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On behalf  of  our mascot, Mr. Albert 
Cornelius Bumbledeer, we would like 
to say welcome. Welcome to a bundle 
of  wondrous adventures and striking 
delicacies.
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Dear Reader,

Welcome to the eleventh edition 
of  Audeamus! This was a pivotal year for 
Audeamus, as we dared to transition from an 
exclusively UC-wide journal to a national 
journal, accepting submissions from any two 
and four-year accredited university. Ultimately, 
we received 164 total submissions from over 
thirty different colleges across the nation. 
These submissions – of  which 64 were poetry, 
41 were fiction or nonfiction, 33 were artwork 
or photography, 21 were research, 4 were 
music, and 1 was a video media submission 
– were diligently reviewed by our editorial 
board, who picked 14 of  the most original 
and innovative pieces to share with you in this 
edition.

It is no wonder that this spectacular 
turnout coincided with the theme for 
Audeamus XI – Spectacle. We wanted our 
journal to capture the essence of  the word, 
invoking a sense of  wonder, surprise, or 
enlightenment that resonates within the hearts 
and minds of  our audience. As a national 
multidisciplinary honors journal, Audeamus is a 
natural place to celebrate what writers, poets, 
researchers, artists, musicians, videographers, 
and photographers find most fantastic and 

profound about 
our world. 

Throughout this 
journey, our diverse editorial 
board was enhanced by many 
advocates from various fields and 
backgrounds. We would like to sincerely 
thank our staff  advisor Jane Kim, our 
faculty advisor Dr. Richard Cardullo, as well 
as the remaining staff  of  University Honors 
for their support and assistance in the creation of  
this journal. Our editorial board also had the privilege 
of  meeting with faculty members; thank you Dr. Josh 
Emmons, Dr. Richard Rodriguez, Dr. Kate Sweeney, 
Dr. Richard Cardullo, Dr. Keith Harris, Dr. Deborah 
Wong, and graduate students Irvin Gonzalez and 
Maggie Sniffen for sharing valuable perspectives with us 
on multiple different fields of  study.

I also would like to personally thank my editorial 
board and fellow lead editors for the privilege it has 
been to be your Editor in Chief. This experience has 
truly been spectacular and I will forever be thankful.

And so, without further ado… Audeamus XI!

Warmest Regards,
Ashlee Simon, Audeamus XI Editor-in-Chief
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Topic: Agarose Gel Electrophoresis (Reuse Old Gels)
Date: 11 October 2016

Purpose: Resolve results from prior PCR, refer to Lab Notebook 
Page 58.

Procedure: Refer to Lab Notebook Page 15.
*Note: Old 1.5% agarose gels will be used, WEAR RESPIRATOR WHEN 
MICROWAVING GELS!!!

Conclusion:

I knew this smell.
A smell of  gentle fibers wafting in,
Into my lungs: 
Filling my nostrils,
Shielding myself  from
The outside poison…
When, I recall,
I would exhale them.

I knew this smell.
Because incense was not poison,
But my breath was…
When I was young
And viruses clung

To every word I spoke:
Infecting the world,
Sapping away strength.

I knew this smell.
As I stand next to the microwave,
As sugars and ethidium
Swirl into liquid,
And I inhaled the fiber
And not the vapors
Of  gels I made,
Made again for my use.

But the fluid boiled away
More easily than before.
I put more gel in the flask

Korbin Kleczko/UC Riverside

POETRY

ab 
Notebook, 
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Like a cancer: consuming
Everything around me
Until I had enough...
I know this smell.
It fueled my early motivation
With curiosity in cells.
Of  growth... movement;
Apoptosis... senescence;
Replication... structure;
Interaction... moderation;
A lack of  control.

I know this smell.
It is standard among respirators.
Standard for years,
But my usage changes
As years go by.
And life changes.

We fade into dust in the air
And the respirator keeps it out.

I know this smell.
I know it as protection and fear
Of  the unknown.
Mystery and inquisition,
They mold into one:
A more comforting value
Than zero, which looms...
It looms over all I do.

The bands separated out:
30 minutes at 100 volts.
The ultraviolet light flashed,
And I saw only the ladder.
No result. Final conclusion:
Contamination in the water.
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During the 19th century, 
attitudes toward sexuality 
and sexual expression 

began to shift from “a time of  direct 
gestures, shameless discourse, and 
open transgressions” to an era of  more 
“carefully confined” sexuality (Foucault 
3). As a result, sex became limited to 
the heterosexual couple with the sole 
purpose of  reproduction—effectively 
establishing a standard of  sexuality that 
all Victorians were expected to adhere 
to. One may argue that this standard 
sought to silence individuals whose 
sexuality fell outside of  the acceptable 
margins. However, as Michel Foucault 
explains in The History of  Sexuality, 
the Victorian period was characterized 
by an increasing interest in deviant 
sexualities—leading to the “incitement 
to discourse” that sought to medicalize 
sex via confession and psychoanalysis 
(17). That is not to say that sexual 
variance was encouraged by any means, 
but rather that the accumulation of  
knowledge on the subject allowed for the 
further ostracizing of  individuals with 
nonconforming sexualities.

Sexual variance included—but 

was not 
limited to—
homosexuality, 
bisexuality, trans-
identification, and 
sexual fetishism, all of  
which was met with social 
and legal condemnation. To 
avoid this, most sexual “deviants” 
restricted their sex practices to the 
private sphere. Behind closed doors, 
they were able to fully engage in sex 
that transgressed societal norms, all 
the while avoiding punishment for 
violating legislation—namely, the 1885 
Criminal Law Amendment Act. This 
law sought to limit “the publicity of  
homosexuality, and not homosexuality 
itself ” (Adut 224). In doing so, the law 
emphasized the threat of  homosexuality 
on the impressionable minds of  women 
and children, who could potentially 
be “corrupt[ed] or tempt[ed]” by the 
“’nameless’ crime” that was sodomy 
(Adut 223). With this, Adut challenges 
Foucault’s concept of  the “incitement to Noah Avidan/University of Florida

RESEARCH

 
 

Homoeroticism 
and Victorian 
Morality in The 
Picture of 
Dorian Gray
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members of  the Victorian aristocracy 
were inclined to adopt a more lenient 
and leisurely schedule simply because 
they could afford to do so. The working-
class, subjected to a demanding capitalist 
schedule, had neither the willpower nor 
the means to stray from the standard 
Victorian conception of  time.

With its general indifference toward 
reproduction and the family structure, 
“queer time” also posed a major threat 
to the institution of  marriage, and 
even further, monogamy. Rather than 
adhering to the “strict bourgeois rules 
of  respectability and scheduling” that 
attempted to govern sexual behavior 
and marriage, the queer counterculture 
engaged in sex with multiple partners 
regardless of  gender, age, or class 
(Halberstam 5). This put patriarchal 
inheritance at risk, eliciting moral 
outrage from all factions of  Victorian 
heteronormative society—religious, 
political, and economic. By attempting 
to move sex and sexuality out of  the 
private domain and into the public 
sphere, queer counterculture defiled 
“the prime requisite of  respectability” 
and “paramount principle of  the 

19th-century English public sphere”—
reticence (Adut 222). This was eventually 
met with hostility from the Victorian 
majority and subsequently the enactment 
of  laws aimed at punishing transgressors 
and shunning deviant sexual behavior.

Given the conditions under 
which homosexual expression could be 
punished, relationships between men in 
the Victorian period can be read through 
a queer lens as “homosocial desire”, a 
phrase that suggests eroticism regardless 
of  the nature of  the relationship 
(Sedgwick 696). In Between Men, Eve 
Sedgwick explains that the patriarchal 
society of  Victorian England was 
saturated with homophobia, creating a 
rupture in the homosocial continuum 
that ranges from “men-loving-men” to 
“men-promoting-the-interests-of-
men” (698). Because of  this, male 
relationships were confined 
to the platonic side of  the 
continuum in an attempt 
to maintain masculine 
interests and 
avoid social 
conviction. 
That is 

discourse,” 
suggesting 

that repression 
and privacy 

were fundamental 
characteristics of  

Victorian sexuality in 
the attempt to maintain 

a reproductive Victorian 
puritanism as well as one’s own 

reputation within Victorian society. 
That being said, the queer counterculture 
implemented alternative modes of  sexual 
expression that did not explicitly address 
homosexuality. Victorian homosexuality 
was henceforth characterized by the 
adoption of  “queer time” as an area of  
pleasure and indulgence, the promotion 
of  homosocial bonds between men, and 
a general movement toward Aestheticism 
as a means to condemn the Victorian 
masculine ideal.

Judith Halberstam’s notion of  
“queer time” works to challenge the 
standard of  Victorian heteronormative 
society. That is, it developed “in 
opposition to the institutions of  family, 

heterosexuality, and reproduction” 
that Foucault previously mentioned 
(Halberstam 1). While Halberstam 
argues that this concept emerged at the 
end of  the 20th century, its relevance 
throughout history is made abundantly 
clear when applied to the Victorian 
period. Rather than enforcing a timeline 
that underlined efficiency, production, 
and longevity, the queer counterculture 
sought to implement a perception of  
time that focused instead on “the here, 
the present, the now,” making time for 
indulgence and pleasure that would 
be otherwise impossible given the 
strict capitalist ambitions of  industrial 
Victorian society (Halberstam 2). 
Because of  this, queerness often was 
associated with hedonism, a quality 
altogether repugnant to Victorian 
morality since it blatantly disregards 
self-control—a major component of  the 
Victorian masculine ideal. While 20th-
century proponents of  “queer time”—
according to Halberstam—were mainly 
members of  low socioeconomic status 
(i.e. homeless people, sex workers, the 
unemployed), the opposite is true of  its 
19th-century proponents (10). In fact, 
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homoerotic—significance between the 
men.

The views of  queer counterculture 
during the Victorian period coincided 
most with the Aesthetics Movement 
of  the 19th century. This movement 
is often regarded as the promotion 
of  “beauty as an end in itself, and 
[an] attempt to preserve the arts from 
subordination to moral, didactic, or 
political purposes” (Baldick). Like the 
queer counterculture, the Aesthetics 
Movement sought to denounce the 
preconceived mindset that was Victorian 
intellectualism, emphasizing a more 
emotional and instinctive appreciation 
of  beauty—both in art and in life. 
Furthermore, it represented a shift 
in the way men expressed themselves 
through their wardrobe, opinions, 
and behaviors. Whereas mainstream 
Victorian attitudes reinforced notions of  
masculinity that were rational and virile, 
Aestheticism sought to “reconfigure 
[one’s] fear of  feminization” by way 
of  artistic expression and appreciation 
of  femininity altogether (Schaffer 39). 
As Schaffer suggests, male Aesthetes 
embraced beauty in traditionally feminine 

areas—
namely 
“the 
decoration 
of  homes and 
bodies” (40). This 
interest in fashion, 
jewelry, and other 
adornments often led to 
“condemn[ation] for effeminacy” 
and eventually harassment from both 
social and legal standpoints for these 
male Aesthetes (Schaffer 39).

Arguably the most recognized 
Aesthete of  the Victorian period, Oscar 
Wilde “constructed himself  as a grateful 
and appreciative inheritor of  women’s 
culture” (Schaffer 41). His fascination 
with beauty and art transgressed the 
conventional interests of  Victorian 
men, as did his sexual urges. Wilde’s 
homosexuality was not entirely unknown 
to the general public, but rather “part 
and parcel of  his public persona” (Adut 
214). However, given his celebrity 
status, and the fact that his homosexual 
behavior was confined to a private 

not to say, however, that homosexuality 
was entirely eradicated during this period, 
but rather that it became increasingly 
imbued in the everyday relationships of  
heterosexual men. Sedgwick cites Gayle 
Rubin, asserting that “the oppression of  
homosexuals is… a product of  the same 
system whose rules and relations oppress 
women” (698). However, one could 
argue that instances of  homosociality—
regardless of  their underlying 
eroticism—were more highly regarded 
than male-female relationships simply 
because they denounced femininity all 
together.

The significance of  male bonding 
in lieu of  homosexual expression can be 
conceptualized via René Girard’s notion 

of  the “erotic triangle” (Sedgwick 
707). This structure places two 

“rivals” and one “beloved” at 
each point of  the triangle 

and implies that “the 
bond that links the two 

rivals is as intense 
and potent as 

the bond 
that links 

either 

of  the rivals to the beloved” (Sedgwick 
708). A standard triangle would designate 
the positions of  “rivals” to men and 
“beloved” to a woman. By implying 
that the woman’s sole purpose is to be 
“won” by one of  the men, the structure 
effectively lessens her significance 
entirely. This, in turn, suggests a 
relationship between the two men that 
is “more heavily determinant of  actions 
and choices” and thus involves more 
strength and passion than either man’s 
relationship with the woman (Sedgwick 
708). With this model in mind, it is easy 
to identify these recurring instances of  
male bonding and female inferiority in 
Victorian literature as being indicative 
of  homoeroticism. It is also worthy to 
note that, according to Sedgwick, the 
erotic triangle is “symmetrical,” that 
is, “its structure would be relatively 
unaffected… by a change in the gender 
of  one of  the participants” (709). An 
erotic triangle composed entirely of  
men would operate in the same way, 
emphasizing the bond between two 
of  its components while subsequently 
effeminizing the third in an attempt 
to establish homosocial—and 
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so limited and vulgar” as the Victorian 
period (37). With this, Wilde seems to be 
criticizing the advancement of  traditional 
heteronormative 
values—a primary 
feature of  “straight 
time”—by insisting 
instead on the 
advancement of  
Harry’s self-involved and negligent 
principles, which are more commonly 
associated with “queer time.” As a 
result, Harry’s fascination with Dorian 
operates in opposition to the “straight 
time” agenda, eventually culminating 
with Dorian’s desire to influence men 
with these queer values later in the novel.
This effectively modifies Halberstam’s 
notion of  generational progression 
as an exclusively heteronormative 
characteristic.

The recurring denunciation of  
marriage and the family structure 
throughout the novel similarly works to 
locate certain characters within the realm 
of  “queer time”, as their views move 
further away from the heteronormative 
values of  Victorian society. Harry, the 
most outspoken critic of  marriage in the 

entire novel, is in fact married himself. 
His wife, appropriately named Victoria—
as if  to suggest nothing more than the 

archetypal Victorian 
woman—appears 
only once as she is 
introduced to Dorian. 
Wilde’s description 
of  her is short and 

wholly unflattering,        detailing her 
attempt “to look picturesque, but only 
succeed[ing] in being untidy” (46). 
Following her introduction, Harry urges 
Dorian to “never marry at all” because it 
ends in disappointment for both parties 
involved (47). His attitude impedes on 
the heteronormative timeline by which 
all Victorian men were expected to 
adhere, prompting the reader to question 
Harry’s motive in dissuading Dorian 
from marrying. Thus, one could 
argue that Harry’s fascination 
with Dorian is in fact of  a 
sexual or even romantic 
nature, and that 
his discouraging 
of  marriage 
serves as a 
means of  

“One could argue that Harry’s 
fascination with Dorian is in fact of 
a sexual or even romantic nature. ”

sphere, 
Wilde’s 

transgressions 
were not initially 

censured. That is until 
Wilde publicly sued the 

Marquess of  Queensbury 
for libel after being accused as 

a “sodomite” for having sexual 
relations with the Marquess’s son. 

As Adut explains, the “disruptive 
publicity” of  Wilde’s sexual deviance 
was what led to his inevitable downfall 
(243). Once this transgression became 
public, authorities were forced to make 
an example of  Wilde in an attempt 
to protect the vulnerable purity of  
Victorian society. Thus, his infamous 
conviction for gross indecency was 
considered one of  the greatest scandals 
of  the 19th century. Taking into account 
Wilde’s sexuality and the scandal 
surrounding it, The Picture of  Dorian Gray 
can be read entirely through a queer 
lens as it emphasizes “queer time,” 
homosocial bonds, and the Aesthetics 
Movement.

By repeatedly embracing leisure 
and pleasure throughout the novel, 
Wilde’s characters effectively adhere to 
Halberstam’s notion of  “queer time” as 
a means of  expressing homoeroticism in 
lieu of  a heteronormative lifestyle. Lord 
Henry Wotton, or Harry, as his friends 
call him, is the chief  advocate of  this 
notion. A member of  the aristocracy, 
Harry lives a life of  comfort and luxury 
with little regard for punctuality or 
productivity. To Harry, “punctuality is 
the thief  of  time” (45). This effectively 
places Harry outside of  the Victorian 
ideal that Halberstam would refer to 
as “straight time”, which prioritizes 
efficiency as a means of  advancing 
traditional Victorian values from one 
generation to the next. During a visit 
with his uncle, another proponent of  
“great aristocratic art of  doing absolutely 
nothing,” Harry expresses his curiosity 
regarding his new acquaintance—Mr. 
Dorian Gray (33). His interest is not so 
much an attempt to better understand 
Dorian’s past, but rather a potential 
opportunity to project his influence 
onto Dorian, which Harry believes to be 
“the most satisfying joy left…in an age 
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queer reading prompted by Sedgwick’s 
notion of  homosocial bonds would 
suggest homoerotic desire underlying 
the relationships between men in the 
novel. Given the overt homophobia that 
permeated throughout the Victorian 
period, Wilde’s detailed prose elucidates 
desire and sexuality that would not have 
even been published had it explicitly 
addressed homosexuality. With the 
introduction of  Basil Hallward, the 
reader is made entirely aware of  an artist 
whose apparent homosexuality is stifled 
by his fear of  contempt. In an attempt 
to repress his sexuality, Basil withholds 
his most remarkable piece of  art—the 
portrait of  Dorian—for fear that he 
has “shown in it 
the secret of  [his] 
soul” (9). The 
secret being, of  
course, that Basil 
has fallen in love 
with Dorian, and 
moreover that this 
love has awakened 
in him “an entirely 
new manner in art” with “all the passion 
of  the romantic spirit” and “perfection 

of  
the 
spirit 
that is 
Greek” 
(13). With 
this, Basil refers 
back to the Hellenic 
period in which male 
homosexuality was “a 
widespread, licit, and very 
influential part of  the culture” 
(Sedgwick 698). It is with this Hellenic 
spirit of  homoeroticism that Basil is 
able to conceptualize his own desire for 
Dorian and create art that is emotional 
and authentic. However, this desire is 

hindered by Basil’s 
apprehension to 
his own otherness. 
“It is better not to 
be different from 
one’s fellows,” he 
explains to Harry, 
acknowledging 
the standards of  

Victorian society that are transgressed by 
his sexuality (7). Although Wilde never 
explicitly addresses homosexuality in the 

“Given the overt homophobia that 
permeated throughout the Victorian 

period, Wilde’s detailed prose elucidates 
desire and sexuality that would not 
have been published had it explicitly 

addressed homosexuality.”

preserving their relationship in lieu 
of  one that is both heterosexual and 
reproductive.

As Dorian begins to adapt Harry’s 
“queer” outlook on life, his priorities 
veer further away from “longevity as 
the most desirable future,” a quality that 
Halberstam associates with “straight 
time” and the aims of  heteronormative 
society (4). Instead, he resorts to what 
Halberstam would classify as risk 
practices—indulging in sex, drugs, and 
even art with little concern for his own 
future or reputation. While his escapades 
are never explicitly mentioned, Wilde 
provides the reader with moments of  
implied scandal to be read as evidence 
of  Dorian’s transgressions of  Victorian 

morality. “He consorted with thieves 
and coiners…brawl[ed] with 

foreign sailors in a low den 
in the distant parts of  

Whitechapel,” and caused 
both men and women 

to “grow pallid 
with shame” if  

he entered 
the same 

room 

(136). These encounters allude to “the 
encounters between homosexual men 
occurring in the dark suburbs of  the 
city” (Sanna 29). As Dorian continues 
to engage in these risk practices, it 
is said that the men with whom he 
fraternized were filled with “a madness 
for pleasure” that tarnished their 
prestigious reputations and drove many 
to suicide (145). For example, Dorian’s 
blackmailing of  Alan Campbell—
although it is never made entirely clear 
to the reader—insinuates a scandal of  
homoerotic nature. For fear of  exposing 
this supposed sexual encounter, Alan 
agrees to help Dorian get rid of  the 
body in his upstairs room—furthering 
not only Dorian’s negative influence but 
also his involvement in risk practices 
that “destabilize the normative values” 
of  Victorian society (Halberstam 10). 
In short, Halberstam’s notion of  “queer 
time” places Harry and Dorian within 
a timeframe that concerns itself  more 
with pleasure, intensity, and risk practices 
rather than heteronormative concerns of  
futurity and generational advancement.

While the novel is by no means 
categorized within the romance genre, a 
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mentioned scene, Harry’s attempt to 
dissuade Dorian from proposing to Sibyl 
coincides with the goals of  the erotic 
triangle. Harry’s description of  women 
as the “decorative sex”—of  which “only 
five…[are] worth talking to”—works 
to weaken heterosexual bonds and 
subsequently intensify the relationship 
between Dorian and himself  (47-8). 
Inevitably, Dorian’s infatuation with 
Sibyl dies out after a flawed performance 
that was “absolutely incompetent” and 
“absurdly artificial” (81). He refutes 
his feelings for her, claiming that her 
poor acting had “killed [his] love” and 
robbed him of  everything that her 
artistic excellence once inspired in 
him (84). His attitudes toward art and 
its role in interpreting reality directly 
match those of  Harry, suggesting to 
the reader that this growing influence 
over Dorian has lent itself  to an even 
stronger homosocial bond. Sibyl’s 
inevitable suicide signifies a collapse 
of  the heterosexual bond, allowing 
for the formation of  a different, yet 
“symmetrical,” triangle—consisting only 
of  the three male characters: Dorian, 
Harry, and Basil. The employment of  

an all-male erotic triangle works in a 
similar fashion, strengthening one bond 
while weakening the other. As Harry’s 
influence grows over Dorian, their 
bond intensifies at the expense of  the 
deteriorating Dorian-Basil relationship. 
Consequently, Basil is effeminized and 
therefore incapable of  contending for 
Dorian’s attention. His death at the 
hands of  Dorian is inevitable, much 
like Sibyl’s, considering the fundamental 
purpose of  the triangle—that is, the 
termination of  one relationship so that 
the other can thrive.

Wilde, a self-proclaimed Aesthete, 
uses the power of  beauty in art to 
address questions of  scandal and 
morality that were commonly associated 
with homosexuality in the Victorian 
period. As perceivers of  beauty, 
Harry and Dorian embrace 
Aestheticism through their 
appreciation of  the arts 
in an attempt to reject 
traditional Victorian 
values and freely 
express their 
sexuality. For 
Dorian, 

novel, Basil’s 
unrequited 

longing and 
romanticizing of  the 

artist-subject relationship 
make the reader painfully 

aware of  the commonalities 
between the writer and his 

character.
Basil is not the only character 

through which Wilde channels his 
homoerotic desires, however. Upon 
their first meeting, Harry compliments 
Dorian on his “marvelous youth” and 
“wonderfully beautiful face” (24). Like 
Basil, Harry is undeniably enthralled 
with Dorian’s pure beauty. However, 
Harry’s indifferent confidence allows 
him the leverage over Dorian that 
Basil—being hopelessly in love—cannot 
seem to muster. As a result, the bond 
between Harry and Dorian is able to 
grow stronger and more passionate 
than that of  Basil and Dorian. Wilde 
cleverly consummates this budding 
romance through the detailing of  a 

flower’s pollination by a bee, watched 
from afar by Dorian with “that strange 
interest in trivial things that we try to 
develop…when we are stirred by some 
new emotion for which we cannot find 
expression” (25). The flower, embodying 
the untainted beauty of  Dorian, quivers 
under the fertilizing influence of  the 
bee—a symbol of  Harry and his ability 
to impregnate, for lack of  a better word, 
Dorian with his Aesthete mentality. 
The scene serves as a representation of  
homosexual intercourse in which the 
penetrator instills onto the penetrated a 
previously unforeseen approach to life, 
and even further, to love. Like the flower, 
Dorian will use this newfound life 
force to develop and flourish until the 
inevitable test of  time begins to wither 
away at him.

Referring back to Sedgwick’s 
allusion to Girard’s erotic triangle, it 
is easy to identify instances in which a 
homosocial bond is significantly stronger 
than a heterosexual one. Sibyl Vane, the 
poor actress with whom Dorian falls 
in love, serves as the only real threat 
to the Dorian-Harry and Dorian-Basil 
bonds. To elaborate on a previously 
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that has become his life. However, 
the confession is met with absolute 
horror from Basil, who insists on prayer 
and repentance to cleanse Dorian’s 
soul. His advice indicates a return to 
the “Christian pathos” that Carroll 
mentioned, suggesting that for Basil, 
aestheticism was never “the whole of  
the art,” but rather a quality that he had 
adopted in order to prove “his devotion 
to Dorian” (Carroll 301). The discord 
between Dorian’s professed liberation 
and Basil’s immediate apprehension fills 
Dorian with “an uncontrollable feeling 
of  hatred” that compels him to brutally 
stab Basil to death (151). Unable to 
retreat back into the moral confines 
of  Victorian heteronormative society, 
Dorian — now crippled with guilt and 
paranoia — resorts to opium-dens with 
the hope of  destroying “the memory of  
old sins” and “curing [his] soul by means 
of  the senses” (176). The scene signifies 
a departure from Wilde’s customary 
emphasis on beauty throughout the 
novel. “Ugliness was the one reality,” 
according to Wilde — suggesting that 
the repugnant environment is simply 
the externalization of  Dorian’s wretched 

soul 
(177-
8). It 
is here 
that Dorian 
encounters Adrian 
Singleton, a former 
colleague and current 
opium addict who was once 
the object of  his influence. 
Adrian appears apathetic about 
his being excommunicated, claiming 
that as long as he has opium, “one 
doesn’t want friends” (179). Faced with 
the product of  his own moral depravity, 
Dorian’s subsequent vows of  self-
improvement attempt to realign him with 
the goals of  Victorian puritanism by any 
means possible.

However, Dorian’s lackluster 
attempt at redemption proves 
unsuccessful, as the portrait fails to 
change back to its original pristine 
form. True morality, for Wilde, does 
not equate to the Victorian ideal of  
Christian puritanism — it cannot simply 
be reclaimed by way of  petty acts of  

this artistic and sexual awakening begins 
when he sees Basil’s portrait of  him for 
the first time. “The sense of  his own 
beauty came on him like a revelation,” 
creating within Dorian a consciousness 
that was exciting and pure (27). It is with 
this intense admiration and “jealous[y] 
of… beauty that does not die” that 
Dorian unintentionally wishes eternal 
youth upon himself  while the portrait is 
resigned to bearing the sins of  his age 
(28). With each minute change to the 
portrait, Dorian’s inability to confront 
his faults becomes abundantly clear. His 
attempt to distance himself  from Harry’s 
corrupt influence proves unsuccessful, 
and he eventually resorts to locking the 
portrait away rather than dealing with 

its moral implications. Immediately 
following, Dorian indulges in 

theatre, music, décor, perfume, 
and other forms of  art in 

an attempt to stimulate 
his senses and distract 

from the always-
present portrait 

that threatens 
to reveal 

his 

tainted soul. With this “passionate 
absorption in mere existence,” Dorian 
relies on the promise of  his eternal youth 
to freely engage in scandalous behavior 
previously mentioned—specifically 
homoerotic affairs (135). While Wilde 
certainly does not glorify these scandals, 
he does not necessarily condemn them 
either. Instead, he presents the question 
of  moral achievement as an unresolvable 
conflict “between homoerotic 
aestheticism and Christian pathos”— the 
latter being the religious Victorian moral 
imperative (Carroll 288). This conflict, as 
Joseph Carroll suggests, reflects the real-
life anxieties of  Victorian homosexual 
men like Wilde whose internal desires 
did not adhere to the strict Victorian 
moral code.

It is precisely this internal 
dissonance that drives Dorian to murder 
Basil and initiates his downward spiral. 
Having revealed to him the portrait and 
thus the true nature of  his soul, Dorian 
essentially admits a lifetime of  sin to 
Basil. His initial calmness suggests a 
sense of  relief  for Dorian — having 
finally embraced the sins of  his age, he 
can now relish in the beloved debauchery 
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and impose a moral code that cannot 
and should not be so easily defined.

Unsurprisingly, The Picture of  
Dorian Gray was used against Wilde as 
evidence of  his criminal homosexuality 
during his prosecution. The underlying 
homoeroticism throughout the novel 
brought Wilde’s sexual transgressions 
to light, at which point there was no 
chance for legal redemption. Like his 
characters, Wilde’s inability to adhere 
to the arbitrary standards of  Victorian 
morality led to his downfall. In a letter to 
a friend, Wilde remarks on this likeness 
to his own work. “Basil Hallward is what 
I think I am: Lord Henry, what the world 
thinks me: Dorian what I would like to 
be — in other ages perhaps” (Carroll 
290). The artist who had revealed too 
much of  himself  in his work became, in 
the eyes of  the law, a hedonistic threat 
to the supposed purity of  Victorian 
society. In striving to create a piece of  
art that would resonate with readers 
as both true and emblematic, Wilde 
risked social condemnation and his very 
livelihood. Despite his imprisonment 
and subsequent death, The Picture of  
Dorian Gray should be read ultimately 

References/Citations available at 
audeamus.ucr.edu.

as a success. Wilde’s interest in “queer 
time,” homosociality, and homoerotic 
Aestheticism effectively “articulate[s] the 
anguish” of  an entire population whose 
sexuality had been repeatedly inhibited 
by the domineering Victorian authority 
(Carroll 303). With this novel, Wilde 
holds a mirror — or rather, a portrait — 
up to Victorian society with the intent of  
revealing onto it the repercussions of  its 
unyielding and egocentric values. 

kindness or 
self-sacrifice. 

Thus, Dorian’s 
stabbing of  the 

portrait and subsequent 
“suicide” does not register 

as having any “redemptive 
power,” but rather serves as a 

“capitulation to ultimate failure” 
(Carroll 302). Having exhausted all 

attempts at moral redemption, Dorian’s 
decision to destroy the portrait signifies 
his ultimate defeat, as the sins of  his age 
are finally returned to his now “withered 
[and] wrinkled” body (213). With this, 
one can assume that Wilde’s perception 
of  morality does not aim to separate 
Victorian puritanism from homoerotic 
Aestheticism, but rather offers an idea 
of  moral attainment that complicates the 
implications of  these polarities.

The preface of  the novel — added 
by Wilde after its initial publication—
elucidates these moral implications that 
were so heavily criticized by Victorian 
society at the time. “There is no such 
thing as a moral or an immoral book,” 

according to Wilde (3). Rather, morality 
constitutes a “subject-matter” of  the 
artist with which one can then create 
art that “is at once surface and symbol” 
(3-4). With this in mind, The Picture of  
Dorian Gray offers an objective account 
of  Victorian ethics that critiques both 
ends of  the moral spectrum — Victorian 
puritanism and hedonistic Aestheticism. 
On the one hand, traditional Victorian 
values aim to stifle one’s own 
individuality or “queerness” — be it 
through art, sex, or any other expressive 
vehicle. On the other, the dangers 
of  overindulgence seem to be just as 
threatening to one’s decency—especially 
considering Dorian’s ultimate fate. Wilde 
himself  does not advocate for either 
side, but instead relies on the power of  
perception to enlighten the reader since, 
according to Wilde, “it is the spectator, 
and not life, that art really mirrors” 
(4). With literature being a channel 
for artistic expression, the novel itself  
proposes different moral implications 
to different readers. It is with these 
conflicting interpretations that Wilde 
hopes to obscure the strict moral codes 
of  Victorian heteronormative society 
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Sculpture with B-M
ix Clay and Unfired Underglaze

Usually, older means wiser, but humans grow like trees, adding thick rings 
to signify years filled with experiences and thin rings for dry times without 

character growth. A tree can become large in only a few years, but an old tree can still 
be small. My work challenges the idea that wisdom is acquired automatically as we 
age, by comparing human age to the width of  trees. Young people with heavy years 
are more profound than those who have lived little. My inspiration for this piece, lies 
in Kate MacDowell, who sculpts porcelain figures, combining human and animal 

characteristics. Hoping to inspire her audience to interact with nature peacefully, 
instead of  destructively, she depicts humanity aggressively infringing on the 

organic world. One example is First and Last Breath, a sculpture of  a 
mother rabbit wearing a gas mask while nursing her newborn bunnies. 

It integrates ideas of  human-induced pollution from environmental 
science with the innate notion that living things nurture and 

care for one another. In my artwork, I am also trying to 
integrate concepts that are normally not connected while 

questioning societal beliefs.

Olivia Comstock/University of Idaho

ARTWORK/PHOTOGRAPHY

Head
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This research piece examines the literary, historical, and popular culture influences 
in the Showtime original series Penny Dreadful. As a hearkening to penny dreadfuls, 
serialized stories published during the Victorian era in England, the television show 
acts as a modernized penny dreadful, expressing not only the fears of  nineteenth-
century consumers, but modern audiences, as well. This paper therefore traces the 
history of  Victorian England through this context, as well as literary movements 
found within the Romantic and Victorian eras, including Aestheticism and 
Decadence; it will also explore theatrical techniques, particularly Grand Guignol, a 
horror styling of  late-nineteenth-century France. After tracing these histories, the 
paper will then juxtapose the original characters of  popular Victorian novels such as 
Frankenstein and The Strange case of  Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde with their televised 
adaptations to examine the meaning in their similarities and differences.

Abstract:

American sharpshooter Ethan 
Candler reclines in his chair, 
nestled in the corner of  a 

cramped nineteenth-century pub. 
Vanessa Ives, the enigmatic femme fatale, 
appears suddenly at the corner of  his 
table and abruptly begins, “I have a need 
of  some night work.”

Chandler smirks. “Oh, honey, don’t 
we all?”

Vanessa’s steely eyes do not shift 
from their fixed gaze as she takes the 
seat across from him. “I have a need 

for a gentleman who’s comfortable with 
firearms, and not hesitant to engage in 
dangerous endeavors.”

This scene from the first 
episode of  the Showtime original 
television series Penny Dreadful 
sets in motion the union 
of  Victorian literary 
characters, sensibilities, 
and the theatrical 
horror that had 
its start in 
the 1890s, 

Destenie Fafard/UC Riverside

RESEARCH

Nuances of 
Victorian Fear 
in Showtime’s 
Penny Dreadful

Too Many
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his creations. Instead of  using theology 
to interpret nature, scientists now 
turned to natural history, examining the 
world using geology and anthropology. 
Humans became closer to animals 
than to angels. The questions this new 
information raised and the fascination – 
or wariness – of  science appears in much 
of  the literary work popular at the time, 
namely Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein, 
and the confusion over humanity’s place 
in the world is a major theme of  Penny 
Dreadful. 

The latter part of  the period saw 
the leisure and prosperity normally 
associated with Victorianism realized. 
Artistic and literary movements looked 
back to mid-Victorian values and 
scoffed, simultaneously satirizing their 
own languid upper class. Consumerism 
and popular culture, too, began to 
take shape, the inception of  twenty-
first century mass culture (Greenblatt 
1029-31). This moment in the period 
encapsulates the overall sense Victorians 
had about their own history: one 
of  anxiety and decay. Throughout 
the era, rapid growth “tempered the 
triumphalism of  the Victorian spirit with 

[…] an 
anxious 
and self-
questioning 
melancholy” 
(Greenblatt 1018). 
This is the atmosphere 
into which was borne some 
of  the most enduring pieces 
of  art and literature, as well as 
the sensibilities and fears audiences 
maintained through time.

Demoralizing Literature

With the rise of  industry and 
the birth of  modern popular culture, 
Victorian England’s literacy increased. 
Technological advances meant cheaper 
means of  mass print, and compulsory 
education provided a wider literate 
audience (Greenblatt 1034). Books 
remained expensive and belonged mostly 
to middle-class readers, but periodicals 
of  all sorts became available for any 
reader. Works sold as full novels today 
were published serially in magazines at 

culminating in a piece of  entertainment 
brought from the nineteenth century 
into the modern canon. Directly pulling 
from its literary roots in novels like 
Frankenstein, Dracula, The Picture of  Dorian 
Gray, and The Strange Case of  Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde, the show is a televised penny 
dreadful, combining humanistic themes 
with the stylistic horror of  early- to late-
modern theatre and film. By tracing the 
show’s history through literature, theatre, 
and culture, one sees how the anxieties 
of  the Victorian’s newly-industrialized 
world is carried into today’s world via the 
horror genre.

A Modern Age

The stories that arose during 
England’s Victorian period, which 

spanned from 1830 to 1901, 
often acted as a response to, 

or an attempt to reconcile 
with, the daunting 

problems and 
questions of  the 

era, brought 
about 

largely 

by the Industrial Revolution. England 
was the first country to become 
industrialized, and in a rapid and 
unregulated transformation it witnessed 
a sharp shift from the emotional and 
liberalist Romantic era (Greenblatt 
1018). While the early years saw great 
advances, such as the first public railway 
in the world and a move toward a more 
inclusive Parliamentary system, they were 
also host to severe economic and social 
difficulties that would work themselves 
out through ingenuity and reform by 
the mid-Victorian period, which lasted 
until 1870 (Greenblatt 1021-22). Still, 
there seemed to be plenty of  concerns 
for Victorians. The rationalism brought 
about by scientific and technological 
advances challenged religious belief; 
“Higher Criticism,” the process of  
examining the Bible not as “sacredly 
infallible” but as a historical text, 
shocked believers (Greenblatt 1026-27). 
Charles Darwin’s evolutionary findings 
unsettled many as well, and asserted that 
humans could no longer be considered 
simply part of  the Chain of  Being, a 
hierarchy used to explain the world’s 
natural order with God reigning over 
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as paramount to works created during 
the Victorian era, and those that inspire 
Penny Dreadful. In 1816, at the height of  
the Romantic period, a group of  writers 
and thinkers holidayed at Lake Geneva in 
Switzerland. The infamous Lord Byron, 
known for his outrageous lifestyle as 
well as his highly dramatic literature, fled 
England to escape scandal and debt, 
renting a property called Villa Diodati 
(Hoobler 126-27, 138). Meanwhile, “the 
Shelleys,” comprised of  Percy Bysshe 
Shelley, his young mistress and eventual 
wife Mary Wollstonecraft Godwin, and 
her stepsister Jane “Claire” Clairmont, 
also traveled to Lake Geneva. They left 
England because of  Shelley’s restless 
need to travel, but the group’s motives 
were also tied to Claire’s short affair with 
Byron, as she was now pregnant with 
his child (Hoobler 127). Still, Shelley 
and Byron were close colleagues, and 
so – despite Byron’ reluctance to see 
Claire – the group passed much of  that 
summer together. Byron’s physician, 
John Polidori, also accompanied them; 
Polidori was from a distinguished Italian 
literary family and interested in a literary 
career. He had been promised payment 

by Byron’s publisher to write an account 
of  the poet’s European tour, of  which 
Byron knew nothing (Hoobler 131). 
Although Byron hired Polidori to travel 
with him and monitor his crash diets, the 
two men clashed constantly.

One particularly stormy night 
forced the young artists indoors, passing 
the time by reading ghost stories aloud. 
Byron, pleased by the ambiance of  the 
storm and the rapt attention of  his 
audience, suggested that each of  them 
write a ghost story, even telling Mary, 
“You and I will publish ours together” 
(Hoobler 144). Each attempted writing 
a supernatural story, but only two 
eventually succeeded: Mary and Polidori. 
A few nights after Byron’s challenge, 
Mary slipped into a vision, that of  a 
“pale student of  unhallowed arts… 
kneeling beside the thing he 
had put together,” “the 
hideous phantasm of  a 
man stretched out” and 
which stirred with 
“an uneasy, half  
vital motion” 
(Hoobler 
149). 

the time, most 
notably Charles 

Dickens’s Great 
Expectations, and the 

variety of  periodicals 
meant that new and diverse 

genres became popular amongst 
different readerships (Greenblatt 

1035). The penny dreadful, the 
Showtime series’ namesake, was one 
such genre. These serials published 
“cheap crime and horror literature 
for boys,” ranging from Robert Louis 
Stevenson’s adventure and political satire 
Kidnapped, to what James Malcolm 
Rymer (the supposed author of  the 
potboiler Varney the Vampyre, or the 
Feast of  Blood) called the “blood and 
murder romance,” a “dish of  highly 
seasoned horrors” (King and Plunkett 
170, Rose 367, Rymer 171). Penny 
dreadfuls not only mirrored the anxieties 
Victorian readers had about social class, 
science, and morality, but several echoed 
the preceding works of  Romantics like 
Mary Shelley and Lord Byron, thereby 

anticipating the types of  literature that 
would become popular.

Genre was not the only 
advancement in literature during this 
time. The ennui of  the late nineteenth-
century translated into literature as two 
sister movements: Aestheticism and 
Decadence. Aesthetes “were very much 
aware of  living at the end of  a great 
century,” adopting a “studied languor, a 
weary sophistication, a search for new 
ways of  titillating jaded palates,” and 
advocating art for art’s sake (Greenblatt 
1030). Decadence took the melancholy 
of  aestheticism and ran with it; to them, 
the way to titillate was through perversity 
and decay. Decadents saw their lifestyle 
and art as a sort of  beautiful or exquisite 
disease, fraught with pain and intense 
self-consciousness. Oscar Wilde’s novel 
The Picture of  Dorian Gray exhibits 
these movements best, giving both 
bourgeois ennui and dark sensationalism.

The Creation of  Monsters

Before one can explore authors like 
Wilde, however, there is one evening in 
literary history that must be recounted 
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was also made into a string of  staged 
plays and operas (Hoobler 231). Sweeney 
Todd, a recognizable character today, 
originated from a penny dreadful called 
The String of  Pearls; it made its debut 
on the London stage in 1874 as A String 
of  Pearls, or the Fiend of  Fleet Street 
written by George Dibdin Pitt, and was 
eventually adapted into a musical in 1979 
by Stephen Sondheim (Green, Miller 
154). Even Frankenstein found its way 
to the stage after its initial success. Mary 
Shelley herself  attended her novel’s first 
transformation, Richard Brinsley Peake’s 
1823 play Presumption; or, The Fate 
of  Frankenstein; several other staged 
productions would follow (Hoobler 279-
281). Entertainment branched into other 
forms of  media, including magic lantern 
illusions, which used projections from 
lamps to show images over actors on the 
stage; eventually, the images themselves 
became the show. Characters in Penny 
Dreadful make their way to a viewing of  
Jules Verne’s 20,000 Leagues Under the 
Sea as a magic lantern show, providing 
the feedback loop between literature 
and performance (“Predators”). The 
television show is the modern equivalent 

of  this 
relationship 
between the 
written word and 
adaptations into other 
media forms.
Besides literary content, the 
rise of  science, technology, 
and psychology developed in 
theatre as naturalism, which focused 
on characters based in reality as 
products of  their social environment. 
Like Decadence, the 1890s also saw 
the minute popularity of  a French 
theatrical movement called Grand 
Guignol. It was established in 1897 by 
French playwright Oscar Metenier as an 
extension of  the naturalist movement 
in Paris. Characters included “vagrants, 
street kids, prostitutes [and] criminals,” 
like penny dreadfuls. Grand Guignol 
explored psychology and insanity in a 
dramatic form of  horror and graphic 
violence, and often emphasized fear of  
the “Other,” particularly the unknown 
or disease. This focus on the terrifying 

This image, of  course, served as the 
genesis of  Frankenstein. As for Polidori, 
his initial attempt that summer would 
develop into one of  the first and most 
seminal vampire novels, aptly titled The 
Vampyre.

The creative works borne during 
that summer in 1816 had a lasting effect. 
Mary Shelley’s novel remains popular to 
this day, and has seen many reiterations 
of  the novel’s iconic creature; vampires, 
too, have held a strong impression on 
popular culture. In the nineteenth-
century, these stories provided the 
romantic and gothic themes for penny 
dreadfuls. Frankenstein’s creature was 
merely one of  the first in a series of  
monsters, from Dracula to Dorian Gray 

to Mr. Hyde, which set readers’ 
imaginations running long enough 

to provide the backbone for 
works like Penny Dreadful.

     Welcome to 
the Grand 

Guignol

Alongside literature, theatre 
underwent a transformation during the 
Victorian era. Literacy and technological 
innovation increased theatre’s popularity, 
making it a major form of  entertainment 
and a “powerful influence over other 
genres,” particularly literature. Dickens, 
devoted to theatre, composed scenes 
of  his novels with theatrical techniques 
(Greenblatt 1041). Rymer’s Varney the 
Vampyre, though published in prose, 
also demonstrates similar qualities. The 
cover image is reminiscent of  play ads 
and title pages, with a skeletal monster 
hovering over a sleeping damsel and a 
tagline reading “A Romance of  Exciting 
Interest” (Skal 36). The text itself  is 
written as if  to be performed, complete 
with set descriptions: “All is still – still 
as the very grave… There is an antique 
chamber in an ancient house. Curious 
and quaint carvings adorn the walls… 
The ceiling is low, and a large bay 
window, from roof  to floor, looks to the 
west” (Prest ch. 1). These similarities 
are not too surprising in that many 
penny dreadfuls and Gothic stories were 
produced for the stage. Polidori’s The 
Vampyre not only inspired Varney, but 
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from 1870 through 1908, among other 
issues (Greenblatt 1031). This emerging 
form of  emancipated womanhood, 
deemed the “New 
Woman,” was the 
hearth-angel’s foil, 
and a controversial 
term applied 
to discourse concerning women’s 
relationship to society, particularly 
their autonomy and sexual freedom 
(Greenblatt 1034). For Decadents, the 
stereotype may have been recognized 
as the femme fatale, a figure of  the city 
at night, a mysterious, dark nurturer. 
Combined, the New Woman and the 
femme fatale conflate sexuality with evil 
and monstrosity. Clearly, there was some 
amount of  fear surrounding women and 
their societal role.

This fear finds a voice in Vanessa 
Ives, the main protagonist in Penny 
Dreadful. As the foretold “Mother of  
Evil,” a woman hunted by Lucifer and 
his brother Dracula, she embodies 
the femme fatale trope. Vanessa is 
a devout Catholic (a religion which 
happens to be beloved by Decadents), 
her faith representing her connection 

to the domestic. Yet, she is still heavily 
involved with spiritualism, often a 
conduit between her Victorian world 

and the demimonde, 
its supernatural 
underbelly. 
Spiritualism, another 
popular form of  

performance entertainment often 
presented as a séance, clashed with major 
Victorian discourses, including science 
and faith; practitioners have stated that 
it is a process which prefers “persons… 
of  negative temperament and preferably 
of  the female sex” (Oxon 53). Ironically, 
then, spiritualism demanded that “polite” 
women give in to a nature refuted and 
feared by society. As if  to demonstrate 
that point, Vanessa’s first séance finds 
her immediately possessed by her 
inner demons, screaming violently, 
floating above the table with 
her back bent unnaturally 
like a positioned doll 
(“Séance”). The 
horror of  the 
scene is 

“What if the head continued to think 
without a body?”

aspects 
of  the 

human 
mind is 

what made 
Grand Guignol so 

popular (along with 
the gore and sex farces): 

“what fascinated [Grand 
Guignol playwrights] most 

were the last convulsions played 
out on the decapitated face. What if  

the head continued to think without 
the body?” (Peirron). This rhetoric is 
found in several pieces of  Victorian 
literature, such as The Strange Case of  
Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, and, likewise, 
the presentation of  gore and fear is a 
major feature in Penny Dreadful. Wariness 
of  the “Other” is a concern for our 
modern audiences, as well, and the 
television show uses a similar style to 
Grand Guignol to present that fear. A 
theater featured in the first season, called 
the Grand Guignol, is a visual metaphor 
for this; Frankenstein’s creature finds 
work and shelter there, and it shows 
horror plays assumed to be ripped 

off  from penny dreadfuls, depicting 
werewolves slashing innocent maidens 
(“Resurrection”). These scenes create 
near-meta moments for Penny Dreadful’s 
viewers.

Mothers of  Evil

Besides the classic monsters 
foreshadowed above, Penny Dreadful 
exhibits another kind of  creature feared 
by Victorians: women. Industrialization 
– and therefore modernization and 
urbanization – provided a shift not only 
for men, but also women, opening new 
possibilities and discourses surrounding 
gender roles. As opposed to the sinister 
urban landscape, women were expected 
to be the personified innocence of  
the countryside, void of  selfishness or 
desire, called “angels of  the hearth.” 
These housewives were meant to act as 
their working husbands’ saving grace. 
However, sociological and political 
reforms of  the early nineteenth-century 
included women’s rights. Petitions to 
Parliament advocating women’s suffrage 
were introduced in the 1840s, and the 
Married Women’s Property Acts passed 
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fallen women, as Vanessa’s story arc 
demonstrates. However, she is not 
the only woman in Penny Dreadful to 
be handed these monikers. A more 
intense feminist rhetoric belongs to 
a character named Brona Croft. She 
begins her story as a fallen woman: a 
prostitute. Prostitution was an almost 
obsessive public concern that manifested 
itself  frequently in literature and art 
(Greenblatt 1033). While Victorians 
were certainly fearful of  what women 
like Brona represented, Penny Dreadful 
takes that fear a step further by making 
her into a literal monster as the intended 
companion for Frankenstein’s creature, 
reborn as Lily. The literary Victor 
Frankenstein imagines that the female 
creature “might become ten thousand 
times more malignant… and delight, 
for its own sake, in wretchedness and 
murder,” and therefore destroys her 
before she is reanimated (Shelley 144). 
However, the televised Frankenstein 
completes his project, only to reveal 
that the book’s premonition is correct. 
Having spent her mortal life as a 
prostitute, Lily makes it her prerogative 
to gain mastery over all men with the 

same 
violent 
abandon 
they used 
against women. 
Upon seeing a 
group of  protesting 
suffragettes, she remarks 
that their “enemies are 
the same, but they seek 
equality. [She seeks] mastery”; 
she disregards their public display 
as inferior, going on to say, “How do 
you accomplish anything in this life? 
By craft, by stealth, by poison, by the 
throat, quietly and in the dead of  night” 
(“Perpetual Night”). Lily becomes the 
ultimate figure of  man’s fear – one that 
is very much alive today in the discourse 
surrounding feminism and in terms like 
“feminazi.” By presenting Vanessa and 
Lily as supernatural monsters, the show 
works to literalize the fears attached with 
women in the nineteenth-century and 
beyond.

The House of  the Night Creatures

demonstrated on two levels: the 
supernatural and the underlying 
discourse about women.

Vanessa’s supernatural abilities are 
also closely interconnected with her 
sexual desires, again tying her to the 
language of  the New Woman and femme 
fatale. It is her first kiss that grants her 
the ability to see “the future crystal 
clear,” and the devil exerts his control 
over her through her sexual activity, 
causing her to sleep with her friend 
Mina Murray’s fiancé and, eventually, 
seducing her himself  (“Closer Than 
Sisters”). The link between sexuality and 
evil hearkens even to the literary figures 
that created these tropes. Vanessa’s story 
mimics Byron’s, whose “early sexual 

experiences had deprived him of  an 
ordinary childhood”; he linked his 

“precocious sexuality with his 
tendency to melancholy and 

depression” (Hoobler 
102). Vanessa could 

even have been 
made in the 

image of  
Mary 

Wollstonecraft and her daughter 
Mary Shelley. Several men rejected 
Wollstonecraft during her lifetime, and 
Shelley was constantly locked in a battle 
to win over her husband Percy, even 
after they had children together. Like 
Vanessa, Mary Shelley was deemed a 
“virtual problem child – indeed, even 
a monster” by her father, William 
Godwin (Hoobler 16-17, 24-25, 51). 
Vanessa embodies these intense women 
longing to be accepted and loved for 
their complications and passions. When 
Dracula is revealed, he assuages her by 
a key confession: “There is one monster 
who loves you for who you really are… 
I don’t want you to be normal. I don’t 
need you to be anything but who you 
truly are” (“Ebb Tide”). Eventually, 
only what remains of  Vanessa’s faith 
gives some promise of  hope for her 
and the world. Her duality, nonetheless, 
represents the Victorian’s separate 
spheres – the domestic and the urban, 
the angelic and the profane. Vanessa 
walks between both, refuting her 
society’s logic.

Implications of  the New Woman 
and the femme fatale include intrinsically 
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a glacial mountain (Shelley 80-81). For 
Romantics, the movement up a mountain 
was symbolic of  the 
artist rising from the 
suffering of  human 
experience into 
the unchangeable 
world of  the 
imagination; the 
artist returns to the 
“real” world changed. In Penny Dreadful, 
these characters meet not on any 
mountaintop, but in Victor’s basement 
laboratory (“Resurrection”). He and the 
creature are kept in the world of  human 
experience, stripping their relationship 
of  any high drama or lofty symbolism. 
Viewers also learn that the televised 
creature did not gain language from 
Milton, but through the Romantic poetry 
found amongst Frankenstein’s things; 
eventually, the creature adopts the nom 
de plume of  Romantic poet John Clare 
(“Verbis Diablo”). Not only is the epic 
symbolism inherent to the novel lost on 
the televised version, but the reliance on 
poetry also rejects the former’s religiosity. 
The creature adopts a different, 
almost agnostic, life philosophy: 

“Good Christians fear hellfire, so to 
avoid it, they are kind to their fellow 

man,” he says in 
a conversation 
with Vanessa Ives. 
“Good pagans do 
not have this fear, 
so they can be who 
they are, good or 
ill, as their nature 

dictates. We have no fear of  God, so 
we are accountable to no one but each 
other” (“Verbis Diablo”). This language 
shirks religious rhetoric in favor of  
agnosticism and humanism. It rejects the 
structures and values which Victorians 
hailed, emphasizing the creature as 
“modernity personified,” an unnatural 
birth of  science, a field which made 
Victorians nervous (“Resurrection”). 
And it seems to speak up for the 
literary creature, justifying one’s 
nature as a response to one’s 
environment. Indeed, 
this version of  the 
creature perhaps 
embodies the 

“Indeed, this version of the 
creature perhaps embodies the 

characterization Mary Shelley had in 
mind all along.”

Penny 
Dreadful could 

not be what it is, 
of  course, without 

the classic monsters 
that readers and audiences 

are intimately familiar with: 
Frankenstein’s creature, Dracula, 

Dorian Gray, and Mr. Hyde. The first 
of  these, the creature, is the closest to its 
literary origin, perhaps the closest ever 
seen on any screen, silver or small. True 
to Shelley’s text, the televised creature 
has the “dull yellow eye,” the “lustrous 
black hair,” the “shriveled complexion 
and straight black lips” (Shelley 42). His 
visage accompanies the physical horror 
expected of  him; he is temperamental, 
prone to violence, and spurned like his 
literary counterpart. And yet, the show 
manages to refine the novel’s assertions 
of  the creature, emphasizing that what 
makes him so frightening comes not 
from a place of  pure monstrosity, but his 
humanity.

Much of  the debate surrounding 

the creature’s morality is tied to his 
relationship with his creator, Victor. In 
the novel, rife with allusions to religion 
(particularly John Milton’s Paradise 
Lost, one of  the texts the creature 
uses to educate himself), the language 
the creature uses to describe their 
relationship speaks to that between 
not only humankind and God, but 
also Lucifer and God (Shelley 108). 
Frankenstein’s name, too, calls to mind 
“the Victor,” frequently used to refer 
to God in Milton’s work (Hoobler 155). 
These references speak to lofty ideals 
that are epic in scale, and closely tied 
with theological imagery and sturm und 
drang (storm and stress), a popular style 
of  drama in literature and entertainment 
during the Romantic period. The 
creature’s heightened sense of  justice 
is influenced by the high drama Mary 
Shelley would have been familiar with.

The television show, however, 
almost physically brings the creature 
down from this great height. Audiences 
experience this best when creature 
and creator reunite for the first time. 
In the novel, Frankenstein joins his 
monster at the summit of  Mont Blanc, 
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both his age and ethnicity. In the show, 
Jekyll is a young, stern half-Indian man. 
Not only does this expose Victorian 
imperialism and racism, but paints Dr. 
Jekyll more like Mr. Hyde. His villainy 
comes principally from the perceptions 
English society places on him based on 
his appearance, a sort of  atavistic lens 
which asserts that Jekyll’s “deviance” 
is expressed through his “physical 
deformity,” his skin color (Arata 234). 
In fact, Hyde’s appearance in the novella 
is described as though discussing race. 
Other male aristocrats assert that there 
is “something wrong” with Hyde’s 
appearance, “something displeasing, 
something downright detestable” which 
“gives a strong feeling of  deformity,” but 
they are unable to “specify the point” 
(Stevenson). There is nothing physically 
wrong with Hyde, and yet his visage 
makes the bourgeois men around him 
uncomfortable. Like the literary Hyde, 
the televised Jekyll inhabits the same 
visual limbo by his ethnicity. Therefore, 
symbolically, Dr. Jekyll is more accurately 
Mr. Hyde.

Thematically, Jekyll is also degraded 
by his friendship to Victor Frankenstein. 

In one of  
the cleverer 
aspects of  
the show, Henry 
Jekyll replaces 
Henry Clerval as 
Frankenstein’s closest and 
only friend, roommates during 
their education at Cambridge, 
and the doctor’s friendship 
with Frankenstein reveals his more 
monstrous qualities. The nature of  their 
work is conflated, even in the original 
text; both men are obsessed with finding 
the “relief  of  sorrow and suffering” 
through study of  the “mythic and the 
transcendental” (Stevenson). Their 
similarities are taken even further in 
Penny Dreadful, as Victor reveals their 
collective past. When Jekyll states that 
he is no killer, Frankenstein retorts, 
“Are you not?” He goes on to describe 
his friend as the “despised half-cast 
boy” who would list the names of  boys 
who had insulted him, the “recitation 
of  [his] potential victims [his] nightly 

characterization that Mary Shelley 
had in mind all along. Percy Shelley’s 
edits to the original manuscript subtly 
changes the meaning of  the text in a few 
places, such as the creature’s reaction 
to his bride’s demise as a “howl of  
devilish despair” and “revenge”; while 
these changes took away the monster’s 
humanity, “Mary always saw him as 
completely human, though monstrous 
in behavior” (Hoobler 190). As his 
story arc progresses, it becomes clear 
that the show is also a champion for his 
humanity.

Fear for Victorians also has much 
to do with social class. In Penny Dreadful’s 
third season, audiences meet another 
classic monster, Dr. Henry Jekyll. 

Victorian audiences might have had 
difficulty accepting this adaptation 

of  Robert Louis Stevenson’s 
character in The Strange 

Case of  Dr. Jekyll and Mr. 
Hyde (Jekyll and Hyde) 

as the half-Indian 
illegitimate son 

of  a wealthy 
British 

man, 

a learned doctor employed at Bedlam, 
and someone who engages directly with 
criminals and city slums. It contradicts 
the original text’s assertion that Jekyll’s 
villainous counterpart, Edward Hyde, 
is a construction of  the doctor’s hidden 
moral depravity. Instead, Penny Dreadful 
portrays the polite, bourgeois doctor 
as the construction which keeps the 
monster at bay. By reversing these 
dual identities, the show criticizes the 
Victorian notion that higher-class, 
polite society is free from the moral 
degradation of  the lower-class and 
criminal.

One of  the more striking changes 
Penny Dreadful makes to Dr. Jekyll’s 
characterization is his appearance. In 
the original text, Jekyll is a “large, well-
made, smooth-faced man of  fifty” with 
“every mark of  capacity and kindness” 
(Stevenson). These features exemplify 
what the nineteenth-century considered 
normative and distinguished. Part of  
Jekyll and Hyde’s horror, then, comes 
from the idea that an absolute villain can 
emerge from an upstanding character 
like Dr. Jekyll. The television series 
subverts this concept by changing 
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is that this adaptation of  Jekyll’s 
character does not draw a sharp line in 
the sand, but seems to think that even 
the gentlemanly doctor is capable of  
anger and violence. Most telling, Dr. 
Jekyll’s transformation into Hyde is made 
complete not by any physical change, 
but merely by a rise in social status, after 
his father’s death, as “Lord Hyde” (“The 
Blessed Dark”). A man can become 
more gentlemanly, a creature can aspire 
to the humanism of  great poets, or 
both can fall prey to his own monstrous 
qualities.

Curses, Demons, and Monsters

When speaking about the literary 
roots of  Penny Dreadful, creator and 
executive producer John Logan states 
that “horror is about trying to codify 
anxiety, trying to name and understand 
those things we fear” (“Penny Dreadful: 
Literary Roots”). To that point, the 
characters deal with ghosts, demons, and 
vampires just as much as they deal with 
the unease of  their own basic nature and 
the implications of  their actions. Just as 
writers of  the Victorian age, “were able 
to transmute the anxiety that Londoners 

felt about science [and] evolution into 
stories about unease,” today’s audiences 
are in their own “modern age,” and the 
show subconsciously works to point 
that out (Logan). Social media and 
technological dependence, advances in 
science, war technologies, social justice, 
and questions about religion are all issues 
this modern world faces. Questions 
we ask ourselves, like those in penny 
dreadfuls and novels, get at “what it 
means to be alive, to be unhappy, to 
want.” This show, like its predecessors and 
contemporaries, aims to be as disturbing 
as it is honest (Logan). It is an honesty 
that speaks to the humanistic unease 
about our world and our place in it. The 
fears that surround human nature within 
a quickly changing world, for Victorians 
as well as modern audiences, deserve 
contemplation and perhaps an 
answer. This is one strong reason 
why art, literature, theatre, 
and film are important: 
they are the space in 
which humanity can 
explore itself, for 
better or for 
worse.

prayers.”Jekyll 
replies that he 

has “learned to 
control it,” his work’s 

essence is “taming the 
beast within” (“Tennyson”). 

Dr. Jekyll’s basic nature is that 
of  Hyde’s, prone to anger and 

violence. Rather than acting on the 
desire to unleash his moral baseness 
on the world, he works to suppress his 
villainous tendencies.

Jekyll’s employment at Bedlam 
further expresses the metaphor of  
suppression. In 
the novella, Jekyll 
describes his 
dual personas as 
controlled by the 
“doors of  the 
prisonhouse” of  
his “disposition,” 
and Hyde “like 
the captives of  Philippi” (Stevenson). 
Fitting, then, that Dr. Jekyll should 
work deep in the basement levels of  the 
psychiatric hospital among the criminally 

insane, both mentally and physically 
imprisoning his immorality. His serum, 
too, takes on qualities of  suppression in 
its work to transform frothing criminals 
into polite men. On Frankenstein’s first 
trip to Jekyll’s lab, the two attempt to 
calm a prisoner. Once Dr. Jekyll’s serum 
is injected, however, the man revealed 
by the end of  a violent seizure is a 
gentleman (“This World is Our Hell”). 
The troglodyte, then, is transformed 
into a figure who could likely pass as 
a member of  polite English society 
through suppression of  his monstrosity.

The horror in this case comes from 
the notion that the “atavist learns to 
pass as a gentleman,” blurring the line 

between Victorians’ 
notions of  a 
“marauding and 
immoral underclass 
and a dissipated 
and immoral 
leisure class” (Arata 
235, 240). The 
televised Jekyll 

himself  represents this complex duality, 
a member of  underclass by ethnicity 
and yet of  upper class by birth and 
education. What is most clear, however, 

“A man can become more 
gentlemanly, a creature can aspire 
to the humanism of poets, or both 
can fall prey to his own monstrous 

qualities.”
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Oil on Canvas/40x50in.
Mother and 

W   ith a rigid curriculum in the Arts, I have recently burst with the 
“other,” the narrative, and the bizarre. I paint obsessively and 

fanatically. To find my artistic approach, I have been creating very 
large or fairly small pieces, using color as a means of  composition, 
wrestling to exaggerate appropriately, and fighting to make clean 
color.  Starting with usually recycled canvas material from a 
Williamsburg or Richmond dumpster, I always put abstract or even 
unknown meaning into my art and construct something I would 
place in my own, imagined home.  Figures excite me; I have taken 
advantage of  figures, which have inspired me to engage fully with 
the body. The space in between the ear and the nose, the symbol-less 
flesh, challenges me and delightfully frustrates me to engage harder, 
think more, and throw out almost everything I thought I knew 
yesterday. Every painting is a new boundary.

Editor’s Choice Award - Artwork/Photography
Mayzie Mason Zechini/The College of William and Mary
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Lisa’s hoodie critically as he slipped on his 
jacket.

“I thought you had your gear in your 
backpack. Are you going to be warm enough?”

“Yeah, sure.”
He pointed to her canvas Skechers. “And you’re okay 

to hike in those?”
“Uh-huh.”
Cole shrugged and dismissed his concern. It wasn’t his 

responsibility to tell her how to dress, and he didn’t want to miss this 
opportunity. He had come to the badlands to find what Georgia O’Keeffe 
had called The Black Place: a steep ravine in the side of  a mesa where she had 
painted two iconic pieces. It was rarely photographed because it was remote and 
relatively unknown, so creating a novel image of  the landscape that O’Keeffe had 
immortalized would bring him recognition as a photography undergrad. The image 
might also have commercial potential as one of  the last, since mining interests in the 
basin threatened to destroy the location.

A 15-minute hike over rough volcanic cap rock brought them to the western 
edge of  the mesa. The wind grew stronger as they neared the steep drop-off; it 
peppered them with sand and whipped Lisa’s hair into her eyes. She stepped back 
from the edge and rubbed her arms briskly while Cole scanned the ravine below. He 
didn’t recognize the view

“Damn,” he said, “I was sure this was it. But it can’t be far. We’ll start from here 
and walk the rim south for half  a mile. If  we don’t find it, we’ll double back and go 
north.”

Cole entered their location in the tracking of  record on his wrist GPS and they 
headed out.

They followed the serpentine edge of  the mesa, stopping at each overlook. 
It was slow going as Lisa picked her way carefully over the uneven terrain. Their 

Cole finished lacing his boots on the bumper of  the Bronco and grabbed 
his jacket and camera gear from the back. Lisa shoved the passenger door 
closed and zipped up her UNM hoodie, seaming the two halves of  the Lobos 

mascot into a snarling whole. It was a mild September afternoon, but the wind from 
the north had a metallic tang that hinted of  snow.

“Are you sure it’s okay to leave the truck on the side of  the road?” Lisa 
asked.

They had taken a dirt road to the top of  a mesa, and the Bisti 
Badlands rose and fell around them in great, petrified waves of  black, 

white, purple, and red for hundreds of  square miles. 
“Babe, we’re in the middle of  nowhere,” Cole replied.

A storm was forecast for late evening, and he had been 
checking its progress on the radio periodically since they 

left campus in Albuquerque. He wanted to shoot in the 
saturated “storm light” that was produced when the 

sun dropped beneath the cloud cover. He eyed 

Elayne Bentley/UC Riverside

FICTION/NONFICTION

The Black
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of  the mesa and made walking much easier. As she quickened her pace along the 
narrow, winding track, she noticed it was littered with sheep dung and remembered 
that this was open range for the Navajo. Small family flocks roamed freely through 
the badlands, led only by shaggy, wolf-like dogs.

Lisa pulled up her hood, wishing she had some of  that Navajo wool. They were 
walking into the wind now, and she felt it growing colder and fiercer. It howled in 
her ears and bit through her clothes. When she stopped to take a drink, water spilled 
down her chin and she realized that her lips were numb. Her feet were getting clumsy 
too. When her toes caught in a crevice, she went down. She sat for a moment, 
stunned and sore, and spotted Cole waving madly up ahead. His voice came to her a 
split-second later on the wind.

“Lisa, come quick! I found it!”
By the time Lisa caught up with him, Cole was fully engrossed in the shoot.
“I tripped and fell back there,” she told him. 
Cole kept shooting. “Shit. I thought you just sat down to rest. You okay?”
“Yeah, but I—” 
“Look at this place,” he gushed. “Isn’t it amazing?”
Her toes hurt and the scrapes on her hands stung, but she looked, it was 

amazing. The Black Place was two rows of  round black hills that were staggered 
like a zipper down the length of  the ravine. The alternating undulations were 
strikingly symmetrical and reminded Lisa of  fingers interlaced in prayer, but 
inverted. She placed her hands back to back, pointing down, and interlaced 
her fingers to form a V. It reproduced exactly what she was seeing—
what O’Keeffe had seen. It gave her goose bumps.

There was nothing for Lisa to do while Cole worked, so 
she sat down to wait; but she began to shiver as soon as she 
stopped moving. She wrapped her arms around her knees 
and tried to warm herself  by rocking, but it didn’t work. 
Her teeth began to chatter.

plodding pace was torture for Cole. It took 
nearly an hour to reach the half-mile mark, and 

they didn’t find The Black Place. As they doubled 
back, he noted that the storm was advancing more 

rapidly than predicted. He hoped it would hold until after 
nightfall or this would be a wasted trip.

Lisa was cold and tired by the time they returned to their 
starting point, and Cole couldn’t afford to waste any more time. 

He knew he could find The Black Place more quickly if  he didn’t have 
Lisa with him to slow him down. She’d be more comfortable in the truck 

anyway.
“Hey, babe,” he said, “You look beat. You want to head back to the Bronco 

and wait for me? I’ll be a couple of  hours, but you can run the engine to keep 
warm.”

Lisa’s eyes widened. “By myself ? 
“Sure. It’s a straight shot east from here. You can’t miss it.” 
She shook her head emphatically. “I’m not going off  in the wilderness alone.”
Cole was annoyed. Lisa was a great girl—sweet, sexy, accommodating—but he 

wished she were more practical sometimes. She had known this was going to be a 
shoot in the back country, not a walk in the park. Why had she come so unprepared?

“I can’t wait for you anymore, Lisa. I’m losing the light.”
She nodded. “You go on ahead. I’ll catch up.” She knew that he preferred to 

work alone, and she had pressured him into bringing her because she wanted to see 
The Black Place herself. She didn’t want him to miss his shoot now because of  her.

“Okay,” he said, “but don’t fall too far behind.” He kissed her forehead and 
took off.

Cole’s loping stride soon put distance between them, but Lisa didn’t mind. She 
felt safe enough as long as she could still see him. After she’d gone a few hundred 
yards, she spotted a faint trail worn into the bare rock. It roughly followed the edge 
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carry her if  she collapsed.
“We’re almost there, baby,” he said. 

“Come on! You can make it.”
He nearly wept with relief  when they reached 

the road and the truck came into view.     
* * *

Lisa was admitted to the hospital in Farmington with 
hypothermia and frostbite. The doctor told her she was lucky to 
be alive. Then he told her she would probably lose the outer two toes 
on her left foot, which were beginning to turn black. Then she told Cole 
to get out. He wasn’t sure if  she meant get out of  the room or get out of  
her life, but he’d worry about that later when she was feeling better and wasn’t 
so emotional. For now, he had called her parents and they were on their way, and 
he was starving hungry. 

Cole retrieved his laptop from the Bronco and went to the hospital cafeteria to 
plug in. He never downloaded on battery power—too risky. While the flash card was 
downloading, he wolfed down a bowl of  chili with cheese and onions and two turkey 
sandwiches. When the images popped up on the screen, he closed his eyes, took a 
deep breath, and began slowly scrolling through them. “Damn!” he cried out loud. 
“They’re fucking awesome.”

“C-c-cole?”
“Oh, my God, Lisa!” Cole took off  his jacket and wrapped it around her.
“I’m f-freezing. Can we p-please go now?”
“Just a few more minutes, babe. I’m doing a timelapse of  the sunset.” He pulled 

her into his arms. “But I know how to keep you warm while we wait.” His breath 
was hot on her neck and its warmth radiated down her spine. He kissed her, and 
his lips burned like fire. She welcomed the heat of  his body as he pulled her down, 
pressed hard against her and into her, driving away the chill; but in the aftermath she 
shivered uncontrollably. 

Cole frowned. “We’ve got to get you back,” he said. He packed up his gear 
quickly, but carefully, and they headed back to the Bronco.

The storm caught them on the open mesa. A wall of  sand and dust engulfed 
them and plunged them into darkness. It tore at them, choked them, forced its way 
into every opening. Cole pulled his sweatshirt up over his nose and motioned for 
Lisa to do likewise. He dug in his backpack for his head lamp and strapped it on. 
He had to abandon the tripod, but he entered its location in the GPS. It might be 
salvageable later. Then he shouted in Lisa’s ear, “Hold on to my backpack! Don’t let 
go!” and proceeded to lead them slowly south in single file.

The opaque brown cloud gradually lightened to gray, signaling that the 
vanguard of  dust had passed. They could breathe again, but the temperature 

plummeted. They didn’t realize the wind had begun driving snow instead of  
sand until their clothes lay soaked against their skin. Ice reformed at the 

surface and weighed them down. Lisa’s shoes were frozen to her feet.
By the time they turned east toward the lifesaving shelter of  

the Bronco, Lisa couldn’t feel her toes. Cole half-carried her, 
half-dragged her, taking most of  her weight; but each time 

she stumbled, he nearly went down with her. He felt 
panic growing in his gut. He was overexposed himself  

and nearing exhaustion. He didn’t think he could 
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Photograph by DSLR

Ferment the beans, cook the beans, eat the beans, go to work. As 
mundane as the routine that revolved around them, beans had 

once symbolized the ordinary nature of  my day to day. Through a 
creative lens, however, even the overly familiar and the seemingly 
unassuming can be seen in refreshing perspectives.

Beans
Cedric Da Silva/Mount San Jacinto College

ARTWORK/PHOTOGRAPHY
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Coffee or no coffee- that is the question
 

Whether ‘tis nobler to deny that sweet drink
 

And the wretched revival of  its black beans

Or by accepting, give into the dark art

Of  its unknown and ground energy, to sleep

No more- and by no sleep to still endure

Waiting for a crash to o’erthrow the ropes 

That flesh is heir to- ‘tis a consummation 

Profoundly to be licked. Yet sleep, to sleep,

No sleep for weary eyes of  wanderers 

Who seek the bells of  morning like lost moths

Who flutter and shrink off  this mortal coil
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The materials of  fortitude, so

No traveler returns without a bed

To lay his labors on and rest his brow. 

Thus, does the mortality of  closed eyes,

This slumber, make cowards of  us all,

To forsake the pencil for a pillow. 

Though the noble mind may battle in part

What it cannot stop, body has its own thoughts

Too primitive and instinctive to deny.

So there lies the real question- Soft you now,

You battered student- what say you of  all this,

 Will you supply the answer? 

To chase the last flame of  day’s end. 

So comes the query all youths must suffer

For e’ery morning and evening that time 

Falls far too softly or harshly. ‘Tis better

For the pangs of  cramped hands and unused tongues
 
To cast away the fruit from whose sweet center
 
Stems the juice of  insomnia, rather than

Bite from Eve’s apple and taste its knowledge. 

Give me sand no more to build a house on

So that a gusty wind should with one stroke

Strike it down upon the Earth. Provide me 
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of  pushing stop. They stopped letting in people fifteen minutes ago, though, because 
all the animals and all the food trucks and all the institutions with a tinge of  dignity 
have just packed up and called it quits. All that’s left to fill the air with shrill sounds 
of  cursory pleasure are the rides and their mouth-breathing mechanics. Four-Eyed 
Felix desperately needs a cigarette. Three hours remain at the state fair. Another 
couple walks up.

“How many?” the young man asks.
“Four,” Four-Eyed Felix says.
“Total?”
“Each.” Four-Eyed Felix’s glazed eyes twitch to the sign next to him, which 

reads in jumbo yellow lettering: FOUR TICKETS EACH.
“Babe?”
“But I really want to!”
The young man turns back to Four-Eyed Felix. “You’re sure it’s four each?”    
“I am sure.”
“But I really want to!” she says above the enormous stuffed Pikachu gasping for 

help in her arms.
Four-Eyed Felix tears off  eight tickets and the young couple gets in the front 

cart. Buckled in, Four-Eyed Felix pushes start, and before they even pass through 
the dark cloaked entrance into the secluded house of  animatronic tricks he can 
hear her fumbling with the young man’s zipper.

“Fucking shit!”
Four-Eyed Felix turns to see Harold Cheevers stomping his limp left 
leg on the asphalt in front of  the ring toss. Every night Harold tries 
the ring toss in order to win the giant My Little Pony stuffed 
pink pony so that he can “knock the socks” right off  the cute 
cashier who serves chili cheese dogs from noon ‘til close at 
one of  the trucks across from the rides. Harold walks 
over to Four-Eyed Wallace, dragging his limp leg 

The Indiana state fair closes at 11:30pm. On some nights they stop letting 
people in around 10:30, but only if  all the petting-zoo animals have been 
removed and all the food trucks have left. Sometimes, if  there’s an accident, 

they’ll close the park early, maybe 9:30, but only temporarily--they’ll usually let people 
funnel back in right around 10. The only time the fair has ever permanently closed 
before 10pm was when the hallowed wind thrill ride malfunctioned and shot two 
people, a young man and young woman, roughly forty miles an hour into the hard 
asphalt ground. The fair officials told the crowds to please exit the park as they 
needed to run an emergency inspection on all rides. Really, they just needed to clean 
up the mess. That night the fair closed permanently at 9:45pm. But that’s really about 
the only time that’s ever happened.

Right now it’s 8:30pm at the Indiana state fair; close but not close enough to 
closing time for Four-Eyed Felix. This is Four-Eyed Felix’s seventh closing shift 
in seven days at the “ghost or hoax” haunted house ride; seven days of  tearing 
perforated tickets, of  pulling giant stuffed animals out of  cart rails, of  pushing start, 
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them. Four-Eyed Felix, though, is not trying 
to quit smoking any time soon. He doesn’t care 
if  it will give him lung cancer because he knows 
that no one will care if  it gives him lung cancer. He 
started smoking in prison where it was not an escape 
from but a formality for small talk. He’s done it since 
because he’s, of  course, addicted, but also because it reminds 
him of  being back inside, where it’s still, and everything sounds 
smooth and rectangular, and you could always do something to get a 
cigarette, and there wasn’t any—

“How many?”
“Four.”
“Total?”
“Each.” The sound of  rusty tap shoes as the cart’s bar clicks into place over 

their laps. He pushes start.
—there wasn’t anyone to tell him when to stop and when to go.
“Do you really think I should just go ask her?” Harold usually doesn’t have any 

business at his station after 8:30 because the beach-themed “Sea Shore Swinger” ride 
he runs is marketed for bed-by-eight families.

“If  you want to.”
“But what would I even have to say?”
That, Four-Eyed Felix thinks, is a fantastic question. He thinks about maybe 

telling Harold that he should just flat out tell it to her as is—maybe then she’d think 
of  it as a charity case. Charity is the only thing some men like Harold Cheevers have 
going for them, really. Four-Eyed Felix doesn’t think Harold’s limp leg is really that 
big of  an issue though. At least she doesn’t have to look at it when she’s with him; 
at least she could, like, cover it with a pillow or something when they’re making love. 
At least he’s not named after it. Four-Eyed Felix rubs his eyes again with both of  his 
hands and lets his thumbs trace the pencil-thin scars running from the corners of  his 

behind him like it’s a clinging child he’s trying to scrape off.
“That’s it that’s it!” he says.
“What’s it?” Four-Eyed Felix asks.
“She’s gonna go home, I’m gonna go home, my mother’s gonna be right again. 

Fucking sucks, man.”
“Couldn’t you just ask her if  she wants to go out?”
Harold Cheevers looks at him incredulously. “What, are you kidding? Not 

empty-handed I can’t! Not me all empty-handed with nothing to show her to make 
up for him.” He points at his leg like it’s a deaf  child he’s ashamed of.

“Look, if  you’re not going to do anything, then don’t complain to me about it.” 
Four-Eyed Felix suddenly clutches his head. “Damn it. Harold, please, I just need 
one.”

“No I already told you. They are, one, my mom’s, and two, she keeps track of  
how many are in the package so that when I bring them back later tonight she knows 
I didn’t go out and smoke none.”

Four-Eyed Felix tries to stay calm. “Harold, you’re 36 years old. I’ll give you 
some coins so that you can go buy another pack to give your mom. What time is it?”
Harold glances at the clock tower and reads the time that panders down onto the 

fairgrounds. “Eight thirty!”
“I only need one.”

“Nu-uh. She’s got her own like lipstick shit on each of  these, four-eyes—I 
done told you that. She kisses each of  them before she smokes them 

or something, I don’t know. Alls I do know is that I am not putting 
lipstick on so you can have a smoke.”

Four-Eyed Felix puts his head in his hands and pushes 
his eyeballs into his head with his thumbs out of  defeat. 

Cheever’s mom is trying to quit smoking so she gives the 
kid her pack during the most stressful time of  the day 

so that she doesn’t single-file chainsmoke all of  
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feminine day-dreams. They don’t care about anyone or anything else, which seems 
like part of  the deal. That’s probably why Harold Cheevers won’t ever go talk to chili 
cheese dog girl, he thinks. Guy cares too much. Four-Eyed Felix can hear the faintest 
screams of  delight emanating from inside the ride as the young couple progresses 
through the tacky rooms of  decapitated heads and giant spiders. He rubs his fingers 
along his arm, counting off  each time his finger rises and falls over the lifted scars. 
Twenty four. Just like tally marks on a prison wall. At least she’s not always looking at 
it when she’s looking at you, Harold.

An actual scream suddenly splits the air and breaks Four-Eyed Felix out of  his 
lapse of  thought. Must have been that last werewolf  jump-scare, he thinks. He waits 
exactly forty-five seconds for the cart to roll out of  the exit and back onto the line of  
carts waiting outside the ride. The cascading sound of  the cart’s approach, though, 
never comes.

“Fucking shit! Did you hear that chick scream?” Harold rushes over to check 
out the situation. For a brief  moment the lagging crowds surrounding the ride had 
stopped to acknowledge the ferocity of  the scream, but now everyone has resumed 
their aimless strolling.

“I think the cart’s jammed,” Four-Eyed Felix says.
“Oh heck yeah! Can I go up and check?” Before Four-Eyed Felix can answer, 

Harold starts to scramble up the scaffolding of  the ride. A smile starts to break 
through on Four-Eyed Felix’s face. A single thought kindles and burns slowly 
in his brain, but he won’t let himself  drag it into full-blown hope just yet.

“Four-eyes! Fucking shit, man. Wait till you hear this!” Harold calls 
from inside the ride. He climbs out and crouches up next to Four-
Eyed Felix, breathing heavily and panting with excitement.

“Four-eyes, four-eyes, you’re not gonna—four-eyes, that 
guy. I mean that tall ass guy you let on this ride. Four-eyes 
that tall-ass guy is dead or something, man. No, seriously, 
I think the guy is fucking dead!”

eyes to the inside of  his ears.
“Ask her how her day is or something.”

“Yeah, right, and then maybe I’ll just call the 
police on myself. I don’t even know why I ask you about 

these things. What, like you ever got it with a cute girl or 
something?”

Four-Eyed Felix tilts his head up towards Harold Cheevers. 
“Yeah, you’re right Harold. What would I know.”

Four-Eyed Felix goes back to meticulously rubbing his eyes with 
his hands and tracing his scars as he listens to Harold’s crunching steps 

walking in the opposite direction of  the food trucks. The static sounds of  
a voice announcing three hours left at the fair only heightens the pace of  the 

confused rhythm of  nicotine craving pounding away at his skull. Then, from above, 
he hears someone approaching.

“Come on, just this one,” a young woman says.
“Alright, fine, ok—haha I said ok! I’ll do it,” a young man respond.
The young couple walk up to where Four-Eyed Felix is sitting.
“It’s four each, that’s the last of  our tickets. Are you sure you want to?” he asks 

her.
“Absolutely,” she says.
The young man places his strip of  tickets in Four-Eyed Felix’s outstretched 

hand. He counts off  eight perforations and then gestures towards the carts.
“First cart’s all yours,” he tells them.
“Thank you so much,” the young man tells Four-Eyed Felix.
“Hope you have a great night!” she says as Four-Eyed Felix punches the start. 

He still needs a cigarette.
Ignorant as islands, Four-Eyed Felix thinks. That’s all that they are. Couples 

of  different shapes and sizes, holding hands, shamelessly fulfilling tropes in Ferris 
Wheel carts and games of  chance that take advantage of  masculinity complexes and 
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Felix leans back in his chair and nods 
pleasantly to the command. Harold and Nurse 
Denise eventually pull the lifeless body of  the 
young man and the hopeless body of  the young 
woman out of  the ride and onto the asphalt in front of  
Felix. There is a moment when the both of  them realize 
that there is nothing to cover the dead body with and no extra 
chair for the young woman to sit on. So everyone except Four-
Eyed Felix just stands there, looking at the limp form lying prostrate 
in front of  them.

“Eric, oh god!” the young woman cries out.
The young man’s face has already begun to swell, his two eyes sealed shut 

from where the bar caught him on the only descent drop in the ride. At nearly 
seven feet tall, the impact was inevitable.

Four-Eyed Felix certainly tries not to grin in the direction of  the young woman, 
but grins down at himself, nonetheless. The static returns again, this time singing the 
chorus to the song in Four-Eyed Felix’s humming head: “Attention everyone. The 
state fair is closing immediately for emergency reasons. Please find the nearest exit to 
you and have a swell night.”

Mr. Reynolds rolls back up with the clicking boots of  cops and the squeaking 
wheels of  gurneys in tow. The young woman continues to cry as the paramedics lift 
the dead body of  the young man into the truck. Harold Cheevers paces back and 
forth with feverous adrenaline while a crowd of  overworked fry cooks, petting-zoo 
cleaners, ride operators, and ticket clerks shamelessly gather around like highway 
traffic. The muffled sounds of  dismissed crowds passing through the exit gates 
echoes from the other side of  the fair grounds. Four-Eyed Felix runs his hands 
pleasantly along his scars, waiting for Mr. Reynolds’ word to be released.

“Felix, there’s not going to be time to do this tonight,” Mr. Reynolds says. “Just 
come to your shift early tomorrow so we can talk this over, ok? There’s too much to 

Four-Eyed Felix lets out a cool breath and tries to keep his voice steady. “And 
the girl? Harold, what about the girl?”

“She’s like dead too, except not. She’s breathing, I mean, but I think she just lost 
it in the head or some shit like that and is just in a…like she’s asleep, but she’s not?”

“She passed out.”
“Yes! But that guy, he’s out cold, man. I think he done smacked his face on that 

low-hanging bar right after the spider webs.”
“You’re sure he’s dead, though.” Four-Eyed Felix’s voice trembles ever so 

slightly. He’s never felt so lucky in all his life.
“Damned sure!”
Four-Eyed Felix nods his head and gives Harold Cheevers precise, articulate 

directions on what to do next. Harold rushes off  to get Mr. Reynolds to bring the 
on-site medic while Four-Eyed Felix stands guard to make sure no one else gets on 
the ride. It takes little time for Mr. Reynolds’ golf  cart to come to a speeding halt in 
front of  Four-Eyed Felix. Mr. Reynolds’ frantic questioning begins before he even 
steps out of  the cart.

“Christ, Felix, where are they?” he asks.
Felix points backwards towards the ride with his thumb.

“Jesus, they’re still inside?” he asks furiously.
“Cart’s jammed. Can’t do anything about it until someone gets up there.”

Suddenly a second scream peels out from within the rid.
“She’s kicking now!” Harold says.

“Mr. Cheevers, get your ass up there and take Denise with you. 
Denise, as soon as you know for sure whether or not he’s, you 

know—just call me and let me know when you know for sure, 
ok.” He leans into the little walkie-talkie attached to his shirt 

pocket. “Clarence! Come in. Yes, it’s bad. I want everyone 
out. Everyone! Felix, stay right here, alright. We’ll need 

you. Jesus Christ.”
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deal with right now. Too much, too much.”
“I understand,” Four-Eyed Felix says.

“At least we won’t need to mop it up this time 
boss!” Harold Cheevers says.

Mr. Reynolds shakes his head and walks away, 
mourning his loss. He passes through the crowd of  onlookers, 

who have now taken advantage of  left-over fry bread and 
popcorn for their viewing pleasure. As the paramedics aid the 

young woman into the back of  the ambulance, Four-Eyed Felix gathers 
himself  up with an air of  triumph. Before he can begin walking away from 

the scene, though, the young woman tears herself  back to look at him.  
“Why didn’t you tell us?” the young woman shouts at Four-Eyed Felix. 

“Why didn’t you say anything to us? He never even saw it until it was too late. I never 
even saw it until it was too late. Couldn’t you notice that it this was never going to 
work?”

Four-Eyed Felix looks up at the young woman, accidentally forgetting to hide 
his smile. 

“Couldn’t you see that something was going to be terribly wrong?” she cries.
Four-Eyed Felix listens to her and lets his smile persist, wondering how she 

could expect him to ever really look at them, wondering how she could be so blind 
as to not notice that he had already solved the problem of  facing the judging eyes of  
those he loves.

As soon as she disappears into the back of  the ambulance, Four-Eyed Felix 
calls out to Harold Cheevers, asking him for the time.

“Nine thirty!”
“New record,” Four-Eyed Felix says. And he lets Harold guide him through the 

crowd, his hand outstretched in a simple request for a stick of  understanding, so that 
he might once again inhale a lost life he can breathe but no longer see.  



72 73Audeamus

Trapped in a world of  
heterosexism, the queer 
community has been tasked with 

re-molding a fetishized sexuality into a 
humanized sexuality that can successfully 
demand civil rights. In this attempt to 
secure modes of  justice, the LGBTQ 
community often flocks to identifying 
themselves with nature; claiming that 
“queer people are the same,” and they 
are just as natural as heterosexual people. 
However, with this rigid and formal 
representation, something essential 
and crucial about queerness is lost. To 
demonstrate this point, I will look at the 
conscious images selected for the cover 
of  the Daughters of  
Bilitis publication: The 
Ladder, and examine 
the way normalcy in 
its depictions limits 
queerness.

I am immediately 
disarmed looking at 
these images. They say 
they are queer – lesbian, 
and yet the cover could 
hold a completely different title and 
remain logical and pass for a straight 

publication. 
Despite the 
brief  corner 
“adults only” label, 
the issue is desexed, 
and unchallenging in 
terms of  gender roles. The 
women on the covers could 
easily be Vogue models. With 
pale complexities and minimal skin 
exposure beyond their neck and hands, 
the women present a pure ideology. 
The images request rights by noting 

how average, or 
“normal” looking 
the lesbian women 
on the covers 
appear. Juxtaposed 
in each image is a 
scene of  nature, a 
tree and a pond, 
both representing 
this naturality in 
a physical way. 

Without having to actually state that 
queer people are in fact “the same” the 

“When I look at these images I am 
struck by the question: where are 
the masculine lesbian women? 
Where are the women in love? 

Where is the passion? Where is the 
anger over oppression and the pain 

from it?”

Straight Queers:
Seduced by 

the

Editor’s Choice Award - Research Cori Bratby-Rudd/UCLA
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both groups have similarly attempted to 
moderate and control the production of  
their material so as to avoid the “twisted” 
or “disgusting” 
identity with which 
they have been 
labeled.

Similar to 
Michael Warner’s 
analysis of  the gay 
magazine “Hero” in 
The Trouble With 
Normal: Sex Politics and the Ethics of  
Queer Life, the Ladder:

“feeling cut off  from the 
heterosexual world […] it seems like a 
perfectly logical conclusion to [them]: 
to gain respect, to erase the barrier 
of  stigma that shames him before his 
mother, he must purify the group.” 
(Warner, 42) [4].

Thus both publications erased an 
aspect of  themselves, in order to purify 
their image. Plunging into respectability 
politics, “the magazine is one small 
token of  the politics of  shame” (Warner, 
42) [5]. Conformity then becomes 
the idealized mode of  securing rights, 
sanitizing and sterilizing the queer 

experience by making them, at times, 
even more rigid than straight couples. 
The idea being, the more normal we are, 

the more rights we 
will win. But this 
pervasive structure 
represents a whole 
person through a 
limited lens and 
only reproduces 
structures of  
power.

The covers of  this magazine thus fit the 
title: “The Ladder,” in their desire to 
conform and move through a hierarchy. 
The magazine is in itself  a sort of  
ladder, an attempt to rise in status; to 
rise to the status of  the hegemonic 
straight power holders. As opposed to 
embracing difference, the magazine 
thus falls into the “we are just 
like you” narrative, which 
is a type of  conforming 
that is detrimental to 
individuality. If  we, as 
a community, can 
recognize a type 

“If we as a community, can 
recognize a type of discrimination 
against a community, we are not 

the ones who need the change; the 
oppressors need to update their 

understanding of humanity.”

images 
themselves 

imply this 
connection. When I 

look at these images I 
am struck by the question: 

where are the masculine 
lesbian women? Where are 

the women in love? Where is the 
passion? Where is the anger over 

oppression and the pain from it?
According to McHoul’s “Framing 

Photographs,” “no one today claims 
that photography is a mere window 
on the world, a neutral mechanism for 
snapping reality within a four-sided, 
two-dimensional frame” (Mchoul, 
20) [1]. Thus, these images intend to 
send a message and are operating to 
shape reality. Out of  all of  the images 
of  queerness, these bland photos 
were selected to represent an activist 
movement, but in these photos, I 
do not see protesters or anger. I do 
not see freaks or love, all I see is a 
mundane woman, a “normal” woman. 
It seems as though the authors were 

seduced by the idea of  normal. In the 
attempt to stray from an identity that 
connotes strangeness or abnormality, 
the publication then shifted into rigidity. 
Similar to Olalquiaga’s The Artificial 
Kingdom: on the Kitsch Experience, 
deconstruction of  the images of  freak 
shows, the women in the magazine have 
a “desire to collect representations of  
the experience of  the ‘other’ in a way 
that makes such curiosity appear natural 
and even wholesome.” (Celeste, 32) 
[2]. Instead of  embracing difference, 
they hid it. Content with repression 
as opposed to expression.  Leslie 
Fiedler’s Freaks: Myths and Images of  
the Secret Self, adds to this analysis 
by discussing the fascination with the 
“freak” and the way sexualized images 
can simultaneously function to intrigue 
and repulse “normal” audiences [3]. The 
difference, in this text, thus straddles 
the line between both fear and also 
eroticization. Though LGBTQ literature 
and magazines are not exactly in the 
same genre as “freak show” images, 
both categories are dually viewed as 
both disgusting yet interesting, a train 
wreck that has to be observed. Thus, 
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up supporting the same modes of  
extremism it was attempting to avoid.

Like Chen addresses in “Toxic 
Animacies, Inanimate Affections,” 
queerness has “ties to vulnerability 
and repulsion” (Chen, 266),[10] and 
knowing that creates a split in queer 
mentality. How is it possible to argue 
for rights, to argue to have a voice, 
when an identity itself  is defined as 
repulsive? So the queer writers of  this 
magazine became intent on defining 
themselves as something completely pure 
and righteous, as opposed to defining 
themselves for themselves. Similar to 
Olalquiaga’s analysis of  mermaids, 
the editors thus, “split themselves and 
sacrifice[d] an important part of  their 
being, forfeiting their own complexity 
for a culture where it is read as an 
untenable duality.” (Celeste, 243).[11].  So 
in becoming more than a fetish, we lose 
a part of  our personhood, in arguing 
for our rights, we lost a part of  our 
right to individuality. And unfortunately, 
the images become more than a simple 
validation, they become a blueprint for 
those who are still attempting to form 
their identity.

These 
self-
representations 
are thus a form of  
kitsch, an inaccurate icon 
because they are unable 
to fully articulate a life. Thus, 
the intention of  validation for 
the queer community in visualizing 
a published part of  themselves is 
minimized, and the educational aspect 
of  the publication for heterosexual 
audiences is also limited. Because, as 
Olalquiaga writes in her analysis of  
kitsch, “the censored event becomes a 
sort of  ‘cultural fossil,’ the static and 
idealized blueprint of  an experience” 
(Celeste, 70) [12]. It is evident that 
this magazine illustrates a type of  
kitsch writing. The Ladder publication, 
as a lesbian magazine, is an item of  
escape; a much needed tunnel for 
the ostracized into acceptance. Away 
from the vulnerability of  a cultural 
marginalization, readers step into a 

of  discrimination against a community, 
we are not the ones who need to change; 
the oppressors need to update their 
understanding of  humanity. It is not our 
job to humanize ourselves, it is their job 
to find the humanity in the human.

In Generation Q’s anthology, 
Christy Calame and Robbie Scott 
Phillips’ piece “Fuck Your Healthy Gay 
Lifestyle” dissects the prominence of  
this obstructive “normal” mentality, 
which only operates to uphold concepts 
of  hegemonic heterosexuality as 
opposed to deconstructing it. According 
to Calame and Phillips, “queers are 
twisted and disgusting, beautiful and 
glamorous, extreme and alive” (Calame 
and Phillips, 233) [6]. The issue with this 

publication thus becomes its inability 
to fully articulate queer life. The 

images are not beautiful and 
strange, pervasive and angry, 

childish yet mature; they 
are one-dimensional, 

and they “steal the 
excitement of  

the queer life 
force” 

(Calame and Phillips, 233) [7].  The 
article is critiquing the moment when 
activism becomes an attempt to gain 
straight approval. This appeasing, 
respectability politics style of  advocacy, 
attempts to suggest that queer people 
deserve rights because they are “just 
like straight people.” However, this 
whitewashed version of  queerness 
does not represent actual queerness. 
In actuality, this sentiment only further 
ostracizes those who will not or cannot 
conform, continuing the placement 
of  certain and specifically non-white 
communities in the margins.

Jack Halberstam’s “The Queer 
Art of  Failure” addresses this same 
sort of  sentiment when he writes that 
“orthodoxy is a luxury we cannot afford” 
(Halberstam, 11) [8]. Meaning that as 
queer women, reproducing the rigidity 
of  heterosexuality will not free us from 
the confines of  it, and so “being taken 
seriously means missing out on the 
chance to be frivolous, promiscuous 
and irrelevant.” (Halberstam, 6) [9]. 
The Ladder became stuck in this 
reproduction, confused on how to 
deconstruct oppression, it ended 
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of  our lives” [15]. I wander through 
an oppressive society that haunts my 
sexuality, and so a non-kitsch cover of  
this magazine would need to reflect that 
pain of  marginalization. The history 
of  pain molds my story, and thus my 
story is not complete without it. When 
I first looked at the magazines, I knew 
something was missing; I think part of  
this is the dry aesthetic of  the photos, 
which does not mark any sort of  pain 
whatsoever. But like Dian Millon’s 
“Felt Theory” suggests, we have to give 
utterance to our pain in order to truly 
heal from it [16]. I need writing that 
creatively expresses pain in the form 
of  activism, a form of  creativity that 
accurately addresses the idiosyncrasies of  
violation.

As an intentional publication, 
The Ladder became seduced by the 
idea of  normal and obscured its own 
potential by reproducing the same 
modes of  heteronormativity it was 
trying to subvert. The dry, cracked, 
black and white images on the cover 
of  the magazine bleach the queer 
experience and render them “the 
same” as their straight privileged peers 
and the magazine thus falls short 

of  fully articulating a life. The queer 
community is not “the same.” Queerness 
is inherently haunting and sticky, it 
is full of  pain and beauty, magic and 
poverty, and so an accurate portrayal of  
it would need just as full of  an image. 
Afraid of  becoming a form of  pain and 
freak porn, the magazine, like many 
LGBTQ organizations today, sanitized 
a community, limiting its freedom and 
accuracy in order to avoid the label of  
the bizarre spectacle; the failure. But 
if  being queer means being a failure, 
perhaps being a failure has its own 
sort of  intrinsic beauty and value. I’m 
tried of  seeing straight gays, I want to 
see haunting; I want to see the freaks, 
mermaids; the marginalized lives of  the 
outcasts and the insane; and I want to 
see the queers.
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different world 
when gazing at 

the pages. However, 
with such minimal 

representation, this work 
becomes a form of  cultural 

fossil, where such a limited image 
and formalized writing is supposed to 

represent a full and oppressed life.
So when we become straight queers 

we are denying ourselves the signature 
of  originality. We become, as Stoler 
suggests in the “Pulse of  the Archive”, 
the “ persons […who ] remain invisible 
in the faceless, careful 
handwriting of  ‘copy 
machines’ – subjects 
whose racially marked 
positions conferred 
no place for, nor 
right to, a signature at 
all” (Stoler, 22) [13].

But what I want to see in queer 
writing is the freaks and the revolt. I do 
not want to see works that rely on the 
cruel optimism [14] of  heterosexuality 

that is so confining. Using the scripted 
concept of  security in heterosexual 
modes of  being, denies us the 
opportunity to create our own being. To 
create something entirely independent 
of  socialized concepts of  normal and 
the ways we are supposed to exist in 
coordination with one another.

Despite the fact that I am 
not entirely sure what a truly queer 
publication might look like, I know that 
something is missing from this one. 
Because queerness has been so regulated 
by the concept of  normal, I find myself  
wondering what a truly queer publication 
would look like, and I am at a loss in 
fully articulating it.

I do, however, know, that like Avery 
Gordon’s “Ghostly 
Matters”, I want 
queer writings and 
images to reflect my 
experience. I want 
to see a haunting, I 
need “a structure of  
feeling [that] gives 

notice to the necessarily social nature 
of  what we call the subjective; it gives 
notice to the texture and skin of  the this, 
here, now, alive, active contemporaneity 

“I wander through an oppressive 
society that haunts my sexuality, 
and so a non-kitsch cover of this 

magazine would need to reflect that 
pain of maringlization.”
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Color Photograph

As I walked down the busy streets of  Boston, I took in the sites, trying to look beyond 
the obvious to see and capture something unique with my camera. Sometimes while 

touring around big cities, it is so easy to become fixated on the graffiti and filth rather than 
the beauty or its unique features. Photography has been a hobby of  mine for many years.  
The reward of  locating a subject, framing the shot and viewing the result is so immediately 
gratifying due to the digital age. I feel that the world transforms from one image to another 
with the simple click of  my camera. It is my goal to capture this image evolution.  My 
personal challenge is to overcome the flat, single dimensional nature of  a photo by adding 

depth and interest in the final image. The skylines of  big cities always captivate me, but 
tend to almost always be photographed in the same way. In an effort to add interest 

to my skyline photo, I looked for a way in which I could showcase what I love. 
The reflective body of  a motorcycle was the perfect canvas for my spectacle: 

the Boston skyline. To me, what is most distinct about this photo is what 
happens after first glance by the viewer. Because this image is only a 

portion of  the shiny black motorcycle, recognition of  this familiar 
subject may not be immediate.  Similar to a flower when the sun 

hits the petals, it is as if  the photo blooms. The viewer then 
discovers the true subject, the hidden image embedded in 

the motorcycle-- the Boston skyline.

Kristi Coy/UC Riverside
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In 1971, the ANC submitted a white 
paper to the United Nations Unit on 
Apartheid, highlighting the fact that 

under the National Party, South Africa 
stood alone in its severity in segregating 
sports.[2] In the overwhelming majority 
of  the world, even in countries with 
long traditions of  subjugating peoples 
of  color, oppressed peoples could 
make substantial “inroads” in the area 
of  sport.[3] South Africa remained the 
exception, as the government and the 
sporting officials conspired to exclude 
people of  color from competing at a 
high level.[4] One cannot understate 
the rawness and the sheer inflexibility 
of  this discrimination. When a South 
African golfer of  Indian descent, the 
revered Sewsunker “Papwa” Sewgolum, 
won a 1963 provincial golf  open in 
South Africa, he received his trophy 
in the torrential rain as the clubhouse 
forbade non-whites by statute.[5] The 
sheer injustice of  the winner standing 
in the rain while the losers were feted 
inside drew widespread attention, and 
criticism, to the severity of  the National 
Party’s stance on sports.[6] What the 
ANC noted in 1998, post-Apartheid, 

sheds light on the NP’s stubbornness: 
the National Party’s reluctance to rid 
sport of  white racism only “confirm[ed] 
that apartheid [was] firmly entrenched in 
their psyche.”[7] For the anti-Apartheid 
movement, sports boycotts, and their 
rescissions, were far more than a way to 
rid sport of  Apartheid, but instead a way 
to demonstrate international support 
for the movement as a whole, a way to 
affect white minds, and a way to unify 
the country.

Though Black South Africans were 
more adversely affected by sporting 
Apartheid, as E.S. Reddy—the long 
time anti-Apartheid activist and U.N. 
official—recounts, Indian and Coloured 
South Africans often  led the charge on 
early boycotts.[8] Black South Africans 
at the time of  these first boycott 
movements were not as heavily 
involved in South African 
sports with international 
affiliations—cricket, 
tennis and the like.
[9] However, 
E.S. Reddy 
and most 
historians 

Connor Lyons O’Shea/The College of William and Mary
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refusal to let South Africans compete 
internationally.[21] This treatment 
was widely considered to be in gross 
and blatant violation of  international 
agreements considering sports; a UN 
report called it a “flagrant violation 
of  the Olympic principle of  non-
discrimination.”[22]

Many of  the countries that pursued 
these boycotts did so very seriously, and 
at personal cost. The organizers of  the 
1978 World Cup of  Golf  Tournament—
then one of  the most watched golf  
tournaments in the world—moved 
it from Ireland to the United States, 
because Ireland, a famously golf-loving 
country, refused to allow South African 
entrants into the country.[23]  
Individual teams and players also 
sacrificed greatly. The selectors of  the 
Marylebone Cricket Club’s touring team 
chose Basil D’Oliveira, a ‘coloured’ 
South African expatriate, to play in a 
planned MCC tour of  South Africa.[24] 
John Vorster, whom the Union Party 
government chose during the World War 
II on account of  Nazi sympathies, led 
the country at the time.[25]  Predictably, 
his reaction was less than gracious. 

Banning 
the MCC 
team from 
South Africa, 
Vorster alleged 
that “the team as 
constituted now is not 
the team of  the MCC, 
but the team of  the Anti-
Apartheid Movement, the team of  
SAN-ROC, and the team of  Bishop 
Reeves,” the influential anti-Apartheid 
cleric.[26] In the face of  this, the MCC 
canceled the tour.[27] As the ANC 
reports, these actions awoke ordinary 
Britons to the realities and consequences 
of  engaging with South Africa on the 
international sporting stage.[28] In the 
UK, as with many countries, South 
Africa’s poor conduct regarding sports 
forced even South Africa’s defenders to 
condemn it.[29]

Civil society also mobilized behind 
the boycott, often more than their 
countries or teams. Police arrested sixty-
one people from Canada—a country 
not particularly associated with mass 

consider the Committee for International 
Recognition to be the first substantial 
South African sports boycott 
organization, and Black sportsmen 
largely led and founded it.[10] This 
Committee formed in 1955—the 
year of  the adoption of  the Freedom 
Charter—but the South African Sports 
Association (SASA) replaced it shortly 
thereafter, in 1958.[11]  This committee 
was itself  succeeded by the South 
African Non-Racial Olympic Committee 
(SAN-ROC)—a blanket coalition of  
all major anti-Apartheid sport groups.
[12] These committees lobbied hard 
for international assistance.[13] The 
first international sporting authority to 
respond and show meaningful support 

for oppressed South Africans 
was a relatively small one: the 

International Table Tennis 
Federation (INTTF).[14] 

The ITTF expelled 
the government-

recognized pro-
Apartheid 

South 
African 

governing body in favor of  a new, 
non-racial body.[15] The international 
governing body of  table tennis set 
a pattern in 1956 that over 20 major 
international sporting authorities would 
repeat by 1970, to great effect.[16]

SAN-ROC kept up the pressure, 
and the International Olympic 
Committee barred South Africa from 
the 1964 Tokyo Olympics, eventually 
expelling South Africa from the IOC 
altogether.[17] SAN-ROC, which the 
South African government forced 
into exile in 1966, persuaded not only 
sporting authorities, but also foreign 
governments and supranational entities.
[18]  By 1968, the UN General Assembly 
requested that all countries cease sports 
exchanges with South Africa, and 
charged Reddy’s UN Special Committee 
Against Apartheid with isolating South 
Africa athletically.[19] It would be to this 
very same Committee that Ruth First 
would submit her damning findings of  
human rights abuses in southern Africa 
.[20]  The treatment of  Black South 
African athletes largely prompted these 
initial international boycotts of  South 
African sporting events and the mass 
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to enact what it only dreamt of  in 
1968: a ratified sports boycott treaty, 
the International Convention Against 
Apartheid in Sports.
[42] This treaty took 
an uncompromising 
stance. Its fourth 
article acts as a 
summary: “States 
Parties shall take all 
possible measures to 
prevent sports contact 
with a country practicing 
apartheid.”[43] As a UN report by Sam 
Ramsamy emphasizes, “with collective 
action we can isolate South African sport 
sooner than we think.”[44]

The ANC eventually co-opted 
this coordinated effort against sports 
apartheid. However, as Reddy informs, 
these anti-sport Apartheid groups 
approached the ANC, not vice-versa.[45]  
These groups maintained “close contact” 
with ANC officials in Lusaka to avoid 
“any appearance of  differences.”[46]

While it may not have led the 
charge initially, the ANC had long 
advocated a boycott of  Apartheid 
sports. It exhorted that the purpose of  

the sports boycotts far exceeded merely 
ridding sport of  Apartheid.  Chief  
Albert Luthuli, in 1962, wrote an appeal 

to boycott Apartheid 
sports—both 
internationally and 
domestically—because 
of  South Africa’s 
racial oppression.[47] 
For Chief  Luthuli, 
the question whether 
one should engage 

in or patronize Apartheid 
sport was a simple one: “do you support 
racialism in sport?”[48] To treat the 
question as anything else was mere 
“rationalization.”[49] In a report to the 
UN, the ANC concluded that “[u]ntil 
there is a non-racial society,” the world 
ought “to exclude South Africa from 
all international competitions”[50]. 
Furthermore, the ANC 
argued, in order to truly 
rid South Africa of  
Apartheid in sport, 
the international 
community 
must not 
only 

“The images and stories these 
events produced both awakened 

the world to the deep political 
significance of the sports boycott 
and contrecized the association 
between sports, apartheid, and 

political violence.”

disobedience—
for occupying 

the field during a 
September 18, 1976 

match between the local 
Edmonton, Canada team 

and a British team that had 
played in Apartheid South Africa.

[30] The protesters stormed the field, 
chanting “down with Apartheid,” and 
refused to leave the field, even when 
more than 40 police officers arrived.
[31] A 1981 rugby match between 
South Africa and New Zealand was 
also interrupted by protesters, but in a 
much more dramatic fashion.[32] Anti-
Apartheid activists used an airplane to 
drop smoke bombs and bags of  flour 
on the players and fans who dishonored 
the boycott.[33] In the West Indies, 
several cricket players were forcibly 
emigrated after playing in South Africa.
[34] All of  this pales in comparison to 
the actions of  anti-Apartheid activists in 
Australia.  In 1971, Australia agreed to 
host the Springboks—a South African 

rugby team that many viewed as a 
symbol of  Apartheid.[35] The response 
was unprecedented. The protests were 
so large in number and so great in 
vigor that the governor of  Queensland 
declared a state of  emergency.[36] 
Simply suspending normal political 
freedoms and the “democratic process,” 
as University of  Wisconsin-Madison 
Professor Rob Nixon describes these 
actions in his “Apartheid on the Run: 
The South African Sports Boycott,” 
was not enough to bring order to 
Australia.[37] In order to keep the 
Springboks safe, the governor ordered 
the Australian army to escort the team 
around via military aircraft.[38] This 
incident, and others like it, led to many 
branding the Afrikaners’ favorite team 
the Barbed Wire Boks.[39] The images 
and stories these events produced both 
awakened the world to the deep political 
significance of  the sports boycott and 
concretized the association between 
sports, apartheid, and political violence.
[40]  This directed much popular 
support to the boycotts.[41] By 1985, 
the pressures were such that the United 
Nations General Assembly was able 
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mere declaration or condemnation of   
how clearly and attentively the whites 
received it.

The opinion of  the international 
community would have been nearly 
impossible to mistake. As Adrian Guelke 
writes in The Changing Politics of  Sport, 
white South Africans quickly realized 
that ending the country’s sporting 
“isolation” necessitated general social 
and political change, not just mere sport-
related exceptions to Apartheid laws 
[61]. In the late 1970’s, in response to 
increasing pressures, the South African 
Minister of  Sport and Recreation, Piet 
Koornhof, implemented a loosening of  
the laws, which encouraged competition 
of  clubs of  different races, but not 
non-racial or multi-racial clubs [62]. 
This action simultaneously enraged 
the far-right within 
the National Party 
and insulted those 
who wished to end 
Apartheid [63].  In 
response to these  
alleged ‘reforms,’ a 
somewhat popular slogan developed: 
there could be “no normal sport in an 

abnormal 
society” 
[64].  

Even after 
F.W. de Klerk 
released Nelson 
Mandela and unbanned 
the ANC—actions that, 
to quote President Mandela, 
“virtually normalized the situation 
in South Africa”—the ANC and the 
international community maintained 
sporting pressures [65]. Despite 
the South African world “changing 
overnight” on the eleventh of  February, 
1990, the international community 
only scaled back the restrictions.[66] 

Only with the full 
repeal of  the “pillars 
of  apartheid”—
the Natives’ Land 
Act, the Population 
Registration Act, the 
Separate Amenities 

Act, and the Group Areas Act—did 
the international community make both 
concrete and symbolic concessions.[67]  

“The expulsion of the government’s 
ambassadors directly affected 

fewer white lives than the sports 
boycott did.”

boycott racist sport, but support non-
racial sport[51]. A communique later 
reaffirmed that simply creating non-
racial sports authorities inside South 
Africa would not suffice; sports boycotts 
increasingly became about apartheid as 
a whole[52]. These boycott’s became 
less and less about South Africa’s 
violation of  the Olympic Charter’s 
first fundamental principle, that “[n]
o discrimination is allowed against any 
country or person on grounds of  race, 
religion or political affiliation,” and more 
about non-discrimination in general[53]. 
Discrimination was one thing South 
Africa had aplenty. In the early 1980s, 
South Africa had the most inequitable 
income distribution of  any country, with 

the bottom 40% of  workers holding 
a mere 6% of  the wealth [54]. 

Though white children enjoyed 
world-class healthcare, up to 

one quarter of  African 
and Coloured children 

died before they 
turned one [55]. 

Archbishop 
Desmond 

Tutu, 

in a speech to the Marylebone Cricket 
Club at Lord’s Cricket Ground—oft 
considered the ‘home of  cricket’—
spoke at length of  the efficacy of  the 
internationally-backed sports boycott 
[56]. He praised the sports boycott, 
saying that it finally conveyed to “sport-
crazy” South Africans that South Africa 
isolated itself  athletically when it forcibly 
divided itself  down racial lines [57]. 
The international sporting community’s 
refusal to “kowtow” to apartheid and 
discrimination hurt those who supported 
apartheid far more than most other 
sanctions did [58]. The expulsion of  
the government’s ambassadors directly 
affected fewer white lives than the sports 
boycott did. These boycotts reminded 
the supporters of  apartheid that the 
international community valued, as 
Archbishop Tutu punned, “fair play” 
[59]. Archbishop Tutu opines that 
the roughly 20 years of  serious sport 
boycott “drummed into [South Africans 
of  all races and ethnicities] what the 
world saw as fair play and what it saw 
as unfair play” [60]. Under Archbishop 
Tutu’s analysis, this conveyance of  
international opinion far exceeded any 
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to whites that, in 1977, the National 
Party Minister of  Sport and Recreation 
warned the South African Parliament 
that “sports and play are strong enough 
to cause political and economic relations 
to collapse or flourish.”[78]

In his days on Robben Island, 
Mandela relished seeing a photo of  the 
famous protest at the 1968 Mexico City 
Olympics.[79] American runners John 
Carlos and Tommie Smith held their 
gloved fists in the air as a condemnation 
of  racial injustice and an affirmation of  
Black power.  The electrifying effect this 
had on the world reinforced the value 
and power of  sports for the Robben 
Island branch of  the ANC.[80] The 
ANC Robben Islanders—especially 
members of  the High Organ—would be 
incredibly influential in the negotiated 
settlement and in post-Apartheid 
governance.[81]

On account of  this perhaps 
unrivalled understanding of  the realities 
of  the country, the ANC took sports 
every bit as serious as  the National 
Party. This proved wise. After the ANC 
government removed Van der Merwe, 
the notorious security police chief  from 

office, rumors circulated of  a right-wing 
backlash.[82] Intelligence reports found 
that there was indeed chatter of  a right-
wing plot to fund an Inkatha Freedom 
Party led coup.[83] In a revelation that 
would be amusing if  not for the gravity 
of  the situation, the right-wing plot 
faced internal resistance to this plot 
from those who feared a reprisal from 
the international sporting community.
[84] Of  principal concern to these right-
wingers was the loss of  the newly gained 
international rugby.[85] While this desire 
came partly out of  a love of  sports, 
much of  it stemmed from the sense of  
acceptance that went along with being 
readmitted to the international sporting 
community; sports, it seemed, were 
the whites’ “Achilles’ heel.”[86] Arnold 
Stofile, long time ANC member and 
Minister of  Sport and Recreation 
under Thabo Mbeki, perhaps 
articulated this point most 
clearly:

Offering 
to restore 
international 
rugby games 
is a way 

When 
South 

African 
sporting 

authorities 
became non-racial, 

the ANC would 
quietly reward them by 

unofficially helping their 
sport return to the world’s 

good graces.[68] For the first 
time since 1960, the IOC invited 

South Africa to participate in the 
next Olympics, to be held in 1992 in 
Barcelona.[69] Even this invitation came 
with conditions: South Africa could 
only field entrants in sports with non-
racial, anti-Apartheid governing bodies.
[70] In a further denunciation of  the 
National Party regime, the IOC decreed 
that South Africa could not use its own 
hated flag—a sign of  all the hatred 
and marginalization of  Apartheid—or 
Die Stem, an “old neo-Nazi marching 
tune”—as Professor Nixon describes 
it—that the overwhelming majority 
of  the ANC desperately wished to 
jettison.[71] In its first appearance on 
the Olympic Stage in decades, South 

Africa would still be isolated—playing 
for an Olympic flag and Ludwig Van 
Beethoven’s Ode to Joy.[72]  

The stereotypical Afrikaner of  the 
late 20th century was straightforward, 
churchgoing, and—above all—a sports 
“fanatic.”[73]  Sports hold a special place 
in Afrikaner society, a fact of  which all 
serious South African political groups 
were cognizant. When F.W. de Klerk 
wished to prevail in his 1992 voter 
initiative, he consciously invoked both 
the rhetoric and realities of  sport.[74] 
A famous ad of  his warned the whites 
of  South Africa that “[w]ithout reform, 
South Africa hasn’t got a sporting 
chance. Vote yes [. . .] and keep South 
Africa in the game.”[75] This add echoed 
comments from the head of  South 
Africa’s premier cricket organization that 
a ‘no’ vote would effectively return South 
Africa to “total sporting isolation.”[76] 
The National Party had long been weary 
of  the effects of  a sports boycott. As 
the  1980 United Nations report by 
Sam Ramsamy found, international 
sport participation did  keep the white 
electorate “happy and contented.”[77] So 
important was international participation 
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to get a tennis scholarship—wrote 
that Arthur Ashe amazed him with his 
ability to succeed in a sport “dominated 
by whites”[97].  Justice Bekebeke, a 
former death row inmate and renowned 
anti-Apartheid activist, bemoaned that 
“[t]hese Afrikaner rugby people [. . .] 
treated us worst” and that they were 
“the big white thugs who said, ‘give way, 
kaffir’”[98]. Many Black South Africans 
saw rugby players and fans—especially 
of  the Springboks, the favored team 
of  Afrikaners—as the “enemy”[99].  
In fact, as John Carlin recounts in his 
Playing the Enemy: Nelson Mandela 
and the Game That Made a Nation—an 
account of  the role that Mandela and 
the Springboks played in bridging the 
culture gap—Mandela was attacked for 
his willingness to engage with the hated 
institution of  rugby[100]. Praising rugby 
led to one of  the few times Mandela 
was ever booed, at a speech given in 
rural KwaZulu[101]. Mandela spoke 
in Ezakheni, a place where, as Madiba 
himself  said, “apartheid left communities 
in conditions that defy description,” and 
a place where ANC vs. Inkatha, Zulu vs. 
Zulu violence had ravaged[102]. During 

this 
speech, 
Mandela 
donned a 
Springbok cap; 
he “push[ed] his 
luck” by doing so[103]. 
When booing erupted, 
Mandela responded in a very 
Mandela-esque manner: “Don’t 
be shortsighted, don’t be emotional. 
Nation-building means we have to 
pay a price”[104]. He won the crowd 
back[105].

Once one discovers the symbolism 
behind the Springboks, it perhaps does 
not surprise that even the walking legend 
and hero that Nelson Mandela was 
could not advocate for the Springboks 
without rebuke. The Springbok itself  is 
an indigenous animal, and its use as a 
symbol for South Africa actually outdates 
the country itself  by four years[106]. 
The many indignities people of  color 
faced under segregation and then 
Apartheid—from being forced to mine 

of  saying to the whites, ‘if  you play 
along with us you will be able to go to 
Europe and the U.S. and Australia to 
visit your friends and not be seen at the 
airport when your passport is checked as 
pariahs. [. . .] It would mean being liked 
again. [. . .] [W]hite South Africa will be 
able to feel like human beings again.[87]

This sentiment is far from 
conjecture: white South Africans  
said the same. Dr. Danie Craven, the 
president of  the South African rugby 
board, lamented that “[South African 
teams] can’t go abroad without causing 
chaos. It’s not pleasant to feel as if  
we’re suffering from a disease”[88]. 
Craven blames this repulsion towards 
white South Africans on one thing: the 

international response to the sports 
boycotts.[89]  

Even the ANC members 
in exile could intuitively 

understand how powerful 
rugby could be, and 

how essential it was 
to the Afrikaner 

identity.[90] 
There 

was an 

understanding that for the ANC to 
extend a proverbial olive branch in the 
form of  international rugby would 
challenge Afrikaner assumptions about 
the ANC.[91] This gesture, allowing 
South African rugby teams (especially 
the Springboks) to re-enter the global 
spotlight, carried more weight than it 
might seem. John Carlin cautions that in 
evaluating the significance of  the rugby 
boycott, one would do well to remember 
that “the whites had plenty of  bread, 
but they had been denied the circus”[92] 
In a 1977 poll, White South Africans 
placed the lack of  international sport as 
one of  the three most harmful effects 
of  apartheid.[93] A ‘harmful’ effect, 
Professor Nixon reminds, that most 
Black South Africans would not rank in 
the top hundred.[94]

However, for many Black South 
Africans, white dominated sports—
rugby in particular—were “symbol[s] 
of  Afrikaner domination”[95] Tennis 
and cricket also had reputations as 
‘white sports’[96]. Indeed, in his 
wonderful autobiography Kaffir Boy, 
Mark Mathabane—who famously was 
one of  the few Black South Africans 
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baddies anymore. Not only did we win, 
the world actually wanted us to win. Do 
you realize what that meant to [whites]? 
What joy? What enormous relief ?”[115] 
Makhenkesi Stofile, an ANC member 
who later became the Minister of  Sport 
and Recreation under Thabo Mbeki had 
predicted this exact reaction when he 
referred to the issue of  allowing South 
Africa to compete in international rugby 
as “no ordinary carrot.”[116] 

Archbishop Tutu explains the 
power of  sports in South Africa thusly: 
“Non-racial teams are catalytic [. . .] they 
show us what we can be”[116]. Similarly, 
Mandela, in a famous speech, praised 
sport: “Sport has the power to change 
the world. It has the power to inspire, 
it has the power to unite people in a 
way that little else does”[117]. These 
men, both heroes of  South Africa and 
of  humanity at large, don such lavish 
praise on sport because of  the key role it 
played in tearing the old order down and 
in erecting the new one.  Today in South 
Africa, “monochrome” professional or 
club teams are more apt to be found in 
the history books than in the playing 
fields[118].  When Archbishop Tutu 

References/Citations available at 
audeamus.ucr.edu.

celebrates the fact that South Africans 
have voted Makhaya Ntini, a Black 
cricketer in a rugby and soccer obsessed 
country, the most admired sportsman, he 
does not sees this so much as an effect 
that unifying has had on sport, but an 
effect sport has had on unifying[119].  
The anti-Apartheid movement used 
sports, in all their innate power, to show 
both the world and South Africans of  all 
colors that, to borrow the ANC’s phrase, 
“it is wrong to support racialism in any 
form. And apartheid is not a game”[120].

at gunpoint, to 
being indefinitely 

detained—were 
perpetrated by 

groups and institutions 
whose symbol was the 

Springbok[107].
When the Springboks played 

the New Zealand All-Blacks, a 
historical rival and a team many Black 
South Africans habitually rooted for, 
few believed the result would unify 
the country as much as Mandela 
hoped[108]. On the 24th of  June, 1995, 
all expectations 
shattered. South 
Africa defeated the 
All-Blacks in the 
1995 Rugby World 
Cup. During the 
match, the streets, 
both white and 
black, were empty[109]. From the far 
right to the far left, no one dared to 
dispute the significance of  that match. 
Die Burger—the famously conservative 

Afrikaner paper—marveled at how rugby 
was “such a uniting force,” while Justice 
Bekebeke—an anti-Apartheid near 
martyr—explains that after the Boks 
won, he felt “more South African than 
I ever had before”[110]. Kobie Coetsee, 
a National Party Minister of  Justice and 
negotiator, identifies the 1995 Rugby 
World Cup as “the moment my people 
[Afrikaners], his adversaries, embraced” 
Madiba[111]. Archbishop Tutu concurs, 
saying that the Cup “made us realize 
that it was actually possible for us to be 
on the same side [. . .] to become one 
nation”[112]. Mandela himself  said that 
the “impact of  the match [was] that 
the attitude of  Afrikaners towards me 

really had changed 
completely”[113]. 
This match went 
beyond unifying 
white and Black 
South Africa, as 
Die Burger asserts, 
“more than anything 

else”[114]. It re-united South Africa 
with the world.  As the Afrikaner 
journalist Arrie Rossouw submits of  
South Africa, “[w]e were no longer the 

“Sport has the power to change the 
world. It has the power to inspire, it 
has the power to unite people in a 

way that little else does.”
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help others. This also may be the part where 
the superhero notices that others need their 
help. That section ends with dissonance, to show 
their mental struggle, before moving into the theme. 
After the brief  entrance of  a theme, the next section 
and the villain, which is shown through the use of  the 
lower register of  the piano, appears. The melodic chords in 
the upper register of  the piece shows the first internal struggle 
that the superhero has after meeting the villain and realizing how evil 
the villain is. Following that section, is another sweet and soft section. 
There are a few loud parts as this signifies the rush of  feelings that every 
superhero has for their family or lover. When the melodic chords change to 
a minor key, this is when the superhero realizes that they may have to protect 
the lover or family as danger is approaching. A variation of  the original theme plays 
before the fight scene begins, as the superhero has to search within themselves to 
find the power to defeat the villain. The fight scene ensues, and there is a battle. This 
section begins soft and accelerates and goes to a higher register as the fight gets really 
bloody and lives are in danger. As the fight scene ends, the original theme is played 
again, because the superhero won, and the ending plays soon after. The ending 
is both mysterious and triumphant. Triumphant because the superhero won, and 
mysterious as it hints to a sequel. 
I created the work simply due to my love of  superhero movies and their soundtracks. 
I believe that my work was influenced by Henry Jackman, a composer who has 
composed music for Captain America, and have incorporated musical ideas from my 
classical repertoire including Schubert and Beethoven. There is a main theme that is 
repeated throughout that was inspired by Superman movies.

Music piece available at audeamus.ucr.edu.

This piece is entitled Superhero as it is a piece that could be added to the 
soundtrack of  a superhero movie. The piece follows the journey of  a 

stereotypical superhero in any superhero movie: the beginning or recognition of  
the problem that only the superhero can solve (this can also be the moment 

that the superhero gets superpowers); then follows with a section of  the 
first encounter with the villain; then comes the sweet moment, usually 

brief, with the superhero’s lover or family. After that, is the ultimate 
fight scene that escalates, then fades back to the original theme, 

and ends triumphantly.
The song begins with a soft melody. The top note is 

repeated to demonstrate the nagging feeling that a 
superhero may feel when they are either learning 

about their new powers, or fighting the urge to 

NinaSimone Edwards/
University of Tennessee at Chattanooga

MUSIC
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I work with different mediums such as photography, printmaking, and drawing. 
The use of  alternative printing processes aides me in the creation of  dreamlike 

abstracted figures that represent what I believe to be most incredible about 
the human form. My works are about identity and one’s memory of  the self. 
It is emotive; it is delicate and dreamlike, ethereal; and it is fleeting. The use of  
unsaturated imagery is done in order to portray a sense of  nostalgia and the 
ephemeral. In photography, I work with self-portraits in order to portray emotions, 
reflect on personal experiences, and question how others view myself  as a young 
woman of  color in the 21st century. Quiet observation of  those around allows me 
to understand how the world perceives, not just myself, but any other being, 
as strangers place unwanted identities upon others, whether historically, 
physically, emotionally, or based on gender.

Birmingham, Alabama 
January 2016 - October 2016

ARTWORK/PHOTOGRAPHY

Erin Croxton/University of Alabama at Birmingham
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The white triangles inserted inside each design element 
throughout the journal represent a series of  fluorescent 
windows that lead the very subject of  the alley, the piece being 
studied. Hence, even in the darkest of  times, those within the light 
can be showcased as a spectacle. Mister Albert Cornelius Bumbledeer, 
the gentleman in the center of  the alley represented on page 1, approves 
of  this message. More can be found out about him and his history on our 
website, audeamus.ucr.edu.

“It is human nature to wonder what lies in darkness, to see a curtain and want 
to pull it aside, to gaze upon the empty stage before the action begins, but in the end 
we are compelled by an insatiable sense of  wonder and the dreams we use to light 
the world.” --Audeamus X and XI Editorial Board

This quote sets the stage for our theme, Spectacle. The cover represents a sense 
of  pause to invoke that sense of  wonder, surprise, or enlightenment. The interior 
segment of  the journal represents a sense of  “play” as exhibited by the subtle 
references of  triangles throughout the journal. The backcover represents a sense of  
fastforwarding, foreshadowing what is to come in our future versions of  Audeamus.

Credit for cover design goes to none other than our previous Design Lead for 
Audeamus VIII, IX, and X, Raymond-Tan Tran. 

Yours Truly,          
Neema Masoudipour, Audeamus XI Design Lead

Colophon
Dear Reader,

It is my hope that you enjoyed reading this journal as much as I and the editorial 
board enjoyed producing it. To follow are the specifics that went into creating the 
journal, including inspirations regarding design elements and our overall theme 
inspiration.

The 11th volume of  Audeamus was printed by the Printing and Reprographics 
Department at UCR. A copy was given to all published authors, various individuals, 
departments, and organizations within the University of  California system; and all 
published authors and schools across the nation. 

The publication is 7.5” by 7.5”. The cover is printed on 100# pacesetter silk 
cover. The interior is printed on 81# pacesetter silk book. 20 total versions were 
created before coming to a final journal design.

The journal was created using Adobe InDesign CC, Adobe Photoshop CC, 
and Adobe Illustrator CC. The typefaces used were Garamond, Raleway, and 

Roboto Condensed. The body copy is set in Garamond Regular 12/14.

Audeamus is published annually in the Spring.

Inspiration for the interior design element of  this journal 
sprouts from the depiction of  the film noir. General film 

noir scenes showcase a dark alley with a figure in the 
center, illuminated by the bright lights coming from 

windows from each of  the surrounding buildings.
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Dear Reader,

Jane E. Kim, Audeamus XI Staff  Advisor

Although it’s not customary, I am including an Advisor’s Letter with this issue of  Audeamus, as it 
will be my last year as this fabulous journal’s staff  advisor. Since 2012, I have had the pleasure to work 
with wonderfully talented and dedicated students on the publication of  five journals, and I am grateful 
to have worked alongside the creative and delightfully eclectic souls that have put forth a journal each 
year. 

Over the years, I have been able to witness the unique stories that develop, not only within our 
journals, but also within the editorial board itself. Each board has started off  with a whisper of  an 
idea, whether it be a doodle, an indelible phrase, a catchy tune, or even the smell of  old parchment. A 
story can truly begin anywhere. 

From those beginnings, the students have all grappled with questions, both mundane and 
philosophical, from assignment points and technical set-ups, to the meaning of  abstract concepts like 
this year’s theme, “Spectacle,” and how that translates from the imaginary to the physical. But, a lot of  
the work behind the publication is hidden; it’s usually done by the glow of  a computer screen, during 
late nights, when no one else sees the work of  an editor furiously deleting an aberrant comma on draft 
#34, feverishly typing 83 e-mails, and adjusting the design for the 57th time, moving that margin one 
centimeter to the right.  

Each year, our student board has valiantly put in the “hidden” work that not everyone sees, but 
that we all get to enjoy at the end of  the year. This, I believe, is the true work behind being “daring.”  
Not all acts of  daring are loud, or even visible; many of  them are silent and come about through 
perseverance, hard work, and perhaps a little bit (okay, a LOT) of  Starbucks. So, when I consider 
Audeamus and our meaning, “Let us dare,” I can truly say that I have been lucky enough to advise 
students who have all dared greatly in the amount of  heart, effort, and care they have put into each 
journal.  

I know the journal is in absolutely phenomenal hands with Dr. Ricky Rodriguez, who will be 
taking over as the Faculty Advisor for Audeamus in the upcoming year. Although I will continue to 
provide assistance in a consultative role, and Audeamus will always have a special place in my own 
eclectic soul, I am excited for the new chapter that Audeamus will be embarking upon.  

As always, I wish for our board and our readers to continue daring greatly.
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