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This is a collection of work done for classes at the Park School of Baltimore.  These 

pieces of writing and art were recommended by teachers to an editorial board of 

students and teachers. This board considered all the submissions without knowing 

who made them.  The only criteria the editors had were that the work be 

comprehensible and interesting to a general audience.  The rest of the decision making 

process was up to the tastes, whims, peculiar proclivities of the people involved.   

 

The number and variety of submissions continues to increase, and the problems of 

choosing become more difficult.  This edition could not include a piece of clear science 

writing about glowing proteins, a beautiful photograph of butterflies, a troubling essay 

about the Holocaust, or a historical reflection on the Dreyfus Affair – and many other 

fine works.  We hope to be able to print a larger Journal for next year’s volume.  

 

Many thanks to the teachers who made recommendations, to the students who agreed 

to share their work, to Principal Nancy Dickson and Dean of Students Traci Wright for 

supporting the idea, and to those editors who agreed to spend their time making the 

difficult choices of which outstanding work to include.  

 

The works you have here are all reproduced as they were submitted in class, without 

additional editing.  Hope you enjoy them. 
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A Letter to My Future Child                             Clara Brill-Carlat 

Dear Future Child, 

 By the time you are reading this, your race will have been decided, stuck onto you like the labels on 

supermarket apples, like the stamps you’ll get on your hand when we go to museums together. Only, unlike the 

stamps and the stickers, you will not be able to scrub your race off or peel it away.  

 As I write this, I don’t know what race you’ll be branded with. I have been marked white. If you have, 

too, then I hope for your sake that there is something about you that makes other people look down on you or 

even hate you. I hope that, along with all those who accept and love you, that there are people out there who 

think you are either insignificant or threatening, or somehow both, because of some aspect of yourself that you 

cannot change. I wish these hardships for you not because I relish the idea of you getting teased every week in 

school, or being looked at differently, or having the idea slipped into your head, day by day, that your very 

existence is wrong. I wish them for you so that you can have some sliver of knowledge of what it is like to be 

something that is different and therefore, according to far too many in this world, wrong. Whoever you are, you 

won’t know what it’s like to be someone else. You won’t feel what it is like not to have been stamped white. 

But take the putdowns, the frustrations, and the weariness you feel because you have to work twice as hard as 

the people around you just to get some respect. Take the absolute unfairness, and remember it as you try, and 

fail, to understand the world around you.  

 A bystander. That’s what people call the ones who let racism and sexism and all the -isms and other 

prejudices you can think of run rampant. Do you ever remember how you learned about Martin Luther King, Jr. 

in school (I’m sure you have), and, rather than feel inspired, think: If he couldn’t fix racism, then what 

difference can I possibly make? I do. If I turned each tiny instant I’ve been a bystander into a snowflake, I 

would smother this city. I could bury our house with your flakes. You’re not exempt. The truth is, racism won’t 

be gone by the time you’re reading this. It might seem like it has changed forms, as maybe it did from slavery to 

police brutality, but it will still be here, and I will still be looking on as those empowered by it hurt and kill 

other people. I wonder if you’ll be watching alongside me.  
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Do you feel guilty? I do.  

 If you have been stamped something other than white, then, as you’ll already be aware when you’re 

reading this, there are things about your life that I don’t (and will never) understand. When I try to imagine what 

your life is like, to relate to you, I think about how I am female. It’s different for every person, sure, but my sex 

has come with strings attached. People doubt me. A few people treat me like I’m something to look at, not 

someone to know. But for me, sexism has not been what racism will be like for you. You will get treated like 

less than who you are, as I have been, but this treatment will be brutal and filled with hate.  

 During the summer after my 10th grade year, I got catcalled; it wasn’t the first time, but it’s not 

something I will ever get used to. I was walking along a stretch of scorching-hot sidewalk along a busy road 

when the guy, up above me on a porch, did it: “Hey, gorgeous!” There was a split-second of confusion; I looked 

up and saw, with horror that he was talking to me. I snapped my head back down to stare at the bright concrete 

and picked up my pace. He called after me. What was he saying, “Come back.”? I couldn’t be sure. It sounded 

like it. There were tears coming into my eyes, but my throat was too tight for crying. I forced myself not to look 

back and hoped so hard that he wasn’t following me. I berated myself for wearing that thin, fitted black shirt; 

clearly, my knee-length shorts didn’t make up for it. Another block of pavement passed under my old tennis 

shoes before I could start breathing more normally again. I’d walked on that sidewalk countless times before; 

I’d thought it was safe, but now I knew it wasn’t. 

Later, I texted one of my friends, a black boy, about it. He responded with infuriatingly minimal 

sympathy, saying something like: “Well, you’re not hurt, and I’m sure the guy didn’t mean any harm, so don’t 

worry yourself about it.” My heart raced, and my fingers typed back fast; I stopped caring about proper 

punctuation and sentence structure. He was pretending he understood something that he couldn’t possibly 

comprehend. Even though I hadn’t been physically threatened, I felt so scared when someone catcalled me; I 

told him that. What’s to stop one of those catcallers from following me or hurting me? He texted back that he 

has to worry all the time about getting shot. I don’t have to. I remember, when I was little, that my parents 
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instructed me to find a police officer if I ever got lost; I grew up trusting those officers. So many people don’t, 

and for good reason.  

When people look down on me because of my sex, they treat me more like a pet than a human, but they 

aren’t afraid of me. They aren’t angry at me; there isn’t hatred or brutality, just a feeling of superiority that 

comes from pushing me back down. People get raped, I know. But even though that stretch of sidewalk seems 

tainted by the man on the porch, I don’t walk down it expecting to be hated and raped. Some people are scared 

of those who aren’t white. Nobody is scared of a white girl like me. Some are angry at people who aren’t white; 

why? I am too negligible to be the target of someone’s rage. For black men, there’s the interplay of racism and 

sexism; hatred intertwined with fear of their power.  

 I imagine that attempting to protect you from racism will be very different from all the other ways I will 

try to keep you safe when you’re born. It won’t be like grabbing your shoulder to stop you from toddling into 

the street once you learn to walk. Racism isn’t confined to a few streets or even to a few states in the South; I’m 

sure you’ve figured this out. (Of course, your history teachers have probably done their best to create a new 

past, one in which crossing an imaginary line into the Northern U.S. or, better yet, into Canada, equals an 

escape from racism). For you, most of your world will be a busy street, and as much as I might want to throw 

my arm across your chest to stop you from running out into it, it’s too late. As soon as you were born, you 

stepped out into traffic. I tossed you by the curb knowingly and selfishly, and I cannot protect you. 

 Are you angry at me?  
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Branching Out 

Marion Comi-Morog 

Writing Practicum (C Block) 

 

2:45. The bell would ring in each classroom, emptying the school with the efficiency a fire alarm only 

dreams of, sweeping out the cars previously backed up onto the street, each carrying a child and parent anxious 

to be home again. Once returned, the parent would open a newspaper dropped off that morning, dew still 

clinging to the plastic packaging; the child would play with blocks, paper, books, videogames, whatever crossed 

their mind to try that day; and both parent and child would recede into separate worlds once more. Well, that’s 

how I pictured it. 

To us, 2:45 meant traipsing past the school entrance flanked by magnolia trees, their petals an 

inconsistent shower over the sidewalk, past the looming cathedral with its rainbow windows, past the soccer 

field, the monkey bars, the swings. We took our crusts and crumbs, whatever morsels we had half managed to 

save throughout the day, and those of us left in afterschool snuck away to discover.  

Looking back, I couldn’t be more positive that the elderly lady hired to look after us was well aware of 

our sneaky intentions. I can easily recall her eyes lit with amusement, shaking her head to herself, as we strolled 

past to the exit, pretending all the while to have some important errand from a nameless teacher to attend to. She 

let us go, but it wasn’t all that difficult to convince ourselves we had gotten away by merely a hair, solely 

through our prodigious intellect and cunning. 

And so off we traveled to the end of the world we knew, faltering only for the chain-link guardian of the 

border. Metal posts stood the size of nearly two of my company standing atop one another; the barbs in between 

crossing one another in a thousand Xs, all set in militaristic rows. Looming trees mounted watch from above. 

I’ve never recollected who first detected the gap, but Marlene, a slightly chubby, freckled girl, decided she’d be 

the first to make the crawl under the forbidding gate. Then Tommy, Margaret and Janie, Oscar--they all crawled 

through to beyond.  

Wet leaves tumbled from the sky, settling in mounds spread across the dirt like thick carpeting as I 

wriggled across, soft light reflecting off their sheening surfaces. The silhouette of branches above, while 

foreboding at first, now reached down in comfort, protective. A stagnant pond embraced the knotted roots 

below that had managed to protrude slightly from their earthy dwelling, the surface flecked with moss the color 

of old cappuccino, dotted with lilies in late bloom. Mildewed toadstools near its edge projected the earthy 

stench of nature’s perfume; rays of enigmatic sunburst gouged out slivers through the layers of leafy canopy. 

We stood, captured within sunlight from above and below. 

Here we donned wings, wands, or elven ears, becoming one with the entities of the woods behind our 

school by light of a vanishing sun. The falling leaves, the squirrels and birds, they were the faeries of the wood, 
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shy creatures that wouldn’t take to their true physical form in our presence. We could, however, entice some out 

of their hiding with the stale crust of a PBJ sandwich and leftover fruit roll-up. 

5:00 The others disappeared gradually, falling away like leaves from the oak tree I sat under. The sun 

sank behind the outline of our parish center far away; I sank further into the lap of the tree, lulled by the call of 

birds that night was approaching. 

5:15 Loneliness pounded out the beat of my heart; the birds sang above me, and I was left below with 

none but an empty sandwich bag. Where was Mom? Closing my eyes, I pictured the gooey orange powder and 

Kraft mac and cheese that waited for me in a familiar home. Could I even be found on this new, other side of 

earth? 

5:20 A stream of light pierces my uneasy contemplations. Adjusting to my sudden onset of blindness, I 

turned to face the western half of the world set aflame by the day’s final colors. Pink, purple, orange, and blue, 

the boldest exclamation of artistry, were painted across the steadily darkening canvas of the sky. The colors 

danced slowly with one another, bending around that one, twirling this. The dampened leaves struck by a 

luminous reflection became liquid diamonds in the now diminishing light as I stood beside the creator of 

pigment, embracing the horizon with its hue. 

 And there she was, still dressed in her lab coat and nametag, calling my name from the gate, for she was 

much too tall to crawl through our entry. I ran to her, pointing to the skyline behind, but the sun had already 

gone to rest upon the horizon, leaving only the palest shell of color as a remnant of its art. Questions of how and 

why soundlessly running rampant, I numbly edged under the gate once more. Mom helped me stand, and 

hurriedly guided us to the parking lot. After all, she had a newspaper to get to. 

  “What was new today?” 

I smiled, “Nothing much.” 

I wasn’t sure I was allowed to tell.  
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Bridget Curley 

Writing Practicum 

Family Reunion 

 Joseph Petrov used his briefcase as a shield from the April rain. He fought the urge to sprint down the 

abandoned sidewalk towards his apartment, remembering the thud of his body as it had slammed into slick 

concrete a few weeks earlier. Beatrice would kill him, he thought, if he came home with yet another injury. Of 

course, it hadn't been serious, as he reminded her; to Beatrice, though, who called in sick more than anyone 

Joseph had ever known, a few bruises were tantamount to Armageddon. His glasses fogging up and his hair 

expanding into a mess, Joseph let out a groan, realizing that there were several blocks more to speed-walk. His 

expensive new tweed suit, the one that Beatrice had shoved into his hands at the department store, stuck to his 

skin as though he had been painted in adhesive. Catching his reflection in a window, Joseph felt his heart jump, 

as he could barely recognize his gaunt, frazzled reflection.  

 It's a good thing it wasn't raining when I proposed to Beatrice. I look like Frankenstein's monster, he 

thought. 

 Joseph's chest still swelled with astonishment at the thought of the day he asked Beatrice to marry him. 

He had been careful not to bend on his knee in a public place; he had imagined her eyes widening with shock 

and horror at the appearance of a platinum ring. (The traditional "three months' rent" had been about eight for 

Joseph.) He had pictured begging Beatrice to at least consider the possibility of becoming his wife. "You don't 

need to answer me now," he anticipated, spluttering. "Please, just think about it?" 

 Thankfully, it didn't turn out that way. He had feared the worst, though, when she began to cry; 

fortunately, they were tears of happiness, and she accepted enthusiastically. Joseph could still hardly believe it, 

especially given the conundrum of what to do about Beatrice's father. 

 One afternoon, when they had been dating a few months, Beatrice clapped and jumped at the sight of a 

shiny pink envelope lying in the pile of mail. Snatching it with her long crimson fingernails, she tore it open as 

though it contained a million-dollar check. "It's our invitation to the annual O'Callahan family reunion!" she 

shrieked. "This is great. My mom always puts together the best gift bags." 

 Joseph looked up from his crossword puzzle. "Oh?" he asked, trying to sound keen, though it felt like a 

rock was sinking into the depths of his stomach. He could imagine a myriad of reasons for the O'Callahans to 

dislike him; he was an unimpressive physical specimen who had been scrawny and weak all of his life. He 

shivered at the memory of high school gym class; he pictured a stocky redheaded man sneering "How can this 

Joseph Petrov person provide for our daughter if he couldn't even climb a rope when he was 17? What kind of 

name is Petrov anyway?" 
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 Beatrice cast a sidelong glance at him; his squeaky voice and chalk-white face had given away his fear. 

"You have to come with me, Joseph; you know that my family is dying to meet you," she said. Placing her hand 

on top of his, she murmured, "It will be fine. Don't worry so much." 

 Joseph sighed, wishing he knew how to take that advice. 

 When the fateful day arrived, Joseph changed his tie five times-- ultimately deciding on blue, knowing 

that Mr. O'Callahan was an alumnus of Duke University. Beatrice's father probably would not notice, of course, 

but Joseph vaguely remembered a psychology lesson in college about subconscious factors that can sway first 

impressions. If ever he needed to give a good first impression, it was that day. "How do I look?" he asked 

Beatrice, flinching at his pathetic need for affirmation. She, of course, looked incredible-- her strawberry blonde 

waves were delicately arranged so that they framed her face perfectly.  

 "You look great, as always," she said, though she did not look at him; she was rummaging in her purse 

for her keys. 

 Loudly, he cleared his throat, but smiled so she knew he wasn't angry. At the time, he feared that if he 

ever bothered her, she would instantly leave him for that jerk she worked with at the company--- the hated, 

annoyingly athletic Fred.  

 Beatrice sighed and turned to face him. "Oh, no!" she exclaimed.  

 His hands flew to his face.  

 "You've grown a tail!" she giggled. 

 "Very funny," he grumbled, helping her to slip her Chanel raincoat over her shoulders. Even touching 

fabric that expensive made him nervous. Joseph glanced again at his tie; he had bought it at the drugstore. 

 "Joseph, in all seriousness, you need to relax," Beatrice told him. "They're only my relatives. They don't 

bite, I promise. Besides, how could anyone not like you?" 

 He had flashbacks of being shoved into his locker, the high school quarterback contorting Joseph's 

teenage body into an unnatural rectangular shape. "No idea," he answered with a sheepish grin, trailing behind 

her as she marched out the door.  

 Beatrice patted his hand sympathetically when she decided to take her car to the reunion, an immaculate 

pearly-white Mercedes, over his dented and grimy van. He understood, and appreciated her kind gesture, but 

still felt the familiar hot shame creeping up the back of his neck. How many times had Beatrice saved him, 

covering the cost of everything from movie tickets to the electric bill? He could practically hear disappointment 

in the voice of his own late father, repeating the sentiment of one of their last conversations; the elder Mr. 

Petrov had tearfully said to Joseph: "I may not have much to show for this life, but at least I always provided for 

your mother. It was never up to her to make ends meet, and I'm proud of that." 

 Joseph wished he could say the same.  
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 He never expected to be in this situation; as a bright-eyed and optimistic law student with impeccable 

grades, he waited by the mailbox every day for what he saw as the inevitable stream of letters from prestigious 

firms interested in hiring him. When each of his friends would accept high-paying jobs at top companies all 

over the world, Joseph would shake their hands and congratulate them. He attended countless celebrations of 

such achievements, eating so many slices of grocery-store-bought chocolate cake that he gained weight for the 

first time in years. Rushing home to check his answering machine for messages from potential employers, 

Joseph once broke down in tears as the condescending robotic voice informed him yet again that his mailbox 

was empty. From his perspective, the voice seemed to say: "You are an incompetent lawyer, and you will never 

get a job." As the weeks passed, the inner idealist assuring him that his own time would come grew softer and 

more unintelligible. 

 Of course, Joseph was eventually hired at a corporate law firm, if not on track for the glamorous career 

he had envisioned quite yet. He spent his days behind a desk, while in his dreams he defended the unjustly 

prosecuted in a courthouse that resembled the Parthenon. Anything was better than that brutal period of 

unemployment, however. On his first date with Beatrice, in the thick of the job search, he turned his back to her 

while counting the change to pay for her coffee. He couldn't imagine what his life would look like if that 

moment had transpired any differently; what if the coins had dropped all over the floor, making a scene? What 

if he had spilled his coffee all over her patent leather boots and cashmere sweater? He shivered at the thought of 

Beatrice making apologetic excuses and escaping to her office, where Fred would undoubtedly be waiting with 

portable stain remover.      

 On their way to the O'Callahan home on the day of the reunion, Joseph sucked in a balloon-sized gulp of 

air from the passenger seat. 

 "I don't understand what you're afraid of," Beatrice mumbled, glancing over her shoulder and changing 

lanes on the highway. "I certainly wasn't this scared to meet your mother." 

 "You had nothing to worry about there. My mother adored you the instant she saw your Birkin bag," 

Joseph responded.  

 Beatrice glared at him and huffed, though her hint of a smile betrayed her. Joseph knew how proud she 

was to be the owner of that coveted pink handbag; sometimes, when he was feeling brave, he teased her about 

how much it had cost. 

 "Of course, she grew to love you even more for a thousand other reasons," he added. 

 "I was afraid she would think I was materialistic," Beatrice said. "I know how proud she is of all of your 

degrees and academic awards. I don't have anything compared to that." 
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 This floored Joseph. How could Beatrice, who read War & Peace at the beach, ever feel insecure about 

her intelligence? Even more shocking, how could she compare herself to him and feel like the less impressive of 

the pair? "That's ridiculous. You have a job title that my tiny brain can't even understand." 

 "You are so much smarter than me, Joseph," she argued, smiling. "Just try to keep that in mind, okay? I 

don't want to hear anything else about being too good for you. We're here," she added, as though it were an 

afterthought. 

 Joseph's heart lurched, and he dropped his book of crossword puzzles on the floor of the car. His head 

spun as he looked out the window; what he had referred to as the O'Callahan "house" was more of an estate, 

reminiscent of the O'Hara home in Gone With the Wind. Cherry trees lined the cobble-stoned pathway leading 

to the wraparound porch; flowerboxes hung outside of every window, and ivy crawled up the cloud-colored 

walls and weaved through the guardrails of the numerous balconies. Joseph spotted smoke billowing from at 

least three chimneys, a sign of many fireplaces inside. "Is that a turret?" he asked in disbelief. 

 "Oh, yeah," Beatrice answered. "It's my mom's photography studio."  

 "Right, of course." Joseph wiped a bead of sweat from his forehead. 

 Suddenly, a woman with a camera hanging from her neck sprung through the door, propelling herself 

into Beatrice's arms. "You're home, you're home!" she yelled. "This is so exciting; you're never home!" Her 

bright orange dress matched her colorful lipstick; she had large gold hoops hanging from her ears. Joseph 

noticed the red, pointy backs of her shoes sinking into the mud. 

 "Hello, Mom," Beatrice squeaked. "You're suffocating me."  

 "Oh, sorry, sorry," Mrs. O'Callahan said, opening her arms and releasing her daughter. Her eyes flicked 

to Joseph. "I'm sorry, young man, I didn't see you standing there. Are you here to deliver a package?" 

 "Sorry? N-no..." he stuttered, looking down in horror at his blue outfit, so carefully chosen. Did he look 

like a mailman? 

 "Mother!" Beatrice yelped, grabbing his arm. "This is my guest. He's my boyfriend. I told you I was 

bringing him?" 

 "Oh! How embarassing," Mrs. O'Callahan exclaimed, though her disingenuous tone seemed to imply: 

"How embarassing...for you." She extended her hand to Joseph in the French way, her palm towards the 

ground. Was he supposed to kiss it? 

 Instead, he tried to shake it, though it was unnatural at that angle, and his ears turned red. He spotted a 

few stern-looking elderly men peering at him through the window, and he hoped that Mrs. O'Callahan couldn't 

feel the sweat on his palms. The day seemed to grow hotter, and he glanced again at his treacherous blue outfit. 

"Thank you for having me," he said. "It's so nice to be here." 
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 The house seemed even more daunting from the inside. Relatives swarmed the place, approaching the 

couple to hug Beatrice, but moving their attention towards a different cousin or aunt before Joseph could even 

introduce himself. Once, Joseph approached a group of men, but they mistook him for one of the caterers and 

asked for more shrimp puffs. When Joseph explained who he was, one relative responded: "Oh, I'm very sorry, 

you just don't seem like a member of the family, is all." Joseph appreciated the apology, but his stomach still 

churned at the idea of feeling like an outsider among these people, presumably so dear to Beatrice. The situation 

worsened when he and Beatrice got separated, and he wandered looking for her; slumping down the stairs, he 

spotted her, but when he picked up speed he fell flat on his face. This was not the worst indignity. When he bent 

over to pick his napkin up off the floor, Beatrice's grandmother mistook the action for an attempt to steal from 

her handbag, and stomped on his foot. By mid-afternoon, he had only spent substantial time talking to Beatrice's 

older sisters. They were twins, and dressed identically, even in their mid-thirties; he had already forgotten 

which was Eileen and which was Erica. "Why would your parents do that to your sisters?" he asked Beatrice in 

disbelief, downing his plastic cup of wine. 

 "Why did we do what, young man?" a deep, menacing voice asked from behind him. When Joseph spun 

around, the burly, redheaded patriarch from his nightmares materialized and became real. 

 "N-nothing, sir," Joseph spluttered. "You must be Mr. O'Callahan..." 

 "That's right," the older man answered,"and you must be the crazy person who thinks he can marry into 

this family." 

 "Dad," Beatrice hissed.  

 "No, I'm sorry, Beatrice," her father interrupted. "Any man who can't provide for you, is shorter than 

you, isn't even Irish, and completely antisocial..." 

 "He isn't antisocial!" she shrieked. 

 "Don't think I haven't been watching! He's barely spoken to any of your relatives! Do you know I 

actually saw him fall down the stairs? Not to mention he tried to steal my mother's wallet! Much worse, his tie 

is Carolina blue! And now I catch him insulting Eileen and Erin?!" 

 "Erica," Beatrice corrected. 

 Mr. O'Callahan huffed. "That's not the point. I can't understand why you'd bring a mailman to our house, 

expecting us to approve of him." 

 Mrs. O'Callahan scurried over, and Joseph's hopes lifted. Maybe Beatrice's mother would tell her 

husband not to be so harsh? "Yes, dear," she agreed. "Why don't you give that nice man from your office a call, 

Beatrice? Fred, I think his name was? He looked so handsome in the picture. Maybe he could be your date next 

year." Joseph felt like he was about to cry, but by some miracle he was able to contain himself; he knew that 

tears would not help his image at that moment. 
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 "Enough," Beatrice said. "Just stop it! We're leaving." She grabbed Joseph's hand and stormed out of the 

house. They jumped into the Mercedes, and Beatrice slammed her foot into the gas pedal. Before too long, they 

were back on the highway. 

 Joseph looked at her. "So, they were dying to meet me, were they?" 

 Beatrice sighed. "I may have exaggerated. I'm so sorry." 

 "Why didn't you warn me about the Carolina blue tie?!" 

 "I know, I'm so sorry," she repeated. "I don't know how I missed that." 

  Taking her hand, with a lump in his throat, he said, "I understand if you can't see me anymore." 

 "What?! Are you serious?" Beatrice pulled the car onto the shoulder and put it in park. "Joseph, I'm a 

thirty-year-old woman. I don't need my parents' permission to be with you. I'm offended that would even cross 

your mind, actually. Please, just forget this day ever happened. I promise that I do not agree with anything 

either of them said..." 

 "Not even the part about Fred being handsome?" Joseph interrupted. 

 Beatrice wrinkled her nose. "Especially not that." 

 At that moment, it felt like the weight of a billion blue whales lifted off Joseph's chest. 

 "Do I really look like a mailman? What mailman wears a jacket and tie?" he asked. 

 "My mom hires a fancy, personal service. She doesn't trust the regular post office." 

 "Oh, well, I suppose that makes sense..." 

 Beatrice laughed, throwing her head back. "No, it doesn't! It makes the opposite of sense! My parents 

are insane."  

 "How were you, the nicest person I've met, raised by those people?" he asked. 

 She laughed and adjusted her mirrors. "I suppose they didn't really raise me. I had nannies, and I went to 

boarding school from age twelve!" 

 "Thank God for that," Joseph mumbled. 

 

 Almost a year later, on that rainy April evening, Joseph finally reached the door of his apartment. 

Beatrice was sitting on the couch inside. "I called my parents and told them that we're engaged," she announced. 

 A frog appeared in his throat. "You did?" he croaked. 

 Beatrice beamed. "So, they answer the phone, and I say, 'Joseph proposed!' Then, my father says 'You're 

finally getting married?! What does this fiancé of yours do for a living?' and I say, 'He's a lawyer...'" 

 "And what did your mother say?" 

 "She said, 'We can't wait to meet him! You should bring him to the family reunion next week.'" 

 "They didn't remember me at all?" 
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 "Not at all!" she laughed. "Isn't it wonderful?"  

 "Well, I think it's safe to say I'm not going to that family reunion." 

 "That's fine. We'll see them at the wedding. Just don't wear blue." 
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A Pas de Deux            Mollie Eisner 
 
Characters (in order of appearance): 

ELIZABETH--severe. 41 years old. Wife of LEVI, mother of RACHEL and TALIA.  
LEVI--aloof. 43 years old. Husband of ELIZABETH, father of RACHEL and TALIA. Jewish.  
TALIA--exuberant. 7 years old.  
RACHEL--introspective. 13 years old. Adopted from China. 
 
A note about the set: There are two bedrooms, one belonging to ELIZABETH and LEVI and one belonging to RACHEL 

and TALIA. The two bedrooms are separated by a bathroom. ELIZABETH and LEVI’s bedroom is bigger. The walls are 

painted beige and the bed is swathed in creamy sheets. The bathroom is mostly white tile. There are two beds in RACHEL 

and TALIA’s bedroom. It is painted pink.  
 
THE PLAY BEGINS 
Split scene. RACHEL and TALIA are sleeping in their room. The lights are off. In another room, ELIZABETH and LEVI 

are in bed. The TV is on. LEVI turns off his light. ELIZABETH’s light is already off. ELIZABETH, lying down, looks over. 

She then looks up at the ceiling and begins to speak.  
 
ELIZABETH: Rachel talked about her mother--birth… biological mom--today. Again.  
 
LEVI: (Sleepy.) That’s good. Right? It’s good to talk about.  
 
ELIZABETH: Yeah. Of course. (Pause.) 
 
LEVI: And hey, maybe it was because of the change to the one-child policy. Did you tell her about it? 
 
ELIZABETH: No. But I had the news on this morning. Maybe she heard.  
 
LEVI: She should know.  
 
ELIZABETH: You’re right. Yeah, you’re right. It’s just… (Turns on her light and sits up. LEVI follows.) I think it would 

hurt. To know that it’s… different now, not the same. Things would have been different for her, if she was born now. 

Better? I don’t know. But different.  
 
LEVI: But she wasn’t--born now. I mean, we could ask ourselves all the same questions about our lives. What if the 

timing had been different? What if I did this and not this? Don't worry. (Begins to massage  
ELIZABETH’s back, pressing hands against her spine. ELIZABETH smiles at him, but then looks uncomfortable.)  
 
LEVI: She seems like a happy kid to me. And I think she’s excited for tomorrow… Nervous. She was practicing all day. 
 
ELIZABETH: She has a beautiful voice.  
 
LEVI: Talia doesn’t have that voice. (Both laugh.)  
 
ELIZABETH: She got that from you. 
 
LEVI: Don’t blame me! Blame my mother.  
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ELIZABETH: Now she really does have a horrible voice.  
LEVI: She does, it’s true. (They laugh.) 
 
ELIZABETH: …Singing over the girls doing the Four Questions…  
 
LEVI: She’s so loud. The girls always look up like they don’t know what to do… 
 
ELIZABETH: …But they just try to sing with her: (She imitates in unsure, little girl voices:) Ma nishtana ha-laila ha-zeh 

mi-kol ha-leilot? 
 
(The singing wakes TALIA up. She gets out of bed and picks up her rabbit, Eloise.) 
 
LEVI: (Cracking up.) It’s like they’re wondering if they should even keep going.  
 
ELIZABETH: --And this is your mom: (Imitating again, this time loud, slow, and very off-tune:) She-be-chol ha-leilot ah-

nu oh-chlin chametz u-matza, ha-laila ha-zeh kulo matza? 
 
LEVI: You’ve done it. That was so good. (Smiling, they kiss.) 
 
(Running is heard outside of the room.) 
 
LEVI: (In a whisper.) Incoming.  
 
(Talia bursts through the door, holding Eloise.) 
 
TALIA: You know, I was thinking about it: why don’t we ever see Eloise sleep? She has to, right? Everybody sleeps. But 

every time I look at her, even when I’m really quiet, she’s awake, looking right at me. (Leans head down close to the 

bunny.) Eloise, what’s going on?  
 
LEVI: …Maybe she has a Talia radar. Like, maybe she can sense when you’re coming--just you--because she loves you 

so much. (Smiling, thinks this is pretty clever. Looks over at ELIZABETH for approval.)  
 
TALIA: That’s nice, but bunnies don’t have radars. I think you’re avoiding the question. If you don’t know the answer, 

just say that you don’t know.  
 
(ELIZABETH chuckles.)  
 
TALIA: Anyways, in class today, we found out that people in China eat bunnies. I would never eat a bunny. It’d be like 

eating Eloise. But it made me think, we eat other animals too, like cows and chickens. What if I owned a cow named 

Eloise or maybe a chicken? We would be friends, and I wouldn’t be able to eat them either. So, I’ve decided to stop eating 

meat. Hope that’s okay. I’ll make it official and all tomorrow…  Oh, and don’t feel bad for serving chicken at dinner, 

mom. I just pushed it all onto dad’s plate.  
 
LEVI: Thanks, Tal.  
 
TALIA: Goodnight. 
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LEVI/ELIZABETH: Goodnight Tals/Goodnight honey 
 
(Talia leaves.) 
LEVI: Weirdo.  
 
(ELIZABETH laughs and turns off light. Both lie down and sleep. LEVI slowly begins to snore. TALIA enters RACHEL’s 

room and puts Eloise on the floor. She changes into pajama bottoms. She slips into bed and cuddles RACHEL.) 
 
TALIA: (In a whisper.) Hey. It’s me.  
 
RACHEL: (Waking up.) Hey. Are you okay?  
 
TALIA: Mhm. (TALIA reaches for RACHEL’s stuffed animal from RACHEL’s arms. It is a well-loved panda named, 

appropriately, Panda. TALIA lifts it in the air.) Are you going to be different tomorrow?  
 
RACHEL: What do you mean? 
 
TALIA: Are you going to change at all? Becoming a woman, and everything. It sounds like a Very Big Deal.  If you are, 

though, I think it’ll make me sad because I don’t really want you to change. And I don’t think Panda does either. You and 

Panda have been friends since mom and dad got you and I think Panda would be upset…  Are you upset?  
 
RACHEL: (Stroking Talia’s hair.) No, I’m not upset… Because I don’t think anything will be different. I’m not going to 

change.  
 
TALIA: Are you sure?  
 
RACHEL: Yeah, I’m sure.  
 
TALIA: Because remember when you left Panda with grandma and grandpa in New Jersey. You didn’t realize for a while, 

but then we were watching Alice in Wonderland and you were feeling around in bed for Panda and you realized she 

wasn’t there. You cried all night. If you stop liking Panda tomorrow because you’re too Adult for her or something, that 

would mean that you’ve changed because you used to love Panda so so much.  
 
RACHEL: I promise I’ll still love Panda tomorrow.  
 
TALIA: That’s a relief. I didn’t want to have to break it to Panda. And, I mean, who else would tell her? Mom and Dad 

wouldn’t even think it was that important. (RACHEL laughs.) And I would probably have to start taking care of her, and 

that would be a big transition for all of us. So, this is easier. Just, things staying the same.  
 
RACHEL: They will. Stay the same. Goodnight, Tals.  
 
TALIA: Goodnight. (Kisses RACHEL on the head. Turns off light. RACHEL rubs TALIA’s forehead as  
TALIA begins to fall asleep. TALIA, eyes closed, reaches her hand over RACHEL’s waist.)  
 
RACHEL: (In a whisper. TALIA does not hear.) Light skin and round eyes. You are lucky. Maybe I want to change, to be 

like you. It would be easier.  
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(The four characters sleep for a time. Eventually, ELIZABETH readjusts in bed. She looks restless. Ultimately, she sits up, 

frustrated. She sits in bed quietly for a few moments, looking out the window. She then turns up the volume on the TV, 

which is still on from before. This wakes LEVI up.) 
 
LEVI: You can’t sleep? 
ELIZABETH: No, not really. My… head. Again.  
 
(Long pause. LEVI is too tired to respond; ELIZABETH doesn’t know if she should continue.) 
 
ELIZABETH: I watched a pas de deux yesterday. (To clarify.) You know, just on Youtube.  
 
LEVI: You shouldn’t do that. 
 
ELIZABETH: No, it’s okay. It was nice. It didn’t make me sad. I miss it, of course. But it didn’t make me feel sad.  
 
(Pause. LEVI looks at ELIZABETH, worried.)  
 
ELIZABETH: It was MacMillan. (LEVI doesn’t recognize it.) Romeo and Juliet? The balcony scene? You don’t 

remember? It’s my favorite.  
 
LEVI: Oh, right. Yeah. (He still doesn’t remember.) 
 
ELIZABETH: The version with Alessandra Ferri? And, uh, the guy. I don’t remember his name. Starts with, with a C? I 

think? Ferri was in a few, but this one was the best--the one with this guy. He’s not very good, but Ferri is a, a dream. 

…What I wished I could be. Her face is so harsh and angular, her body too. But the way she moves, in that flowing 

skirt… She’s effortless.  
 
LEVI: …So why can’t you sleep?  
 
(RACHEL wakes up. She’s nervous. She gently moves TALIA’s hand, which is holding on to her, and tiptoes to listen to 

her parent’s conversation.) 
 
ELIZABETH: … I-I watched the way she bent back. The… the--oh god, I can’t remember the name. Why can’t I 

remember? I used to know all this stuff… I guess it’s been a while… Well, when she bends back, over his forearm, her 

whole body is limp, and her chest--her heart--it’s just… open. She is free, for at least some time, of worries about words 

like Montague and Capulet. It’s almost disturbing--how far she can bend back, how lifeless her body looks for those few 

seconds. But it’s not. Because she’s… unburdened--“O heavy lightness”… And I, I sat there--at the computer--watching. 

Just kind of tilting my head and moving my toes a bit, trying to emulate this poetic perfection Ferri created with, with just 

her body. But… I couldn’t. And it wasn’t just because of my foot. It was because of me. I realized that I can never be that 

free. I don’t… belong to that world anymore. Just tonight, thinking of Rachel. Maybe we made the wrong decision. 

Maybe we have hurt her in some way…  
 
(Pause. RACHEL walks into the bathroom, turns on the light, and looks into the mirror for a moment. She touches her 

fingers to her eyes.) 
 
RACHEL: Levi, her teacher emailed me yesterday. Said some boys in her Hebrew class stretched their eyelids with their 

fingers at her.  
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LEVI: Why--why didn’t you tell me?  
 
ELIZABETH: I felt sick about it. I feel sick. And, well, it just, it made me wonder--don’t be mad--but, should we even do 

all this tomorrow? A Bat Mitzvah? Does she want this?  
 
LEVI: She said she did… We’re, we’re not going to cancel it, if that’s what you’re thinking… Do you want to cancel it?  
ELIZABETH: Yes. If she feels like she doesn’t belong. If it makes her sad. I would.  
 
LEVI: No. Absolutely not. This is crazy. It’s expensive. My family’s in town. My mother?  
 
ELIZABETH: I’m not Jewish. I never did the, the bath thing. You didn’t make me.  
 
LEVI: We asked Rachel. She said she wanted to. We asked again. “Are you sure, honey?” She said yes. We checked. We 

made sure. She would have told us.  
 
ELIZABETH: She didn’t tell us about the boys.  
 
LEVI: We’re not canceling. We can’t cancel. This is my family.  
 
ELIZABETH: I think it’s a mistake. I think that we’re… messing up. It’s not on purpose, but this is our child. We are 

hurting her… “Misshapen chaos of well-seeming forms.”-- 
 
RACHEL: --(Sung, immediately after ELIZABETH finishes.) Bar'chu et Adonai ham’vorach. 
 
(Pause, ELIZABETH and LEVI hear. ELIZABETH gets out of bed to listen and signals LEVI to come over. He comes, 

reluctantly.) 
 
RACHEL: (Spoken, looking in the mirror.) Bless Adonai who is blessed. (Sung.) Baruch Adonai ham’vorach l’olam va-

ed.  
(In the middle of the line, LEVI reaches out to ELIZABETH.) 
 
LEVI: See? It’s beautiful.  
 
RACHEL: (Spoken.) Blessed is Adonai who is blessed now and forever. (Sung.) Baruch Adonai ham’vorach l’olam va-

ed.  
 
(LEVI takes ELIZABETH’s hand and starts to dance with her. ELIZABETH must dance very slowly and carefully. The 

dance should be a little uncomfortable.) 
 
RACHEL: (Sung.) Baruch atah, Adonai Eloheinu, Melech haolam, asher bachar banu mikol haamim,v’natan lanu et 

Torato. Baruch atah, Adonai, notein haTorah. (Spoken.) Blessed is Adonai who is blessed now and forever. Blessed are 

You, Adonai our God, Sovereign of the universe, who has chosen us from among the peoples, and given us the Torah. 

Blessed are You, Adonai, who gives the Torah…  
 
(ELIZABETH and LEVI sit on the edge of the bed, looking at each other, smiling.)  
RACHEL: (Quietly--ELIZABETH and LEVI cannot hear.)…Us. Who’s us? Is it me? Is the Torah for me, too?  
LIGHTS OUT 
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The Political and Social Meanings of Race in Brazil   Mollie Eisner 

 In 1976, the Brazilian Institute of Geography and Statistics listed 134 terms to describe skin colors in 

Brazil.1 This may lead a foreigner to think that, as Leslie B. Rout Jr. writes in Brazil: Study in Black, Brown, 

and Beige, “no racial problems exist in Brazil.”2 But, with a history of imperialism, slavery, and social 

Darwinism, the political and social meanings of race in Brazil are complicated and account for the difficulties 

the country faces today; it is afflicted with violent favelas, inequality, and an inability to move forward. 

Although race may be slightly more nuanced in Brazil today, white skin continues to signify wealth and power.  

 It is important to look at its history of imperialism to understand the current meaning of race in Brazil. 

Portuguese involvement in Brazil began when the Portuguese established armed trading posts in their newly 

discovered territory. This was different than colonization in America, for example, which brought entire 

families to settle. There were, comparatively, very few Portuguese in Brazil, and they were mostly men. The 

Portuguese settlers enslaved the Native Brazilians and stole their land, but they also had children with Native 

Brazilian women. The mixed-race children were known as mamelucos. This was the beginning of race-mixing 

in Brazil.  

The meaning of race in Brazil was significantly changed by the Captaincy system. The system awarded 

lucrative Brazilian land, able to produce profitable crops such as sugar, coffee, and rubber, to a small group of 

Portuguese men. These men became absurdly wealthy, while the rest of the population lived in poverty. This 

altered the perception of race, causing skin color to be associated with wealth. The Brazilian government was 

designed to keep the wealthy--and, therefore, white--in power. Property requirements restricted 99% of Brazil’s 

population from voting, placing the election in the hands of the landowning Portuguese. Politicians with more 

power were increasingly wealthy. Race began to symbolize both wealth and power.  

1
 Brazilian Institute of Geography and Statistics. “What Color Are You?” 1976. Robert M. Levine and John J.  

Crocitti, eds. The Brazil Reader: History, Culture, Politics. (Duke University Press. 1999.) 386-390. 
2
 Leslie B. Rout Jr. “Brazil: Study in Black, Brown, and Beige.” Levine and Crocitti, 367. 
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The enormity of Brazilian land and the value of the crops it could produce facilitated Brazil’s 

enslavement of the Native Brazilian population as well as its massive importation of slaves from Africa. It 

became cheaper to replace sick and dying slaves than to heal them. This contributed to a sense that the slaves 

were less than human--and endlessly renewable. Slavery, too, followed this pattern in Brazil; those who were 

white had power, and those who were not had no power.  

The concept of Social Darwinism was prevalent in Brazil during the nineteenth century. What came out 

of this time period was a great deal of race-mixing, for the purpose of creating a whiter population. This is why 

race in Brazil does not look like race in America. Rout writes that “the Brazilians adopted the converse of the 

formula adopted by the Anglo-Saxons. Where the English settled, any measure of Negro blood made you a 

Negro. In Brazil, a discernable quality of white blood made you at least a pardo.”3 Skin tones may look more 

diverse in Brazil, but the reasoning behind the race-mixing was white supremacy. While this was inherently 

racist, it was rooted in truth; white people in Brazil were wealthier than the rest of the population, and were 

more powerful socially and politically. 

Following the late abolishment of slavery in Brazil--which finally occurred in 1888--there was no 

reconstruction. However, at the time of abolition, a majority of the black population was free; 5% of the black 

population in Brazil remained enslaved in 1888. The abolition of slavery in Brazil was certainly smoother than 

in America (when slavery was abolished in America, 89% of the black population was enslaved). Because of 

such large percentages of enslaved people, the abolition movement in America was forced to be not only social, 

but political. Amendments were added to the Constitution and the movement was driven by the Quakers and 

feminists. But in Brazil, the movement was largely personal--and no real political change occurred. The inaction 

of the Brazilian government and the extended period of slavery created a sense of immobility--that things had 

changed in Brazil, but not really.  

Today, race in Brazil remains the same. Peter Fry explains in Brazil: An Inconvenient History that “the 

same elite continue to rule Brazil… The country continues to be dominated by a very small percentage of the 

3
 Ibid, 367. 
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population, mainly white.”4 Benjamin Moser writes in Cemetery of Hope that Brazil is “starkly divided by class, 

region, and race.”5 The poorest Brazilians, who are generally brown or black, live in favelas. Jon Lee Anderson 

writes in Gangland that “freed slaves with nowhere else to live built shanties on open hillsides or in partly 

drained mangrove swamps.”6 Anderson’s description of the favela of Parque Royal, in Rio de Janeiro, reveals 

that not much has changed; “[it is] a mess of slapped-up houses of corrugated tin and unpainted brick, 

dreadlocked tangles of pilfered electrical wiring, and graffiti-covered walls and alleyways.”7 The favelas are 

violent and survive off of profits from drug sales. But, the favelas, and the communities they provide, often act 

as second families for people who feel disenfranchised--Anderson writes that “the state is almost completely 

absent in the favelas. The drug gangs impose their own systems of justice, law and order, and taxation--all by 

force of arms.”8 The absence of the state is appealing to those who do not feel equal in Brazilian society. 

Daniela Gomez explains in an interview that “our State is still anti-black, but nobody does anything. Our people 

are still living in poverty, but people prefer to see it as a social issue. When we talk about affirmative action like 

racial quotas, they get upset as if we were trying to take something from them.”9 

Brasília, the capital city of Brazil, was built to be modern, to guide the country to the present and future. 

Brazil’s president in 1956, Juscelino Kubitschek, promised to execute fifty years of progress in five. But 

Brasilía not only represented the arrival of the future--it also was intended to erase the past. Moser writes that 

“the genius of Brasília was its promise to reverse that history. Brazil’s seemingly incorrigible backwardness.”10 

Moser continues; “to believe in progress was not, therefore, to believe in Brazil. It was not to believe that 

something good could come out of Brazilian history. It was the opposite: it was to hope that the country’s 

4
 BBC. “Brazil: An Inconvenient History.” 2001.  

5
 Benjamin Moser. “Cemetery of Hope: Brasília at fifty.” Harper’s Magazine. 2008. Daniel Jacoby. History of  

Brazil: Supplementary Reader 1. (Park School of Baltimore, 2016.) 22. 
6
 Jon Lee Anderson. “Gangland.” The New Yorker. 2009. Jacoby, 47.  

7
 Ibid, 46.  

8
 Ibid, 49.  

9
 Amil Cook. “Interview with Brazilian Journalist and Activist Daniela Gomes.” Husslington Post. 2011. 

10
 Moser, 23. 
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history could be negated. It was to believe that Brazil could escape itself.”11 But, without addressing its 

problems, there is no way Brazil can move forward.  

From the moment that the Portuguese created the Captaincy system in Brazil, the meaning of race in the 

country was cemented; those with white skin were given land--they were handed wealth and power. In Brazil: 

An Inconvenient History, the narrator describes the current state of race in Brazil: “the delineation between 

black and white is blurred, with the overwhelming majority somewhere in the middle. But white remains the 

color of aspiration, and black the color of a history that some would prefer to forget.”12 Race in Brazil very 

much resembles the city of Brasília itself; from far away, it looks modern, even forward-thinking, but up close, 

when you look at the people--black, white, brown, and everything in-between--they are not moving; things are 

staying exactly the same. “Even the citizen,” Moser writes, “is part of the monument.”13 

  

 

 

11
 Ibid, 24. 

12
 BBC 

13
 Moser, 22. 
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Nick Forward  

The Ultra Victory 

 A German in late 1940 would be extremely optimistic about his chances in the war. One year into the 

Second World War, France had fallen; Eastern Europe had fallen; and all that remained between Germany and 

total victory was a small British force of aircraft and soldiers that had been evacuated from Dunkirk, after being 

routed in the Battle of France in June 19401. The war was nearly wrapped up for the Germans. The British had 

nearly nothing with which to fight, no help from other countries, and were facing the great German War 

Machine that had scythed through the rest of Europe with ease. However the British had one single advantage 

over the Germans at this time. The British had Ultra.  

 Ignored at the beginning of the war by the commanding officers of the British army, Ultra was the name 

given to signals intelligence gained by the British by breaking the German enigma machine2. Orthodox military 

thinking of the time believed that intelligence, while important, was not important enough to alter the outcome 

of a war, or even a battle.3 Ultra proved them wrong. Ultra was so important to the British war effort, that 

without it, the Allies would’ve lost the war. 

 To understand Ultra, it is important to understand what the enigma machine was, how it worked, and 

how it was used. Invented by Arthur Scherbius at the end of the First World War, the enigma machine 

encrypted a message, that could then be sent to another enigma machine. The receiver could decrypt the 

message if the same settings were applied to the receiving machine. Scrambling of the message worked by 

sending an electrical signal through three rotors mounted at the top of the enigma machine.4 A electrical signal 

corresponding to a certain letter would be inputted into one rotor, which would then send out an electrical signal 

representing a different letter to the next rotor. After each letter was sent through the machine, the first rotor 

would rotate, so that if the same letter was sent through again it would not result in the same output. In 1930, 

1 Winterbotham, F. W. The Ultra Secret. New York: Harper & Row, 1974. Pg 32 
2 Ibid, 25 
3 Ibid, 27 
4 Dade, Louise. "How Enigma Machines Work." How Enigma Machines Work. Enigma Emulator, 2006. Web. 08 Feb. 2016. 

<http://enigma.louisedade.co.uk/howitworks.html>. 
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the enigma machine had a total of 100,391,791,500 settings.5 The Polish, with limited resources, cracked this 

early version. However, in 1938, the enigma machine was given an update. This new version added more rotors 

and increased the total possible amount of settings to 1.5x1019 for the army, and 1.8x1020 for the naval enigma.6  

 The Germans considered their enigma machine unbreakable.7 This led to the enigma machine being 

used extensively by every branch of the German armed forces. British cryptanalysts, who worked at Bletchley 

Park in England, once having deciphered the machine, could read all of the messages sent by the German army 

using the machine.8 They was so effective at gathering information that, according to Lewis Powell Jr, a U.S. 

Army Air Force intelligence officer during the Second World War “they (Ultra Codebreakers) knew as much 

about the German air force as I suppose anyone. Literally, almost everyday, every combat unit in Germany 

would report on the number of airplanes that were serviceable, on the number of crews who were ready and fit 

to fly, and, if there had been combat the day before.”9  Ultra was so efficient at gathering this information that 

the Ultra codebreakers knew more about the Luftwaffe than anyone, even the Germans.10  At any given 

moment, there were over 50 messages in the process of being transmitted by the Germans and read by the 

British- over 2,000 a day.11 These messages would range from weather stations to messages from Hitler 

himself, discussing strategy, giving numbers, and reporting on progress and losses of the German army.12 

  

 The effects of the massive amounts of information gained from Ultra can be seen as early as July 1940. 

After being routed by the Germans in France, Britain was the only Allied country still standing. The British 

themselves were in such bad shape that F.W. Winterbotham, the distributer of Ultra intelligence to the British 

commanders, stated that “all that stood between us and total surrender was the disarmed remains of the British 

5 Ibid 
6 Ibid 
7 Bennett, Ralph. "Ultra and Some Command Decisions." Journal of Contemporary History16.1 (1981): 131-51. JSTOR. Web. 18 Feb. 

2016. <http://www.jstor.org/stable/260620>. Pg 132 
8 "Ultra and the Army Air Forces in World War 2." Interview by Diane T. Putney and Richard H. Kohn. USAF Warrior Studies. 

Office of Air Force History, n.d. Web. 18 Feb. 2016. 
9 Ibid 
10 Ibid 
11 Ibid 
12 Winterbotham, 44 
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army evacuated from Dunkirk and the royal air force, pitifully small compared with the vast air fleets of the 

Luftwaffe.”13 In short, the British were completely outarmed and outmatched by their German counterparts 

across the English Channel. 

 Luckily for the British, a message was intercepted by Ultra from Hermann Goering, the 

commander of the air force attacking Britain. The messages stated “from Reich-marshal Goering to all units of 

Luftwaffe 2,3 and 5. Operation Adler (eagle) within a short period you will wipe the British Air Force from the 

sky. Heil Hitler”14 With this message, Goering had given the Axis battle strategy to Britain. He had told the 

British that the primary goal of the Battle of Britain was to wipe out the RAF, not simply to conduct bombing 

runs. Goering wanted to lure out the RAF and destroy them with the vast numerical superiority of the 

Luftwaffe. 

 What saved Britain from losing the Battle of Britain, and thus the war, was a man by the name of 

Hugh Dowding, the commander of the RAF during the Battle of Britain.15 Dowding used the information given 

to him by Ultra extremely effectively, and is thus credited with saving Britain with his battle tactics which, 

based off the Ultra message from Goering, were crucial in conserving resources and keeping the RAF alive.  

 Hugh Dowding’s strategy was to send up small groups of fighters, sometimes only 4 or 5, against 

each German bomber group, most of whom were covered by 20+ enemy fighters.16 This minimized fighter 

losses for the British and did not result in the destruction of the RAf, which would have happened had Hugh 

Dowding used conventional military strategy, and resisted each attack with all the fighters they had.17 

According to Winterbotham “it (the German air invasion) was a massive effort and quite obviously intended to 

get as many RAF fighters into the air as possible. Goering wanted a quick kill. If Dowding had fallen for the 

bait, losses on both sides would have been higher than the RAF could afford.”18 Simply put, Ultra had revealed 

the bait, preventing Britain from falling for it and losing the RAF and the Battle. 

13 Ibid, 47 
14 Ibid, 76 
15 Ibid, 57 
16 Ibid, 76 
17 Ibid, 78 
18 Ibid 
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 But how important was the Battle of Britain? Would Britain have lost the war if it had lost the Battle of 

Britain? According to Winston Churchill in his “Finest Hour” speech, the answer is yes.  

“What General Weygand called the Battle of France is over. I expect that the Battle of Britain is about to begin. 

Upon this battle depends the survival of Christian civilization. Upon it depends our own British life, and the 

long continuity of our institutions and our Empire. The whole fury and might of the enemy must very soon be 

turned on us. Hitler knows that he will have to break us in this Island or lose the war. If we can stand up to him, 

all Europe may be free and the life of the world may move forward into broad, sunlit uplands. But if we fail, 

then the whole world, including the United States, including all that we have known and cared for, will sink into 

the abyss of a new Dark Age made more sinister, and perhaps more protracted, by the lights of perverted 

science. Let us therefore brace ourselves to our duties, and so bear ourselves that, if the British Empire and its 

Commonwealth last for a thousand years, men will still say, "This was their finest hour."19 

 

Winston Churchill clearly states the important of the Battle of Britain with his line “Upon this battle depends 

the survival of Christian civilization. Up it depends our own British life,” For Churchill, and the rest of the 

British empire, losing the Battle of Britain was not an option. Losing the Battle of Britain would’ve resulted in 

the Luftwaffe and the rest of Germany coming across the channel, and ending the war in early 1940, continuing 

their steamrolling of Western Europe. Only Hugh Dowding and his battle tactics based off Ultra information 

prevented Britain from surrendering in summer 1940.  

 To fuel the planes that were holding the Luftwaffe in the Battle of Britain, the British Empire needed 

oil.20 Oil, more than any other resource in the Second World War, was vital for victory. In a war dominated by 

tanks and planes, oil was the lifeblood of both the British and the German sides in the Second World War. 

Fortunately for the British, a steady supply of oil was being fed to the Empire from the Middle East, in 

particular the Arabian Peninsula and Egypt. Unfortunately for the British, this vital lifeline was put in danger 

when the Italians and the Germans invaded North Africa in June 1940.21   

 The North Africa campaign was fought between the Italians and the British, and the British initially had 

the upper hand, not because of Ultra, but because the Italians were ineffective fighters. However this began to 

change in March 1941, when Erwin Rommel was sent from Germany, along with a massive amount of German 

19 "1940: The Finest Hour." 1940: The Finest Hour. The Churchill Centre, n.d. Web. 04 Mar. 2016. 

 
20 Winterbotham, 105 
21 Ibid 
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armor and troops. Unfortunately for the British, once Rommel arrived in North Africa, he was given no orders 

to advance from Germany, so the Allies were caught completely off-guard especially as they lacked Ultra 

signals indicating a German advance. The resulting attack from Rommel pushed the British into Egypt, close to 

their vital oil supplies and the Suez Canal.22 

 At this point, Rommel began using the enigma machine to communicate with germany. The messages 

received by the British, through Ultra, according to an officer of the secret intelligence service were “the 

complete order of battle of Rommel’s forces, their strength in men, tanks, guns and aircraft, and a close estimate 

of his supply position in fuel and ammunition.”23 According to Winterbotham ,The British commander at the 

time, Sir Claude Auchinleck, “made good use of the Ultra signal which Rommel had told us his plans” and 

“with the aid of Ultra, which had told him where and in what strength Rommel was moving his forces, 

Auchinleck had outwitted like a lightweight boxer with quick punches just where Rommel least expected 

them”24 Auchinleck was thus able to push back the German, and was able to save Egypt from Rommel in  

November 1941. 25 

 However the battle for Britain’s oil in the Middle East was far from over. In September 1941, three 

months before the Americans entered the Second World War, Italians stole the “Black code” used by the 

American Armed forces.26 Beginning in December 1941, the Germans were able to read radio messages sent by 

Bonner Fellers, an American officer working with the British in Egypt. Unknowingly, Bonners gave the 

Germans the same type of information Ultra had been giving the British since the beginning of the North Africa 

campaign: troop movements and the numbers of the armed forces.27 Once both sides had the same information, 

and were on a level playing field, Rommel and his Afrika Corps were able to push the British nearly back to 

22 Brown, Robert J. "Finest Hour." Churchill and the Western Desert Campaign, 1940-43. The Churchill Centre, n.d. Web. 08 Mar. 

2016. <http://www.winstonchurchill.org/publications/finest-hour/21-finest-hour-128/2279-churchill-and-the-western-desert-

campaign-1940-43>. 
23 Winterbotham, 107 
24 Ibid, 109 
25 Brown, Churchill and the Western Desert Campaign 
26 Deac, Wil. "Intercepted Communications for Field Marshal Erwin Rommel | HistoryNet." HistoryNet. World History Group, 12 

June 2006. Web. 08 Mar. 2016. <http://www.historynet.com/intercepted-communications-for-field-marshal-erwin-rommel.htm/1>. 

 
27 Ibid 
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Alexandria, annihilating the British with the intelligence unknowingly sent by Bonner Fellers.28 However, Ultra 

intercepted signals from Germany that talked about “die gute Quelle” (the good source).29 From these Ultra 

intercepts, Britain was quickly able to figure out the Germans were decrypting Bonner Fellers’ messages to the 

US, and Fellers stopped using the Black Code.  

 Germany’s ability to fight in North Africa relied on a steady stream of fuel and supplies from Italy.30 

The Battle of Cape Matapan, fought between the Italian Navy and the British Navy, determined who had 

control of the Mediterranean Sea, and, therefore, determined who could easily sent supplies to their forces 

fighting in North Africa.31 The Battle of Cape Matapan, fought between a larger Italian force and a smaller 

British force ended in a massive British victory.  The reason for the victory? “The British fleet, informed of the 

whole plan by Ultra, caught up with the Italian battleships and cruisers and sent a crippled enemy squadron 

scuttling back to their home ports”32 This quote, from Frederick Winterbotham, describes how the British won 

the Battle. The British, tipped off by Ultra, found the Italian fleet in the middle of the night, and through a 

combination of airplanes and ships, the British sank the Italian fleet and caused 2,200 Italian deaths while only 

suffering 1 downed airplane and three casualties themselves.33 

 The Battle of Matapan gave Britain control of the Mediterranean. The result of this control was that 

between 40-60% of the shipping sent to Rommel was destroyed by the British. Over 4 million tons of shipping 

were sunk by the British, as the German merchant vessels always made sure to radio on enigma machines the 

times they would leave Italy and arrive in Tunisia.34  The British navy, with no resistance from the destroyed 

Italian navy, sought out and destroyed the German merchant ships.  

28 Ibid 
29 Ibid 
30 Winterbotham, 103 
31 "28 MARCH 1941 THE BATTLE OF CAPE MATAPAN” Seventy Years On WW2 Codebreaker Mavis Batey Remembers." 

Bletchley Park News. BletchleyPark.org.uk, 28 Mar. 2011. Web. 18 Feb. 2016. 

<http://www.bletchleypark.org.uk/news/docview.rhtm/640012>. 

 
32 Winterbotham, 103 
33 Ibid 
34 Ibid 104 
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 Due to the massive loss of supplies caused by Ultra, the Germans and Italians were slowly beaten out of 

Northern Africa; their tanks ran out of fuel; their troops became hungry; and they were slowly constricted, 

resulting in the surrender of 300,000 Axis troops in Tunisia in 1943.35 Ultra, both by giving away the positions 

of the German armies to the British commanders, and by strangling the supply fleet needed to keep the German 

army afloat, changed the outcome of the North Africa campaign. Without Ultra, the better-supplied and larger 

Axis force would’ve outmatched the British in North Africa, and the Middle Eastern oil would’ve fallen into the 

hands of the Germans.  

 The point where Ultra was most effective in the war, however, was in the Battle of the Atlantic. The 

Battle of the Atlantic was fought between the U-boats of the Kriegsmarine and the merchant vessels of the 

Allies, which brought fuel, food, and other supplied across the U-boat infested North Atlantic.36 Because Great 

Britain was an island, it required the importation of over a million tons of supplies each week in order to keep 

its populations alive, and its factories supplied with raw goods. In addition, the British received vital oil from 

North America and the Middle East, a crucial necessity for the RAF planes protecting Britain from the 

Luftwaffe in the Battle of Britain. 

 The Battle of the Atlantic was thus the most important battle for the Allies, and lasted for the entire war. 

Winston Churchill acknowledged this, saying:  “The Battle of the Atlantic was the dominating factor all through 

the war. Never for one moment could we forget that everything happening elsewhere, on land, on sea or in the 

air depended ultimately on its outcome.”37 Without the allied victory in the Atlantic, Britain’s ability to fight 

would have been crippled, and Germany would’ve been able to invade Britain and win the war.  

35 Havemeier, Williard O. "WWII 32nd Station Hospital | WWII Africa to Casserta Italy | William O. Havemeier WWII." German 

Surrender in Tunisia. Wild Bill, 2003. Web. 01 Mar. 2016. <http://havemeier.com/page52.htm>. 

 
36 Winterbotham 97 
37 Costello, John; Hughes, Terry (1977), The Battle of the Atlantic, London: Collins, Pg 210. 
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 German U-boats operated in “wolf packs” throughout the North Atlantic. These wolf packs would line 

up along the projected route of a merchant shipping convoy, until one of the U-boats sighted the convoy.38 The 

U-boat would then signal the location of the convoy to the other U-boats operating in the wolf pack. After 

signaling the rest of the convoy and preparing for the attack, the U-boats would wait until night, attacking once 

the Allied ships could no longer see them. This tactic produced devastating effects. An example of this is the 

attack on Slow Convoy-7, which lost 20 merchant vessels and 80,000 tons of supplies to 7 U-boats, who 

suffered 0 losses themselves.39  

 In 1940 and 1941, losses among merchant vessels were low. The “wolf pack” strategy adopted by the 

Germans required a high amount of radio communication using the Enigma machines and these transmissions 

could be read by the cryptanalysts working in Bletchley Park.40 Hundreds of messages a day were intercepted 

by the British in 1940 and 1941, and these messages who were able to divert a large amount of the British 

convoys around the German U-boats, with the result being that far more supplies were able to reach Britain, the 

supplies that Britain needed to stay afloat.41 

 In 1942, the German navy changed their enigma codes. This rendered Ultra useless in the Battle of the 

Atlantic for all of 1942.42 Without Ultra information notifying and diverting the merchant vessels sailing in the 

North Atlantic during 1942, the losses of British and American merchant vessels to U-boats were staggering. In 

the war up until 1942, the German U-boats had sunk 1,019 allied vessels. In 1942, there were a total of 1,066 

allied vessels sunk by German U-boats, more than double 1941’s 423 vessels sunk.43 This resulted in a supply 

shortage so severe that in early 1943, before the cryptanalysts at Bletchley Park were able to decrypt the new 

enigma machine, a large portion of the British population wanted to end the war because of a lack of supplies, 

38 D., Commander. "U-boat Archive - U-110 - 3rd Escort Group Report Capture of U-110."U-boat Archive - U-110 - 3rd Escort 

Group Report Capture of U-110. N.p., n.d. Web. 16 Feb. 2016. <http://www.uboatarchive.net/U-110-

3rdEscortGroupCaptureofU-110.htm>. 
39 Paul Lund, Harry Ludlam: The Night of the U-Boats (1973), London, Foulsham Pg. 117 
40 Ibid, 108 
41 Winterbotham, 98 
42 Hinsley, Harry. "The Influence of ULTRA in the Second World War." Speech. Babbage Lecture Theatre. 19 Oct. 1993. 26 Nov. 1996. 
Web. 30 Feb 2016. <http://www.cl.cam.ac.uk/research/security/Historical/hinsley.html>. 
43 "Battle of the Atlantic Statistics." Battle of the Atlantic Statistics. American Merchant Marine at War, 20 Jan. 05. Web. 08 Mar. 

2016. 
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especially fuel.44 If the cryptanalysts had failed to crack the new enigma machine in use in 1943, or had failed to 

crack the simpler version used until 1942, Britain would’ve been starved out of the war.  

 In the opening line of his bestselling book, The Ultra Secret, F.W. Winterbotham writes, “After thirty 

years of somewhat smug propaganda on the subject of how the allies routed the evil forces of Nazi fascism, it is 

difficult to tell people now how very nearly it never happened.”45 Published in 1974, the book, written by the 

man who most likely had the most comprehensive view of the entire war, writes how close the allies were to 

collapse had the Battle of North Africa, The Battle of Britain, and the Battle of the Atlantic not been won by 

Ultra.  

 Though a large portion of historians argue differently, saying that Ultra only shortened the war by 2-4 

years,46 the fact is that Ultra was so important to the British war effort, that without it, the Allies would’ve lost 

the war. The point in the war where the Allies were closest to losing was in 1940-1942. Had it not been for 

victories in North Africa and in the airspace over Britain, the war would’ve ended in 1941, before Russia and 

America had a chance to join and help the British. These battles, though fought and won by the planes, ships, 

and tanks of the British armed forces, would have ended in victory for the Germans, who had a numerical 

advantage in ship, planes, and tanks, had Ultra not given the British the information which allowed them to 

outwit the Germans.  
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Rebecca Margolis  

 

The Changing Role of Women in the Second Great Awakening: Were the Advancements Made Feminist? 

 

  

The Second Great Awakening1, which began in the early 1800’s, helped to distinguish the colonial 

United States from the newly independent US.2 It introduced a new spark of ideas that became a foundation for 

nineteenth century life. The Second Great Awakening contributed to the formation of an American culture 

through its focus on developing personal connections with God, and most importantly, individuality.3 One 

noticeable aspect of the shifts during the Second Great Awakening was an evolving role for women in society. 

Women became a central figures of the Second Great Awakening, which enabled them to advance both in terms 

of societal contributions as well as in maintaining agency. Whether these advancements were feminist or not is 

contested. Women made advancements, yet they remained confined to fields considered un-masculine, or 

feminine. Ultimately, however, these advancements were informed by the quest to develop an American 

identity and set the foundation for further progress for women.  

 This foundation was rooted in the changing definition of freedom among U.S. citizens, particularly 

westward frontiersmen. As the United States began to shift from the Revolutionary Era to an era of stability and 

expansion, the notion of freedom drove the development of American culture. Before and during the 

Revolution, freedom mainly revolved around gaining independence from Britain. However, as people started to 

settle into the young nation and began forming identities within it, the definition of freedom expanded. 

Freedom, for the colonists, evolved to mean having space both physically and mentally to explore and further 

develop an identity. Physical freedom appeared in the form of westward expansion, in the literal pushing of 

boundaries. Exploration was encouraged in order to grow the United States. Physical freedom drove mental 

1 The Second Great Awakening was a religious revival movement of the early 1800s that blossomed during 
westward expansion. Frontiersmen needed meaning for why they were in the middle of the wilderness, and the 
religious structure of the East Coast could no longer provide that. Opposed to earlier revivals, the Second 
Great Awakening was more anti-intellectual and free. Seminary education was not needed, and the movement 
revolved around maintaining a personal relationship with god. In its simplest form, the Second Great 
Awakening made religion accessible to people who left the established church life of the East. 
2 The Great Awakening was a religious revival movement occurring between about 1790- 1830 
3 American culture will be defined in the following paragraph 
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freedom in many regards. Confronted with undeveloped territory and an unestablished religious foundation on 

the western frontier, freedom was rampant: it permeated the mindsets of the frontiersman. According to John 

Corrigan and Winthrop Hudson, two history professors,“in the American environment there were an absence of 

tradition and a sense of pregnant possibility that encouraged a spirit of experimentation.”4 Women took 

advantage of this both consciously and unconsciously and used religion to gain footing in American society; 

women gained a new sense of personal freedom. This, however, raises questions about the feminist nature of 

these advancements. Because there was a failure to attain public freedom, these advancements were not yet 

feminist. However, advancements made by women in this era were ultimately the precursor to future feminist 

movements. 

 Personal freedom, most simply, is the ability to have agency. It is the ability to be in control of one’s 

mind and actions in a private context. Personal freedom can also encompass freedom in a certain realm. A 

woman in the early 1800s, for example, could choose the job she wants when situated in a group or society of 

only women. Public freedom, however, means that the freedom experienced is wider-spread and not confined to 

one situation or another.  After attaining public freedom, that same woman could decide to take a job in a 

formerly male dominated realm and not get reprimanded by men for it.5 Women ascertained a degree of 

personal freedom, but public freedom still remained largely out of reach. For the women of the Second Great 

Awakening, it is the distinction between personal and public freedom that divide non-feminist from feminist.6 

 The first signs of a changing nature of freedom for women occurred in the very development of the 

Second Great Awakening. At the start of the  Second Great Awakening, men transitioned their focuses from 

religion to politics and economics, so religion was left to the women. Women were now the main attendees at 

services and church events, which naturally allowed them to become more engaged with the movement and 

4 John Corrigan and Winthrop S. Hudson, Religion in America, 8th ed.(New York: Taylor and Francis, 2010) 255 
5 This example is used to simply demonstrate the concept; the time period is not significant. It is used to help distinguish 
and define private and public freedom 
6 Rachel Cope, From Smoldering Fires to Revitalizing Showers: A Historiographical Overview of Revivalism in Nineteenth-Century 

New York, (Wesley and Methodist Studies, 2012) 25-49 
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religious communal life.7 There was an open space for them. As Barbara Welter, a historian, noted,“only the 

clergy  listed to the women, all other ranks of man’s society and interests were closed to them [women].”8 

Clergy of The Second Great Awakening preached about the importance of maintaining a deeply personal 

relationship to God and stressed that anyone could hear and accept God’s words.9 Creating a personal 

connection to God was something available to anybody who opened themselves up to the idea. Women began 

internalizing the preachings of the clergy and latched on to the ideals of individuality that were intertwined with 

the Second Great Awakening. Encouraged by this, women began publicly professing their faith, which “could 

be something of a declaration of independence for it was a renunciation of the past and involved a resolute 

determination to pursue a new independent pattern of life.10 Women were finding a voice, though rarely on the 

pulpit, and discovering ways to empower themselves; religion was“the only arena where many women could 

play out the Republican Vision.”11 Personal freedom for women erupted during the era of the Second Great 

Awakening.  

 Despite the new voices of women in faith, the advancements made in the early nineteenth century were 

marred by the lack of support from men. This lack of support seems to illustrate the boundary between having 

personal and public freedom.Men already saw women as inherently holier creatures, incapable of prospering in 

the nasty or cutthroat world of outside the home.12 Women were considered nurturing and weaker than men, 

which naturally connected them to religion.13 Religion was a delicate system, suitable to the needs and desires 

of women. Welter even writes’“womanhood and virtue became almost synonyms.”14 Orestes Brownson, a 

nineteenth century intellectual and preacher, thought of women as “a domesticated pet of spinsters and widows, 

fit only to balance teacups and moth platitudes.”15 According to many men of the century, woman were not fit 

7 Barbara Welter, “The Feminization of American Religion: 1800-1860,” Religion in American History: A Reader, John 
Butler and Harry S Stout (New York City: Oxford Press, 1998) 159 
8 Welter 162. 
9 Corrigan and Hudson 32. 
10 Corrigan and Hudson 131. 
11 Cope 47. 
12 Welter 161. 
13 Ibid  
14 Welter 172. 
15 Welter 160. 
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for the messiness and ruthless nature of politics and traditionally masculine activities. Masculine endeavors 

included being a clergy member in a church, and as John Corrigan and Winthrop Hudson write, “leadership in 

faith still fell to men.”16 Women who dared use their newfound voices were often harshly criticized and 

denounced by church men, both clergy and laymen. Men, and certainly some women, thought that if women 

pushed too hard to transcend their bounderies, God would become infuriated and wreak havoc on the 

Christians.17 Maintaining personal freedom was one story, but once women threatened to intrude on men’s 

domination, women’s freedom needed to be contained. Men’s aim to control women and constrain their 

education to religious or familial matters marked the failure of a transition from personal to public freedom for 

women. 

 Although men continued to dominate society, women began to venture outside the home, even while 

continuing the feminine work of religion. Originally, women simply stayed home to educate their children 

about the ways of Christ and Christianity, but soon women transported those skills outside of that 

environment.18As women became more confident with their voices, and as space opened up to become involved 

with extensions of the church, many women jumped on the opportunity to become involved with community-

based initiatives.19 Part of this movement outside the house resulted in the development of educational 

institutions that primarily catered to the needs of women.  Previously, educational opportunities had been closed 

to women, but now women wanted not only to become fluent in the bible and biblical laws, but also to become 

knowledgeable in academic subjects. Mount Holyoke women's college, founded in 1836, and Troy Female 

seminary, founded in 1821, attempted to ignite the minds of the young.20 Although these schools are the most 

prominent, others such as Lincoln University, founded in 1854, and the Female Institute of the Seminary West 

of Sewanee, founded in 1858, occupied similar roles.21 These institutions provided women an opportunity to 

engage with society outside the literal home and simultaneously taught women how to think for themselves. 

16 Corrigan and Hudson 153. 
17 Corrigan and Hudson 255. 
18 Corrigan and Hudson 151. 
19 Cope 46. 
20 Corrigan and Hudson 152-153. 
21 Corrigan and Hudson 137. 
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Yet, some men seemed to fear women who were educated; they were hesitant to include females in historically 

masculine roles. John Corrigan and Winthrop Hudson mention, “men controlled the ministry [and most high 

level jobs], and actively excluded from it.”22 Further demonstrating the lack of change in broader society, 

Corrigan and Hudson write, “the founding of such seminaries…[did not] lead to a change in the formal stature 

of women in Protestant” communities.23 Because of this general view, this new sense of intellectualism and 

curiosity was confined to a particular realm. There was personal freedom among the women, but that could not 

migrate to the public domain.  

 Societies devoted to humanitarian work achieved similar results and faced similar challenges as the 

seminaries and colleges; they served to engage women in the broader community while remaining “feminine.”24 

According to Barbara Welter,“women increasingly handled the volunteer societies which carried out the social 

office of the churches.”25 The social office of the churches dealt with issues ranging from feeding and clothing 

the homeless, to Christian education, to general welfare issues. Societies ranged in character and cause; among 

the most established were the American Bible Society and American Education Society (1816), the American 

Sunday School Union (1824), and the American Antislavery Society (1833).26 Societies were “an instrument for 

quick and concerted action…with no need to wait until some official body could be persuaded to act.”27 

Women, within their gender segregated groups, had the ability to create change and actively contribute to 

society: a step up from being viewed by men as solely important for bearing children. This was a leap in the 

development of personal freedom; however, women’s societies were still confined to stereotypically un-

masculine duties. Since religion “became a more genteel, less rigid institution,” and societies were an extension 

of religion, it was too tranquil for men.28 Men still perceived women to be inherently weaker29 and nurturing, so 

22 Corrigan and Hudson 152. 
23 Ibid 
24 “Feminine” is in quotes to signify that it was a cultural stereotype. “Feminine” means engaging in actions that men 
perceived to be weaker, calmer, holier, or more peaceful. 
25 Welter 160. 
26 Corrigan and Hudson 136. 
27 Corrigan and Hudson 135. 
28 Welter 159. 
29 Weaker means less in the physical way and points more towards being less intellectually competent. Women could not 
handle to brutality of the real world.  
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these societies had difficulty in expanding opportunities to gain or experience public freedom.30 Yet, although 

public freedom was still and elusive matter for women, these societies “served as channels to participation in 

affairs on the national level.”31 

The first major opportunity to “participat[e] in affairs on the national level” arrived when woman began 

working as missionaries across the growing United States and even throughout the world.32 Women traveled 

across the western frontier and sometimes as far as Burma (Myanmar) or China.33 Missionary work can be 

viewed as the most feminist of women’s religious activity; it began bridging into the realm of public freedom. 

Although missionary work still fell within the feminine work of religion, it “appealed to women as a way to 

have adventure in a good cause.”34 It awarded far more freedom to women than anything else in society did. 

Women were now allowed, and occasionally encouraged, to travel abroad independently and spend time 

christianizing foreigners. Missionary work was an important aspect of religious life, and the fact that men 

entrusted women to carry out this work was an advancement. Barbara Welter points out that “women used their 

membership in a more prominent church as an important means of establishing a pecking order within the 

community.”35 Out of the home and free to explore, women had the freedom to make decisions not only about 

their faith, but about everyday life circumstances amidst a masculine dominated world.36 This was something 

above personal freedom; it was a move towards recognizing the capabilities of women to contribute to 

America’s expanding identity. A sense of public freedom was developing, but it ultimately lay confined to 

religion.37 Missionary work straddled the edge of remaining overtly feminine and leaning too far into the male 

world.  

 Women who took advantage of the growth of personal freedom were still heavily criticized for trying to 

assume a masculine role by taking leadership roles and enjoying seemingly unprecedented freedom. However, 

30 Corrigan and Hudson 254. 
31 Corrigan and Hudson 132. 
32 Ibid 
33 Welter 164. 
34 Welter 163. 
35 Welter 160-161. 
36 Welter 164. 
37 Cope 44. 
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women were also applauded for their devotion to furthering the reach of Christianity and contributing to the 

growth of America. This difference in opinions is demonstrated when the husband of a missionary stated “never 

send another white woman over these mountains if you have any regard of human life,” while others, 

specifically the Methodists, seemed more welcoming.38It is the blurry line between these conflicting opinions 

that demonstrates the concepts of personal and public freedom. Personal freedom was acceptable because 

women still existed within a narrow definition of living, and public freedom was scary because it broke the 

social norm and tradition. Missionary work arguably contributed most to the foundation of the American 

feminist movement, but the transition from personal to public freedom was just in its infant state.  

 The advancements women made throughout the era of the Second Great Awakening laid the essential 

foundation for creating future feminist movements. Each accomplishment allowed women to enjoy something 

previously unavailable to her, whether recognition, education or work. Something needed to ignite the minds 

and passions of women, and because of the country’s atmosphere at the time, religion became the means to 

accomplish that task. According to Barbara Welter,“the equality of religious experience was something they 

[women] could personally experience and no man could deny it to them.”39 Women received, and later claimed, 

religion as their own. Religion was something women could use to learn about their capabilities and utilize to 

demonstrate their importance to society.  

 Despite this grand sense of personal freedom, men still had control. Men designed a society where 

religion was feminine and therefore seemingly less important than impending political matters. Women were 

barred from truly gaining public freedom. Rachel Cope claimed, “although women had reached the threshold of 

their modern freedom, they were still so much the forgotten member of society.”40 However, in order to attain 

public freedom, personal freedom had to come to fruition. Personal freedom still conformed to stereotypes, but 

public freedom could only come about when women began demanding to engage in masculine endeavors. The 

feminist movement was created in layers. Layer one involved women working within their allowed confines to 

38 Welter 165. 
39 Welter 172. 
40 Cope 43. 
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learn to think and act for themselves; layer two involved utilizing that personal freedom to begin demanding 

public freedom. The era of the Second Great Awakening, specifically the first half of the nineteenth century, 

was layer one. Women then continued to shape the mental space of the nineteenth century, laying the 

foundation of ideas surrounding freedom, and those mental shifts eventually led to the more concrete changes 

that are recognized as the modern feminist movement today. 41 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

41 This paper generalizes the experiences of women in the nineteenth century by leaving out information about 
the more radical feminist movements of the era. Among the most noteworthy of these is the Seneca Falls 
Convention for the advancement of women’s suffrage. Seneca Falls occurred in 1848, but failed to gain 
traction or many supporters. Because it did not gain a large following, it felt out of place to include it in this 
paper. The other category worth mentioning is the idealist, utopian societies of the nineteenth century. Utopian 
societies included such groups as the Shakers and the Transcendentalists. Some historians consider these to 
be avant-garde in their views on sex and the role of women, but like the suffrage movement, these groups only 
accounted for a very small minority of women. This paper focuses on the general opinions of mainstream 
Protestantism with the recognition that other events were occurring simultaneously that would potentially 
undermine the thesis of the paper. 
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The Sanitary Movement:  The Battle Against Filth and Disease in Victorian England      

Jeff Metzel 

The year is 1853, in a squalid West London neighborhood called Soho. Cholera, that beastly affliction, 

has broken out once again to terrorize the neighborhood’s innocent residents. John Snow, an intrepid physician, 

is on the case. He has a theory about the origins of cholera, and he will do whatever it takes to prove that he’s 

right. He goes door to door, asking for information from the families of the deceased. He takes water samples, 

and draws maps. Finally ready, he attends the meeting of the Board of Guardians, the local sanitary authority, to 

present his report. That day, September 6, 1853, the handle of the cholera-contaminated Broad Street Pump is 

removed: a small victory for public health and sanitation.1 

 John Snow was one of the pioneers of Victorian public health reform. He was one of the first people to 

champion the theory that diseases could be spread by particles in contaminated water, rather than a “miasma” in 

the air, the most popular belief at the time.2 But one did not have to adhere to this theory to make important 

reforms—much of the improvement in general cleanliness in Victorian England, such as better sewers and 

cesspits, was led by committed miasmatists. Both of these groups were part of a general push in the 1800s to 

understand and control infectious diseases: the Sanitary Movement. This movement has its origins in the early 

19th century, and the improvements it resulted in are being implemented in underdeveloped countries to this 

day. This paper will focus mainly on two important English public health reformers, John Snow and Edwin 

Chadwick, as well as health legislation during their lifetimes in the 19th century. Reformers like Snow and 

Chadwick drove a revolution in sanitation that led to several Public Health Acts and improvements in city 

infrastructure and disease control, both in England and worldwide. 

 After some background, this paper will cover Chadwick's Report on Sanitary Conditions and how it led 

to the Public Health Act of 1848, then move on to John Snow and the germ theory of disease, then the last two 

1
 Vachon, David. "Father of Modern Epidemiology" UCLA Department of Epidemioligy. UCLA, 9 May 2005. Web. 1 Feb. 2016. 

<http://www.ph.ucla.edu/epi/snow/fatherofepidemiology.html>.  
2
 Ibid. 
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Public Health Acts later in the 19th century, and finally the results and broader impact of this health reform. The 

structure will generally be chronological. 

In order to understand the major reforms, one needs to know what conditions were like in 19th century 

England, and how exactly they came to be this way. Central to the technological and societal changes in the 

19th century was the Industrial Revolution, which had both positive and negative effects over the short and long 

terms. Better agricultural methods and machinery led to more reliable sources of food for the British population, 

which in turn meant that the population grew rapidly, faster than the current infrastructure could keep up. To 

add to this, new manufacturing jobs caused a migration of poor people from rural areas to industrial cities. The 

combination of these developments caused urban populations in Europe to double in the first half of the 19th 

century.3 The fact that these new working-class residents were often underfed made them less resistant to 

disease, meaning that as the poor population of British cities grew, epidemics struck more often. Additionally, 

much of the increasing population of urban poor lived close together in crowded districts with little to no health 

infrastructure—districts which, in London, had death rates about twice as high as those of middle-class areas.4  

The visible effects of this overpopulation and lack of infrastructure were prominent and appalling. 

Freidrich Engels, a German manufacturer, described “sewage running into canals, communities blackened by 

chimney smoke, and starving masses searching for food in rubbish heaps.”5 Unpaved roads were often ankle-

deep in filthy mud, filled with waste from the “privy-pails” which were commonly used instead of outhouses in 

working-class homes. Even in houses that did have cesspits, they were often poorly constructed and could leak 

into the water supply. Sewers were also made of stone and prone to seepage. If a local water supply became 

contaminated, diseases could sweep over neighborhoods—and pumps taking water from the heavily polluted 

Thames River were also a disease risk.6 Statistics paint a grim picture: In the ten years from 1831 to 1841, the 

3
 Snowden, Frank. Lecture 11 - The Sanitary Movement and the "Filth Theory of Disease." Yale University. Open Yale Courses. Yale 

University, n.d. Web. 30 Jan. 2016. <http://oyc.yale.edu/history/hist-234/lecture-11>.  
4
 Haley, Bruce. The Healthy Body and Victorian Culture. Cambridge, MA: Harvard UP, 1978. Print. pp. 164. 

5
 Gill, Geoff. "Cholera and the Fight for Public Health Reform in Mid-Victorian England"Historian (7 June 2008): 10. History Study 

Center. Web. 1 Feb. 2016. pp. 11. 
6
 Haley, 165-166. 
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annual death rate in Birmingham rose from 14.6 to 27.2 per thousand. 50,000 people were being buried every 

year in London, 30,000 of them children—one third of whom died before they reached the age of five.7 And 

perhaps the most telling fact of all: In 1839, the number of people that died of disease was 8 times the number 

that died of old age or natural causes.8 

Indeed, the spread of disease was the most important effect of poor sanitation. Typhus, typhoid, cholera, 

gastro-enteritis, smallpox, and tuberculosis were all important diseases that caused many deaths in Victorian 

England. However, the one disease with the most impact on health reform was Cholera, a disease with origins 

in India that spread to Europe in the early 19th century. Cholera wasn’t actually responsible for the most deaths, 

but it killed dramatically and occurred in devastating epidemics, meaning that it garnered a large amount of 

public attention.9 Adding to public fear of disease was the fact that doctors were conceptually helpless about the 

causes and workings of disease, with some experimental remedies for cholera including “copious bleeding”, 

“injection of strong liquid ammonia”, and “repeated doses of calomel” (a toxic mercury compound).10 

This atmosphere of confusion and fear led, in the 1830’s, to the publication of many “social-medical” 

reports about the horrors of urban life and the insufficiency of waste management. The general consensus of the 

medical community was that urban living conditions in England were in dire need of improvement.11 But there 

was one person in particular who led the push for health legislation: a man by the name of Edwin Chadwick. 

Chadwick was a social reformer who published reports for “Royal Commissions”, inquiries by the English 

government into important societal or structural issues. He was a charismatic and authoritative individual, who 

had an extreme dislike of poverty and disease and saw them as the result of ineffective government.12 By the 

time he entered the realm of health reform, Chadwick was already well-known, mainly for his report on the 

Poor Laws, a set of laws that guaranteed aid to impoverished people. His work led to the Poor Law Amendment 

7
 Ellis, Roger. "Chadwick, Sir Edwin (1800-1890)." Who's Who in Victorian Britain. 1997. History Study Center. Web. 8 Mar. 2016. 

8
 Haley, 164. 

9
 Gill, 10. 

10
 Haley, 168. 

11
 Morley, I. City Chaos, Contagion, Chadwick, and Social Justice. The Yale Journal of Biology and Medicine, 80.2 (2007): 61–72.  

12
 Gill, 11. 
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Act of 1834, a bill that worked mainly to cut costs and discourage the poor from applying for relief—principles 

that speak volumes about Chadwick’s belief in indirectly managing the lives of the working class through 

government.13   

In 1842, Chadwick published his Report on the Sanitary Condition of the Laboring Population, which 

he wrote collaboratively over the span of 12 years. The report essentially did two things: described and provided 

statistics for the poor sanitary conditions present in impoverished areas, including smaller reports from people 

in many regions of Britain, and proposed solutions to these problems. The fact that Chadwick was a 

miasmatist—meaning that he believed diseases were transmitted by noxious gasses, an incorrect view—affected 

his suggestions, but largely did not stop them from being effective. His stated goal was to eliminate atmospheric 

impurities produced by “decomposing animal and vegetable substances, damp and filth, and close and 

overcrowded dwellings”—in other words, like all miasmatists, he was focused on cleaning up the 

environment.14 He criticized local administrators and doctors for doing nothing to prevent these kinds of 

conditions, and proposed solutions like replacing privy-pails and outhouses with sewage connection, providing 

water supply to flush away waste, building sewers from glazed brickwork to prevent seepage and clogging, and 

using more adequate methods for the disposal of dead bodies.15  

Chadwick’s report, and Chadwick himself, played a large part in the first major public health legislation 

in the Victorian era: the Public Health Act of 1848. Although several public health bills came before Parliament 

before this, they never gained enough support to pass, as they were considered insufficiently comprehensive.16 

The Act of 1848 was significantly more far-reaching than these previous bills. It implemented many of 

Chadwick’s suggestions on sewage, including the idea that sewers and drains should be glazed and water-

flushed, and also implemented improvement of paving, water supply, and “cleansing”; specifically, the removal 

13
 Snowden. 

14
 Chadwick, Edwin Sir, 1800-1890 The Chadwick report on the sanitary condition of the labouring       population, with the local 

reports for England and Wales and other related papers, 1837-42. Irish University Press, Shannon, 1971. 
15

 Gill, 11-12. 
16
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of all “filth” from houses and streets.17 The Act also brought attention to the proper construction of cemeteries, 

which were often poorly made and housed bodies densely enough to be a disease risk.18  

Importantly, however, the Public Health Act of 1848 was permissive rather than compulsory—that is, it 

made it possible for these improvements to happen, but it did not make them mandatory. The reforms were 

administered by Local Boards of Health, which could be set up in a town only if 10% or more of the population 

petitioned for it, or the death rate exceeded 23 per 1000. The Act also set up a General Board of Health in 

London, with Chadwick as one of its three commissioners. Each of the Local Boards was approved and 

supervised by this General Board, which also oversaw any matters relating to public health.19 

Largely because it relied on the population taking initiative, the Public Health Act’s success was 

somewhat limited, and the resulting progress was slow. In the five years after the Act was passed, only 13 towns 

had actually gone through with the reforms and improved their sewer systems. However, there were 57 more 

towns that had planned improvements but not yet implemented them, 112 which had set up local boards but not 

yet planned improvements, and 102 that had petitioned the General Board but not yet been approved for a Local 

Board.20 Even though progress was slow, we can see that it was indeed being made, a major improvement over 

the situation before this act was passed. 

However, the fact remains that the Public Health Act of 1848 and all the structural improvements that 

resulted from it were based on a flawed view of the transmission of disease: miasmatism. While the removal of 

filth was a step in the right direction, it largely failed to address the fact that certain diseases, specifically 

cholera, could be spread by drinking water. This is where our friend John Snow comes into the picture. Snow 

was a distinguished physician, who was well known for conducting some of the first research on the effects of 

anaesthetics.21 He had been treating Cholera since 1831, and had ample opportunity to think about the workings 

of the disease. He came to the conclusion that it was spread by particles that had to be ingested to result in an 

17
 Gill, 12; Haley, 167. 

18
 Haley, 167. 

19
 Gill, 13. 

20
 Gill, 13. 

21
 Vachon. 
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infection, rather than inhaled from polluted air; a view that was very much against the establishment at the 

time.22 

Because this “germ theory” of disease transmission was in opposition to the widely accepted miasmatic 

theory, proving it was a difficult and frustrating task for Snow. During a cholera outbreak from 1848-1849, for 

example, he gathered evidence; his main point being that in two adjacent rows of houses, one row had many 

cholera infections, and the other had only one. According to miasmatists, the bad air should have permeated the 

whole neighborhood, but Snow argued that one of the rows of houses was drawing from a contaminated well. 

He published a 39 page pamphlet on his observations, but it was largely ignored by his colleagues.23 Beginning 

in 1849, he conducted research on two water companies, Lambeth and Vauxhall, which drew water from 

different points on the Thames river. Through his investigation, Snow found that people in houses supplied by 

the Vauxhall company, which drew water from a very polluted point in the river, were eight to nine times as 

likely to die from cholera as people in houses supplied by the Lambeth company, which drew from a cleaner 

area. Again he published his data, and again his critics were unmoved, saying that he had no real proof for his 

theory.24 

After this came the cholera outbreak in Soho, in 1853. John Snow showed to the Board of Guardians 

that almost all of the deaths from the outbreak were in houses supplied by a certain well, and that well’s handle 

was removed as a precautionary measure: finally, a small amount of success for Snow’s efforts. Even this, 

though, did not have much impact—the General Board of Health still did not accept the germ theory of 

disease.25 In fact, Snow never saw large scale acceptance of his views on the transmission of cholera, as he died 

of a stroke in 1858. But his work had set in motion a gradual increase in attention to clean drinking water. At 

least one member of the General Board of Health, John Sutherland, agreed with Snow, and the focus of the 

Board of Health grew to include provision of clean water supply, as part of a comprehensive sanitation 

22
 Snow, Stephanie J. "Commentary: Sutherland, Snow and Water: The Transmission of Cholera in the Nineteenth Century." 

International Journal of Epidemiology 31.5 (2002): 908-11. Print.  
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program.26 In the 1860s, the chemist Louis Pasteur showed that diseases could be caused by microscopic 

bacteria, which brought greater acceptance of the germ theory of disease.27 When another epidemic of cholera 

struck London in 1866, clean water was provided in affected areas, and the mortality rate was 37% lower than 

that of the 1848-49 epidemic.28 Snow’s work was finally beginning to pay off. 

In the meantime, there were other developments happening in the field of sanitation. In 1854, another 

Public Health Act was passed, which abolished the somewhat inefficient General Board of Health and 

transferred its duties to other departments. This also marked Edwin Chadwick’s retirement from public service. 

Later legislation included the Medical Act of 1858, which made it possible for qualified doctors to be 

distinguished from unqualified ones, and the Food Adulteration Act of 1860, which prohibited adding toxic 

substances to food for coloring or flavor.29 Arguably the most important health legislation since the Act of 1848 

was the Sanitary Act of 1866, which remedied the slow implementation of the Act of 1848 by finally making its 

reforms mandatory. Every town had to appoint a Sanitary Inspector, and local authorities became responsible 

for improving conditions in their areas, providing sewer connection, fresh water, and street cleaning.30 Making 

improvements compulsory seemed to work: the Local Government Department’s annual reports showed “steady 

spread of sewage and water schemes” throughout England.31 

Finally, another Public Health Act was passed in 1875. This act generally tied together and refined the 

several ones that came before it. It put in place regulations on markets, street lighting, and burial, as well as 

enforcing the appointment of Medical Officers in every town, who were in charge of tracking infectious 

diseases and taking action against them.  This was the last work of public health legislation of the 19th 

century.32 
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By the end of the 19th century, the health of England’s population had been vastly improved. There was 

a comprehensive and mandatory government system in place to improve sanitary conditions throughout the 

nation, whereas at the beginning of the century there was almost no government attention to sanitation at all. 

Sewers had been expanded and made more efficient, and waste had been removed from the streets. Likewise, 

where at the beginning of the century doctors understood next to nothing about the transmission of disease, the 

acceptance of the germ theory of disease and the importance of clean water had greatly improved disease 

control. Median life expectancy in England and Wales rose 10 years from 1841 to 1901,33 and the cholera 

epidemic of 1866 was the last one to trouble the British Isles.34 We have reformers like Edwin Chadwick and 

John Snow to thank for sparking the demand for legislation and drive to understand infectious diseases that led 

to these improvements. 

Even with this progress, however, the work of improving public health was just beginning. While 

England’s health reform came first, the movement quickly spread throughout North America and the rest of 

Europe. In Europe, some cities were entirely rebuilt to accommodate better sewers and remove slums, an even 

more comprehensive upgrade than what occurred in British towns, which were only retrofitted with improved 

infrastructure. Paris, Lyon, Marseilles, Brussels, and Naples were some examples of this.35 The United States 

followed suit, and used European cities as a model for reforms in Chicago and New York City. The 

Metropolitan Board of Health, established in New York City in 1865, was the first government body in the 

nation dedicated to improving public health.36  

But of course, public health reform did not stop there. It is an ongoing process, one which is constantly 

evolving and still spreading throughout the world. In many developing countries, sewage is still discharged 

untreated into bodies of water. Clean water is in short supply, and the poor drink from disease-contaminated 

33 United Kingdom. UK Statistics Authority. Office for National Statistics.Mortality in England and Wales: Average Life Span, 2010. 

12 Dec. 2012. Web. 25 Apr. 2016. 
34
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rivers and streams.37 Dealing with these problems is difficult, but it is made somewhat easier by the fact that 

there is previous experience and successful reform to work from. What makes Victorian health reformers all the 

more remarkable is that they were pioneers in their field, developing strategies for improving sanitation that 

previously did not exist. The work of Chadwick, Snow, and many others is the basis that modern sanitation is 

built on.  
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Wasps - Seamus Heaney Imitation 
 

 

Already the wind hung heavy with humidity; 
muggy and warm about the creaking trees 

was the scent of spring in the air 
spread like syrup on the bare 

branches. Birds filled the forest with rare 

song, competing anew with the rush of a hundred tires on concrete; 
the rumble of a soaring plane as it stitched silken strands between the clouds, elate 

in their splendour so far above. 
We ate outside on the rotten tree stumps 

near where wasps had bored holes in the walls 

of the cafeteria; they lurked in whirring clumps 

near the window sills. 
But they kept their distance, tiny vultures, as we savoured 

the baking sun that outlined the wasp’s lair, 
cutting through the muggy breeze. The rooftops simmered 

As I enjoyed the way the light caught on her hair 
 

Ben Norbrook 
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How Khomeini Won the Revolution 

 

My first academic exposure to the Iranian Revolution was through Marjane Satrapi’s graphic novel, 

Persepolis, a book that details her family’s experience living through the Iranian Revolution. It shows that there 

was much anti-Shah sentiment in Iran during the late 1970s, but that it wasn’t all coming from Khomeini or 

Iran’s religious population. It came from western-style liberals and Communists as well. So how was it that 

Ayatollah Ruhollah Khomeini was able to take control of a Revolution that was seemingly “up for grabs” and 

shape it to become an Islamic political and cultural revolution?  

 During the Shah’s reign, religious opposition was the only form of opposition that could be openly 

expressed. The Shah stamped out all secular opposition to his rule, the Tudeh and National Front parties. He 

was, however, unable to prevent criticism of his regime from within the religious sphere, such as by clerics in 

mosques. Thus moderate, secular opposition was rooted out, leaving religious criticisms to be the only ideology 

opposing the Shah.1 Once religion served as the avenue of protest against the Shah, ceremonies such as 

memorial services of those who were killed by the Shah served not only a religious purpose, but also as mass 

rallies against the regime. They provided a clear place and time for the protests and possessed natural, untapped 

emotion. One of the first examples of this occurring was a protest in February 1978 in Tabriz. It was one of the 

first major anti-Shah protests and the first where in the phrase “Death to the Shah” was heard.2 In addition, 

banks, shops and movie theaters were attacked and burned.3 As this protest cycle continued, Khomeini, the 

religious leader of the Revolution, tapped into that emotion and directed it against the Shah. 

 Khomeini’s real power, however, came from his mass appeal, which he had on three levels: political, 

moral, and religious. First, he had a strong political mass appeal. His religious ideas appealed to the populous 

1 Nikki R. Keddie and Yann Richard. Modern Iran: Roots and Results of Revolution. New Haven, CT: Yale UP, 
2006. Print. p. 169 
2 Keddie, p. 226 
3 Ibid. 
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urban poor and sub-proletariat, who would protest in mass for him.4 These people supported Khomeini because, 

as evidenced in his work The Necessity for Islamic Government, he recognized their problems and spoke out 

about the need to improve their lives economically.5 This caused hundreds of thousands of people to visibly 

protest the Shah. Mass protests against an authoritarian ruler is a recipe for beginning a revolution.  

 More importantly, at the heart of Khomeini’s message lay a moral charge, thus furthering its mass 

appeal. He was able to successfully argue that “A believing, pious, just individual cannot possibly exist in a 

socio-political environment of this nature [under the shah] and still maintain his faith and righteous conduct.”6 

Therefore, if you were a good Muslim, you had a moral obligation to God to involve yourself in the Revolution. 

In Christopher de Bellaigue’s In the Rose Garden of the Martyrs: A Memoir of Iran, he meets a man named Mr. 

Zarif who explained this phenomenon:  

 

There was something about him [Khomeini] that called out. It was impossible not to be scared of 

Khomeini – imagine him staring at you, like a torch shedding black light. … His eyes would 

demand ‘what have you done for the morally upright and economically downtrodden?7   

 

This was a very powerful message, especially when it was preached to a very religious and spiritual society like 

Iran.  

 Khomeini was able to further capitalize on the religious and Shia character of Iran by using traditional 

Shia sources to support the fight against the Shah.  

After the death of the Most Noble Messenger, ... the obstinate enemies of the faith, the 

Umayyads… did not permit the Islamic state to attain stability with the rule of ‘Ali ibn Abi 

Talib. … They did not allow a form of government that was pleasing to God, Exalted and 

Almighty, and to his Most Noble Messenger. They transformed the entire basis of government, 

and their polices were, for the most part, contradictory to Islam. The form of government of the 

Umayyads and the Abbasids, and the political and administrative policies they pursued were 

anti-Islamic. The form of government was thoroughly perverted by being transformed into a 

monarchy, like those of the kings of Iran. … For the most part, this non-Islamic government has 

persisted to the present day.8 

 

4 Ibid, p. 225 
5 Ayatollah Ruhollah Khomeini. Islamic Government. Trans. Hamid Algar. London: KPI, 1985. Print. 
6 Ibid  
7
 Christopher De Bellaigue. In the Rose Garden of the Martyrs: A Memoir of Iran. New York: HarperCollins, 

2005. Print. p. 25  
8 Khomeini, “Islamic Government.”  
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In essence, in Khomeini’s view, the Shah’s reign is an extension of the unholy, back stabbing Umayyads and 

Abbasids government. This powerful assertion cut to the heart of the Shia psyche of Iran, for the Umayyads and 

Abbasids are vilified in the Iranian collective history.9 Khomeini’s appeal to Iran’s collective memory rallied 

the country against the Shah. Thus, Khomeini’s moral charge and use of Iran’s collective historical-religious 

memory against the Shah united the people in the Revolution. Because everything he preached revolved around 

Islam, the Revolution itself became an Islamic Revolution.  

 Once it became clear that at the heart of the Revolution was Islam, even secular opponents of the Shah 

joined in on the religious level. University students, some of the most secular women in the whole country, 

donned chadors as symbols of their solidarity with the Revolution and their opposition to the Shah.10 What 

those secular university students and the others who joined the Revolution as a means of simply protesting the 

Shah failed to understand was that Khomeini wasn’t simply using Islamic slogans to depose the Shah. He was 

leading an Islamic Revolution that would change the world.11 Khomeini had no intention of allowing western 

ideas to govern post-revolutionary Iran. His plan was to have Islam govern the country, for which he developed 

a revolutionary ideology and a political structure in his The Necessity for Islamic Government.  His 

uncompromising stance against the Shah, a reason he was so loved, was also his attitude towards the necessity 

for Islamic government. 

We have… no choice but to destroy those systems of government that are corrupt in themselves 

and also entail the corruption of others, and to overthrow all treacherous, corrupt, oppressive, and 

criminal regimes. This is a duty that all Muslims must fulfill.12 

 

9 The Umayyads were the members of the Islamic dynasty who transformed the caliphate into a hereditary 
institution. Ali and son Hossein, the “founders” of the Shiite branch of Islam, saw them as corrupting Islam by 
divorcing political leadership from spiritual leadership. When Hossein, the grandson of the Prophet 
Mohammad, saw that the Umayyads were corrupt, he tried to lead a rebellion against the Umayyad ruler, 
Yazid. Yazid and his army massacred Hossein and his army. Hossein’s martyrdom is seen as one of the great 
sacrifices in Shiite history and the Umayyads hated for it to this day.  
10 Keddie, p. 218 
11 De Bellaigue, p. 27 
12 Khomeini, “Islamic Government.” 
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Fulfilling this vision, in his view, entailed the elimination all the opponents of his Islamic government. By 1981, 

anyone who opposed him was either dead or in jail.13 Thus, he was able to steer Iran down the path of 

theocracy.  

 So, 47 years after the revolution, and 37 years after the death of Khomeini, what can be said about him? 

He was undoubtedly the perfect “anti-Shah.” Some of that was circumstantial. His hyper religious message 

would not have taken hold in a country that didn’t have strong religious institutions, and it wouldn’t have 

worked in Iran if the previous Shahs didn’t wage war on religion. Furthermore, there already was an anti-

western bent inside Iran that Khomeini was able to exploit. And yet, using religion as the basis for a revolution 

is a powerful tool. It’s personal. It allows people to feel as though they are improving the world if they 

participate in the revolution. Khomeini was acutely aware of this fact, and used it against the Shah. 

Unfortunately, it was also used to wage the longest war of the 20th century, killing hundreds of thousands of his 

own citizens.  
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A Moveable Feast by Ernest Hemingway: Review 

 

A Moveable Feast by Ernest Hemingway is a beautiful, concise, and utterly unfocused set of vignettes 

from his tumultuous years among the flourishing literary community in Paris. It was inspired by a series of 

notebooks that Hemingway discovered in the basement of the Hotel Ritz Paris. Published posthumously, this is 

a collection of Hemingway’s last writing – an aged and celebrated authors look back at his literary roots.  

 Each chapter is separately named, and follows a distinct thread. Hemingway either tells a short story 

from his life at that time, or simply describes the personal significance of a place or thing. One learns quite a bit 

about menial subjects: from the value of Parisian cafés to the significance of Shakespeare and Company – 

Hemingway’s most treasured bookshop. But their triviality is obscured by incredible insights and thoughts 

offered by Hemingway. He elevates each subject simply, easily fishing meaning out of anything - from 

engaging rants about the importance of hunger to an aspiring writer, to an explanation for his love of the horse 

races.  

 The stories are star studded, centering on many of Hemingway’s famed literary acquaintances. There are 

several chapters about the illustrious Gertrude Stein, who appears as a brilliant and creative mind that cannot 

stand to edit or revise, and many anecdotes about the selfless and immeasurably talented Ezra Pound – a man 

who can’t help but share his talents with those around him. The most interesting stories are about the insecure 

and bumbling Scott Fitzgerald, who succumbs to alcohol as one does to poison. It is rare to find such nuanced 

description of literary legends. They are not presented as lofty, distinguished characters, but flawed and 

multifaceted people.  

The writing is pristine and honest. Hemingway’s steadfast and spare delivery never appears austere or 

impersonal. From his journalistic roots, Hemingway learned not to spare words on trivialities – so each sentence 

rings strong and true.  Scenes billow into existence, summoned by short statements and buttressed by many 

“and” clauses. Hemingway builds upwards. A master of dialogue, Hemingway thrives between the quotation 

marks. He captures tone and syntax perfectly – fitting more description in a single exclamation than many 

authors can in a whole paragraph. Hemingway takes a delicate brush to what he considers to be the beautiful 

parts of Paris, and paints an almost impressionistic picture through direct and clear writing.  

 The disjointedness of the early parts of the novel are a strain, as it can feel directionless at times. In fact, 

at first there appears to be no thread at all. There was no pull to get to the next chapter. After finishing the book 

though, I realized that the fundamental in cohesion of the chapters of the book was deliberate. Hemingway isn’t 

writing a traditional story in this book – he is explaining his life as a young journalist in Paris. He lived a 

multifaceted and exciting life that followed no arc, but was centered on two main pillars: his family and his 
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writing.  His wife, Hadley, is beautifully treated throughout the stories as a source of comfort, support, and love. 

Writing, meanwhile, is a constant motivation. Hemingway is thoroughly attached to authorship, writing in 

cafes, feverishly typing at home, or dipping and dodging through forests to avoid distracting companions so as 

to finish his work.  

 In the end, Hemingway write more than a memoir – he writes a love letter to his wife, to Paris, and to 

his work. “You belong to me and all Paris belongs to me and I belong to this notebook and this pencil,” he 

writes. Hemingway finds beauty and meaning in the mundane as well as the extraordinary – a truly incredible 

feat.  
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Leah Smith 

 

Brazil and the United States' Declarations of Independence 

 The language of the United States Declaration of Independence is both religious and idealistic, while the 

language of Brazil's is succinct and autocratic. These semantic differences mirror the differences between the 

event of independence in these two countries. The American Revolution had many causes, but at its heart it was 

steeped in the values of the Enlightenment philosophers. Brazil, on the other hand, was led to independence by 

Dom Pedro and others because independence was convenient and advantageous.  

 The American Declaration proclaims independence in the name of "the Supreme Judge of the world," 

and claims to be motivated by "Laws of Nature and of Nature's God."1 It lists twenty-seven grievances: largely 

ways that King George III had subverted democratic processes and denied them the rights that Enlightenment 

philosophers believed they were entitled to.  

 The Declaration of Independence in Brazil did not take nearly as many words. First, Dom Pedro 

declared "Diga ao povo que fico"—"I say to the people that I am staying."2 Later that year, he concisely 

declared: "I want nothing more from the Portuguese government and I proclaim Brazil forevermore separated 

from Portugal."3 The differences not just in length but also in the underlying philosophies in these two 

Declarations of Independence illustrate the different motivations that the United States and Brazil had for 

separating from their mother countries.  

 The American Declaration clearly expresses that the writers and signers intend for the newly 

independent country to be a republic, as "Governments...derive their just powers from the consent of the 

governed," and independence is necessary because "the history of the present King of Great Britain is a history 

of repeated injuries and usurpations, all having in direct object the establishment of an absolute Tyranny over 

these States."4 

1 "Declaration of Independence: A Transcription," National Archives and Records, 6 March 2016, 
http://www.archives.gov/exhibits/charters/declaration_transcript.html. 
2 Thomas E. Skidmore, Brazil: Five Centuries of Change (New York: Oxford University Press, 2010), 45.  
3 Robert M. Levine and John J. Crocitti, The Brazil Reader: History, Culture, and Politics (Durham: Duke University Press, 1999), 64.  
4 "Declaration of Independence: A Transcription" 
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Among the complaints are many about how King George refused to give the colonies representation in 

Parliament to vote on the taxes being levied. Brazil's declaration does not make references to such injustices. In fact, 

Brazil did not lack representation in the way that the thirteen colonies did. Liberal reformers in Portugal had called 

together a Côrtes, a representative elected assembly, and Brazil had seventy-two of 181 seats. And in 1815 Dom João VI, 

Dom Pedro's father, had elevated Brazil to equal status with Portugal.5 Clearly Portuguese independence was not 

motivated by the same lack of representation that the United States' independence was.  

 The Brazilian Declaration also does not lay out a plan for an independent republic. While Dom Pedro was not 

declaring independence unilaterally, he was declaring it with the intention of remaining an autocratic ruler. Brazil 

therefore faced a problem that the United States did not after independence: how to quell the stirrings of republicanism in 

Brazil, particularly in Pernambuco and the Northeast.6  

 Instead, the Brazilian Declaration sounds like a personal grudge between Dom Pedro and Portugal. Dom Pedro 

complained, "The Côrtes is persecuting me, and calling me an adolescent and a Brazilian. Well now, let them see their 

adolescent in action."7 This is a second key difference between the two pieces of writing, and shows the unique position 

Brazil was in. There was no personal connection between the signers of the American Declaration of Independence and 

the king or Parliament of Great Britain. But Dom Pedro's father was king of Portugal, and so severing ties between Brazil 

and Portugal meant a bigger break. This helps explain the antipathy that Dom Pedro expresses towards the Côrtes, who 

had ordered his father to return to Portugal and who were now trying to get him to do the same. There was an added layer 

of complexity to Dom Pedro severing ties with his father's country: his father Dom João VI told the prince to choose 

Brazil over Portugal in case of a split.8 

 While both Brazil and the United States would fight wars to earn their independence, the different philosophies 

and impetuses that their Declarations of Independence show would have implications for the sort of countries they 

created. The United States' populist Declaration led to a country with expanded, if still limited, suffrage. On the other 

hand, Brazil's unilateral Declaration of Independence by Dom Pedro led to a country dominated by an autocratic ruler and 

an elite ruling class.   

  

5 Skidmore, 44.  
6 Skidmore, 46. 
7 Levine, 64. 
8 Skidmore, 44.  
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Book Review: Pictures at a Revolution by Mark Harris 

 Pictures at a Revolution by Mark Harris tells the nonfiction story of the making of the five films 

nominated for Best Picture at the 1968 Academy Awards and the influence that they had over the American 

film industry in the years following. The films were Bonnie and Clyde (1967), directed by Arthur Penn, The 

Graduate (1967), directed by Mike Nichols, Guess Who’s Coming to Dinner (1967), directed by Stanley 

Kramer, In the Heat of the Night (1967), directed by Norman Jewison, and Doctor Dolittle (1967), directed by 

Richard Fleischer. Starting in the year 1963, the book traces the origins of the five films back to the producers 

and writers who conceived them while simultaneously giving context to the familiar schlock Hollywood was 

churning out at the time and what prompted a shift in its dynamic. Harris explains that in the early ‘60s, movie 

theaters were saturated with westerns and their recycled plots, “prudish sex comedies,” and expensive historical 

blockbuster epics, all operating under the Motion Picture Production Code, a code designed to censor studio-

produced films. This time period marked the transition from what is now known as “Old Hollywood” (a 

Hollywood that played by these rules), to “New Hollywood,” one that was run by directors instead of producers 

and that pushed the envelope of censorship with more mature themes like race, graphic violence, and nudity. 

Harris takes an in-depth look at these five specific Motion Pictures during this revolution.  

 This story is set up and paid off nicely enough but fails to deliver on what I think should be an author’s 

top priority: making book entertaining to read. Harris writes in a style similar to a history term paper. There’s a 

fact. There’s another fact. There’s a fact with a footnote. There’s a fact. There’s almost no subjectivity to be 

found. The book feels like a collection of historical sticky notes arranged in chronological order. This made it a 

slightly difficult read for me as the main flaw of the novel, besides the basic construction of the story, is that 

there was no hook. There was nothing to entice the reader to continue reading, no promise made of some 

exciting revelation. If you’re like me, a film geek who seeks out content like this to expand my cinema 

vocabulary, I doubt a lack of a hook will stop you from reading and possibly enjoying the book. On just an 

information standpoint, the book is a plethora of knowledge and I actually learned quite a bit about this story, 
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one which I find interesting on its own. The bad news is, if you’re not like me and just want to read a casual 

introductory movie book, I would find it hard to believe if the book kept your attention for more than a few 

chapters. The casual movie fan doesn’t want to be bogged down in explanations of the auteur theory and 

anecdotes about actors they’ve never heard of in movies they’ve never seen. One of the benefits I had going into 

Pictures at a Revolution was that I had previously seen four of the five Best Picture nominees (Doctor Dolittle 

didn’t seem like my cup of tea). When Harris mentions Faye Dunaway or Mike Nichols, I knew who he was 

referring to, something that most of my millennial peers can’t say. While Harris explains who these people are 

in the context of the movies they’re in or the screenplays they’ve written, the book seems to require prerequisite 

film knowledge, something I’m sure will drive away uninitiated readers.  

 All in all, Pictures at a Revolution is a great read if you like a book with all the fun of studying a history 

textbook with all the confusion of watching a foreign film with only the sound on. While I personally enjoyed 

gaining a greater understanding of film history at such a pivotal time, I can easily recognize that Harris’s book 

is a snooze for all non-film-lovers.  
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