago, and it can still change the world.

Where is that broad, sweeping Whitmanesque spirit today? It is not easy to discern behind the petty sniping, the partisan games, the prudential calcu​lations that have replaced the old faith in the providential, that once-sure sense of a dream shared.

Reactionaries and radicals this country has always had. Is not America itself a reaction against the old world? America has had her liberals and conser​vatives, too, but strange, new oxymoronic mutants begin to dominate the American conversation: the reactionary liberal and the reactionary conserva​tive. Contradictory, bicephalic, blinkered, each rushes headlong to offer its own simple, narrow answers to questions that are neither simple nor narrow, as if they were prescribing not for a great, tumultuous nation but some lifeless schematic drawing.

The reactionary liberal—more reactionary than truly liberal—rushes to pre-serve every ruin of a statist past, however great a failure so many have proven. The reactionary conservative—more reactionary than truly conservative—would indiscriminately sweep aside every vestige of the recent past, rather than seek out and conserve what experience recommends.

Theory is now in the saddle and rides experience—the reverse of the pattern that only slowly and gradually produced the great Declaration of 1776, for America had grown independent long before she declared herself to be. This bold new experiment called America is also a cautious one. The elements in this Whitmanesque stew are so mixed, and the result still so distinctive, that it makes descriptions like liberal and conservative largely irrelevant.

A new dynamism can be felt in the American dialogue these days, but it must unite and liberate and elevate, like Walt Whitman's best, if it is transform drift into direction, the old malaise into a new sense of independence. Where now is the sweep, the grandeur, the Whitmanesque appeal of American ideas and deeds? Where it has always been—in the people themselves. Not the masses or classes, the The People, as in We the People, united but individual, even idiosyncratic.

Walt Whitman had a vision for himself, but it was not a vision that would interfere with any other American's. He understood that the American poem is sung by many poets, and that the American dream is many dreams, each enhancing the other, point and counterpoint, like some great swelling chorus.
Paul Berman, searching Brooklyn for the house in which Whitman once lived, reported in the New Yorker not long ago that he had found it: 99 Reyerson St. He also reported what happened when he went there:

"I climbed the red stoop and pressed a buzzer at random. The door opened and two brothers peered out. I introduced myself and told them the exciting antiquarian news that in their own home the greatest of American poets had once lived-more than a century ago. Then one of them—a Mr. Clifford Richardson, a highly trained electrician (as I later learned) with a sideline as 'Watongo,' reggae singer—cocked his head and asked, in the accent of St. Kitts, 'How do you know there isn't a great poet living here now?'"

There. There is the spirit of Walt Whitman's America, and it is still sings forth.1
1Paul Greenberg, Of Walt Whitman, Who Could Hear America Singing." The Plain Dealer, July 5, 1995.

On The Pulse Of Morning
by Maya Angelou
American Poet
Delivered January 19, 1993 at the Inauguration of President Clinton
1

A Rock, A River, A Tree 

Hosts to species long since departed, 

Marked the mastodon, 

The dinosaur, who left dried tokens 

Of their sojourn here 

On our planet floor, 

Any broad alarm of their hastening doom 

Is lost in the gloom of dust and ages. 

2

But today, the Rock cries out to us, clearly, forcefully, 

Come, you may stand upon my 

Back and face your distant destiny, 

But seek no haven in my shadow. 

I will give you no hiding place down here. 

3

You, created only a little lower than 

The angels, have crouched too long in 

The bruising darkness 

Have lain too long 

Face down in ignorance. 

Your mouths spilling words 

4

Armed for slaughter. 

The Rock cries out to us today, you may stand upon me, 

But do not hide your face. 

5

Across the wall of the world, 

A River sings a beautiful song. It says, 

Come, rest here by my side. 

6

Each of you, a bordered country, 

Delicate and strangely made proud, 

Yet thrusting perpetually under siege. 

Your armed struggles for profit 

Have left collars of waste upon 

My shore, currents of debris upon my breast. 

Yet today I call you to my riverside, 

If you will study war no more. Come, 

Clad in peace, and I will sing the songs 

The Creator gave to me when I and the 

Tree and the rock were one. 

Before cynicism was a bloody sear across your 

Brow and when you yet knew you still 

Knew nothing. 

The River sang and sings on. 

7

There is a true yearning to respond to 

The singing River and the wise Rock. 

So say the Asian, the Hispanic, the Jew 

The African, the Native American, the Sioux, 

The Catholic, the Muslim, the French, the Greek 

The Irish, the Rabbi, the Priest, the Sheik, 

The Gay, the Straight, the Preacher, 

The privileged, the homeless, the Teacher. 

They hear. They all hear 

The speaking of the Tree. 

8

They hear the first and last of every Tree 

Speak to humankind today. Come to me, here beside the River. 

Plant yourself beside the River. 

9

Each of you, descendant of some passed 

On traveller, has been paid for. 

You, who gave me my first name, you, 

Pawnee, Apache, Seneca, you 

Cherokee Nation, who rested with me, then 

Forced on bloody feet, 

Left me to the employment of 

Other seekers -- desperate for gain, 

Starving for gold. 

You, the Turk, the Arab, the Swede, the German, the Eskimo, the Scot, 

You the Ashanti, the Yoruba, the Kru, bought, 

Sold, stolen, arriving on the nightmare 

Praying for a dream. 

Here, root yourselves beside me. 

I am that Tree planted by the River, 

Which will not be moved. 

I, the Rock, I the River, I the Tree 

I am yours -- your passages have been paid. 

Lift up your faces, you have a piercing need 

For this bright morning dawning for you. 

History, despite its wrenching pain 

Cannot be unlived, but if faced 

With courage, need not be lived again. 

10

Lift up your eyes upon 

This day breaking for you. 

Give birth again 

To the dream. 

11

Women, children, men, 

Take it into the palms of your hands, 

Mold it into the shape of your most 

Private need. Sculpt it into 

The image of your most public self. 

Lift up your hearts 

Each new hour holds new chances 

For a new beginning. 

Do not be wedded forever 

To fear, yoked eternally 

To brutishness. 

12

The horizon leans forward, 

Offering you space to place new steps of change. 

Here, on the pulse of this fine day 

You may have the courage 

To look up and out and upon me, the 

Rock, the River, the Tree, your country. 

No less to Midas than the mendicant. 

No less to you now than the mastodon then. 

13

Here, on the pulse of this new day 

You may have the grace to look up and out 

And into your sister's eyes, and into 

Your brother's face, your country 

And say simply 

Very simply 

With hope -- 

Good morning. 
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Rock, River, and Tree

Read "On the Pulse of Morning" by Maya Angelou and answer the questions below.
1. How can the three main images, a Rock, a River, and a Tree, be viewed as archetypes in "On the Pulse of Morning" by Maya Angelou? Explain using your knowledge of archetype.
2. What theme(s) runs through this poem?
3. Each of the three personified images communicates differently: The Rock cries, the River sings, and the Tree speaks. Which method, if any, is most effective? What is their common message?
4. What is the poet expressing by ending with the line "Good Morning"?
5. Do these images, a Rock, a River, and a Tree bring to mind any archetypal expressions in your own life? Do they speak to you on an archetypal level?
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Functions of Archetypes
	Source
	Archetype
	Function(s) for Individual and/or Society
	Functions

	Black Elk Speaks
	
	
	

	"When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom'd" by Walt

Whitman
	
	
	

	"On the Pulse of Morning" by Maya

Angelou
	
	
	

	(Other)
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Birth of the Bomb
A storm boiled in the desert. Winds hit 30 mph and rain flogged the barren acreage of the government's Alamogordo Bombing Range. Lightning splintered the sky.

At 2:30 a.m., a floodlamp blew out briefly and the 100-foot tower it illuminated blended into the inky New Mexico horizon.

As though in a final operatic flourish, nature was heralding its power and prerogatives. Man's turn would come next.

Bad weather retreated and scientists counted toward a 5:30 a.m. zero-hour.

Attention focused on the tower, again bathed in light. At the top was a metal shack and in the shed, the bulbous form known as "the gadget"—a strangely benign tag for a weapon so formidable that some wondered if the test soon to take place would consume the compound, or the city of Los Alamos about 150 miles away, or the state of New Mexico, or whether detonation of the first atomic bomb simply would set the atmosphere on fire and smother the world.

Describing the A-bomb's debut, a reporter for The New York Times—the only journalist invited—wrote, "On that moment hung eternity."

But J. Robert Oppenheimer, the brilliant, meditative physicist who helped build the bomb, said later he was reminded of a passage from sacred Hindu scripture. As the A-bomb's incandescent mushroom cloud imposed its false and frighten​ing sunrise on the site code-named Trinity, Oppenheimer pondered a sobering verse from the Bhagavad-Gita: "I am become Death, the shatterer of worlds."

Fifty years ago today, the Atomic Age began with a bang equal to 17,000 tons of TNT. Science had harnessed the energy of the universe and at the same time nudged the planet toward extinction—a cruel dichotomy that haunted people then as now.

But a path had been chosen.

Only three weeks after Trinity, a B-29 named the Enola Gay dropped an A-bomb fueled by uranimum on the Japanese industrial city of Hiroshima. Dubbed "Little Boy," the bomb was a wrathful intruder of unprecedented fury.

A great blast of superheated air toppled much of the city and, in an instant, killed 80,000 residents—many of them literally vaporized as though in some dreadful science-fiction episode.

Before Japanese leaders could come to grips with the Aug. 6 attack, the United States dropped a plutonium-based bomb on Nagasaki. Forty thousand people died when the device known as Tat Man" detonated just after 11 a.m. Aug. 9. Scores more would perish from radiation exposure. Burned, disfigured and in excruciating pain, survivors were not necessarily the most fortunate.

Though heartbreaking, the devastation meant U.S. researchers at the nuclear warfare group known as the Manhattan Project had brought years of intense work to successful conclusion.

In the view of many, thousands of American—and Japanese—lives were saved in the process. The bomb brought a swift close to the war in the Pacific—Japan surrendered Aug. 15—avoiding need for a U.S. invasion to finally rout a fierce but doomed enemy. Even conservative estimates foresaw weeks of savage fighting and staggering casualities, a formidable prospect for Americans already exhausted from the war in Europe.

Fallout from the A-bomb was not limited to the spread of radioactive particles.

There was a profound cultural, political and emotional impact, too, and human​ity has struggled for a half-century to cope with the consequences. Art, litera​ture and political conversation still shows signs of a kind of post-bomb jitteriness.
Contends former U.S. Interior Secretary Stewart Udall, now a lawyer who represents American victims of radiation poisoning: "No event of this century has left a deeper imprint on human consciousness."

If anything, that psychic bloom may be growing more vivid.

President Harry S Truman's decision to drop the A-bomb remains a matter of debate so passionate in the United States that it sometimes threatens to achieve critical mass. Postal authorities had to yank a mushroom cloud stamp after complaints that the image was bloodthirsty, and the Smithsonian Institution in Washington revised a Hiroshima exhibit because veterans branded it soft on the Japanese.

When a scaled-back show opened at the Smithsonian's National Air and Space Museum last month—minus the material opponents found infuriating—anti​bomb demonstrators poured blood and ashes on the Enola Gay, centerpiece of the exhibit.

Japan is at odds with itself, too.

Harsh memories accompany the 50th anniversary as well as a wrenching discussion over how, or if, to apologize for conduct during World War II. Surveys show the Japanese public favors a strong statement of remorse but—in an odd parallel to the Smithsonian affair—many veterans and their legislative support​ers say an apology should emanate from Washington, not Tokyo.

Japan's ruling coalition finally approved a compromise resolution expressing regret for inflicting "unbearable pain to people abroad, particularly in Asian countries," but the statement satisfied few Japanese and did little to settle the controversy.

Internal feuding aside, Japan generally has been a model of discipline and determination since the war. A sense of tranquility is likely to mark anniversary observations in a country that has vaulted from the ignominy of defeat to one of the world's premier manufacturing and financial powers—a stunning and speedy postwar comeback that few could have envisioned.

But while Japan's wounds mainly have healed, baffling moral questions about nuclear warfare—and the bombings of 1945—persist. From the outset, some critics argued that Truman and his advisers opted for a nuclear strike too hastily—the president scribbled a go-ahead in pencil immediately upon learning results of the Trinity test, an eye-witness told Newsday—and some analysts continue to argue today that the United States acted precipitously.

Many Americans head for meltdown when U.S. motives are challenged. Burr Bennett, a World War II veteran who opposed the original Smithsonian Insti​tution exhibit as head of a group called the Committee for the Restoration and Proper Display of the Enola Gay, resents what he says is a move "toward making the U.S. the culprit."

The atomic bomb "was a primary catalyst of the Cold War," Alperavitz said last year in an article for the publication Foreign Policy. But like many in the decision-making loop, Truman may have been a captive of history. "I don't see Harry Truman as any better or worse than any of us," Alperovitz told Newsday.

To Ed Hedemann of the New York-based peace group Enola Gay Action Committee, avoiding issues raised by Hiroshima could be hazardous to the health of the world.

Ten nations have atomic weapons or could build them quickly--the United States, Britian, France, China, Russia, India, Israel, North Korea, Pakistan, South Africa—and there is concern that additional members of the so-called "nuclear club" soon might be inducted.'

'Fred Bruning, "The Birth of the Bomb," The News Herald, July 16, 1995.
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Disney's Version of Pocahontas Unlike the Historical
When Disney producer James Pentecost sought advice about how to portray the cartoon version of the flesh-and-blood Pocahontas, anthropologist Helen Rountree figured he wouldn't be interested in what she had to say.

"For starters, Pocahontas was naked and bald when she first encountered John Smith. You wouldn't want to put that in your film, would you?" Rountree tartly told Pentecost in 1992 when the project was still in the planning stages.
She explained that shaven-headed, prepubescent girls of Pocahontas' tribe generally went about unclothed. One of the few historically reliable accounts of Pocahontas describes her turning stark-naked cartwheels around the settlers' stockade, provoking the men inside.

It comes as no surprise to Rountree, who teaches at Old Dominion University in Norfolk, Va., that once Hollywood had its way with Pocahontas, the wild child of the Chesapeake would be transformed into a buckskin-clad Barbie​doe-eyed, docile and utterly romantic.

Disney's animated morality tale may entirely bypass the facts of history, but few parents would object to its message that nature is good, greed is bad and the impulse to make peace is a paramount virtue.

Yet as the legend of Pocahontas and John Smith resurfaces in popular culture as a politically correct, eco-friendly romance, it's clear that this fractured fairy tale of the first encounter between English settlers and tribal people reveals much more about the desires, virtues and values of the present than it does about the past.

"Most of the natives of Virginia claim to be descendants of Pocahontas: there's a reason for that," said literary critic Diane Krumrey, who has done extensive research at Princeton University on the many ways the Pocahontas story has been told.

"Americans need to retell the story of the first contact between English settlers and American Indians to make it a loving, interactive and mutually satisfying encounter," she said, "to knit themselves into the landscape with a love story that would produce a true American progeny."

The legend of Pocahontas also was fed over the centuries by French philoso​pher Jean-Jacques Rousseau, who popularized the idea of the "noble savage" as a source of wisdom that civilization has obliterated.

"Pocahontas is laden with the need of 19th- and 20th-century Americans to have a story of the primal mother," Krumrey says. "Pocahontas and Sacajawea [the Indian woman who guided Lewis and Clark on their westward explora​tion] are the only two 'savage mothers' in our cultural history. That mother, the representative of nature, can reconnect us with nature and teach us the language we have forgotten."

In some ways the real-life Pocahontas—who ultimately was captured by the English, married off to a colonist, baptized an Anglican, renamed Rebecca, dressed in gowns and presented to London society as a "civilized savage"—was as much of a cultural artifact as the legends that have grown up around her.

There is no real evidence, for instance, that Pocahontas saved John Smith from the wrath of her father. Most historians believe Smith fabricated the tale long after Pocahontas' death to capitalize on her fame.

And though John Rolfe, the English widower who ultimately married Pocahontas and fathered her child, publicly professed his enduring love for the Indian princess, Rountree and Krumrey say theirs was essentially a marriage of political convenience, designed to usher in a period of peace.

"She became a real political volleyball," Krumrey says of the historical Pocahontas, who died of smallpox at the age of 23. But more manipulation came later, as a young woman whose tribal culture had groomed her for greatness was reduced—in legends and now on film—to the sexual stereotype of a romantic heroine.
"Pocahontas became the paradigm of the perfect American woman—on the frontier or in the woods," Krumrey said. "Silent, in touch with nature, frail enough to be beautiful, but strong when we need her to be."

Paula Gunn Allen, a member of the Pueblo Laguna Sioux tribe and professor of literature at the University of California at Los Angeles, sees some advan​tages to Disney's retelling of the Pocahontas tale. But she, too, is troubled that Hollywood's sexual stereotyping eclipses much of the power women held in native cultures.

"At least the little ones will learn that this group of people had an effect on colonial life," said Allen, author of several books on the spirituality of tribal women.

Regardless of whether Pocahontas actually saved Smith, Allen said the legend ignores an important aspect of the motivation of Powhatan, Pocahontas' father.

"The story of how Pocahontas saved Smith's life completely ignores the fact that Powhatan wasn't indulging his sweet little daughter because she was pretty and in love," she said. "He had to [spare Smith's life] because women in tribal culture had the power over life and death."

Allen's idea of a politically correct animated feature on Pocahontas is signifi​cantly different from Disney's.

"I would set the movie in the village and I'd portray the settlers as they actually were—little, bitty white guys, filthy, because they never bathed, continually scratching themselves because of the lice they carried," she says.

"The Indians, who bathed even their children every morning in cold water, would reach out a helping hand to these derelict, disease-ridden and home-less boat people."

Allen's imagined film would go further than Disney's, which ends as Pocahontas and Smith are parted, to face separately an uncertain future. She would examine the year Pocahontas spent locked in a dungeon in the English stockade, then look critically at the life she lived in London.

"In the end, I wonder if she ended up a happy Christian, or whether she simply suffered from the 'Stockholm syndrome.' identifying with her captors," Allen said.

"It's unclear whether she ever really wanted to be baptized. She is silent on this, because she wasn't writing the history of her own life."3
3Joan Connell, "Disney's version of Pocahontas unlike the historical," Religion News Service.
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Dynamics of the Greek Goddesses

List the following information for each of the six major Greek goddesses:

The domain she presides over, the concerns involved in each domain that she is thought to be responsible for maintaining, and the symbolic representation she may take.
	Goddess
	Domain
	Concerns
	Symbolic Representations
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The Goddess Wheel

Fill in the Goddess Wheel with the appropriate information about the six major Greek goddesses: name, domain, and concerns within that domain.
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Monomyth Process

Below is an illustration of the Monomyth. Chart the process with your teacher and the class.
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Monomyth in Legend: The Story of the Buddha

Read through the following description of the Monomyth process as exemplified in the life of Prince Siddhartha Gautama who becomes The Buddha, or the founder of Buddhism. Then, try to identify the three phases of the process: Separation, Struggle/Initiation, Return/Re-integration, and the Gift. Note the phases on the chart, under the category "Founder," on Handout 14.

Siddhartha Gautama was a Hindu prince who lived from 563 to 483 BCE (before the common era) in India. According to legend, Siddhartha led a very sheltered life until one day, while riding outside the palace, he came across "Four Passing Sights" (these were age, suffering, death, and sacrifice in monkhood). Up until this moment, the prince had been carefully shielded from these brutal realities. He was determined to discover for himself the meaning of life, so foresaking his princely existence of pleasure and indulgence, he embarked on an existential quest for true enlightenment. After a long period of seeking out wisdom from master yogis and engaging in rigorous ascetic disciplines of self denial with other monks and almost expiring in the course of fasting, Siddhartha came to reject this approach. Having dismissed the realm of hedonistic pleasure in his princely life and the realm of austerity in his monkhood as a means to enlightenment, he vowed to sit beneath the bodhi tree and meditate until enlightenment came to him. The following passages are based on legendary accounts of what transpired during this cosmic transformation:

The Evil One realizing that his antagonist's [Siddhartha's) success was immi​nent, rushed to the spot to disrupt his concentrations. He attacked first in the form of Kama, the God of desire, parading three voluptuous women with their tempting retinues. When the Buddha-to-be remained unmoved, the Tempter switched his guise to that of Mara, the Lord of death. His powerful hosts assailed the aspirant with hurricanes, torrential rains, and showers of flaming rocks, but Guatama had so emptied himself of his fmite self that the weapons found no target to strike and turned into flower petals as they entered his field of concentration. When, in final desperation, Mara challenged his right to do what he was doing, Guatama touched the earth with his right fingertip, whereupon the earth responded, thundering "I bear you witness" with a hundred, a thousand, and a hundred thousand roars. Mara's army fled in rout, and the god's of heaven descended in rapture to tend the victor with garlands and perfumes. Thereafter, while the Bo Tree rained red blossoms that full-mooned night, Gautama's meditation deepened through watch after watch until, as the morning star glittered in the transparent sky of the east, his mind pierced at last the bubble of the universe and shattered it to naught, only. wonder of wonders, to find it miraculously restored with the effulgence of true being. The great Awakening had arrived. Gautama's being was transformed, and he emerged the Buddha. The event was of cosmic import. All created things filled the morning air with their rejoicings and the earth quaked six ways with wonder.3
Then for seven days Gautama—now the Buddha, the enlightened—sat in motionless bliss; for seven days he stood apart and regarded the spot on which he had received enlightenment . . . and meditated on the doctrine of the sweetness of Nirvana . . . then he doubted whether his message could be communicated, and he thought to retain the wisdom for himself; but the god, Brahma descended from the zenith to implore that he should become the teacher of gods and men. The Buddha was thus persuaded to proclaim the path. And he went back into the cities of men where he moved among the citizens of the world bestowing the inestimable boon of the knowledge of the Way.4
3 Huston Smith, The World's Religions, (New York: HarperCollins, 1991), 86.

4 Joseph Campbell, Hero with a Thousand Faces, (Princeton, New Jersey: Princeton University Press, 1973), 33-34.
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Monomyth Examples

Identify the three phases of the Monomyth as they apply to Prince Siddhartha Guatama, The Buddha. Identify the three phases for a figure selected by your teacher. Then, fill in the mythic hero/heroine and the literary hero/heroine with figures of your own choice.
	Hero Figure
	Separation
	Struggle/

Initiation
	Return/

Reintegration
	Gift/

New Power

	Founder figure
	
	
	
	

	Fairytale Hero/

Heroine
	
	
	
	

	Mythic Hero/

Heroine
	
	
	
	

	Literary Hero/

Heroine
	
	
	
	

	Resident college

student
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Male Initiation
Read through the following description of an initiation ritual from a primal religion:

At the appointed time, the young candidates are taken by the men of the tribe into the forest. The bull-roarers--flat elliptical pieces of wood, which when twirled make an unearthly roaring sound—are booming. (Significantly, the word balum means both bull-roarer and ghost.) The women of the tribe look on from a distance, anxious and weeping, for they have been told the boys are to be eaten by a balum or ghostly monster, who will release them only on condition of receiving a sufficient number of pigs. The women have therefore been fattening pigs since the ceremony was announced, and hope they will be adequate to redeem their sons and lovers. There must be one pig for each initiate.


Deep in the forest, the boys are taken to a secret lodge designed to represent the belly of the monster. A pair of eyes are painted on the entrance, and roots and branches betoken the horror's hair and backbone. As they approach he "growls"—the voice of more hidden bull-roarers.

The pigs are sacrificed and eaten by the men and boys, for the monster demands only their "souls." The boys enter the lodge and undergo the circumcision operation. They remain in seclusion three or four months living in that long hut, inside the "monster." During this time they weave baskets and play two sacred flutes. These flutes are said to be male and female and to be married to each other. No women may see these flutes, and they are employed only during such sacred seasons as this.


At the end of the seclusion period, the boys return to the village, but in a special manner which bespeaks festival and rebirth. They are first taken to bathe in the sea, and then are elaborately decorated with paint and mud. As they go back to the village, they must keep their eyes tightly shut. An old man touches each on the forehead and chin with a bull-roarer. They are then told to open their eyes, and then they may feast and talk to the women.9
3 Robert Ellwood. Many Peoples, Many Faiths: An Introduction to Religious Life of Mankind, (New York: Prentice-Hall Inc.. 1976), 36-37.
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Female Initiation
Read the following account of the initiation ritual of the mika shamanesses of Japan, then answer the five questions below.

Blind girls became apprentices of older shamanesses at six or eight years of age. After a strict training involving fasts, cold-water ablutions, observing taboos, and learning shamaness songs and techniques of trance and divina​tion, they were initiated.


For this rite, the novice wears a white robe called the death dress. She sits facing her mistress and other shamanesses; these elders sing and chant formulae and names of deities. Suddenly the mistress cries, "What diety possessed you?" When the candidate gives the name of a god or Buddha or bodhisattva (who will thereafter be her main supernatural patron), the mis​tress throws a rice cake at her, causing her to fall onto the floor in a faint.


The elders then dash water onto her head as many as 3,333 times. Then they lie beside her and revive her with body heat. When she finally comes to, she is said to be reborn; she exchanges the death dress for wedding apparel, and a traditional Japanese wedding—with traditional exchange of cups of sake (rice wine) nine times—is performed. The new shamaness is the bride, her diety the groom.


Next a great feast of celebration follows, shared by relatives and friends of the new medium; she demonstrates her proficiency at communicating with spirits of the dead. (For a week following, as a sort of divine honeymoon, she may live alone in a shrine with her diety).4
1. This ritual of the mika shamanesses falls into which two of Eliade's three categories of inflation rituals?

2. Identify the separation aspect of this ritual.

3. What is the significance of the white dress in this religion? Compare the significance of a white dress in an American wedding.

4. What is the importance of water in this ritual? How does the ordeal in this initiation differ from that in the male puberty rite studied in Handout 15?

5. Identify the new found power or benefit the shamaness bride brings with her. 4 
Ibid. 50.

	

	


	Sophistication
Sherwood Anderson (1876–1941).  Winesburg, Ohio.  1919.
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IT was early evening of a day in, the late fall and the Winesburg County Fair had brought crowds of country 
people into town. The day had been clear and the night came on warm and pleasant. On the Trunion Pike, where the road after it left town stretched away between berry fields now covered with dry brown leaves, the dust from passing wagons arose in clouds. Children, curled into little balls, slept on the straw scattered on wagon beds. Their hair was full of dust and their fingers black and sticky. The dust rolled away over the fields and the departing sun set it ablaze with colors.   
In the main street of Winesburg crowds filled the stores and the sidewalks. Night came on, horses whinnied, the clerks in the stores ran madly about, children became lost and cried lustily, an American town worked terribly at the task of amusing itself.
	   1

	
	   2

	  Pushing his way through the crowds in Main Street, young George Willard concealed himself in the stairway leading to Doctor Reefy’s office and looked at the people. With feverish eyes he watched the faces drifting past under the store lights. Thoughts kept coming into his head and he did not want to think. He stamped impatiently on the wooden steps and looked sharply about. “Well, is she going to stay with him all day? Have I done all this waiting for nothing?” he muttered.
	   3

	  George Willard, the Ohio village boy, was fast growing into manhood and new thoughts had been coming into his mind. All that day, amid the jam of people at the Fair, he had gone about feeling lonely. He was about to leave Winesburg to go away to some city where he hoped to get work on a city newspaper and he felt grown up. The mood that had taken possession of him was a thing known to men and unknown to boys. He felt old and a little tired. Memories awoke in him. To his mind his new sense of maturity set him apart, made of him a half-tragic figure. He wanted someone to understand the feeling that had taken possession of him after his mother’s death.
	   4

	  There is a time in the life of every boy when he for the first time takes the backward view of life. Perhaps that is the moment when he crosses the line into manhood. The boy is walking through the street of his town. He is thinking of the future and of the figure he will cut in the world. Ambitions and regrets awake within him. Suddenly something happens; he stops under a tree and waits as for a voice calling his name. Ghosts of old things creep into his consciousness; the voices outside of himself whisper a message concerning the limitations of life. From being quite sure of himself and his future he becomes not at all sure. If he be an imaginative boy a door is tom open and for the first time he looks out upon the world, seeing, as though they marched in procession before him, the countless figures of men who before his time have come out of nothingness into the world, lived their lives and again disappeared into nothingness. The sadness of sophistication has come to the boy. With a little gasp he sees himself as merely a leaf blown by the wind through the streets of his village. He knows that in spite of all the stout talk of his fellows he must live and die in uncertainty, a thing blown by the winds, a thing destined like corn to wilt in the sun. He shivers and looks eagerly about. The eighteen years he has lived seem but a moment, a breathing space in the long march of humanity. Already he hears death calling. With all his heart he wants to come close to some other human, touch someone with his hands, be touched by the hand of another. If he prefers that the other be a woman, that is because he believes that a woman will be gentle, that she will understand. He wants, most of all, understanding.
	   5

	  When the moment of sophistication came to George Willard his mind turned to Helen White, the Winesburg banker’s daughter. Always he had been conscious of the girl growing into womanhood as he grew into manhood. Once on a summer night when he was eighteen, he had walked with her on a country road and in her presence had given way to an impulse to boast, to make himself appear big and significant in her eyes. Now he wanted to see her for another purpose. He wanted to tell her of the new impulses that had come to him. He had tried to make her think of him as a man when he knew nothing of manhood and now he wanted to be with her and to try to make her feel the change he believed had taken place in his nature.
	   6

	  As for Helen White, she also had come to a period of change. What George felt, she in her young woman’s way felt also. She was no longer a girl and hungered to reach into the grace and beauty of womanhood. She had come home from Cleveland, where she was attending college, to spend a day at the Fair. She also had begun to have memories. During the day she sat in the grand-stand with a young man, one of the instructors from the college, who was a guest of her mother’s. The young man was of a pedantic turn of mind and she felt at once he would not do for her purpose. At the Fair she was glad to be seen in his company as he was well dressed and a stranger. She knew that the fact of his presence would create an impression. During the day she was happy, but when night came on she began to grow restless. She wanted to drive the instructor away, to get out of his presence. While they sat together in the grand-stand and while the eyes of former schoolmates were upon them, she paid so much attention to her escort that he grew interested. “A scholar needs money. I should marry a woman with money,” he mused.
	   7

	  Helen White was thinking of George Willard even as he wandered gloomily through the crowds thinking of her. She remembered the summer evening when they had walked together and wanted to walk with him again. She thought that the months she had spent in the city, the going to theaters and the seeing of great crowds wandering in lighted thoroughfares, had changed her profoundly. She wanted him to feel and be conscious of the change in her nature.
	   8

	  The summer evening together that had left its mark on the memory of both the young man and woman had, when looked at quite sensibly, been rather stupidly spent. They had walked out of town along a country road. Then they had stopped by a fence near a field of young corn and George had taken off his coat and let it hang on his arm. “Well, I’ve stayed here in Winesburg—yes—I’ve not yet gone away but I’m growing up,” he had said. “I’ve been reading books and I’ve been thinking. I’m going to try to amount to something in life.
	   9

	  “Well,” he explained, “that isn’t the point. Perhaps I’d better quit talking.”
	  10

	  The confused boy put his hand on the girl’s arm. His voice trembled. The two started to walk back along the road toward town. In his desperation George boasted, “I’m going to be a big man, the biggest that ever lived here in Winesburg,” he declared. “I want you to do something, I don’t know what. Perhaps it is none of my business. I want you to try to be different from other women. You see the point. It’s none of my business I tell you. I want you to be a beautiful woman. You see what I want.”
	  11

	  The boy’s voice failed and in silence the two came back into town and went along the street to Helen White’s house. At the gate he tried to say something impressive. Speeches he had thought out came into his head, but they seemed utterly pointless. “I thought—I used to think—I had it in my mind you would marry Seth Richmond. Now I know you won’t,” was all he could find to say as she went through the gate and toward the door of her house.
	  12

	  On the warm fall evening as he stood in the stairway and looked at the crowd drifting through Main Street, George thought of the talk beside the field of young corn and was ashamed of the figure he had made of himself. In the street the people surged up and down like cattle confined in a pen. Buggies and wagons almost filled the narrow thoroughfare. A band played and small boys raced along the sidewalk, diving between the legs of men. Young men with shining red faces walked awkwardly about with girls on their arms. In a room above one of the stores, where a dance was to be held, the fiddlers tuned their instruments. The broken sounds floated down through an open window and out across the murmur of voices and the loud blare of the horns of the band. The medley of sounds got on young Willard’s nerves. Everywhere, on all sides, the sense of crowding, moving life closed in about him. He wanted to run away by himself and think. “If she wants to stay with that fellow she may. Why should I care? What difference does it make to me?” he growled and went along Main Street and through Hern’s Grocery into a side street.
	  13

	  George felt so utterly lonely and dejected that he wanted to weep but pride made him walk rapidly along, swinging his arms. He came to Wesley Moyer’s livery barn and stopped in the shadows to listen to a group of men who talked of a race Wesley’s stallion, Tony Tip, had won at the Fair during the afternoon. A crowd had gathered in front of the barn and before the crowd walked Wesley, prancing up and down boasting. He held a whip in his hand and kept tapping the ground. Little puffs of dust arose in the lamplight. “Hell, quit your talking,” Wesley exclaimed. “I wasn’t afraid, I knew I had ’em beat all the time. I wasn’t afraid.”
	  14

	  Ordinarily George Willard would have been intensely interested in the boasting of Moyer, the horseman. Now it made him angry. He turned and hurried away along the street. “Old windbag,” he sputtered. “Why does he want to be bragging? Why don’t he shut up?”
	  15

	  George went into a vacant lot and, as he hurried along, fell over a pile of rubbish. A nail protruding from an empty barrel tore his trousers. He sat down on the ground and swore. With a pin he mended the torn place and then arose and went on. “I’ll go to Helen White’s house, that’s what I’ll do. I’ll walk right in. I’ll say that I want to see her. I’ll walk right in and sit down, that’s what I’ll do,” he declared, climbing over a fence and beginning to run.
	  16

	  
	

	  On the veranda of Banker White’s house Helen was restless and distraught. The instructor sat between the mother and daughter. His talk wearied the girl. Although he had also been raised in an Ohio town, the instructor began to put on the airs of the city. He wanted to appear cosmopolitan. “I like the chance you have given me to study the background out of which most of our girls come,” he declared. “It was good of you, Mrs. White, to have me down for the day.” He turned to Helen and laughed. “Your life is still bound up with the life of this town?” he asked. “There are people here in whom you are interested?” To the girl his voice sounded pompous and heavy.
	  17

	  Helen arose and went into the house. At the door leading to a garden at the back she stopped and stood listening. Her mother began to talk. “There is no one here fit to associate with a girl of Helen’s breeding,” she said.
	  18

	  Helen ran down a flight of stairs at the back of the house and into the garden. In the darkness she stopped and stood trembling. It seemed to her that the world was full of meaningless people saying words. Afire with eagerness she ran through a garden gate and, turning a corner by the banker’s barn, went into a little side street. “George! Where are you, George?” she cried, filled with nervous excitement. She stopped running, and leaned against a tree to laugh hysterically. Along the dark little street came George Willard, still saying words. “I’m going to walk right into her house. I’ll go right in and sit down, “ he declared as he came up to her. He stopped and stared stupidly. “Come on,” he said and took hold of her hand. With hanging heads they walked away along the street under the trees. Dry leaves rustled under foot. Now that he had found her George wondered what he had better do and say.
	  19

	  
	

	  At the upper end of the Fair Ground, in Winesburg, there is a half decayed old grand-stand. It has never been painted and the boards are all warped out of shape. The Fair Ground stands on top of a low hill rising out of the valley of Wine Creek and from the grand-stand one can see at night, over a cornfield, the lights of the town reflected against the sky.
	  20

	  George and Helen climbed the hill to the Fair Ground, coming by the path past Waterworks Pond. The feeling of loneliness and isolation that had come to the young man in the crowded streets of his town was both broken and intensified by the presence of Helen. What he felt was reflected in her.
	  21

	  In youth there are always two forces fighting in people. The warm unthinking little animal struggles against the thing that reflects and remembers, and the older, the more sophisticated thing had possession of George Willard. Sensing his mood, Helen walked beside him filled with respect. When they got to the grand-stand they climbed up under the roof and sat down on one of the long bench-like seats.
	  22

	  There is something memorable in the experience to be had by going into a fair ground that stands at the edge of a Middle Western town on a night after the annual fair has been held. The sensation is one never to be forgotten. On all sides are ghosts, not of the dead, but of living people. Here, during the day just passed, have come the people pouring in from the town and the country around. Farmers with their wives and children and all the people from the hundreds of little frame houses have gathered within these board walls. Young girls have laughed and men with beards have talked of the affairs of their lives. The place has been filled to overflowing with life. It has itched and squirmed with life and now it is night and the life has all gone away. The silence is almost terrifying. One conceals oneself standing silently beside the trunk of a tree and what there is of a reflective tendency in his nature is intensified. One shudders at the thought of the meaninglessness of life while at the same instant, and if the people of the town are his people, one loves life so intensely that tears come into the eyes.
	  23

	  In the darkness under the roof of the grand-stand, George Willard sat beside Helen White and felt very keenly his own insignificance in the scheme of existence. Now that he had come out of town where the presence of the people stirring about, busy with a multitude of affairs, had been so irritating, the irritation was all gone. The presence of Helen renewed and refreshed him. It was as though her woman’s hand was assisting him to make some minute readjustment of the machinery of his life. He began to think of the people in the town where he had always lived with something like reverence. He had reverence for Helen. He wanted to love and to be loved by her, but he did not want at the moment to be confused by her womanhood. In the darkness he took hold of her hand and when she crept close put a hand on her shoulder. A wind began to blow and he shivered. With all his strength he tried to hold and to understand the mood that had come upon him. In that high place in the darkness the two oddly sensitive human atoms held each other tightly and waited. In the mind of each was the same thought. “I have come to this lonely place and here is this other,” was the substance of the thing felt.
	  24

	  In Winesburg the crowded day had run itself out into the long night of the late fall. Farm horses jogged away along lonely country roads pulling their portion of weary people. Clerks began to bring samples of goods in off the sidewalks and lock the doors of stores. In the Opera House a crowd had gathered to see a show and further down Main Street the fiddlers, their instruments tuned, sweated and worked to keep the feet of youth flying over a dance floor.
	  25

	  In the darkness in the grand-stand Helen White and George Willard remained silent. Now and then the spell that held them was broken and they turned and tried in the dim light to see into each other’s eyes. They kissed but that impulse did not last. At the upper end of the Fair Ground a half dozen men worked over horses that had raced during the afternoon. The men had built a fire and were heating kettles of water. Only their legs could be seen as they passed back and forth in the light. When the wind blew the little flames of the fire danced crazily about.
	  26

	  George and Helen arose and walked away into the darkness. They went along a path past a field of corn that had not yet been cut. The wind whispered among the dry corn blades. For a moment during the walk back into town the spell that held them was broken. When they had come to the crest of Waterworks Hill they stopped by a tree and George again put his hands on the girl’s shoulders. She embraced him eagerly and then again they drew quickly back from that impulse. They stopped kissing and stood a little apart. Mutual respect grew big in them. They were both embarrassed and to relieve their embarrassment dropped into the animalism of youth. They laughed and began to pull and haul at each other. In some way chastened and purified by the mood they had been in, they became, not man and woman, not boy and girl, but excited little animals.
	  27

	  It was so they went down the hill. In the darkness they played like two splendid young things in a young world. Once, running swiftly forward, Helen tripped George and he fell. He squirmed and shouted. Shaking with laughter, he roiled down the hill. Helen ran after him. For just a moment she stopped in the darkness. There was no way of knowing what woman’s thoughts went through her mind but, when the bottom of the hill was reached and she came up to the boy, she took his arm and walked beside him in dignified silence. For some reason they could not have explained they had both got from their silent evening together the thing needed. Man or boy, woman or girl, they had for a moment taken hold of the thing that makes the mature life of men and women in the modern world possible.
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"Sophistication"

Read through the chapter "Sophistication" in Winesburg, Ohio by Sherwood Anderson, and answer the following questions.
	


1. Describe the "moment of sophistication" that comes to George, using the words of the author. Then, put this experience into your own words and life context.
2. Analyze the final statements of this short story: "For some reason they could not have explained they had both got from their silent evening together the thing needed. Man or boy, woman or girl, they had for a moment taken hold of the thing that makes the mature life of men and women in the modem world possible."
3. In your opinion, is George a boy or a man? Is Helen a girl or a woman? Why? What traits constitute a person becoming an adult? Do either of these characters possess these traits? Be specific.
4. Describe the transformation these characters are undergoing in terms of your own life experi​ence. Can you identify with any of their thoughts, feelings, or impressions? Explain.
5. How does the setting contribute to the mood of the story? Select three symbols that stand out in the passage and explain how the author uses them.
6. Arrive at a description of the archetype liberation of transcendence. How does this theme compare with the earlier initiation scenario you studied as the monomyth?
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Departure
[image: image10.png]



It's little I care what path I take,

And where it leads it's little I care;

But out of this house, lest my heart break, 
I must go, and off somewhere.

It's little I know what's in my heart, 
What's in my mind it's little I know,

But there's that in me must up and start, 
And it's little I care where my feet go.

I wish I could walk for a day and a night, 
And find me at dawn in a desolate place 
With never the rut of a road in sight,

Nor the roof of a house, nor the eyes of a face.

I wish I could walk till my blood should spout, 
And drop me, never to stir again,

On a shore that is wide, for the tide is out, 
And the weedy rocks are bare to the rain.

But dump or dock, where the path I take 
Brings up, it's little enough I care;

And it's little I mind the fuss they'll make, 
Huddled dead in a ditch somewhere.

"Is something the matter, dear," she said, 
"That you sit at your work so silently?" 
"No, mother, no, 'twas a knot in my thread. 
There goes the kettle, I'll make tea."

—Edna St. Vincent Malay
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Narrative Writing Assignment: Personal Flight Experience

Write a first-person narrative account of a liberating flight that you personally have experienced or wish to experience at this point in your life. This can be an account of a physical and/or spiritual journey that you have undertaken in reality or have wanted to take in your imagination.

Before you write, you should think about what motivated you to take the flight. For example, were you running away from something or seeking something? Did fear or desire for adventure create the impulse? Describe where you went, how you got there, and what you encountered on your flight (description of places, people, and symbolic forms that appeared on your journey). Be sure to include metaphors and symbolic flight images to illustrate your experience. Identify the internal and/or external conflict you were struggling to resolve at this time and any insights you gained through the experience. Think about how you resolved your conflict; or, if it remained unresolved, how did the flight experience find closure?

Now write the story of your personal flight. 
Prewriting:


	Motivation for the flight
	Setting/Other characters

	
	

	Metaphors
	Symbolic images

	
	

	Conflicts in question internal/external
	Resolution or closure to the flight
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Specification—Evaluation Sheet

Type of writing _________________________________________________________________________________________________________


	Students should include:
	Self
	Peer
	Teacher

	Content:
	
	
	

	1.


	
	
	

	2.


	
	
	

	3.


	
	
	

	4.


	
	
	

	5.


	
	
	

	Mechanics
	
	
	

	1.


	
	
	

	2.


	
	
	

	3.


	
	
	

	4.


	
	
	

	5.


	
	
	


Comments:
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"The Bear"

The short-story, The Bear," can be divided into four sections corresponding to the changing ages of the young male protagonist and the stages along his unique initiation journey. Read each section, as instructed by your teacher, and fill in the information below.

	Section 1.
pages 281-286 Boy at age 10 

Setting:

Plot Summary:

Lifestage:



	Section 2.                pages 296-290 Boy at age 11 

Setting:

Plot Summary:

Lifestage:



	Section 3.                   pages 290-292 Boy at age 14 

Setting:

Plot Summary:

Lifestage:



	Section 4.                     pages 292-293 Final Scene 

Setting:

Plot Summary:

Father's assessment: Son's assessment:

Student's assessment of the boy's accomplishments:
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Sacred Marriage—"The Maypole of Merrymount"

Read "The Maypole of Merrymount" by Nathaniel Hawthorne and list the archetypes, their story elements, and their symbolic significance in the story. One example is included.

	Story element
	Archetype
	Symbolic significance in this story

	Maypole
	Cosmic Tree
	Central unifying emblem of the community
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The Wisdom of the Contrary

A Conversation with Joseph Epes Brown
D.M. Dooling We want to talk to you about the clown and the trickster who play such a prominent role in Native American cultures. In ow- culture we tend to think of him as being there for our entertainment: the circus or rodeo clown; something to amuse children. But perhaps even they have another, more hidden function. The rodeo clown, for instance: he isn't there simply to amuse the crowd with vulgar jokes; he's an extraordinarily brave man whose daring performances protect the riders from being trampled if they are thrown. But how could they be related, for example, to the Contraries of the Plains people?

Joseph Epes Brown Before we get into details such as Contraries and the Plains people's traditions, would it be possible to talk a little bit about the meaning of the general phenomenon of "clowns" across cultures, and then come to specific references to American Indian cultures? I have some very strong feelings about this that I would like to verbalize, if I can. If you were to ask me to sit down and write about it, it would take me many weeks; informally, there are a few things I would like to speculate about.

D.D. We would like very much to hear your speculations!

J.H. I would like to emphasize first that we are here talking about "clowns," Contraries, or Trickster beings within essentially religious contexts—that is to say, within what I call traditional types of societies. When we talk about clowns in our society, such as the rodeo clown or the Barnum and Bailey circus clown, we are dealing with a different perspective, because here clowns and clowning occur outside a traditional religious context, although perhaps this is not so true in the origins of the circus. But today one could say that in our society—and this is perhaps not a kindly remark—clowns don't have the quality impact they do in traditional societies because it seems that in a society such as ours, everybody tends to be some kind of a clown, and life so often has the mood of a carnival, that the sacred context within which the traditional clown acts has become lost.

D.D. Yes, it's not very kind, but rather true.

J.B. Because with us, the carnival or the acts of a clown amuse but do not lead towards religious understanding or spiritual realization. In traditional societies in general, however, I would say that the role of the clown serves an enormously important purpose in that it opens a door, in a very subtle and effective way, into a realm of greater reality than the realm of the ebb and flow of everyday life. And this is accomplished, I think, essentially by two means. There is first of all the element of shock. Clowns among the Pueblos, for example, in the context of their ritual dance dramas, engage in, among other activities, sexual types of display which normally are quite taboo in such societies, and this causes a rupture with the ordinary everyday pattern of life. It does that by immediately catching the attention; it helps the people forget their petty little concerns about the routines of daily life. It shocks them out of that. Secondly, once that awareness, that alertness and openness, has been achieved through the initial shock, then it is possible to communicate on another level through the use of humor. As I see it, all this puts the mind of the person involved in a frame which relates to the humor of the situation, thus serving to open doors to a realm greater than that of ordinary life. It does this extremely effectively, because all of this takes place, as I have suggested, within a very serious ritual or dance-drama context, which involves enormous concentration, great attention to the minute details of the rites of the ceremo​nies that are being carried out—and the rigors of all this demand some kind of relief, some way in which what is being stated through the rites can be translated onto a much deeper level, transcending the activities, or the forms and motions of the rite itself. Thus shock and humor open into another realm. It is a very Zen-like technique, it seems to me.

D.D. Yes, I was just thinking of the traditional Zen master, who certainly uses the technique of shock and humor. But I have a question there: the humor is apparently very often directed toward the rite itself. It's as if the ritual solem​nities were being made fun of Now from what you say, I gather that you think this is done in order that the truth that is within these rites should be somehow put on a different level, but not destroyed; would you say the humor is not destructive, it is not against?

J.B. No, I see it as a technique to translate the formal rite or to break through it into an area of deeper meaning and deeper awareness on the part of the participant. It is you might say a shattering of the structure of the rite in order to get at the essence of the rite. It seems to ridicule, thus destroy, but it does this so that deeper truths contained within the rite can come forth and reveal themselves.

D.D. I wonder if you could describe some manifestations of the trickster or the clown when this role is being played?

J.B. Well, there are many examples one could take, but I always like to use those out of Plains Indian culture, out of my own experience with the so-called Heyhokas among the Sioux, especially among the friends I lived with in Black Elk's family, and with Black Elk himself, who was a Heyhoka

D.D. He was? I didn't know that!

J.B. Oh, yes! In the first place, to become a Heyhoka, or sometimes what is called a Contrary, requires a deep spiritual experience—a very intense quality of dream, or more often a vision experience. This sacred origin is important, because it gives the key to the fact that what we are really dealing with in the activities of the Heyhoka is of a spiritual nature, and is a means of transmit​ting spiritual truths to the larger community. The quality of the vision that leads to becoming a Heyhoka is institutionalized in a sense, in that it has to be a vision involving certain forms or certain powers—lightning, for example, the Thunder Beings, or the dog; if one has such a vision, this requires that the person becomes a Heyhoka.

D.D. Any vision of any one of these?

J.B. At least among the Sioux, yes. However, the strongest sign probably is of lightning, whether in the form of the Thunder Beings, or the eagle perhaps, which is associated with lightning. This was Black Elk's experience, which forced him to become a trickster figure, a Heyhoka, one who has the obliga​tion—and it is a very weighty function that is imposed on such a person—to do things in ways which break with the traditional norms. Sometimes the Heyhoka's actions are very humorous, because this is, as we have said, a part of the technique for shattering a person's perception of, and participation in, the everyday routines of life. To break through the habitual enables one to take some distance from oneself—to see things a little bit more objectively, and thereby on a higher level. So the Heyhokas do all sorts of strange things: they do things upside down or backwards; sometimes they will pitch a tepee with the poles on the outside of the lodge covering, with the smoke flaps facing the wrong way, or with the doorway to the west instead of to the east. When they sit in the tepee maybe they will do it upside down, with their feet up in the air, lying on their backs on the ground; and this of course makes people laugh. Normally when you enter a tepee in the Plains, you must move around it in a sun wise direction, clockwise; but the Heyhoka will do it the wrong way. Everything is done in reverse. Sometimes instead of going in the doorway they lift up the lodge cover at the back and crawl under; things like that. Sometimes their tricks aren't so funny. I remember one story an old Sioux woman told me, and she was really mad about it. Her husband was a Heyhoka. and she had just finished making a pair of decorated moccasins for him. They were in the lodge and she tossed them to him across the fire, saying, "Here, try them on." In their language, which is Lakota, that sounds very much like, "Here, burn them up," and so he picked them up and threw them into the fire, and burned up his nice new moccasins; and she was very furious. She didn't think that was very funny.

D.D. I really can't blame her!

J.B. But maybe it did something for her, to help her to take a greater distance from her craft work. Sometimes in making things one becomes too attached to what is made, forgetting that things are never permanent!

There are hundreds of stories like that. I like the one Black Elk used to tell about the Heyhokas who rushed out of the tepee after a little sprinkle of rain and saw a large puddle; with great flourishes and gesticulations they took off their clothes down to the breech clout, and then they got a long pole, about twenty feet long, and laid it horizontally across the puddle; then they set it up vertically in order to measure the depth of the water, and saw it was about twenty feet deep, you see? So with a great deal of display, making sure everybody in camp was looking, they dove into the water, which was only a few inches deep, and hit their heads hard, and made everybody laugh. And that's good, because what is life without laughter? It's very important.

D.D. What did Black Elk do as a Heyhoka?

J.B. Well, he was always doing funny things. That it why it was always good to live with him, because you never knew what to expect. It was always something completely unexpected that would happen, when you were trav​eling with him, for instance. There was a time—this isn't exactly humorous, but it shows the ability of the Heyhoka to seize on any occasion and use it in an imaginative, unusual way. It was in Denver—which was not a very pleasant city in the early 1940s; there was a great deal of prejudice and racism, and we had a hard time finding a hotel room. When we did find one it was a very dingy, horrible room and Black Elk felt bad about Denver and the hotel; he felt unclean and he wanted a sweat bath to cleanse himself of the impurities of that city. I didn't know how this could be done in a hotel room; but the room was heated by a coal fire, and the fireplace was brick and so old the bricks were falling out of it. He said, "Here, let's take there loose bricks, and we'll pull some more out of the chimney and heat them in the coal fire," which we did. Then we took the chairs in the room and put them in a circle, and took all the bedding off the beds and put them over the chairs to make a kind of lodge right there in the middle of this hotel room. We found an old coal scuttle and when the bricks were red hot we put them in the coal scuttle, put that in the little lodge, and stripped down and crawled in; and it was good and hot in there and we sang and prayed and smoked and sweated and it was real good, you know? I think that was the first time a sweat bath has ever been taken in a Denver hotel room; but that is typical of the kind of thing that happens with these people—the unexpected, breaking with habitual patterns, adds a dimension to life that I think is terribly important.

D.D. When Black Elk was acting as a religious leader among his people, did he put aside the Heyhoka role?

J.B. No; it is incumbent upon the Heyhoka always to be a Heyhoka; you can't turn it on and off.

D.D. How did he reconcile the two roles?

J.H. The leading of serious, sacred rites isn't contrary to breaking the seriousness of those rites with humor. It gives dramatic relief; it is a universal technique. Very often. right in the middle of a sacred rite, the opening of a medicine bundle, for instance, there'll be a kind of break or recess, and at that time maybe they'll start telling very funny stories; and in this most serious context all of a sudden everyone is laughing and rolling around on the ground.
D.D. That reminds me of an experience of my own, when I was admitted to the preparation of a Navajo sand painting ceremony. At the same time that the medicine man was making the sand painting, and instructing a couple of young assistants in exactly how it was done, he was also making great fun of us, and there was a great deal of laughter. They would stop every now and then and say, "Thank you thank you thank you!" They think it is very funny the way we say "thank you," and the laughter was uproarious. It was my first experience of Native Americans in action and I was very much astonished at this mixture of the solemn with ridicule.

J.B. And so often for an outsider it is very, very hard to take, because we feel offended, and so on. But if we really stand off from ourselves and see that indeed we really are very funny in certain circumstances, and start to laugh at ourselves, then all of a sudden—and this I think is the point of the whole thing—something opens up and another quality of participation becomes possible. You know, in many of those cults or sects where everything is taken so very seriously and everything must be very solemn and one must never smile because a smile is against religion, one wonders—in a truly spiritual sense, what is the real work that goes on within? In many American Indian cultures, on the Northwest coast, for instance, certain rites and ceremonies can't be started until the guests who have been invited to participate start to laugh—open up. Once they start to laugh, then the ground is prepared for a real quality of participation in the sacred dimensions of what the rite is all about.

....................................................
There is something that I think is very important about these kinds of tricks and strange phenomena that some of the medicine men can accomplish: very often it is evident to the outsider that there is some pragmatic explanation for the trick, some sleight of hand or other, and very often that is the case and the people are very aware of it. But that doesn't mean to them that the performer is a fake or a charlatan; they relate to this in a different kind of way from the way we would—not with suspicion but with an understanding that however the phenomenon was accomplished, it illustrates the illusory nature of phenomena in general. And realizing the illusory nature of phenomena, the world of appearances, of maya as the Hindus would say, again helps one to break through to a reality that is more real.

D.D. Do you remember an article of Sam Gill's, in an early issue of Parabola, in which he was speaking of just that among the Hopi, with the kachinas? There is a disillusionment of the children at a certain age: they have been brought up with all sorts of Santa Claus stories about the kachinas. He also spoke about some tribes in Australia and the Initiation rites for young boys, where they frighten them to death with buiroarers, keeping them blindfolded, and then suddenly the blindfolds are taken off and they see that these terrible roaring gods are their own fathers, laughing at them! He made a very interest​ing case for the extraordinary effect that this could have on the children, of bringing them to an entirely different level of understanding.
J.B. Right that is what I feel is accomplished. He was writing about the kachina initiation rites of the Hopi and how after very serious rites, indeed, a terrifying display where the initiates are whipped, all of a sudden the elders take off their masks and start whipping each other and joking and the children see they are their fathers and uncles and so on. So you have again the theme of the shock and then release of tension with humor, and then hopefully understanding on a deeper level which is appropriate at this par​ticular age; they are old enough now to understand the mysteries of the kachinas, but on a deeper level possible with maturity.

D.D. I don't succeed in understanding very well the connection here with the enormous body of Trickster myths—all the shenanigans of Coyote, for in-stance, combined with his semi-divinity. What is the intention there?

J.B. Yes, these tales now involve not people who take on the role of the clown, but animal or mythical beings who take on similar functions, whether it is Coyote, the Algonkin Nanabozo, the Great Hare, or the Siouan Iktomi, the Spider. First of all, the stories are always transmitted orally by storytellers, the elders who are often great artists, actors who are able to tell it in a way that immediately catches the attention of the children, the old people, every-body. They use all kinds of dramatic devices to hold their listeners' attention. Also the telling of these tales is always under certain circumstances: some-times only in the winter season, as among the Navajos, after certain beings have gone underground, like bears and spiders, who have negative potenti​alities. Or, in addition, they may only be told at nighttime; in other words, the context in which the tales are told has to be special, and that lends impor​tance to the telling of them. Then the tales themselves are acted out, often using many theatrical devices, and most of them present things that one isn't supposed to do in everyday life—as in the Coyote tales. For example, Coyote is always complaining about his hunger; and everybody knows you should never do that. So when the moment comes when he complains of hunger, everybody laughs, because they know this is not appropriate. Or Coyote is always being carried away by his sex impulses, and again everybody laughs because they know that such excesses are not acceptable behavior. Of course eventually Coyote gets punished for allowing his appetites to run away with him; but a number of things happen in these tales on a number of different levels. First of all there is what you might call the moralistic level. (There is never the punch line that we have in Aesop's fables: "This is what happens if you do this"—everybody gets the point without having to emphasize it like that.) On this moralistic level, the tales set the parameters for acceptable behavior; they define the limits outside of which you are not allowed to go if you are a member of that particular cultural group. Secondly, on what seems to me a higher level of understanding, the miraculous events that are always a part of the tale instruct us that this shifting world of appearances is not really real; there are other levels of reality. For instance, Coyote is tricked into a hollow log and can't get out, nevertheless he is able to take a clamshell from behind his ear and he cuts the parts of his body into tiny pieces and throws them out of a knothole; then once outside he puts himself together again. Thus these episodes again help to break the shell of this world of appearances in which we tend to be too set. Then there is the humor, too, and these together, as with the clown, open up the possibility of participation on other, deeper levels of reality. It is a most effective device, whether used by the clown or in the adventures of the Trickster being.

D.D. Are there special people who are allowed to tell stories? Do they tell them in their houses, or is there a communal storytelling? Or does this vary?

J.B. It varies a great deal. Sometimes just in the evening when the family is there, an elder is chosen, or spontaneously he begins to tell the story, or it may be a younger person who is noted for his skill in using dramatic devices. Such oral transmission is a great art form, and it is a tragedy that this has been disappearing over the past years. With the emphasis on literacy and so on it has been increasingly lost to the people, with all that this implies. For these truths are the kinds of things that are transmitted only through the oral traditions. Also, for the full import of the tales they must be told in their own language.
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Analyzing the Trickster
Read the Parabola magazine article "The Wisdom of the Contrary, A conversation with Joseph Epes Brown," Handout 23, part A, and answer the following questions:

1. What is the difference between a clown and a trickster?

2. Identify the two ways a clown in a traditional society opens the door to a greater reality than the everyday flow. Explain how each is accomplished.

3. What term do the native American Plains Indians give to this figure?

4. What images does the translation of that term call to mind? Is it a descriptive term to use in this case? Using the examples of trickster figures you've already researched for this lesson, explain why or why not.

5. What sign is taken in the Sioux tribe as an indication that one is a trickster figure?

6. What lessons can we learn from this character according to the Joseph Epes Brown interview?

7. How does a tribal leader like Black Elk manage his trickster personality to benefit his people?

8. Why is it important to laugh at ourselves?

9. What is the message behind the "tricks" and sleight of hand that the trickster is performing?

10. What are the three functions behind the trickster tales? Are any of these devices used by contemporary comic characters in addressing their audience? Explain.

11. How do stories get told in your family?

The Lottery

by SHIRLEY JACKSON


The morning of June 27th was clear and sunny, with the fresh warmth of a full-summer day; the flowers were blossoming profusely and the grass was richly green. The people of the village began to gather in the square, between the post office and the bank, around ten o'clock; in some towns there were so many people that the lottery took two days and had to be started on June 2th. but in this village, where there were only about three hundred people, the whole lottery took less than two hours, so it could begin at ten o'clock in the morning and still be through in time to allow the villagers to get home for noon dinner. 

The children assembled first, of course. School was recently over for the summer, and the feeling of liberty sat uneasily on most of them; they tended to gather together quietly for a while before they broke into boisterous play. and their talk was still of the classroom and the teacher, of books and reprimands. Bobby Martin had already stuffed his pockets full of stones, and the other boys soon followed his example, selecting the smoothest and roundest stones; Bobby and Harry Jones and Dickie Delacroix-- the villagers pronounced this name "Dellacroy"--eventually made a great pile of stones in one corner of the square and guarded it against the raids of the other boys. The girls stood aside, talking among themselves, looking over their shoulders at rolled in the dust or clung to the hands of their older brothers or sisters. 

Soon the men began to gather. surveying their own children, speaking of planting and rain, tractors and taxes. They stood together, away from the pile of stones in the corner, and their jokes were quiet and they smiled rather than laughed. The women, wearing faded house dresses and sweaters, came shortly after their menfolk. They greeted one another and exchanged bits of gossip as they went to join their husbands. Soon the women, standing by their husbands, began to call to their children, and the children came reluctantly, having to be called four or five times. Bobby Martin ducked under his mother's grasping hand and ran, laughing, back to the pile of stones. His father spoke up sharply, and Bobby came quickly and took his place between his father and his oldest brother. 

The lottery was conducted--as were the square dances, the teen club, the Halloween program--by Mr. Summers. who had time and energy to devote to civic activities. He was a round-faced, jovial man and he ran the coal business, and people were sorry for him. because he had no children and his wife was a scold. When he arrived in the square, carrying the black wooden box, there was a murmur of conversation among the villagers, and he waved and called. "Little late today, folks." The postmaster, Mr. Graves, followed him, carrying a three- legged stool, and the stool was put in the center of the square and Mr. Summers set the black box down on it. The villagers kept their distance, leaving a space between themselves and the stool. and when Mr. Summers said, "Some of you fellows want to give me a hand?" there was a hesitation before two men. Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter. came forward to hold the box steady on the stool while Mr. Summers stirred up the papers inside it. 

The original paraphernalia for the lottery had been lost long ago, and the black box now resting on the stool had been put into use even before Old Man Warner, the oldest man in town, was born. Mr. Summers spoke frequently to the villagers about making a new box, but no one liked to upset even as much tradition as was represented by the black box. There was a story that the present box had been made with some pieces of the box that had preceded it, the one that had been constructed when the first people settled down to make a village here. Every year, after the lottery, Mr. Summers began talking again about a new box, but every year the subject was allowed to fade off without anything's being done. The black box grew shabbier each year: by now it was no longer completely black but splintered badly along one side to show the original wood color, and in some places faded or stained. 

Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter, held the black box securely on the stool until Mr. Summers had stirred the papers thoroughly with his hand. Because so much of the ritual had been forgotten or discarded, Mr. Summers had been successful in having slips of paper substituted for the chips of wood that had been used for generations. Chips of wood, Mr. Summers had argued. had been all very well when the village was tiny, but now that the population was more than three hundred and likely to keep on growing, it was necessary to use something that would fit more easily into he black box. The night before the lottery, Mr. Summers and Mr. Graves made up the slips of paper and put them in the box, and it was then taken to the safe of Mr. Summers' coal company and locked up until Mr. Summers was ready to take it to the square next morning. The rest of the year, the box was put way, sometimes one place, sometimes another; it had spent one year in Mr. Graves's barn and another year underfoot in the post office. and sometimes it was set on a shelf in the Martin grocery and left there. 

There was a great deal of fussing to be done before Mr. Summers declared the lottery open. There were the lists to make up--of heads of families. heads of households in each family. members of each household in each family. There was the proper swearing-in of Mr. Summers by the postmaster, as the official of the lottery; at one time, some people remembered, there had been a recital of some sort, performed by the official of the lottery, a perfunctory. tuneless chant that had been rattled off duly each year; some people believed that the official of the lottery used to stand just so when he said or sang it, others believed that he was supposed to walk among the people, but years and years ago this p3rt of the ritual had been allowed to lapse. There had been, also, a ritual salute, which the official of the lottery had had to use in addressing each person who came up to draw from the box, but this also had changed with time, until now it was felt necessary only for the official to speak to each person approaching. Mr. Summers was very good at all this; in his clean white shirt and blue jeans. with one hand resting carelessly on the black box. he seemed very proper and important as he talked interminably to Mr. Graves and the Martins. 

Just as Mr. Summers finally left off talking and turned to the assembled villagers, Mrs. Hutchinson came hurriedly along the path to the square, her sweater thrown over her shoulders, and slid into place in the back of the crowd. "Clean forgot what day it was," she said to Mrs. Delacroix, who stood next to her, and they both laughed softly. "Thought my old man was out back stacking wood," Mrs. Hutchinson went on. "and then I looked out the window and the kids was gone, and then I remembered it was the twenty-seventh and came a-running." She dried her hands on her apron, and Mrs. Delacroix said, "You're in time, though. They're still talking away up there." 

Mrs. Hutchinson craned her neck to see through the crowd and found her husband and children standing near the front. She tapped Mrs. Delacroix on the arm as a farewell and began to make her way through the crowd. The people separated good-humoredly to let her through: two or three people said. in voices just loud enough to be heard across the crowd, "Here comes your, Missus, Hutchinson," and "Bill, she made it after all." Mrs. Hutchinson reached her husband, and Mr. Summers, who had been waiting, said cheerfully. "Thought we were going to have to get on without you, Tessie." Mrs. Hutchinson said. grinning, "Wouldn't have me leave m'dishes in the sink, now, would you. Joe?," and soft laughter ran through the crowd as the people stirred back into position after Mrs. Hutchinson's arrival. 

"Well, now." Mr. Summers said soberly, "guess we better get started, get this over with, so's we can go back to work. Anybody ain't here?" 

"Dunbar." several people said. "Dunbar. Dunbar." 

Mr. Summers consulted his list. "Clyde Dunbar." he said. "That's right. He's broke his leg, hasn't he? Who's drawing for him?" 

"Me. I guess," a woman said. and Mr. Summers turned to look at her. "Wife draws for her husband." Mr. Summers said. "Don't you have a grown boy to do it for you, Janey?" Although Mr. Summers and everyone else in the village knew the answer perfectly well, it was the business of the official of the lottery to ask such questions formally. Mr. Summers waited with an expression of polite interest while Mrs. Dunbar answered. 

"Horace's not but sixteen vet." Mrs. Dunbar said regretfully. "Guess I gotta fill in for the old man this year." 

"Right." Sr. Summers said. He made a note on the list he was holding. Then he asked, "Watson boy drawing this year?" 

A tall boy in the crowd raised his hand. "Here," he said. "I m drawing for my mother and me." He blinked his eyes nervously and ducked his head as several voices in the crowd said thin#s like "Good fellow, lack." and "Glad to see your mother's got a man to do it." 

"Well," Mr. Summers said, "guess that's everyone. Old Man Warner make it?" 

"Here," a voice said. and Mr. Summers nodded. 

A sudden hush fell on the crowd as Mr. Summers cleared his throat and looked at the list. "All ready?" he called. "Now, I'll read the names--heads of families first--and the men come up and take a paper out of the box. Keep the paper folded in your hand without looking at it until everyone has had a turn. Everything clear?" 

The people had done it so many times that they only half listened to the directions: most of them were quiet. wetting their lips. not looking around. Then Mr. Summers raised one hand high and said, "Adams." A man disengaged himself from the crowd and came forward. "Hi. Steve." Mr. Summers said. and Mr. Adams said. "Hi. Joe." They grinned at one another humorlessly and nervously. Then Mr. Adams reached into the black box and took out a folded paper. He held it firmly by one corner as he turned and went hastily back to his place in the crowd. where he stood a little apart from his family. not looking down at his hand. 

"Allen." Mr. Summers said. "Anderson.... Bentham." 

"Seems like there's no time at all between lotteries any more." Mrs. Delacroix said to Mrs. Graves in the back row. 

"Seems like we got through with the last one only last week." 

"Time sure goes fast.-- Mrs. Graves said. 

"Clark.... Delacroix" 

"There goes my old man." Mrs. Delacroix said. She held her breath while her husband went forward. 

"Dunbar," Mr. Summers said, and Mrs. Dunbar went steadily to the box while one of the women said. "Go on. Janey," and another said, "There she goes." 

"We're next." Mrs. Graves said. She watched while Mr. Graves came around from the side of the box, greeted Mr. Summers gravely and selected a slip of paper from the box. By now, all through the crowd there were men holding the small folded papers in their large hand. turning them over and over nervously Mrs. Dunbar and her two sons stood together, Mrs. Dunbar holding the slip of paper. 

"Harburt.... Hutchinson." 

"Get up there, Bill," Mrs. Hutchinson said. and the people near her laughed. 

"Jones." 

"They do say," Mr. Adams said to Old Man Warner, who stood next to him, "that over in the north village they're talking of giving up the lottery." 

Old Man Warner snorted. "Pack of crazy fools," he said. "Listening to the young folks, nothing's good enough for them. Next thing you know, they'll be wanting to go back to living in caves, nobody work any more, live hat way for a while. Used to be a saying about 'Lottery in June, corn be heavy soon.' First thing you know, we'd all be eating stewed chickweed and acorns. There's always been a lottery," he added petulantly. "Bad enough to see young Joe Summers up there joking with everybody." 

"Some places have already quit lotteries." Mrs. Adams said. 

"Nothing but trouble in that," Old Man Warner said stoutly. "Pack of young fools." 

"Martin." And Bobby Martin watched his father go forward. "Overdyke.... Percy." 

"I wish they'd hurry," Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son. "I wish they'd hurry." 

"They're almost through," her son said. 

"You get ready to run tell Dad," Mrs. Dunbar said. 

Mr. Summers called his own name and then stepped forward precisely and selected a slip from the box. Then he called, "Warner." 

"Seventy-seventh year I been in the lottery," Old Man Warner said as he went through the crowd. "Seventy-seventh time." 

"Watson" The tall boy came awkwardly through the crowd. Someone said, "Don't be nervous, Jack," and Mr. Summers said, "Take your time, son." 

"Zanini." 

After that, there was a long pause, a breathless pause, until Mr. Summers. holding his slip of paper in the air, said, "All right, fellows." For a minute, no one moved, and then all the slips of paper were opened. Suddenly, all the women began to speak at once, saving. "Who is it?," "Who's got it?," "Is it the Dunbars?," "Is it the Watsons?" Then the voices began to say, "It's Hutchinson. It's Bill," "Bill Hutchinson's got it." 

"Go tell your father," Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son. 

People began to look around to see the Hutchinsons. Bill Hutchinson was standing quiet, staring down at the paper in his hand. Suddenly. Tessie Hutchinson shouted to Mr. Summers. "You didn't give him time enough to take any paper he wanted. I saw you. It wasn't fair!" 

"Be a good sport, Tessie." Mrs. Delacroix called, and Mrs. Graves said, "All of us took the same chance." 

"Shut up, Tessie," Bill Hutchinson said. 

"Well, everyone," Mr. Summers said, "that was done pretty fast, and now we've got to be hurrying a little more to get done in time." He consulted his next list. "Bill," he said, "you draw for the Hutchinson family. You got any other households in the Hutchinsons?" 

"There's Don and Eva," Mrs. Hutchinson yelled. "Make them take their chance!" 

"Daughters draw with their husbands' families, Tessie," Mr. Summers said gently. "You know that as well as anyone else." 

"It wasn't fair," Tessie said. 

"I guess not, Joe." Bill Hutchinson said regretfully. "My daughter draws with her husband's family; that's only fair. And I've got no other family except the kids." 

"Then, as far as drawing for families is concerned, it's you," Mr. Summers said in explanation, "and as far as drawing for households is concerned, that's you, too. Right?" 

"Right," Bill Hutchinson said. 

"How many kids, Bill?" Mr. Summers asked formally. 

"Three," Bill Hutchinson said. 

"There's Bill, Jr., and Nancy, and little Dave. And Tessie and me." 

"All right, then," Mr. Summers said. "Harry, you got their tickets back?" 

Mr. Graves nodded and held up the slips of paper. "Put them in the box, then," Mr. Summers directed. "Take Bill's and put it in." 

"I think we ought to start over," Mrs. Hutchinson said, as quietly as she could. "I tell you it wasn't fair. You didn't give him time enough to choose. Everybody saw that." 

Mr. Graves had selected the five slips and put them in the box. and he dropped all the papers but those onto the ground. where the breeze caught them and lifted them off. 

"Listen, everybody," Mrs. Hutchinson was saying to the people around her. 

"Ready, Bill?" Mr. Summers asked. and Bill Hutchinson, with one quick glance around at his wife and children. nodded. 

"Remember," Mr. Summers said. "take the slips and keep them folded until each person has taken one. Harry, you help little Dave." Mr. Graves took the hand of the little boy, who came willingly with him up to the box. "Take a paper out of the box, Davy." Mr. Summers said. Davy put his hand into the box and laughed. "Take just one paper." Mr. Summers said. "Harry, you hold it for him." Mr. Graves took the child's hand and removed the folded paper from the tight fist and held it while little Dave stood next to him and looked up at him wonderingly. 

"Nancy next," Mr. Summers said. Nancy was twelve, and her school friends breathed heavily as she went forward switching her skirt, and took a slip daintily from the box "Bill, Jr.," Mr. Summers said, and Billy, his face red and his feet overlarge, near knocked the box over as he got a paper out. "Tessie," Mr. Summers said. She hesitated for a minute, looking around defiantly. and then set her lips and went up to the box. She snatched a paper out and held it behind her. 

"Bill," Mr. Summers said, and Bill Hutchinson reached into the box and felt around, bringing his hand out at last with the slip of paper in it. 

The crowd was quiet. A girl whispered, "I hope it's not Nancy," and the sound of the whisper reached the edges of the crowd.

"It's not the way it used to be." Old Man Warner said clearly. "People ain't the way they used to be." 

"All right," Mr. Summers said. "Open the papers. Harry, you open little Dave's." 

Mr. Graves opened the slip of paper and there was a general sigh through the crowd as he held it up and everyone could see that it was blank. Nancy and Bill. Jr.. opened theirs at the same time. and both beamed and laughed. turning around to the crowd and holding their slips of paper above their heads. 

"Tessie," Mr. Summers said. There was a pause, and then Mr. Summers looked at Bill Hutchinson, and Bill unfolded his paper and showed it. It was blank. 

"It's Tessie," Mr. Summers said, and his voice was hushed. "Show us her paper. Bill." 

Bill Hutchinson went over to his wife and forced the slip of paper out of her hand. It had a black spot on it, the black spot Mr. Summers had made the night before with the heavy pencil in the coal company office. Bill Hutchinson held it up, and there was a stir in the crowd. 

"All right, folks." Mr. Summers said. "Let's finish quickly." 

Although the villagers had forgotten the ritual and lost the original black box, they still remembered to use stones. The pile of stones the boys had made earlier was ready; there were stones on the ground with the blowing scraps of paper that had come out of the box Delacroix selected a stone so large she had to pick it up with both hands and turned to Mrs. Dunbar. "Come on," she said. "Hurry up." 

Mr. Dunbar had small stones in both hands, and she said. gasping for breath. "I can't run at all. You'll have to go ahead and I'll catch up with you." 

The children had stones already. And someone gave little Davy Hutchinson few pebbles. 

Tessie Hutchinson was in the center of a cleared space by now, and she held her hands out desperately as the villagers moved in on her. "It isn't fair," she said. A stone hit her on the side of the head. Old Man Warner was saying, "Come on, come on, everyone." Steve Adams was in the front of the crowd of villagers, with Mrs. Graves beside him. 

"It isn't fair, it isn't right," Mrs. Hutchinson screamed, and then they were upon her. 
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Handout 24

"The Lottery"

Read "The Lottery" by Shirley Jackson and answer the following questions:
1. Evaluate the ritual of the lottery. Does it correspond with any of Campbell's four functions covered in Lesson 3? Why does this town feel obligated to continue the tradition?

2. What is Mrs. Hutchinson's demeanor as she joins the assembly? Note the discrepancy between Mrs. Delacroix's attitude toward her at this point and at the end of the story.
3. Describe the character of Mr. Summers. What is his role in the proceedings? Think about the irony of his name and the setting the author chooses as a backdrop for the story. Consider especially the significance of the time of year.
4. What is the implication behind Old Man Warner's remark, "It's not the way it used to be. People ain't the way they used to be," as the Hutchinson's make the final draw?
5. What is Mrs. Hutchinson's demeanor at the end of the story? Does this character evoke your sympathy, or righteousness, or any other emotion?
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An archetype is a recurring image, character type, story type, etc. that most cultures share as part of a collective unconsciousness; these archetypes largely stem back to mythic figures

Some character archetypes:

the hero


the mentor/counselor


the trickster


the virgin


the demonic Adversary


the warrior


the faithful wife


the loyal sidekick

Some archetypal actions:








the journey, 

the fall, 

the task, 

the battle between good and evil

Some symbolic archetypes: 


the magic weapon, 

light vs. dark, 

heaven vs. hell
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