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1st Place

Kayla Gatalica

Landlubber’s Daily Blubber

Over ambrosia ocean, 

salty lips are flapping, 

unthreaded by sin and vinegar.

I am the figurehead at the ship’s prow.

“Who is dancing in the sand?”

An old singer gurgles, his throat full of foam.

He collects seashells at dusk.

The numb, blasé morning comes;

I fall with it, light soaking the ship’s planks.

Seaside napping with chilled bones, 

I lay sick, land-ridden.

Docked, the barge sings 

in off-tones.

Salt-watered gardens, the sailors harvest rocks

to fence me in.

Sea-sick, I beckon the stones 

to follow undertow,

the stars bid the horizon 

turn around.

I hear the old man’s song, 

watch as he is stripped

by the waves.

I see day rot to low tide


Night lurking

over the null.

SIPPING TEA IN THE COMFORT OF

MY DORM ROOM

The streets are quiet

when the lights go out, 

sentries hushed 

to darkness.

I float over paved silence.

My savior gives me tea

on the corner.  Elixir,

a spoonful of sugar, 

pinch of street

served steaming in a cracked cup.

Cracked as we are

crouched beneath dark street lamps,

scraping the sidewalk with our fingernails.

We look for ourselves

beyond the calloused alleys and bridges,

cleansed of the marrow in gutters- 

City bones,

we pick them out

and swallow today, regurgitate tomorrow.

I crawl 

under yesterday’s newspapers,

covering my head,

and wait 

for the unwelcome day.

Check Your Watch, Alice
Shake the wooly cotton grains 


of sleep

from your eyes.


Roll with them.

Lover, brother


For whom will you bend?

Check your watch,

 Alice.

Let schoolmarms cut holes


in their sweaters,

unpin their hair.


Gyrate in the shreds.

Tongues in cheeks and tickling ears


What message will you send?

Check your watch,


Alice.

At the table,


serve them tea

with milk and marjoram.


Sugar-coat the dregs.

Kiss the doorman,


Fuck the cook.

Check your watch,


Alice.
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2nd Place

Heidi Schmidt

Fragile

Make it fragile so that stacked stanzas

can stand erect without 

feeling the burden of those above,

or worse- 

toppling over in syntactical tragedy. 

And make it fragile as the pregnant g

swelling and bearing softness within 

its billowing belly. 

Make it fragile so that one more word

will send the line tipping, 

falling off the page

into air- a typographical shattering,

as it hits the earth. 

And make it fragile as the hopeful F
with arms outstretched, reaching 

for the i that sees no one but himself. 

Make it fragile so that words can breathe

the white air and not be suffocated 

by murky ink or choked 

by decadent diction. 

And make it fragile as the e 

whose smile goes unseen

or the inferior r as we all are. 

Make it fragile so that letters can dance 

with their neighbors to the song of their 

footsteps and voices 

and not miss a single step. 

And make it fragile as the l, 
eloquent, but thin and brittle

as a poem 

or me. 

Popping Corn
Pale blonde bubbles

in threaded leaves,

pushing upwards,

bursting

prematurely

and stealing 

summer’s last rays

from the milkweed

from tomatoes

from dirt,

and children. 

Ears can hear

the erupting sound

of others

and begin to poke 

sticky shells 

with their

waxy buds 

until emerging

from their wombs.  

From a single husk

a caterpillar uncurls and

falls to the ground,

awakened from

his cocoon much too late

by the much too early 

cracking corn.

Entomophily

No pulp please!

I like my nectar naked,

baked in the bowl amidst 

petals outstretched.  

Pollen dots the landscape,

like mottled mangos, 

concave meniscuses,

inviting those who gleam golden

to drink of the floral salve. 

No wooing please!

I like my petals dormant,

my carpels submissive,

not offering kisses.

Curling corollas hurl 

bare bellies of pollen

to the sky.

Flirting and flaunting

like peacock unfurled,

boasting blues.

No shade please!

I like my tonic torrid,

my tongue tickled by your bait

as I pompously procreate.  
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3rd Place

Chloe Farkas

I was looking for…

Gae Bolga. In my fiery own tights. 

To be so drenched in.

Lard. In this age. Unusual.

A divination sluggish. Among a mighty band of know-it-alls.




Livelier

than wild swans. Embracing random. No compass

could confine it.




Point. Nock.

Such incongruity: arbitrary. lethargic. 

ambition.

To choose 

direction. And. Lose

itself. In its own 

quiver.

The map. Fuck that.

It needs. Its own trajectory. What if.

muted magnetic fields. Bowed down.

As. It jigged above. Robin breasted.

Pigtails.


Right on.

Crooked Nights

Where ventricles

breathe 

with willows

Where veins


flutter



With shells

Marshes


Goldfish



And stones

Waffled moors


We sing 

the Half

Tetherings


We 



Try to

Tether


And cast

And cattails


And move

[Cellar-Loamed]

How thin is the membrane between himself and the world

-Robert Penn Warren

Cellar-loamed

cigarette starred couch

soured chamois yellow



vomit tinge


I smell you

Estrella

My star prays to me.

Each day I wake-up 

as she falls asleep.

Her petitions linger on my eyelids.

I brush my teeth 

and spread peanut-butter 

over toast.

I hear her prayers 

on my walk to school. 

They travel light years as I travel

city blocks.

She worries she’ll fall 

and no one will see her. She hopes

the new nebula in the family will be named

after a Greek goddess.

She prays the International Star Registry will

go bankrupt.

I am cold. Nothing about me shines.  

I don’t know how to

answer her prayers.  I answer them with prayers 

of my own.
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Steven Wenz
Amy Lowell: Imagism and Haiku


Comparative studies are deceptively complex. Although it is easy to compare and contrast the works of one culture with those of another, the comparison must be relevant and productive, yielding deeper understanding of each culture or of literature as a whole. Misguided comparisons are useless; as Jonathan Culler once remarked, “a cow is like the third law of thermodynamics in that neither is a waste-paper basket, but little can be done with that fact” (250). With this quip in mind, it may seem unproductive to compare the poems of Amy Lowell, a Bostonian who wrote in English in the twentieth century, with the haiku of Matsuo Bashō, a seventeenth-century Japanese poet and aesthetician. Yet literary critics have defended this comparison, citing Lowell’s interest in Japanese poetry and pointing out multiple similarities between imagism and haiku. Lowell scholar Richard Benvenuto writes of “the gemlike hardness and exact language favored by the imagists,” especially pronounced “in the shorter haikulike poems that appear in Pictures of the Floating World,” Lowell’s 1919 collection of poems influenced by Chinese and Japanese poetic forms (Benvenuto 112). But what, precisely, does “haikulike” mean? Is “exact language” the only shared feature? How useful is this comparison?


I hope to answer these questions by comparing Lowell’s poems to the haiku of Bashō, taking into account both form and content. My primary goal, nonetheless, is to evaluate Lowell’s poems as “native” productions of the English language. How do they compare with similar imagist poems? Are they a convincing product of a native speaker of English, or do they instead fall into the categories of “translation,” “adaptation,” or “imitation”? How might these labels structure interpretation and criticism of Lowell’s work?


In order to make informed comparisons, we first should summarize the features of haiku and briefly consider a successful example. In his translation of Bashō’s Narrow Road to the Deep

North, Nobuyuki Yuasa explains that “[h]aiku, or hokku as it was called during the lifetime of Bashō, is the shortest among the traditionally accepted forms of Japanese poetry. It consists of seventeen syllables, divided into three sections of five-seven-five” (9). The brevity of haiku reflects the form’s attempt to capture the impression of a moment, presenting images with as little intellectual mediation as possible (Ueda 159). The number of syllables and the division into sections define haiku as a form, but there are stylistic restrictions as well, namely the kireji (cutting-word) and the kigo (season-word). Scholar Makoto Ueda describes the cutting-word as “a word or part of a word used in a haiku poem to cut the structure into two parts … its main function is to show that the flow of meaning is interrupted there” (155). As the cutting-word replaces the predicate verb and redirects the sentence, ambiguity results, forcing the reader to imagine the omitted verb (Ueda 155). In Ueda’s opinion, this ambiguity “changes the particular into the universal and transforms a specific personal emotion into a vague, impersonal atmosphere” (155). Thus the reader’s imagination helps to “complete” the poem’s impressions.

The season-word, for its part, follows the tradition that each poem must suggest a particular season of the year. Bashō insisted that haiku “present an atmosphere of nature” (Ueda 155), and two consequences of this requirement are an impersonality of expression (for Bashō, nature is impersonal) and a link between certain emotions and seasons. Emotions in haiku should transcend the individual and acquire universal relevance; for example, Bashō uses autumn frost or autumn wind to express grief and loneliness (Ueda 155), and even if supplementary images (tears, wet sleeves) are absent, the reader will grasp the intended emotion. Of course, indirect seasonal allusions require knowledge of these connections; a non-Japanese reader, or occasionally even a Japanese reader not familiar with the imagery of Bashō’s time, may fail to understand the intended seasonal context. I shall return to this problem later. For now, it is 

enough to note that both strict form and conventional imagery govern the creation of haiku and help to structure readers’ expectations.


Ueda cites one of Bashō’s most acclaimed poems to illustrate the features of successful haiku: “Quietness— / The cicada’s cry / Penetrates the rocks” (153). The cutting-word is often impossible to reproduce in English—some translators, with little success, use garden-path sentences to approximate the effect—, so Ueda simply uses a dash to mark its position in the poem. Although this device creates a pause and “cuts” the haiku into sections, the translation is less dynamic than the original and lacks its ambiguity and richness (Ueda 155). Perhaps “cicada’s cry” could be mistaken for the homophonous “cicadas cry,” but this would occur only in a recital. Here we also begin to notice potential problems with the season-word. Cicadas, associated with summer in Japanese culture, provide a seasonal context for Japanese readers and those familiar with the conventions of Japanese poetry, but an English-speaking reader might think of spring or autumn, or perhaps of no particular season at all. The intended context escapes the reader, preventing full appreciation of the work: is the speaker lonely? Sorrowful? Exuberant? Finally, although Ueda’s translation reproduces the sections of the original—not a universal practice among translators—, it does not reproduce the syllable count, nor should it attempt to do so. To conserve the five-seven-five pattern in English would require considerable modification of the poem’s meaning. This loss of form is inevitable, but it is still a loss. Ueda’s translation shows that a model Japanese haiku can lose much of its content when rendered in English. Even the features that do carry over often resist interpretation: it is difficult to appreciate the haiku without basic knowledge of Japanese culture or a reliable set of footnotes.

These limitations should disappear in a true English-language haiku. With the formal and 

thematic conventions in mind, an English-speaking poet attempting to imitate haiku should either

create a similar yet natural poem in English or transcend the haiku in pursuit of broader goals; 

otherwise, an English haiku will prove indistinguishable from a translation. I consider Ezra Pound’s “In a Station of the Metro” a successful English haiku:

In a Station of the Metro

The apparition of these faces in the crowd;

Petals on a wet, black bough.

It is not my goal here to discuss this poem in depth, but we should note the ways in which Pound draws from haiku while creating a “stand-alone” English poem that requires neither knowledge of the source culture nor translators’ apologies (in both senses of the word). First, in accordance with the rules of haiku, Pound divides his poem into three sections. He also includes something of a season-word with “petals,” though the Metro station could provide a non-seasonal context as well. No true cutting-word appears, for the concept is absent from English verse and likely would produce only confusion, but Pound compensates with the effective ambiguity of “apparition,” which may mean “the action of appearing or becoming visible,” “an appearance, especially of a remarkable or unexpected kind,” or “a spectre, phantom, or ghost.” This ambiguity, along with the absence of linking verbs, produces the vague, impersonal atmosphere that Bashō sought to evoke. Pound has created an excellent English haiku, adapting the Japanese model to suit the English tradition and enriching English verse along the way. The poem’s temporal ambiguity and concrete images both contribute to this success; we also could discuss the partial rhyme, alliteration, and the trochaic feet in the title and final line. Nothing but the brief form suggests that Pound’s haiku draws from another poetic tradition. The poem justifies itself and rivals any short work in English; in reproducing the spirit rather than the letter of haiku, thus capturing the essence of a moment as Bashō intended, Pound successfully brings the haiku to English. This poem is not a translation, adaptation, or imitation of an existing work. It is a

literary “creation” in the fullest sense of the term.

We have seen the conventions that structure the Japanese haiku and have considered a successful English reinterpretation of the form. Now we can return to the connection between haiku and the poetry of Amy Lowell, moving on to compare four of Lowell’s imagist poems with the haiku of Bashō and Pound and evaluating their success as English-language works. If Lowell’s works fail to distinguish themselves as English poems, or if the nature of their production is deliberately ambiguous, then we shall need to ask how the “labels” we assign these poems will affect both critical interpretation and Lowell’s reception as a Modernist poet.

We must not forget Lowell’s interest in Japanese verse if we are to understand her imagist poems. Richard Benvenuto explains that “[b]y 1919 … Lowell had begun to study seriously Japanese and Chinese poetry, a lifelong interest that would culminate in the collaborative translation with Florence Ayscough of Chinese lyrics in Fir-Flower Tablets” (120). Although Lowell published translations of Chinese poetry, Japanese haiku was the primary influence on her work. Benvenuto continues: “The reticence, economy, and suggestiveness that Lowell found in such Oriental forms as the Japanese haiku reinforced the lessons of the imagists” (120). These lessons, namely the emphasis on “objectivity, nuance, and exact language,” taught Lowell “to evoke, even from some of her most personal poems, strong transpersonal emotions” (120). The similarity to Bashō is clear. Imagism did not seek the transcendent bond with nature found in haiku, but it did value precision and the use of concrete language. But is this connection limited to formal concerns? Does it grant Lowell’s work “autonomy”? If we must be familiar with haiku in order to appreciate Lowell’s poetry, does her poetry become less “English”?

Lowell’s Pictures of the Floating World, published in 1919, provides insight into these 

questions. The poems in this collection span a wide range of themes and make use of diverse cultural sources: one reads about Chopin, Blake, Keats, and even Don Quijote, while poetic forms vary from two-line observations to extended lyrical poems with multiple sections. Despite this thematic and formal variety, both the collection’s title and its general aesthetic concerns point to the Japanese tradition; indeed, the title makes deliberate reference to medieval Japanese religion and artwork. “Pictures of the Floating World” is a faithful translation of the Japanese ukiyo-e. The expression ukiyo (“sad world”) was used by Buddhists in medieval Japan to express the sorrow of earthly existence, but during the Tokugawa period in the late seventeenth century, a pun on uki yielded the meaning “floating world,” used specifically in reference to the pleasure quarters (Keene 45). Woodblock paintings that depicted this period, such as the later works of Hokusai, Hiroshige, and Utamaro, thus came to be known as ukiyo-e, “floating-world pictures.” Bashō, though a contemporary, rejected this world of pleasure: “passing vogues concerned him less than the eternal verities of art” (Keene 48). And nonetheless, the title of Lowell’s collection encompasses both aspects of seventeenth-century Japanese culture, combining Bashō’s interest in brevity and precise language with the “floating,” sensory quality of the pleasure quarters. 


This background is especially important if we consider the implications of Lowell’s title. The mention of “Pictures” must have recalled the imagist desire to “paint” concrete scenes, and Benvenuto describes the book’s emphasis on “visual experience,” stating that Lowell was “interested in what poetry could learn from painting” (120). But whereas this aspect of the title references contemporary (Modernist) aesthetic concerns, “the floating world” has no immediate explanation. Lowell’s Complete Poetical Works includes neither an introduction nor footnotes to provide cultural background, and—as we have seen—this background is crucial to the composition of the poems, especially those in the opening section, titled “Lacquer Prints.” Thus

the book’s title simultaneously presupposes basic knowledge of the source culture and places itself alongside similar “original” imagist collections. The book seems both derivative and unique. This ambiguity makes interpretation difficult in that readers lack a specific cultural context, in particular for the Japanese-style poems, whose content, in many cases, differs little from translated works. The poems are “of the floating world,” but what exactly does this mean? Are the poems translations? Do they imitate or adapt existing works? What is Lowell’s contribution to this book? 


The first section of poems, “Lacquer Prints,” recalls the ukiyo-e and implies that its contents will use prints of some type as inspiration, be it thematic (poems based on existing artwork) or formal (poems that paint scenes). Moreover, this section’s first poem, “Streets,” includes a parenthetical subtitle: “Adapted from the poet Yakura Sanjin, 1769.” The historical “debt” is apparent, but readers without access to the original—nearly all readers, that is—cannot determine Lowell’s involvement in the work. By placing an adaptation first, Lowell casts doubt on the subsequent poems, for their form and content resembles that of the adapted poem to such an extent that, despite the absence of attributions or explanatory notes, readers hesitate to accept them as “original,” as Lowell’s own achievement. I want to explore in detail the consequences of this ambiguity, but for now, I shall use the doubt in regard to Lowell’s contribution as a point of departure for close readings of four works from “Lacquer Prints.” Do these poems justify themselves as English-language creations, or are they simply translations masquerading as poetry?


Lowell’s “Near Kioto” resembles a haiku in its form:



Near Kioto



As I crossed over the bridge of Ariwarano Narikira



I saw that the waters were purple



With the floating leaves of maples. (203)

The five-seven-five syllable pattern rarely works well in English, so Lowell focuses instead on 

the division of the poem into sections. As in Pound’s “In a Station of the Metro,” a cutting-word is impossible, but Lowell emphasizes the line break by using “purple,” the poem’s strongest image, to link the water to the maple leaves. Lowell includes a seasonal reference here, as the Japanese associate maples with autumn, and this reference is doubly effective in that no explanation is needed: Western readers connect fallen, purple leaves to autumn with little difficulty. Lowell remains faithful to the Japanese haiku, and in this respect the poem succeeds. 

If we treat the work as a native English poem, however, it leaves much to be desired. Unlike Pound’s haiku, Lowell’s poem fails to distinguish itself as a stand-alone work; it reads like a translation. The poem’s verbosity dulls the images and mediates the experience through a speaker, denying the moment the transcendence of Bashō’s and Pound’s works. Also unlike Pound, Lowell uses complete English syntax, which somewhat paradoxically makes her poem seem unnatural. Narration supersedes perception. The poem tells more than it shows, thus failing even as an imagist piece. Amateur editing might at least tighten the focus, removing the past tense and the embedded clause:

Crossing the bridge of Ariwarano Narikira—



Purple water,



The floating leaves of maples. 

While this change draws attention to the images, we still have the problem of “Ariwarano Narikira.” Students of Japanese literature will make the connection to Ariwara no Narihira, the renowned Japanese waka poet and protagonist of The Tales of Ise, a seminal collection of poems that features his work; but most readers will see only a strange name, devoid of content. The lack of explanation in Lowell’s poem, together with the assumption that the average reader will understand the allusion, marks the work as “foreign.” Unless we explain the reference as an exotic touch intended to give the poem an air of mystery, the inclusion of the poet’s name only confuses the reader. And even such an explanation would prove insufficient, for the overall “narrative” perspective of the “Lacquer Prints” section is that of a traditional Japanese artist, not that of “Amy Lowell,” a Westerner experiencing Japanese culture from the “outside.” The poem seems to be the work of a Japanese, intended for a Japanese audience. When it appears in English, therefore, it resembles a translation; compared to other native English works, it is simply an ineffective poem.


Not all of Lowell’s haiku fail in this manner. “Autumn Haze,” for example, begins to bridge the gap between Japanese haiku and successful English verse:



Autumn Haze



Is it a dragonfly or a maple leaf



That settles softly down upon the water? (205)

As before, this poem lacks a cutting-word, but it follows the three-section pattern and offers a seasonal context. Moreover, the poem uses the topos of feigned confusion, prevalent in Japanese poetry since the Imperial anthologies of the tenth century: does the speaker see a dragonfly or a falling leaf? The work’s title is similar to that of “In a Station of the Metro” in that it contributes to the poem’s meaning: the “autumn haze” both justifies the speaker’s confusion and states the season, allowing Westerners to understand the poem’s rhetorical and aesthetic motivation. This work, though modest in scope, surpasses “Near Kioto” as regards its English status. The content is foreign yet intelligible; the form, though less compact than Pound’s, suits the poem’s limited goals. 


Even so, “Autumn Haze” achieves little as an English-language poem. We cannot consider it an imagist work, for it fails to present concrete images: the intentional ambiguity prevents the reader from picturing the scene. This ambiguity, therefore, differs from that found in 

Pound and Bashō, which creates a productive vagueness and impersonality, guiding rather than confusing the reader. Likewise, if English readers lack familiarity with the topos of “elegant confusion,” the poem’s question becomes irrelevant: Why does this confusion matter? How could one mistake a dragonfly for a leaf? And it is not simply a problem of cultural incompatibility, for even readers familiar with the underlying conventions will find the poem redundant. That is, Lowell includes a seasonal context, following the rules of haiku, but she does too much to bring the poem to its audience. The title immediately establishes the season, which makes the subsequent season-words irrelevant: both dragonflies and maple leaves are symbols of autumn in Japanese culture. By juxtaposing a symbol of summer and a symbol of autumn, Lowell could have used the ambiguity to explore the boundary between seasons. In its current form, however, the poem contains superfluous images and fails as a haiku in both English and Japanese.


Lowell finally succeeds with her poem “The Pond,” which captures the spirit of Bashō’s haiku and rivals English imagist works:



The Pond



Cold, wet leaves



Floating on moss-coloured water,



And the croaking of frogs—



Cracked bell-notes in the twilight. (204)


This is a model haiku. Lowell uses four lines rather than three, but the poem contains three distinct semantic parts and transmits a wealth of sensations in very few words. As in Ueda’s translation of Bashō, a dash serves as a cutting-word, interrupting the meaning of the poem and urging the reader on to the final phrase. The twilight setting and the cold leaves on the water suggest an autumn scene, contrasting with the frogs, a symbol of summer, to emphasize the fading of the year (mirrored in the fading of daylight). The bell-notes continue this theme, for in Bashō’s time, the tolling of village bells often reminded poets of worldly sorrow and of the impermanence of life. We even find a traditional allusion here, for the combination of croaking frogs and water recalls Bashō’s most famous haiku: “The ancient pond / A frog leaps in /The sound of the water.”  Lowell’s poem not only is impersonal; it discovers universal emotion in a fleeting image and transcends the original context. Surely Bashō would approve.


But would Ezra Pound approve? Despite its beauty and lucid images, “The Pond” lacks the Modernist sensibility of “In a Station of the Metro,” for it does not attempt to reinterpret Japanese culture within an English-speaking context: “The Pond” is a seventeenth-century Japanese poem written extremely well in English. It differs little from anything that Bashō could have written, and although this demonstrates Lowell’s skill, the poem fails to enrich American poetry or provide insight into modern life. Brilliant technique does not guarantee relevance. 

We nonetheless should recognize that “The Pond” is a convincing English poem. The alliteration that spans the work becomes especially effective in the final two lines, and the “Cold, wet leaves” recall the “wet, black bough” from Pound’s successful haiku. The poem also juxtaposes an image and a sound, using symmetry—lines 1-2 describe the sight of leaves; lines 3-4 describe the sound of frogs—to establish both opposition and union. Lowell even combines synaesthesia with a play on words. “Cracked bell-notes” incorporate sight and sound but also suggest the notes of a cracked bell, which points back to the aforementioned theme of impermanence. Such detailed thematic continuity and richness of language mark the poem as a native English creation. Lowell may be imitating the structure and content of Japanese haiku, but this particular work is her own. 


The final poem I shall consider, Lowell’s “Circumstance,” has produced mixed reactions:

Circumstance



Upon the maple leaves



The dew shines red,



But on the lotus blossom



It has the pale transparence of tears. (203)

Richard Benvenuto argues that “Circumstance” gives “little more than surface description—miniature pictures” (122). Although he later modifies this statement, observing that “[t]he so-called thinness … of a number of Lowell’s lyrics can be more apparent than real, and surface details can signal the presence of underlying emotions or events” (123), he does not provide an analysis of this particular poem or state whether his revised judgment would be relevant here. Is description alone enough to justify the poem?


Benvenuto compares “Circumstance” to haiku as a result of its brevity and precise language, but a comparison with previously cited poems suggests a different conclusion. The poem departs from the haiku’s division into sections; it features two contrasting images, two balanced clauses. Cutting-words or pauses are absent, as are semantic gaps. Two season-words appear, with “maple leaves” representing autumn and “the lotus blossom” representing summer, but these images do not, as in “The Pond,” mark a transition of seasons, nor do they bear direct relevance to Japanese seasonal themes. Instead, the images contrast on a visual level, serving primarily to highlight the transparence of the dew. Although Buddhist imagery defines the latter half of the work, using dew to represent fleeting existence and the lotus to symbolize rebirth, the poem’s opposition of the maple and the lotus is uncharacteristic of Japanese poetry. Equally uncharacteristic of traditional haiku is the poem’s emphasis on the “circumstances” of perception.


Brevity of expression and precise language are the only real connections between “Circumstance” and haiku. Lowell has gone beyond the structure of haiku to explore her own aesthetic concerns. Even so, there is little in the form that would set this poem apart from 

translations. It is through its content, then, that the poem becomes successful. Its imagist influence is clear: each half of the poem presents a concrete image, which the conjunction “but” sets in opposition, featuring the dew. The dew assumes the color of the context; the context determines perception. Aesthetic experience depends on the “circumstance.” With this observation, Lowell transcends both the goal and the typical content of haiku, for she extends a momentary perception into not only an impersonal emotion (“the pale transparence of tears”) but an aesthetic revelation as well. This poem shows Lowell as an exemplary Modernist poet. Like Pound, she appropriates the products of other cultures and modifies them to suit her needs. She has taken haiku and “made it new,” reflecting on the Modernist concern with contexts of creation, “testing” a classical form against new aesthetic criteria. A successful English haiku, as we have seen, derives from the Japanese tradition but addresses modern concerns in modern ways; for this reason, “Circumstance” and “In a Station of the Metro” are excellent stand-alone English poems. They acknowledge previous culture but urge us to move forward. 

Where does this conclusion place Lowell’s haikulike poetry? If we apply the previous poem’s focus on “circumstance” to the act of reading, we find that Lowell’s poems likewise depend on context. As mentioned earlier, although much of Lowell’s poems in Pictures of the Floating World appear to be original, the presence of adaptations and imitations casts doubt on the “original” works, looming in the background of all interpretations. Structuralist and Poststructuralist critics have questioned the idea of authorial intention, but the figure of the author continues to shape practices of reading. A translation, on one end of the spectrum, always involves a “second hand,” the intervention of another; we recognize that the author’s intentions may not carry over to the target language, and thus if the work fails to please us, we often blame either the inept translator or the richness of the source: how often do we hear that a poem is “untranslatable”? Adaptations and imitations of particular works or styles are less transparent. Here, we acknowledge the author as “creator” but hesitate to call the product “original.” This is especially true of lyric poetry, whose brevity leaves little room for variation: to say that Virgil imitates Homer is rather different from claiming that Amy Lowell has imitated the Japanese haiku poets. Adaptations, moreover, introduce the problem of a source: exactly how much variation has occurred? How much variation is necessary to differentiate a work from its inspiration? And to what extent is the present author responsible for the new poem? Whether the poem fails or succeeds, we feel compelled to speak of someone. Finally, to conclude this spectrum of labels, we have the idea of “original” works. No artist creates in isolation, and modern critics have attacked claims of originality as reductive and misguided, but readers still consider Shakespeare original despite his having “borrowed” entire passages from historical sources and from his contemporaries. The meaning of originality, then, depends on the cultural context; occasionally a simple variation of a form is enough to distinguish a poet.


These observations show the relevance of Amy Lowell’s poetry. Lowell noticed the similarities between traditional Japanese haiku and the nascent school of imagism, and she attempted to combine these styles of poetry and propel English verse in a new direction. The mixed success of her experiments draws our attention to the act of reading: What distinguishes an adaptation from an original work? What poetic devices prompt readers to accept a poem as a successful native production of their language? Is it possible to “understand” a poem without knowledge of its author? Do certain forms of poetry lend themselves to particular languages? Literary criticism may never resolve these questions, but Amy Lowell’s Pictures of the Floating World provides an excellent testing-ground for theories. The circumstances, it would seem, favor Lowell once again.
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Using Language to Transcend Language

A Unification of the Ineffable and the Accessible

 in Lost in Translation and The Multilingual Self

The Relation of Language and Thought
A diverse set of languages allows a diverse set of experiences.  This is the famous Sapir-Whorf hypothesis, that language circumscribes existence.  Ostensibly, the narratives of the multilingual Eva Hoffman (Lost in Translation) and Natasha Lvovich (The Multilingual Self) reflect on the multiple worlds that multiple languages reveal – and there is much richness here, in their topical themes.

Lvovich grew up a Jew in Soviet Russia and employed bilingualism to exist away from the culture of oppression around her: by studying the French language and emulating the French culture, she greatly minimized the Soviet aspects of her existence.  She assesses the French assimilation of her childhood as equivalent to constructing her personality and being:  “The story of my fluency in French is the story of building a language identity” (2).

Like Lvovich’s, Hoffman’s narrative relates experiences with multiple linguistic identities – she grew up speaking Polish, and mastered English in the years following her emigration.  The identities that Hoffman’s bilingualism has fabricated show most plainly with the arguments between her English self and her Polish self that develop after her displacement to the New World.  She wrestles with the question of which is her true identity, and rests with the conclusion “I have to translate myself” (211).

The themes of each story make it obvious that language builds one’s character and experience in the world.  How, though, is this possible?  Are we not physical beings, genetically encoded with natural characteristics and ways of thinking?  Certainly all people who speak French do not think in the same way, which is different from the thinking of all people who speak Malay.  In what way, then, do languages modify the nature of our existence?  What is it that lies behind language, and how does language affect its manifestation?

Secondary topics in Lvovich’s and Hoffman’s narratives answer these questions.  The narratives illuminate unique aspects of each author’s language of thought: Lvovich’s relates her experiences of color in response to words, while Hoffman’s relates her inner childhood thoughts skillfully, and reflects on the feelings of music.  In each case, the author conveys a dimension of existence that hovers somewhere beyond the ordinary and that exceeds what we experience strictly through language.  Each of these phenomena – color associations, memory, and musical experience – paradoxically requires the application of language to “unlock” what exists beyond language.

Eva Hoffman: Language Unlocks Memories
The Czech proverb “Learn a new language and get a new soul” (Grosjean 27) suggests that speaking multiple languages creates multiple selves and realms of experience within the multilingual person.  Eva Hoffman’s successive realms of existence, though, actually run much deeper than “English” and “Polish.”  A gifted and perceptive girl, Hoffman’s childhood experiences seem to float wordlessly beyond the concrete realm of language.  Often tactile or visceral, and filled with the romance that pervades youth, these childhood experiences are insightful and perceptive.  

Potent tęsknota characterizes many experiences she relates early in the book, and describes her feelings exactly in many instances.  The precise application of the Polish word, whose English synonym nostalgia lacks nuances of sadness and loneliness, suggest her thorough rooting in the Polish language and culture as a child.  The word’s sentimental tendencies, though, also suggest the attachment of grown Hoffman’s outlook: these descriptions breathe life into sacred and long-quiet memories, and that in itself has an inherent element of nostalgia.  Thus, the applications of tęsknota – a heavy, momentous word – establish the value the author places on these memories and the gravity of the experience of reincarnating them.

The frequent tęsknota also shows how young Hoffman preferred to feel things – she tends to romanticize her experiences.  Sometimes, though, the suitability of the word tęsknota is imperfect.  For instance, she reads Boccaccio’s Decameron at too young an age; the novel’s sexuality gives her a strange feeling that she describes as “a kind of tęsknota, I suppose, though of a different kind” (28).  Whether or not a more exact Polish word exists to describe her feeling, it did not exist in her preteen vocabulary, and her memory – in Polish – is incomplete.  When she revisits the memory in English, though, her description requires no qualifiers: Boccacio’s “casual couplings set my blood afire” (28), she relates.  That she can supply a more exact English description to this distant event suggests that the memory of her feeling was stored in a language-independent form.  Then, with the aid of English and a thorough command of language, Hoffman was able to resurrect and enhance the memory.

Language here afforded a retroactive expansion of the realm of experience: Hoffman was not able to aptly describe these sensations from her Polish existence until she remembered them from an English perspective.  Thus one might ask the question of whether, as a child, she fully experienced them – for this would indicate the elusive experience outside of language.  The theories of cognitive science based on the work of Noam Chomsky offer a plausible explanation.  They indicate that the mind can store ideas independent of language, in a format dubbed mentalese, the language of thought (Pinker 82).  Psychologist Steven Pinker offers hypothetical support for the existence of this quasi-language:

We have all had the experience of uttering or writing a sentence, then stopping and realizing that it wasn’t exactly what we meant to say.  To have that feeling, there has to be a “what we meant to say” that is different from what we said.









(Pinker 57)

Mentalese has a characteristic transitory nature, for it is not a language in its own right, but merely an intermediate vehicle between the most primal neural sensations and real, public language.  Accordingly, many of Hoffman’s extra-linguistic experiences are fleeting; one of the most poignant occurs with the “strange and wonderful” (41) event with the chestnut.

Her description is brief, but holistic: with a warm, smooth chestnut in her hand as catalyst, she feels a heartbeat of her immediate environment, which “pulsates and shimmers as if it were coursing with the blood of life” (42).  How can one short passage be a functional, accurate representation of such a potent experience?  The answer lies, paradoxically, in the description’s simplicity: Hoffman’s few words are just enough to point to a similar experience in the reader’s memory, stored in the reader’s own mentalese and possessing a level of potency relative to his own depth of experience.

Had Hoffman embellished her experience with more words and complicated it with elaborate descriptions, she would not have conveyed it so purely.  Similarly, had her brain stored it in a public language (Polish), her future relation of the event would have been limited in magnitude and potency to her proficiency in Polish at the time of the experience.  Further, the difficulties and inexactness of translation would have placed even more limitations on the accuracy of the event’s expression in English.

Such ideas of how language can limit communication are present in the work of nineteenth century philosopher Ludwig Wittgenstein.  He postulated that the function of philosophy should be to expose instances where language limits the expression or perception of the true nature of a concept.  This true nature is meant very generally, as the philosophical “quest for truth” (Hacker 5), which includes but does not focus on mentalese.  Wittgenstein makes a distinction between the “description of an external” and one of “an internal fact” (Wittgenstein, Experience 262f); or a “verbal expression” as opposed to a “natural expression” (Hacker 36).  The form of this natural expression is one’s own mentalese, whose actual expression is limited by language.  Without language, though, one could make no statements that would even approximate these ideas.  Therefore, language is a necessary tool for understanding what precedes language, but language has an inherent tendency to obfuscate.

The construction of gibberish explores the converse of this theory of language’s muddying tendency:  the nonsense sounds do not seek to encapsulate precise ideas, but even in the absence of a defined vocabulary, the intonations of the nonsensical babble can convey information.  Children often play and experiment with gibberish, and Hoffman is no different.  However, she extends the possibility of intonation and the rules of grammar as far as possible to her purpose: she wants to fabricate a story that relates everything that can be known.  Because the words she knows relate very particular things, this story cannot be told through them – only the incorporation of all possible phonemes and syllables could construct this “Möbius strip of language in which everything, everything is contained” (11).  Even in childhood, Hoffman craves the expression of the ineffable, the containment within language of the romantic, ungraspable aspects of existence that she so potently feels.


Much of Hoffman’s childhood existence and perception of the world has this “romantic undercurrent” (71).  Her mind embraces the idealistic words of Anne of Green Gables, for example, easily and hungrily.  This creates within her so deep an experience that she feels as if the novel's words, which tell the story and present the world “in a heightened form,” are her own (28).  She also feels a strong romantic presence in her city: from the mysterious “cavelike cafés” to the “stony, echoing” marketplace with the “ancient name of Sukiennice,” Cracow’s age “encloses [her] with safety” (39).  Though Jewish, she embraces the glorious hymns and “incense-smelling interior” of the Catholic church (30).  When her schoolmates compile an overly sentimental notebook for Hoffman upon her departure, she relishes “the gravity of life” that the sensationally woeful versus convey (78).

It is difficult, if not impossible, to discern how much of these enchanting characteristics of Cracow Hoffman actually felt at the time.  Though events such as the incident with the chestnut show that Hoffman was certainly a romantic child, the experience of South African emigrant Breyten Breytenbach suggest the development of further melancholy after exile.  One’s post-emigratory existence, he argues, is “clothed in a myth of romantic lamentation” (Rao 5).  By this hypothesis, Hoffman’s childhood memories of Cracow could have been imbued with much of their romantic connotations afterward, wistfully, while Hoffman was in ”Exile.”

In Vancouver, though, Hoffman invested considerable energy in “trying to fend off [her] nostalgia” (116).  Though “pregnant with the images of Poland” (115), she “pushe[d] the images of memory down” in an attempt to reduce the painful tęsknota and hasten her own assimilation.  By this interpretation, then, the romance of her Cracow memories is associated with the original experience, and not with its later translation from thought to language.  Thus, the application of language unlocked Hoffman’s mentalese memories, disturbing neither their content nor their connotation.

Natasha Lvovich: Language Unlocks the Color of Sound
In the vein of romantic experience, focus now shifts from memory to sensation; from the past to in the present; from internal thought to external stimulation.  “All language is ultimately rooted in the five senses” (Dann 13) – the mind processes sensations from their initial form – mere electrical or vibrational impulses – into mentalese, then language.  According to D.G. James, a “refus[al] to be buckled down to the evidences of the senses” is a fundamental component of essential romanticism and so, by extension, the “inventive combination of the senses” can cause romantic experience (Dann 13).

For Natasha Lvovich and thousands of others, this extra, inventive attribute is the phenomenon of synesthesia – the capacity, for most synesthetes, to experience a visual, chromatic sensation in response to a sound.
  This “colored hearing” is often in response to specific linguistic building blocks – letters, syllables, or words.  For example, the words for the days of the week incite various images of color in Lvovich’s mind:  “In French, lundi is pale wax pink; in Russian, Ponedel’nik is grayish and dull; and Monday is in orange-red-brown” (12).  Though ordinary people might have passing color sensations, those of synesthetes are permanent and lifelong.  A host of psychological experiments that test and, years later, retest these color associations have confirmed this assertion (Harrison 110, Cytowic 69).

Individual letters incite these color associations in many people with colored hearing.  The color association of a word is influenced or determined by the colors of significant letters within a word.  A certain inborn predilection seems to determine one’s letter-color associations, and these predilections are often shared: some letters evoke the same or similar colors sensations in sometimes striking majorities of the synesthetic population.
  Surprisingly, it is often not the sound of the phoneme or letter, but its graphic representation that determines color.  The color associations of one synesthete give an example:

In Cathy, Charles, and cereal, the k, ch, and s sounds, all of which are represented orthographically by ‘c,’ evoke a golden yellowish color.









(Cytowic 38)

That the association follows the letter and not the sound has profound implications:  synesthesia, though “rooted in the body” (Dann 165), has an inherent tie to language.  A sound outside of language – a musical tone or a growl, for instance – would not incite these colors in quite the same way, though it could influence those of associated words.

Lvovich’s description of her daughter’s name, for instance, reveals such an external influence on her color associations.  In French, ‘Pauline’ is colored gray and pink and has “the feel and looks of the little stuffed mouse” (Lvovich 15) that young Pauline carried with her in Europe.  Though Lvovich would have had a color and texture associated with the constituent letters of the word ‘Pauline’ before the time of the mouse, the real-world characteristics closely associated with the concept of ‘Pauline’ clearly influenced the purely linguistic first association.

In this sense, Lvovich is unique, for color associations are almost always fixed in childhood.  If they did originate partially in the external world, their sources are not discernable.  The link between language and color association is fundamental and permanent, providing a capacity for mental experiences beyond language that enrich one’s experience and enhance one’s understanding of language.  Lvovich, for instance, had difficulty memorizing the English days of the week until she invoked her color associations with the new words.  Then, “they finally appeared bright and all differentiated [and gained] a system of meaning” (13).  For Lvovich, synesthesia provides a linguistic attribute that is paradoxically both “over and above function” (Hoffman 186) and essential for linguistic competence.  Kevin T. Dann’s summary of multiple case studies show that the role of synesthesia in Lvovich’s way of thinking is universal to synesthetes:  the experience of colored hearing is as much “an essential mechanism in the construction of meaning… as certain mental processes in nonsynesthetes” (82).

Color associations represent words just as words represent concepts.  Words are greatly arbitrary in relation to their signified concepts; so too is the assignment of color largely arbitrary.  After the initial color experience for a letter or word, though, the relationship is “established [and] understood as fixed and anything but arbitrary” (Dann 91).  Could synesthesia, then, be an underlying language in and of itself?  Dann suggests so – in the chapter “The Meaning of Synesthesia is Meaning,” he extends the color-word and word-signified model: “the synaesthete’s colors defined the object itself, unmistakably fixing its position” (91).  That Lvovich “could give this type of [color] characteristic to every word, sound, syllable, expression in every language” she speaks (12) further suggests the role of synesthesia as an extra dimension to one’s mentalese.  However, without language to provide the linguistic seeds of letters, syllables, and words, synesthetes’ rich existence in color would go completely unrealized.  Though inborn, the word-color associations require language to activated them and unlock an entirely independent realm of sensation.

That these visualizations are essential to determining the thoughts of people with colored hearing is not to say, though, that synesthetes are unhappily chained to their color associations – on the contrary, their opinions of their endowment are overwhelmingly positive.  The dimension of existence that colored hearing affords Lvovich makes her postulate the existence of “a language beyond human languages whose elements become visible to a linguistically trained mind while the consciousness is asleep” (13).  

People have been probing this question throughout human history by using hallucinogenic drugs to incite synesthetic-like experiences that, to a non-synesthete, expand existence and transcend known language.  In recent American history, such “consciousness expansion” reached a maximum public exposure in the 1960s, with LSD.  This drug put its users into a “synesthetic swoon” in which one could “see sound, taste texture,” or hear images.  Medical doctor Humphrey Osmond described his experiences with temporarily induced synesthesia as “among the most beautiful things… not escapes from but enlargements, burgeonings of reality” (Dann 166-167).

Such vague language seems to be characteristic of descriptions of sense-crossing experiences by non-synesthetes.  This suggests the necessity of a mentalese that embraces color associations – a mentalese that is developed only in people with sufficiently constant exposure to this way of perception.  Some exceptions have occurred, though – and, as Lvovich predicts, they have had the “linguistically trained mind[s]” (13; see above) of poets.  A famous example is Samuel Taylor Coleridge: while he was in an opium-induced state, a world of fantastic imagery appeared spontaneously before him.  His poetic skill allowed him to translate the first forty lines into written English as the poem “Kubla Khan,” but a sudden distraction, a most unwelcome knock on the door, disrupted his state and vaporized the image.

Eva Hoffman:  Musical Language Unlocks Polot

Psychologists assert that poets and other creative people often “think not in words but in mental images” (Pinker 70).  Like Coleridge and LSD users, the young Eva Hoffman also enjoyed “subsiding into a different state” – falling asleep was one of her favorite parts of the day.  In her childhood, she had the ability to meditate on falling asleep and savored the time when “sights and sounds recede” and the words that name them fade (6). 

A similar pleasure occurs when Hoffman is mildly ill, which she describes as a maximal closeness to being “such stuff as dreams are made on” (49).  Words exist in human dreams, but the dreams’ content “simply does not fit a human language” (Lvovich 13).  In the “indolently enjoyable state” of being ill (Hoffman 49), the fever inhibits her mental activity just enough to make her thoughts uncomplicated, but still whole.  This incongruity separates words from their meanings, allowing her to concentrate on just their phonemes.  The familiar perception during eras of sickness of the doctor’s crinkling paper makes the word recepta (medical prescription) resonate with this “musty crispness” (Hoffman 50).  Her mind, in its quest to achieve an understanding of the world outside language through language, re-connects the sounds of word to their meanings.


The relationship between sound and meaning surfaces more with Hoffman’s training in music.  She has a fundamental gift to understand the language of music, and the development of her musical talent gives her an additional medium for feeling the world in a heightened, romantic form.  Access to the musical realm of expression, as any musician can confirm, is not automatic – it takes practice to develop fluency in the musical language.  Hoffman’s instructors put her through "monotonous scales" and endless "five-finger exercises" to condition her touch (68) and develop her expression.  After this tedium, though, comes the reward of melody and, gradually, the sequence of exhilarating performances of her own that establish her as a speaker of the universal language of music.  She describes her musical fluency as "essential and complete" (69) – the language of music allows her access to the simple, holistic understanding of feeling and experience.  To young Hoffman, the musical domain embodies polot, the Polish concept of genius, beauty, and passion.

Hoffman, then, has a strong motivation to develop a musical fluency for expression: it is the best way for her to understand the world in the romantic and complete way that she wants to understand it.  She summarizes her feelings shortly before leaving Poland:

If I can express the passions contained within a Beethoven sonata or the Chopin Berceuse, then I know everything about being human.  Music is a wholly adequate language of the self – my self, everyone’s self.  And I am meant to speak this language; life wouldn’t be complete without it.








(Hoffman 72)

The absolute polot she feels at the Rubinstein concert embodies this understanding of how the musical language transcends the ordinary and attains a heightened understanding.  Just twelve years old, she perceives that Rubinstein plays the piano "as it really should be played," in a way that "bespeaks an empathy" in the hearts of his listeners (73).  His music taps a powerful reservoir of feeling within Hoffman; his precise musical articulation and magnificent passion reaches a transcendent state.  His politically momentous return to Poland coupled with his polot gives his audience an intense public “catharsis” (74).  


Music, then, not only affords the individual a conduit to the realm of fundamental feelings, but can also unify people in a way that spoken languages cannot.  A common passion for music forged a strong bond between Hoffman and Pani Witeszczak, a bond buried so deep beyond both the Polish and musical languages that Hoffman does not sense it until she is about to leave.  “It turns out that this is the person and room I can least bear to leave… it’s hear that I’ve felt most intimately understood,” she discovers (82).  Her feeling embodies the same romantic pain that her schoolmates express in the notebook they give to her at their parting.

Hoffman’s transcendence of language through the audible is parallel to Lvovich’s transcendence through the visual.  Lvovich, too, experienced touching episodes of closeness that overrode the languages that brought them about.  In her cases, though, it was mirth, not sorrow that erased the consciousness of language.  With a close friend Domka, Lvovich “forgot which language [she] spoke, heard, and functioned in” (25); with the entertaining couple Marc and Julia, she “forgot in which language [she] was watching them” (28).  Perhaps the French teacher Christina makes the biggest impact – they shared a familial closeness that makes Lvovich remark on the social limits of language:  “Spirit can be expressed in a human language, but it cannot be perceived without human affinity” (31).

Lvovich’s statement asserts that language can approximate spirit if spirit is apparent.  Its inverse – that if no spirit is apparent, then no language could approximate spirit – is, by the themes of her and Hoffman’s narratives, not true.  Spirit, especially given its intangible nature, could exist beyond the observable, and language is able to unlock memories, sensations, and feelings in this domain.

In the preface of the momentous translation of Karl Kerényi’s Dionysos into English, Ralph Manheim reflects on this ability of language: 

The interdependence of thought and speech makes it clear that languages are not so much a means of expressing truth that has already been established, but are a means of discovering truth that was previously unknown. 

(Kerényi xxxi)

Language, then, is a tool that activates possibilities for experience that lie beyond the domain of language.  Hoffman’s precious memories, stored in a format of ineffable mentalese, showed surprising richness when she expressed them years later.  Her application of sophisticated language to the sensual impulses and expansive feelings stored in her mentalese reactivated the romance of her numerous extra-linguistic experiences.  Lvovich’s experiences with similar romantic transcendence happen continuously, but require the external stimulus of phonemes and the sound of words – without language, her vivid color associations would go inactivated.   For Hoffman, sound and music provide a means of reaching the purely romantic feelings that characterize her childhood memories.  Rigorous education in the language of music was the passkey that allowed Hoffman to exist in the musical realm of polot and romance, as well as in the verbal.


The experiences of both multilingual authors assert, on the surface, that language determines identity.  Deeper within the narratives, though, lies evidence that language is necessary to transcend language.

Works Cited 

Chomsky, Noam. Langauge and Thought. Moyer Bell, 1993.  

Cytowic, Richard E. Synesthesia. 2nd ed. Cambridge, Massachusetts: The MIT P, 2002.  

Dann, Kevin T. Bright Colors Falsely Seen: Synaesthesia and the Search for Trancendtal Knowledge. New Haven, Connecticut: Yale UP, 1998.  

Ellis, John M. Language, Thought, and Logic. Evanston, Illinois: Northwestern UP, 1993.  

Grosjean, François. Culture and Language Diversity and the Deaf Experience. Ed. I. Parasnis. Cambridge, England: Cambridge UP, 1998. 20-31.  

Hacker, P.m.s. Wittgenstein: on Human Nature. Ed. Ray Monk and Frederic Raphael. New York: Routledge, 1999.  

Harrison, John. Synesthesia: the Strangest Thing. Oxford, England: Oxford UP, 2001.  

Hoffman, Eva. Lost in Translation: A Life in a New Language. New York: Penguin Book Group, 1989.  

Hunt, Harry T. On the Nature of Consciousness. New Haven, Connecticut: Yale UP, 1995.  

Kerényi, Karl. Dionysos. Trans. Manheim Ralph. Princeton, New Jersey: Princeton UP, 1976. xxxi-xxxi.  

Lvovich, Natasha. The Multilingual Self: an Inquiry Into Language Learning. Mahwah, New Jersey: Lawrence Erlbaum Associates, 1997.  

Pinker, Steven. The Language Instinct: How the Mind Creates Language. New York: William and Morrow Company, Inc., 1994.  

Rao, Eleonora. "Paradise Regained: Eva Hoffman, Lost in Translation: a Life in a New Language." Textus X (1997):  119-138. 08 Dec. 2006 <http://www.tilgher.it/%5Cmanager%5Cgooglepdf.aspx?file=riv_t5a10f13o2175.pdf>.  

Wittgenstein, Ludwig. "Wittgenstein's Notes for Lectures on 'Private Experience' and 'Sense Data.'" Ed. R. Rhees. Philosophical Review 77 (1968): 253-302.

THE EDITH GARBER KROTINGER AWARD

for excellence in creative writing

2007

1st Elena Tomorowitz

2nd Sean Santa

2006

Andrew Karnavas

2004









2005

Carrie Hoffman








Rebekah Wolkstein

Rebekah Wolkstein







Alexander Vikmanis

2002









2003

Gerry Canavan








Matthew Bennardo

Judith Wang

Felicity A. Shoulders

2001




2000

Merry Susiarjo




Thomas Linsky

1999




1998
Reagan Poland




Donna Jarrell

Kelly Hill

1997




1996
Donnah Mathews




Tia Dionne Hodge

Donna Jarrell

1995









1994
Alex Creona








Maimu Alber

Michael Rosenberg

1993









1992
Christopher C. Murray







William McCormack

1991









1990
William Elmer Allison III







Information Unavailable

John Joseph Kistner

1989









1988
Angela Patrinos








Angela Patrinos

THE EDITH GARBER KROTINGER AWARD
Continued

1987









1986
Angela Patrinos








Elizabeth Voinovich

1985









1984
Rebecca Cline








Nancy Nettleton

Reagan Poland 

The Edith Garber Krotinger Award
1st Prize

Elena Tomorowitz

It was a summer day in September. The onset of fall was approaching, but a light sweater would suffice for a day like today. Charles and I had answered an ad in the newspaper, “One old golden retriever for sale, $40.” I had always wanted a dog, and the ad seemed brief but intriguing. The owners were pleasant on the phone and sounded eager to give their pet of many years to a loving couple.

“He’s a real sweetheart, I swear he is.” She had a slight New England tone, but when she got excited, interjections of a country drawl snuck into her voice.

“Yea, I’ll tell you what though, he is an old dog, I hope you know that,” she continued. “But I don’t think that I could ever go back to one of them new pups anymore, too much energy for me. That’s what I always say about my husband!” She let out a breathy laugh and I could tell that she’s told this joke numerous times before. 

“Well that’s exactly why I wanted this dog. My husband didn’t want one of those dogs that’s gonna jump on everyone who comes into the house anyway” I said. “This just seemed like the perfect thing. What’s his name by the way?”

I always wanted a dog that fulfilled being man’s best friend. The couple said that they could not have a pet since they were waiting for a child. The doctor had told them that a dog would not be good to have around a baby, especially since the dog had been the only center of attention for so long. What they told us later was that this was not a regular doctor; it was a dog psychologist. 


So they made the immediate decision to get rid of the dog, as it would be best for it in the long run. They had been mentally preparing the dog for its new owners for the past few weeks up until our arrival.


“Charles, today would be the perfect day to drive out to Silverset County,” I said. “We could pick up the dog and then have the entire day to take the back roads home.”


He agreed. Charles, my husband, is a quiet man. He’s tall and has a welcoming face on the days that he shaves. On his scruffy days I tell him that he should carry around a paper cup, and he would for sure make some extra pocket change. He has stiff black hair that sticks out in wings on the sides.  He has strong opinions and disagrees with me when he feels that my actions are purposeless. He may have disagreed today, and I’m surprised that he didn’t, but he knows my love for dogs and understands that this is a great opportunity to get a dog already trained and perhaps a new companion. 


“That sounds great dear,” he said while tugging on the light string inside the kitchen closet, “Which jacket do you want today? Maybe you don’t need the lining in your fall jacket today. I’ll get it out for you.”


We got into the green wagon and I pushed the button for the garage door to open. Charles laid his hand on my knee then placed it on the clutch to back out of the drive.  I squinted as the afternoon’s sun glared into the car. I stared out my window as we drove past the neighbors’ neatly trimmed front lawns. I turned around to see my own lawn, and although we were a half of a mile away, I could still see a few brown patches and the broken sprinkler sitting in the middle of the lawn. Mr. Carlisle from a few doors down held his garden hose with two hands and sprayed his lawn with precision. His wife kneeled on a foam board next to her garden and stroked her roses, which she had three different colors of. The top of her underwear stuck out above her dark green elastic-wasted pants. Mr. Carlisle glanced over at her, and his eyes stuck for a moment until he saw our car drive by. He lifted one hand from the hose and gave us a quick wave. 


We got onto the highway and I was glad to have a strong breeze coming through the window. I unlocked my seat belt and scrunched my feet up onto the seat. Charles brushed the stray hairs behind my ears but the wind immediately caught them again and they wrapped around his fingers. He pulled his hand away and instead, placed it on my shoulder. 


“You sure you want to do this?” he asked.


“Well I wanted to ask you the same thing. You know, this won’t just be my dog. It will be our dog, and so I’d expect you to take care of it just as much as me. Hmm, yea, I hope he has a good name. I’d hate to change it, but I’d hate it to be something so generic, like Spot or something. I’d like a good classic name, but something with a little power to it. Something that makes it seem important. I’d like the name Theodore for a dog, what do you think?”


“Sure, Theodore sounds good,” he answered with a harsh laugh. He turned and glanced down at my hands on my lap, then looked up at my face. “Well would you call him Teddy when you yell for him to come inside the house? Or would you always have to say Theodore. It seems a bit long for just a dog. Maybe a child could be named Theodore, like a middle name or something.”


“That’s true, I mean, I wonder what the neighbors would think if I stood at the side door yelling for Theodore.”


Our conversation dwindled and we thought it best to continue the drive in silence. Not that we didn’t want to talk, but there were days when silence seemed thicker and more satisfying than talking. Any distraction from our drive would ruin its innocence, and my mind was still wandering. Names, backyard fences, pooper scoopers, dog dishes, dog food, the undone dishes laying in the sink from breakfast, unpaid bills, Charles, me, our house. But as the car, our little means of space travel, took us past untainted fields, my mind spread out and lost its original thoughts. 


We arrived at the address that was given in the newspaper. There were few houses on the street and the fields behind their house extended for miles. I wondered how Theodore might react to our medium sized, suburban yard. It made me sad to think that he would have to leave such beautiful scenery. Charles and I walked around to the side door and found an addition being built onto the back of the house. Insulation was flapping and a new door was leaning against the far wall. Theodore’s owner had seen us coming and greeted us at the door. 


“Ah, just like I imagined, a nice young couple. How perfect. Come on in.” Mrs. Mathers smiled and shook our hands as she pulled us inside. She turned her head towards the living room where I could hear a television. “Jerry, the people are here for the dog,” she yelled, then poked her head through the doorway. She made some gestures with her hands towards the recliner in the other room then turned her gaze back towards us. 


“Jerry is deaf,” she explained. “He is really deaf. I mean, he still watches that damn television as if his hearing were good. But you should see the dread in his face if I ever tell him to try the closed captioning on our set. He just won’t do it, he just don’t believe me, you know? He tells me he can hear fine, so I play along with him. I bet he knows I’m talking about him right now.” She chuckled softly to herself and glanced down at her pink slippers. She then lowered her voice to a whisper. “The dog is in the kitchen right now. I told him you were coming. His name’s Button, he’s the sweetest pup you’ll ever meet.”


I looked at Charles and he gave me a quick side smile so that Mrs. Mathers wouldn’t see. She led us into the new kitchen. It wasn’t completed, but the floors and countertops were in place. She talked to us about how the renovators were taking too long to finish. 


Lying on the floor next to the dishwasher, where the hot air warmed his body, was the golden retriever. His fur was thick and shiny. His chin rested on the tile floor and one eye peeked open as we walked into the room. 


“There he is, there’s the baby,” Mrs. Mathers chirped. “ This is Mr. Charles and Miss Cassie. Now don’t be rude. You’ve been sleeping all day.” She spoke to the dog like he was a kindergartener. Charles rolled his eyes and I stooped down to get closer to the dog. I let him sniff my hand then I patted his head until both eyes opened. 


Mrs. Mathers wanted to get to know us before she gave up her dog, which I understood. Charles thought that we were going to get the dog and leave. Button had been with her longer than Mr. Mathers had been, so her attachment to him was deep. Charles could have cared less about her stories, but I found her very kind. We sat at her kitchen table and drank coffee with her for a little longer than an hour. She spoke in a low voice, and she placed her hand on the front of her neck whenever she leaned in closer to us. Mr. Mathers never came in to meet us, and instead, sat and stared at the television. When we were getting our jackets on to leave, he finally turned it off and picked up the newspaper. I stared through the doorway and saw only his feet kicked up onto an ottoman. A rolled up magazine and a remote control sat side-by-side on the end table. The light shone through cracks of the heavy curtains and sliced across the dusty room. 


When I looked up, Mrs. Mathers was looking around the old kitchen, which was attached to the new kitchen. Button had gotten up from his place near the dishwasher and she was whistling for him to come out. 


“It might be a minute,” she apologized. “He does this every time he knows that he has to go outside.” She leaned against the counter that separated the two kitchens. 

“So yeah, Jerry and I are very eager to have this kitchen done.” She looked around and assessed what still needed to be completed. “I guess there’s a lot more to finish. But I can’t wait, this is going to be my room!” She held both hands out as to show off the old kitchen. The stove and refrigerator had been taken out, but some cabinets were still stuck to the walls. 


I walked closer to the counter so that I could look around. The floors were hardwood and full of sawdust. Old pipes stuck out from the walls, missing tiles made gaping holes in the ceiling, and Button hid underneath the overhang of the counter. He looked scared and I began to second-guess this decision.


“Are you sure that he is going to be okay with us? I mean, he doesn’t even know us, and it might be a big change for him,” I said.


I looked at Charles who already saw this coming. He always told me that animals don’t have emotions. He told me that every time we made lobster, actually, every time he made it. I always had a hard time being in the kitchen when he was cooking live creatures. 


Mrs. Mathers put her hands on her hips and looked down at her dog beneath the counter. She smiled at him and he whimpered. I knew that she didn’t want to give him up but having a baby was just as important to her. I wanted to take Button home with us today, but something told me to leave him here.


“Listen, I would hate to take your dog away if you’re not ready to give him up.” The words slipped out on their own. If it were up to me, I would have grabbed the dog and ran out the door. 


Mrs. Mathers looked up at me then at the dog. She knew that she had a decision to make, but she couldn’t do it right away. I hoped that if I gave her enough time, she would call me later and let me know that the dog was mine.


“Just give me a call, I said. “Perhaps you just need a little more time to think this over. I totally understand. We can always come back later.”


“Thank you so much,” she said. “I don’t know what it is. I was so ready for this, and Button was ready too. I guess we just didn’t think about how hard it was going to be until now. It’s harder than I thought, you know?” 


We said our goodbyes and Mrs. Mathers wrapped her warm hand around mine. Charles put his hand on my shoulder, I got one more glance at Button, then we stepped out the side door. A wooden plank acted as a step, and I began to think about Mrs. Mathers. She was so kind. Her unborn baby was more important to her than anything else, except for Button. This entire addition on the house was because of the baby.
 

Charles and I drove home making small talk, and we did not speak about the dog. The fields running alongside the road made me realize that most of our country is empty. Most of our country is not filled with suburbs and cities. There were vast areas of land that have never been walked upon. We mosey around our familiar neighborhoods and when we travel, we drive from Point A to Point B and never stop to explore what’s in between. Then thoughts of laundry, checking accounts, new curtains, replacing the broken garage lock, Charles, and me crept back into my head. 


We were almost home and the streets began to look familiar. We pulled into the driveway of our white home with black shutters. It is two stories tall, has a large attic filled with my grandmother’s furniture, and a refinished basement where Charles likes to sit on Saturday mornings with the New York Times and a cigar. The bushes are manicured and once a month two men with a pickup truck bring loud tools that ensure the beauty of our landscaping. By this time our neighbor and his polyester-panted wife were sitting in the garage sipping on lemonades and grabbing potato chips out of a big red bag that was sitting at their feet. Their lawn chairs were facing outward and they waved in unison when we drove by.  


 We got out of the car and headed towards the front door. Charles walked around the car and pulled me close to him. He had a look of satisfaction in his eyes, but I continued to look on towards the neighbors sitting in their garage. They placed each chip into their mouths as though their doctor had prescribed a certain number of potato chips per day. They might as well have been eating packing peanuts. 


“Hey, Charles, I think I’m going to take a hot bath, just relax,” I said as we stepped into the foyer.  “I want to try that new bubble bath you bought me. You know, what you bought me for my birthday.” I had a hint of spite in my voice but Charles was already digging through his box of cigars and didn’t notice.


“Yeah, okay. That sounds great,” he yelled. “But, hey honey? Didn’t I have four cigars left?”
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After Terry died in Iraq

T.J. was on the front porch smoking.  It was quiet and a Sunday.  I could see him squinting from my window on the fourth floor across the street.  Occasionally, he kicked at the ground with his foot.  When he did this, he did this without looking down.  He kept his body straight forward and his back slouched just a little bit.  He was facing the street and not wearing a jacket.  

I had been doing homework on the computer and now my eyes were sore.  They were sore from not doing homework and only telling myself I would do it.  I had been watching internet videos about lions.  Someone had been nice enough to rip a full length British documentary about a man who had been killed while taking photographs of a pride of lions in Africa.  He wasn’t even a real photographer; he just liked lions.  His family was interviewed.  They cried on film and it was all very predictable and I skipped through the majority of that part.  But still, there had been homework to do and I couldn’t stop thinking about the lions.  

I had not spoken with T.J. in a few days.  He had not been to classes all week.  I assumed he thought I was upset about the acid but I wasn’t.  We had buried Terry on Wednesday and it was now Sunday and I couldn’t shake feelings I couldn’t understand.  None of us were into drugs, I mean, not really, but T.J. and I had bought nine hits of acid a few weeks ago and the three of us were going to try it once Terry got home.  It was going to be a celebration.  It was now January, and he was scheduled home at the end of March.  I don’t know why we bought it so early; we were excited.  Terry was excited.  

Terry had already done a tour in Baghdad a year ago.  He had been a private first class E-2 and had come home after basic and showed us the insignia on his uniform.  It was before he went to Baghdad that first time.  The three of us had not decided on the acid then, but we had drunk a lot of whiskey because it was cheap and because we all knew Terry was going to be shipped out sooner or later.  First, he was going to California for intensive weapons training.  T.J. helped Terry pack up what he could into a small U-Haul truck and the rest was left in Terry’s room at their place across the street from mine.  Before he left, Terry took his Nintendo-64 and put it in the living room so T.J. and I could play it whenever we wanted.  It was the right thing for him to do.  We played a lot of Mario Kart.  Sometimes T.J. would smoke joints while we played.  Sometimes I drank beer.  

I put on shoes and a sweater and went into the bathroom.  I put my right foot up on the toilet and tied the laces.  Then I did the other one.  I opened up the medicine cabinet and took out deodorant, lifted up my sweater and undershirt and put it on.  My hair was matted around my forehead because I couldn’t control the heat in my apartment and it was very hot.  Also, I had not showered since Friday morning.  I combed it carefully while looking in the mirror.  I left the light in the bathroom off.  When that was done I washed my hands.  Then I brushed my teeth.  Then I dried my hands and left the bathroom.  I walked back into the living room and stood in front of the window.  T.J. was still down there.

When Terry came back after his first tour, he had become a Lance Corporal E-3.  He got to stay home for three weeks.  He had a different insignia on his uniform with two guns crossing underneath a single stripe.  

“What, are you going to start collecting those things?”  T.J. asked.

“Fuck you,” Terry had said.  I laughed, then T.J. laughed too.

“Can I have your other one?” T.J. asked him.

Terry looked down at his uniform.  It was freshly pressed and tucked in.  His boots shined.  He looked grown up.  He cleared his throat.

“No, no you can’t,” he told T.J.

T.J. looked at him.  Then he said, “Dude, I’m just fucking with you.  What would I do with a Marines patch?”

I laughed, then Terry laughed too.  We were drinking whiskey again, and even the same whiskey; but it felt different.  But it was that night that the acid was decided upon.  

So Terry left and that was that.  He left us in charge of the acid and when he died he left us with nine hits between two people.  Except that T.J. was taking it all himself.  He started on Wednesday afternoon after we had carried Terry’s casket down the stairs of Saint Mary’s church.  He thought I was angry about the whole thing but I was angry about other things instead.  

I moved away from the window and into the kitchen.  I took a glass from the drying rack on the counter, turned the faucet on and held the glass under it.  Before the water reached the top I took it away and moved it to my lips.  I took a drink.  Then I took another drink.  The water had a funny taste.  I spilled it into the sink and put the glass back on the drying rack.  I turned the faucet off.  

I tucked my undershirt in, opened the door to my apartment, walked down the stairs and outside.  A red car was coming down the street.  I waited for it to pass, then crossed and walked into T.J.’s yard.  I waved to him.  Then I waved again.

I said, “Yo T.J.”

“Oh, hey,” he said.

“What are you doing later?”

“The same thing I’m doing now.”

“Just standing there?”

“Standing and looking at that cake, wondering.”

“Cake?”

“Yeah, the one in the street.”

“Where?”  I looked at the street.  It was wet.

“Right there in the street you goddamn nutcase.”  He dropped his cigarette on the ground.  It made a hissing sound.  It went out very abruptly. 

I looked at the street again.  There was no cake.  Well, that was T.J. for you.

“Is it run over?”  I asked.

“Of course it’s run over!  What are you, blind?  It’s in the middle of the street.”

He wiped his hands on his pants.  His eyes were dilated and bloodshot; a combination I had learned in a medical class once that should not exist.  I put my hands in my pocket and touched my thighs over the material of my jeans.


“Who do you think dropped it?”  I asked.


“Probably a little kid.  You know how they’re always running.”


“Yeah,” I said, “yeah.”


I took a few steps onto his porch.  A minute passed.  Then another minute.  I made as if to sit down.


“Don’t do that, help me with this shovel.”


He got off the porch and walked around the house and I followed him.  He took a shovel leaning near the side door and gave it to me.  I took it and looked at it.  


“T.J., what can—”


“I’m going inside to get a garbage bag, wait here,” he said.


He went inside and I waited.  I heard pots clanging and two doors shut.  I waited some more.  He turned the stereo in the living room on.  Next, he came out.  He had a black garbage bag in one hand.  


“Give me that, hold this,” he said.  We switched.  He led the way to the street.  I was a few steps behind him.  He looked right, then walked to the middle.  Then he began to dig up a pothole that had been covered with hot patch a few days ago.  The tar and the gravel sparkled in the sun and the cold and the wetness surrounding it.  The shovel was a flat-head spade and rusted.


I held the bag as T.J. dug.  He lifted chunks of hot patch carefully into it.  They thudded against the street as they hit the bottom of the bag.  He put the spade into the middle of the patch and put his right foot on the flat end and pushed down.  He put his whole weight on it, bent back and dug deep.  It was heavy stuff.  He lifted the shovel again and again.  The hot patch was smeared all over the street.  He picked up what he could with the spade and put it in the bag.  I could tell the shoveling was important to him.  It became important to me to hold the bag.


“Goddamn kids,” he said.


“There’s more over there,” I said.  I pointed to what I meant.


He dug the spade into the street.  He was breathing hard.  It was cool and quiet all around.  I held the bag and waited.  It was very cool and quiet.  That’s all I could think about.
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Slavery

The Cozad-Bates House and the Underground Railroad


Hope has many definitions: To believe, desire, or trust the feeling that what is wanted can be had, and that everything will turn out for the best.
 Sometimes hope can mean a wish for something, with the expectation that it will be fulfilled. In the early 1800’s, “Hope” was even the code name for the city of Cleveland on the Underground Railroad. To a slave, hope often meant faith- faith that freedom awaited to the North, under the guiding light of the Big Dipper and the kindness of a stranger ferrying you across the water to freedom. Many historians and locals believe that the Cozad-Bates House in Cleveland, Ohio was used for just such a purpose, to hide escaped slaves and take them to the shores of Lake Erie where they were ferried across to Canada. There is no direct evidence that either proves nor disproves the Cozad-Bates House’s connection to the Underground Railroad movement. More than twenty students doing as much as 100 combined hours of researching diaries and local history at the Western Reserve Historic Society has yielded little or no evidence supporting the claim that the Cozad Bates House was a stop on the Underground Railroad.

The Cozad-Bates House was built in 1853 for Justus L. Cozad in Cleveland, Ohio. Both the Cozad and Ford families were known abolitionists in Cleveland. There is even documented proof in the form of Justus Cozad’s personal diary which shows that the 

Cozad family employed and had direct contact with many runaway slaves
. According to the Cleveland Restoration Society, the Cozads would hide runaway slaves in their house during the day and then transport the slaves by cart under the cover of darkness to the home of a freedman named John Brown where they would wait for safe passage across Lake Erie.
 However, after carefully analyzing the personal diaries of both Justus L. Cozad and Horatio Ford, there appears to be no direct indication of the families harboring or aiding fleeing slaves. You would think that something this significant would be mentioned in someone’s daily diary. Still, despite the fact that the Cozad family’s written history does not directly suggest their involvement in harboring slaves, local Cleveland area history perhaps does

The two most important issues to consider in determining whether or not the Cozad-Bates House was a stop on the Underground Railroad are the Fugitive Slave Law passed in 1850, and the role that the Underground Railroad played on both a local and national level. The Fugitive Slave Law of 1850 stated that any federal marshal who did not arrest a runaway slave could be subject to a $1,000 fine. Suspected runaways could be arrested on sight with little more evidence than a man saying he was the owner of the runaway. The runaway was then denied a jury, was powerless to testify on his or her own behalf, and would promptly be returned to bondage in the south. The rewards for capture of escaped slaves were so enticing that bounty hunters would often capture legally free blacks and sell them back into bondage under the façade of the Fugitive Slave Law. Any person, whether they were white or black, who was found aiding a runaway by providing shelter, food or assistance in any other way could be imprisoned for up to six months and fined $1,000.
 

The Underground Railroad is said to have begun around the later part of the 18th century as part of an ongoing effort to abolish slavery. It began as and remained a fragmented and disjointed system of transporting slaves to the northern states and Canada throughout its existence. Despite the Railroad’s lack of communication between branches, it was still able to successfully move hundreds of slaves northward every year.
 After the Fugitive Slave Law of 1850 was passed, it was no longer safe for fleeing slaves to remain in the northern states. It was now necessary for slaves to push even further north into Canada in order to escape their harsh lives of captivity and oppression in both the Northern and Southern States.

Ohio was crucial to the success of the Underground Railroad. According to author Jean Backs, at least 40,000 runaway slaves escaped to Canada through Ohio. About three thousand miles of Underground Railroad “routes” intersected across Ohio (see figure 1), with most heading northeast for Cleveland. For security reasons, few records were kept of the actual numbers and identities of the slaves that passed through on their way to freedom in Canada. But despite the lack of records, there is still enough consistent information to show that Ohio had more “stations” than any other state.

Ohio was the penultimate destination for many of the fleeing slaves because Canada lay just on the other side of Lake Erie. Just a hop, skip and a jump across the lake and slaves would be safe from the greedy clutches of slave and bounty hunters. Ohio had hundreds of different trails all leading north to the port city of Cleveland, code named “Hope.” With the states of Kentucky and Virginia to the south and Lake Erie to the north, Ohio was the perfect staging ground for quickly shepherding slaves into Canada. Slaves used to only have to cross into the northern states’ territory to be freed, but the passing of the two Fugitive Slave Laws made it impossible for runaways to remain without becoming in danger of being unjustly sold back into slavery. Even though Ohio was one of the leading abolitionist states, the number of bounty hunters attracted by the volume of slaves passing through the area made it unsafe for slaves to remain for long periods of time. They had to be moved quickly to avoid attracting attention to both the slaves and those helping them.

It is not hard to understand why Ohio is very proud of its anti-slavery history and fearless abolitionist conductors on the Underground Railroad. Despite the dangers to both the runaways and those aiding in their flight to freedom, the Fugitive Slave Law was openly defied again and again in Ohio. Articles were published in the Cleveland newspaper, The Daily Free Democrat, freely stating that “Over three hundred fugitives have passed through this section of the state on their way to Canada since the enactment of the fugitive law.”
 This kind of barefaced publication showed that the people of Cleveland would not roll over for such an unreasonable and unconstitutional law.

Cleveland’s reputation for aiding runaways became so well known that slave hunters would frequently turn up in Cleveland with the hope of catching a runaway or two. The city became a “stamping ground for professional slave hunters.” The people of Cleveland were so determined to protect the slaves from bounty hunters that local Abolitionists offered a five dollar reward to the first person who would ring the Stone Church bell if they saw a slave hunter in town.

There is plenty of evidence stating that Cleveland was a hub for anti-slavery activities. The Cozads and Fords were well-documented local abolitionist activists, who whether directly or indirectly helped move many runaways to freedom. The Cozad-Bates House was recently granted status as a historical monument by the National Historic Society, but not for the reason that you might expect. A proposal was made in 1975 to the Landmark Commission of Cleveland that the Cozad-Bates House be given historical status not because it might be a stop on the Underground Railroad, but because it 

…is a notable example of Italianate architecture, and is associated with some of the most important settlers of East Cleveland. It stands in the heart of the University Circle development area as the only relatively early structure belonging to a family which helped to settle the area.

Joan Southgate, author of In Their Path, herself said she did not care if the house was a stop on the Underground Railroad; she wanted it preserved for the same reason as the proposal. So if no one really cares if the Cozad-Bates House was a stop on the Underground Railroad, why are they saying that it is?
In fact, the Cozad-Bates House took over thirty years to finally be given status as an Underground Railroad station. The proposal was made during one of the worst periods in Cleveland’s history. In 1978, the city was in danger of going bankrupt.
 A string of bad mayors and a critical financial situation left the city almost in ruins. In addition to the cities financial crisis, the racial tensions in the city were still very high due the federally ordered desegregation of schools nationwide. Northern states were ordered to desegregate their schools in 1973, but Cleveland managed to delay obeying the federal court’s orders for almost two years.
 The Cozad-Bates House proposal was probably made under the façade of protecting one of the oldest buildings in the city in order to avoid racial conflicts which could have resulted if the building was associated with slavery and the Underground Railroad. The proposal was also probably made in the hopes of trying to help restore Cleveland’s national image.

Now, the house sits alone and in disrepair as the only pre-Civil War era structure remaining in the area. It was built in a time when slaves were fleeing for their very lives, risking everything to make it to a place where they would be safe. The Underground Railroad and the Fugitive Slave Law were real to these people, not something that you read about in a textbook. The facts tell us that the Cozad-Bates House was not a stop on the Underground Railroad, but that doesn’t really mean anything. It is just a building, yes, but it represents something that many people took for granted in those days: hope, faith and freedom.

I think it is a wonderful idea to turn the Cozad-Bates House into a museum about Cleveland’s historic connections to slavery. What better way to present an exhibit than in a building that was around during that very time in history. However, I don’t think that this is the best time for such a costly undertaking. Ndeda Letson, the Development Service Manager for University Circle Inc and the new owners of the Cozad-Bates House, estimated that it would take several million dollars to restore the building alone. Cleveland is the poorest city in the United States according to the United States Census Bureau
, and ranked number seven for most dangerous US cities by MSNBC
. With statistics like these, Cleveland can not afford to be spending millions of dollars refurbishing Civil War era buildings. Instead, Cleveland should be investing that money in issues such as education and crime prevention. Cleveland should not be using the Cozad-Bates House to try and restore its nation image. Rather, the city should restore its economy and national status and then worry about fixing up the house. The Cozad-Bates House has survived this long; it can wait a bit longer.
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Raymond Bial, The Underground Railroad, http://education.ucdavis.edu/NEW/STC/lesson/socstud/railroad/Map.htm (1995).
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The Helen B. Sharnoff Award

1st Prize

Paul Hay

I Cannot Bear Another Twilight Walk

By Paul Hay

I cannot bear another twilight walk.

No longer can I stroll the gravel paths

And listen to the tired robins talk

And hear the rustling maple branches’ laughs.


My eyes are weary of the setting sun,


Whose slow descent is hastened by gray clouds


That threaten rain. Another day is done,


A single stranger lost among the crowds.

A distant bell is tolling, but the hour
Means little to me now, alone and lost.

The journey home would sap me of my power

And for such pain is hardly worth the cost.


So come with me, and ease me of my woe,


And in the night together we will go.
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� Other, less common, forms of synesthesia involve links between other senses.  These can include tasting shapes (a lemon tastes pointy), hearing textures (some music sounds wavy), seeing sounds (a voice that looks like a flame), or smelling images (a stained glass window smells minty).  (Cytowic 1-2)


� The common assignment of color is most often seen in vowels, especially the phonetic opposites ‘e’ (yellow or white), which is light and airy, and ‘u’ (brown or black) which is heavy and dark (Hunt 143).  The letter ‘a’ is often seen as a bright, deep red, which brings to mind The Scarlet Letter and questions the appearance of mild forms of synesthesia (Hawthorne was not a known synesthete) in ordinary people.


� Random House Inc, Dictionary.com, � HYPERLINK "http://dictionary.reference.com/browse/hope" ��http://dictionary.reference.com/browse/hope� (2006).


� Justus Cozad, “Life and Times of Justus Cozad 1833-1910,” Western Reserve Historical Society, Cleveland, Ms2666, Folder 3, 32.


� Cleveland Restoration Society, “Cozad-Bates House” (Cleveland: Allied Printing, n.d).


� Hugh Thomas, The Slave Trade: History of the Atlantic Slave Trade, 1440-1870, � HYPERLINK "http://www.spartacus.schoolnet.co.uk/USASfugitive.htm" ��http://www.spartacus.schoolnet.co.uk/USASfugitive.htm� (2006).


� PBS Online, People & Events: The Underground Railroad c.1780 - 1862, � HYPERLINK "http://www.pbs.org/wgbh/aia/part4/4p2944.html" ��http://www.pbs.org/wgbh/aia/part4/4p2944.html� (1998).


� Jean Backs, Ohio’s Underground Railroad to Freedom, � HYPERLINK "http://www.ohiodnr.com/parks/explore/magazine/sprsum96/UNDERGRR.htm" ��http://www.ohiodnr.com/parks/explore/magazine/sprsum96/UNDERGRR.htm� (Accessed on Nov. 30 2006).


� The Daily Free Democrat, 5 October 1850, cited in Annals of Cleveland, WPA, Vol. 33, p.417.


� William Ganson Rose, Cleveland: The Making of a City. (Cleveland: The World Publishing Company, 1950), 229.


� John Doe, “Proposal to Landmark Commission,” 6 December 1975, Western Reserve Historical Society, Ms. 277, p.60.


� TIME Magazine, Cleveland: Facing Collapse? � HYPERLINK "http://www.time.com/time/magazine/article/0,9171,946142,00.html?promoid=googlep" ��http://www.time.com/time/magazine/article/0,9171,946142,00.html?promoid=googlep� (Nov. 13 1978).


� Robert Lowe, The Strange History of School Desegregation, � HYPERLINK "http://www.rethinkingschools.org/archive/18_03/stra183.shtml" ��http://www.rethinkingschools.org/archive/18_03/stra183.shtml� (2004).


� United States Census Bureau, List of the poorest major cities in the United States, � HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/List_of_the_poorest_major_cities_in_the_United_States" ��http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/List_of_the_poorest_major_cities_in_the_United_States� (2004).


� Associated Press, Report finds St. Louis most dangerous U.S. city, � HYPERLINK "http://www.msnbc.msn.com/id/15475741/?GT1=8618" ��http://www.msnbc.msn.com/id/15475741/?GT1=8618� (2006).
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