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Mardi Gras has always been one 
of  my favorite holidays, so it came 
as a surprise to me when some of  
my friends who hadn’t experienced 
it before couldn’t understand what 
all of  the hype was about. It never 
occurred to me that from an outside 
view, Mardi Gras might come off  as 
nothing more than a lot of  booze 
with beads being chunked at you. I 
won’t deny that these things are a 
part of  it, but when I look back on 
my childhood memories, I know that 
there is much more to it. 

I was fortunate enough to grow 
up in the small town of  Spanish Fort, 
Alabama, right outside of  Mobile. Many 
people assume that Mardi Gras originated 
in New Orleans, but in fact, it all started 
in Mobile. Not only are there so many 
other facts about this holiday that many 
people are unaware of, but there are other 
fascinating aspects to Mardi Gras that one 
might not understand unless they grew up 
in South Alabama. 

Some people who go to a Mardi Gras 
parade for the first time can’t understand 
why so many adults would bring their 
children to an event with such a wild and 
aggressive atmosphere. Parades can get 
pretty intense, and it is not uncommon 
to get bruises from cups being hurled 
at you, or to get in an argument with a 
determined mom over who really caught 
that string of  beads. Regardless of  some 

of  the overwhelming aspects, some of  
my greatest memories as a small child 
were made while sitting up on my dad’s 
shoulders at parades while he cheered 
for me to catch everything within reach. 
Even though at the time I didn’t need a 
reason to fight over some free candy and 
questionably smelly stuffed animals, what 
I eventually learned was that there was 
meaning behind this glorious holiday. This 
Catholic based festival originally started in 
Mobile, which was once a French colony,  
as a way to spark the beginning of  Lent. 
Mardi Gras is french for “Fat Tuesday” 
because it was the last day before the 40 
day period of  sacrifice and fasting preced-
ing Easter. 

The feasting aspect to Mardi Gras has 
most definitely not been forgotten. My 
roomate from Boston can attest to this, 
from the time I forced her to try a Moon 

Mobile

by Emily Mace
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Pie which she claims is also the last Moon 
Pie she will ever eat. I, on the other hand, 
am a huge fan of  these chocolate covered 
marshmallow treats, but the Mardi Gras 
dessert that I truly can’t resist is King 
Cake. Every year in school, starting from 
Pre-K, we would uphold a tradition of  
snacking on King Cake in class. The class-
room would be filled with high anticipa-
tion, because if  you were the lucky one to 
find that valuable little plastic baby, you 
were in charge of  bringing the next week’s 
cake. The King Cake is another tradition 

that derives from France. The purple, 
green, and gold colors, that are known to 
represent Mardi Gras, make up a mean-
ingful, yet very tasty, top layer to a what 
otherwise would be most like a coffee 
cake covered in icing. Purple symbolizes 
justice, green is for faith, and gold is for 
power. Every year during this season, I’m 
thankful that the French are such good 
cooks. 

Other aspects to Mardi Gras in Mobile 
that people are usually curious about are 
the the societies and the Mardi Gras balls. 
The first secret society began in the 1840s 
and was known as the Cowbellian society. 
It held its first surprise parade through 
downtown Mobile, where men marched 
the streets carrying farming equipment 
such as cowbells. Today, you are still very 
likely to see some pretty interesting items 
at a Mobile parade, but I can’t say I’ve 

seen anyone holding pitchforks before. 
The Cowbellion society was originally for 
only upper class males, and they celebrat-
ed on New Years instead of  Fat Tuesday, 
but other societies were formed shortly 
after that were less exclusive. Another well 
known society called the OOM (Order of  
the Myths) Society was important, because 
Joseph Stillwell Cain was the founding 
member. Anyone from Mobile is prob-
ably familiar with Joe Cain day which is 
the Sunday before Fat Tuesday. He was 
known for dressing up as an Indian and 
leading the parade that would bring Mardi 
Gras back to the start of  Lent, Fat Tues-
day, instead of  New Years. Eventually, 
these mystic societies began putting on ex-
pensive balls with masks and lavish gowns. 
Mardi Gras balls are still very popular in 
Mobile today. Unfortunately, I have not 
attended one yet, because I am not of  age, 
but I have no doubt that I will one day. 

As I’ve grown older, my experiences with 
Mardi Gras have changed. In middle 
school, my family decided to mix it up and 
travel to New Orleans for the parades, but 
that enviroment was a bit too crazy for 
me. It probably wasn’t the smartest choice 
to wear our Alabama Football sweatshirts 
that day. Nowadays, I still travel home 
every year to see a parade or two with my 
friends, but unfortunately we no longer 
get a full week off  from school. If  any-
thing though, I become more appreciative 
of  the holiday with age. I reminisce on 
the miniature parades we would throw on 
the football field in fifth and sixth grades, 
when everything revolved around who 
could catch the biggest stuffed animal, 
but as I continue to learn more about the 
holiday that contributed to so many great 
childhood memories, it ranks even higher 
on my list. 
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She was being spun around and around again. 
No control of  the steps; just playing follow the 
leader to avoid getting her black heels stepped 
on yet another time. She was grateful the dance 
partners couldn’t recognize her at this masquerade 
ball, because she kept a blank stare trying to avoid 
frowning. She looked at the room to pass the time. 
The chandeliers lit up the room and she observed 
the people walking around. They held their glasses 
of  champagne and made small conversations 
with strangers slowly making rounds around the 
ballroom. She let the music of  the orchestra hush 
her thoughts. The sound of  the violinists piecing 
together elegant melodies distracted her from the 
masked strangers. 

Every dance partner seemed to get worse. The 
strangers would try to make conversation, but she 
had no interest in them. She was only interested 
in swaying to the music. Although each one wore 
a different suit and mask, they all seemed the 
same. They were all societal copies of  the same 
man. Although she had danced with hundreds of  
men that night, she felt like it was the same man 
dressed in the most expensive suit they could find 
in the city. Each one looked at her with a leering 
look on their face that only further disgusted her. 
The women were beginning to be passed to the 
next partner, so she fled from his arms and into 
another mans.

This man was different. From the second she was 
in his hands she felt the whole room change. He 
held her with such concern and worry. As if  to 
let go of  her was to let go of  a porcelain vase. 
After positioning themselves, they began to dance. 
It was an unspoken language. It was a bond that 
brought two strangers into perfect synchrony. 
They danced together as if  they had been dancing 
for years. Every step she took backwards, he was 
already taking a step forward. His hand was gently 
guiding her, while his other hand was placed light-
ly on her bare skin above where the dress began. 
He could tell she was strong and independent by 
the way she held his leading hand. However the 

The Dance of Strangers
by Raychel Delaney
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weight placed on his shoulder by the other hand 
told a different story. The way he looked at her 
made her question if  he knew her struggles with 
the recent passing of  her brother. His big blue eyes, 
which stood out from his dark black mask, seemed 
to be saying the words, “It’ll be okay”. She could 
tell he also felt alone. He had been struggling with 
trust since he was a child. People he had loved ma-
nipulated his thoughts and molded him to become 
someone else. He thought that was love. She gave 
him serenity and hope of  a change- the hope that 
one can find love and learn to trust another, even a 
stranger.

The way they danced together made the whole 
room a blur. Just him, her, and the music the or-
chestra played consuming the ballroom. Her black 
dress covered with black and gold lace made her 
almost glow as she twirled around. The way her 
green eyes seemed to be smiling at him reassured 
him of  her kindred soul. He spun her around and 
around. She trusted him when he dipped her to the 
ground and brought her so close to his face paused 
just to look at her eyes. She could feel his breath for 
a brief  moment and then, suddenly, it was back to 
dancing. Time stood still as the two danced around 
the ballroom.

 It was nearing the end of  the song and every man 
was handing off  his female partner. He slowly let go 
of  each finger individually to pass her off  to an-
other stranger on the dance floor. They locked eyes 
for a brief  moment but once their hands weren’t 
touching he looked away. That was it. That was the 
last time they danced together. Never was a word 
exchanged between the two, just a mutual under-
standing. During those few minutes on the dance 
floor they had shared more than just a dance. When 
the music stopped and the party ended, they left the 
building through separate doors and parted ways. 
They shared a moment that allowed them both to 
evade their problems. A moment of  pure blissful 
joy that they had not experienced in what seemed 
like centuries. Although they never found each 
other again, they knew it was for the best.
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The alarm blares against my dull, thud-
ding head. My bloodshot eyes snap open 
at the grotesque sound. Reaching over, I 
slap the top of  the clock. Too hard. The 
plastic frame slips from under my hand as 
I hear it crash to the floor. I groan. Reach-
ing down, I fumble fruitlessly searching 
for the still blaring alarm before victory! I 
found it. I pull it up, mashing the top but-
ton; the alarm finally ceased. I sigh, lean-
ing my head back onto the warm pillows. I 
look at the clock; it reads 9:02 P.M. 

Only twelve hours till I return here. I 
groan again at the thought. Rubbing the 
temples of  my throbbing head, I pick 
myself  up. It is all too much. I want to just 
continue lying in bed, just one more night, 

but I’ve already taken two days off  this 
week. The boss won’t let me take a third. 
He might if  I force my case upon him, 
this being the fourth sleepless night in a 
row. Hell, he may even sympathize with 
me, under Dr. Mellon’s orders. But then 
again he could just fire me under negli-
gence. All too much, all too much. 

My feet touch the carpet floor; I stand 
up slowly. My eyes dart towards the night 
stand; an empty glass bottle is lying on its 
side. It was already a hard enough night, 
but I hadn’t realized I was out of  the only 
thing that took the edge off. I fall back 
onto the bed, cupping my face in hand. 
How could you have forgotten that, you idiot. 
How else do you think you got any sleep last 
night? My mind demands.         

RUSH by Charles Barkley
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I didn’t have an answer for it. I didn’t 
answer it. I just stood back up, and walked 
towards the bathroom. Maybe a hot 
soothing shower will calm my nerves. I 
used to enjoy hot showers. 

At the work place, I sit behind a small 
desk in a closed cubicle. The hotline is 
flashing. Ther is a caller waiting on the 
other side. Who needs customer service 
this late at night? I think to myself. I have 
barely been sitting for more than a min-
ute, and already flashing blinking lights, 
someone who wants me to take a portion 
of  my life out for them. I shake my head 
and pick up. 

“Thank you for calling customer service; 
this is Jamie, how may I help you?” I 
ask. Then the abuse starts. They demand 
to know if  I am in the States. I answer 
politely, then they accuse me of  steal-
ing jobs from hard working Americans. I 
don’t know how to answer again. I don’t  
answer again. I ask them again, “How 
can I help?” and after several minutes of  
cursing me and my mother, they hang up. 
I don’t even get an answer about what is 
wrong. Maybe that was for the best. I see 
another flashing light on my phone. I click 
the little button beside it, and let the abuse 
start again. 

Lunch time. I sit beside my coworkers, 
snacking away on a meager sandwich. I’m 
two bites in, and I just set the rest aside. 
My stomach turns at the thought of  eating 
anymore. A coworker asks if  anything is 
wrong with it. 

“Just not hungry,” I respond. They take 
the sandwich without another word. Part 
of  me wishes to protest, but I know I’ve 
lost it forever. I simply let it go. Nice 
backbone, short stop. My mind shrieks, 

Can’t believe you are so spineless, so worth-
less. No wonder you were left alone. No wonder 
you… I do everything I can to drown out 
the voice with white noise. It just speaks 
louder and clearer through all my efforts. 

Dr. Mellon’s Office. The clock reads 7:04 
A.M. I witnessed another sunrise this 
early morning. Little less than a year ago, 
that would have left me with wonder and 
amazement. Today, it is little more than 
just revisiting a scene in a movie you’ve 
watched too many times. You just need a 
break from it before the wonder can be realized. 
I pray. Dr. Mellon’s accountant looks up 
from her oak desk, her hands dancing 
around the keyboard. 

“Dr. Mellon will see you now Jamie.” 
“Thank you,” I whisper, picking myself  
up from the old soft cushioned sofa. I 
open the pine door that led to Dr. Mel-
lon’s office. 

“Ah Jamie, how good to see you again. 
Please come in and have a seat,” she says 
happily, giving me her ever persistent 
goofy grin. I almost smile just seeing it. 
I used to love smiling. She starts up her 
normal routine, asking me how my day 
has been, about my prospects, and how 
much sleep I am getting. I have been see-
ing her a little more than a year now, after 
the extended break I had with my partner. 
Jordan had moved on from me, I had 
not moved from Jordan. I lie to her, as I 
always do, telling her how much better I 
feel, and tell her about John, Mark, Sa-
mantha and Jerry from work, inviting me 
out to bowling the following Saturday. I 
am sure I haven’t said bowling before.

“That’s good, I am glad to see you have 
found a new interest. Third time in two 
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months you’ve gone bowling, isn’t it?” 
She asks. I curse myself  out. “Thinking of  
going pro?” She teases. I fake a smile. It 
feels good for a moment before I realize 
how long I have been smiling. I quickly 
stop. For the remaining session, we just 
talk about any new person in my life. I try 
to remember if  I have fabricated someone 
or not by now. I think I have, but I tell the 
truth and say there is no one. Dr. Mellon 
doesn’t press on. 

9:02 A.M. I am laying in my bed again, 
finally, after my long night at the call cen-
ter and morning with the therapist. I sigh, 
rolling my head over, mashing my face 
into the bare pillow. Then I get up and go 
to the kitchen. I replace my empty bottle 
of  Jack with a fresh one. A quick drink 
should put me to rest. I reach over, grab-
bing the small, dirty glass I keep close by, 
and fill it up. I chug it down in one gulp. I 
pour a second glass, then a third, a fourth, 
and finally after the fifth, I am plastered. I 
turn my alarm back on, and close my eyes. 
When I wake up, it is back to the abuse. 

This routine persists, dull and bland. I’ve 
lost twenty pounds. Someone around 
work says I look a bit gaunt. I thank him. I 
sit at my cubical during the night shift, and 
lay in my bed during the day, all the while 
remembering that I used to have fun. It 
used to feel good to be alive, but now, I 
just want it to end. I tried to tell Dr. Mel-
lon, but she is so proud of  the progress 
I have made, even though it is just a lie. I 
try to keep myself  afloat, but my thoughts 
barrage me night and day, forcing me to 
remember the punishment I deserve. I 
look at the scale, another ten pounds lost. 
It has been a year since I started feeling 
down. No one sees through my façade.

It makes me feel contempt that they don’t 
see how I feel. I finish another bottle, 
then another, and then another through-
out the week. The guy at the local store 
seems to remember me now. he doesn’t 
even bother to card me, even has the glass 
bottle charged up and ready to be paid for. 
I remember when I used to have fun. 
Dr. Mellon tells me I should take a vaca-
tion. 

I think she is right. I think I know a place 
I want to go. A place where there is no 
pain, and my thoughts can’t reach it. A 
place where I don’t have to worry about 
whether or not I am hungry, and no one 
can steal my food. A place where I don’t 
need to replace my glass bottles. My floor 
is littered with them now. I am going to 
travel to the roof  to start my vacation. It 
is as good as any other place to start. A bit 
of  fresh air, the rush of  wind. I climb up 
the fire escape, towards the top. 

I reach the roof  in minutes. I turn back, 
looking over towards the city lights, re-
membering a time when I used to come 
up here every night. I look at the watch 
on my wrist. 9:07 P.M. I should be down 
stairs getting ready for work. I look up to-
wards the moonless sky. In twelve hours, 
I wonder where I will be. A short relief  
pours over me. 

Tonight, I finally end my façade. Tonight, 
everyone else knows what has been going 
through my mind these past few months. I 
don’t blame anyone for the result; this was 
my failure, this was my loss. I step to the 
edge of  the building. I remember when 
I used to have fun. And what better rush 
can you have than finally getting a long 
overdue vacation from it all. I smile for 
the first time, and step forward. 
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“Our truest life is when we are in dreams awake.”
–Henry David Thoreau

R.E.M. Introduction:
-- Cordash was all but normal from the 
beginning. His father had remarked many 
times as Cordash was only a few weeks 
into birth, “Need I repeat my sinful prayer 
for a beautiful baby girl instead...?” The 
newborn’s features were such that he 
caught the attention of  everyone within 
a neighborhood school circumference. 
He was the boy of  a dying world--a world 
in which Cordash was yearning to live. 
Would he ever come to grasp the beauty 
of  life in and around him? --

1. Accustomed
Cordash was approaching the ripened half  
of  his twenties. He was a growing genius, 
a prodigy in the fields of  math and 
literature. He was a modern Abraham 
DeMoivre with his understanding of  
abstract mathematics and real-world 
mathematical application. He under-
stood the entirety of  existence; yet, he 
had surpassed all constrict of  time—no 
outer sense aided him. That is to say, his 
five universal senses had evolved into one 
unique sense. This enabled him to experi-
ence his thoughts and surroundings all at 
once. Cordash was far from ordinary but 
lacked any earthly means of  expressing 
his deep reflections, both physically and 
mentally, as his expressions were incom-
prehensible to any outside contact. He 
evoked only the look of  material fashion. 
The only non-transparent features that he 
portrayed were his wardrobe and never 
changing full head of  blonde wavy hair 
that seemed to blow as if  a slight breeze 
was always present. 

Veda was preparing her weekly batch of  
peached pecan cookies when she felt the 
chilling presence of  Cordash. He had 

been in a silent stance in front of  his 
mother for what she hoped was only a 
few minutes. Cordash loved these mo-
ments; his hair shined as gold when he 
was able to experience the happiness his 
mother shed as she was at her own with 
her hobby. He knew the smell inside so 
well. He had never been offered a cookie 
of  course, but he knew they had to be 
the most delectable treats on this side of  
the hemisphere. In noticing his presence, 
Veda’s glow quickly ceased and she 
demanded her time be spent alone. Before 
she had the chance to fully justify herself  
Cordash had vanished into the shadow of  
the next room. Her rhythm continued… 
 
This room was off  limits. It bolstered the 
military items and heirloom belongings 
of  Cordash’s grandfather, Bellinger III. 
All of  the contents within the room were 
neatly positioned with a natural layer of  
dust acting to conceal the importance of  
the family name—human hands had not 
touched all but one item for nearly half  
a century. Cordash knew this because 
his father, Greasch, was a man of  secret 
about this one particular item. Cordash 
was the only one who knew of  the dif-
ference between all the other items and 
the one special apparatus that, to anyone 
else, would just appear as an old wartime 
footage camera. He stood motionless 
contemplating the complexity that must 
have been captured within the camera’s 
frozen footage. He filled the already dense 
air of  the room with a heavy mist, enough 
to provoke Greasch to an awakened state 
from his recliner that was positioned 
at the far end of  the room. This was a 
dare Cordash was willing to take. He had 
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stumbled upon this room too many times 
with the same occurrence and reaction 
of  his father. No sound interaction was 
ever made between the two men. Greasch 
did not need to commence with words 
for Cordash understood completely the 
meaning in his father’s beady eyes. 
Cordash kept calm and made his way into 
the long corridor that led to his room, 
leaving his father behind
 
Very little light made its way to this side 
of  the residence. There was no outside 
sound amidst the dark hallway, yet 
Cordash’s thoughts resonated like the 
static between his two favorite AM 
stations. His room was locked shut. Still, 
he knew someone resided inside. This was 
presumed because he had never entered 
the comfort and privacy of  his room. He 
picked up a smell of  freshly laundered 
linens seeping through the cracks in the 
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doorway. A ceiling fan cast a moving 
shadow through the crack between the 
door and floorboard. Every time he made 
his way down the corridor he would be 
cautioned by the fact that he had neither 
key nor doorknob for entrance. Cordash 
was convinced the only way to enter his 
partition of  the house was to understand 
why there must be someone already inside 
the locked room. This was a mystery that 
haunted him, the only one of  sort that 
was sheer terror and challenged the waves 
and color of  his lasting hair. 

2. In Came the Light
A powerful sight it was for Cordash to 
return home one afternoon and notice his 
parents dancing along with the slow tunes 
sounding from the record player. He sat 
in the foyer chair and watched as they po-
litely held each other and laughed at their 
foot mistakes. Cordash did not want to 
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bother this perfect moment for he knew 
very well the grey that would come if  he 
did so. Upon gliding across the hall and 
into the nearby room, Cordash silently 
attended the happiness of  his parents with 
joyous movements of  his own. Veda and 
Greasch concealed their knowledge of  the 
presence of  their son. They were aware 
of  his initial arrival and his startled mood 
from the yellow gleam his hair emitted. 
Cordash was so struck by this change in 
routine that he fully overlooked the shin-
ing star atop his head. It was the brightest 
they had ever seen before. They played 
the moment out for nearly an hour before 
Cordash finally crept into the living room 
where they were and begin to chime in. 
For the first time in twenty-seven years, 
a never-ending family moment occurred. 
They all three locked hands and danced 
along to the record player well into the 
evening.

Following their last song together, 
Cordash split from his parents and began 
the makings of  his first cooked meal. He 
was honored to see his parents join him in 
the kitchen with helping hands but thrown 
off  when they motioned for him to look 
in the stove at what was already cooking. 
How could this be? A moment so per-
fect that Cordash had missed the smell 
of  his mother’s baking cookies? Cordash 
felt his whole body begin to tremble with 
questions. What was different? Cordash 
quickly became nervous as to how his 
parents were able to understand all of  his 
expression. He fled from the kitchen in a 
panic and made it to the closest bathroom. 
Cordash slammed the door and stared 
deep into his reflection in the mirror. He 
stared so long that his reflection and real-
ity began to merge. Something was very 
different; Cordash realized that he must 
be in a dream. He was actually human and 

living just as any normal person would. 
“Merely just a human… how could this 
be?” He was not asleep and more still 
had never even lay on his own bed. After 
nearly ten minutes passed, Cordash moved 
his head over to notice that his parents 
had made their way over to the bathroom 
door. They had been yelling and bang-
ing on the door the whole time. Cordash 
closed his eyes tight and splashed his face 
with cold water only to open his eyes to 
the same place he was before. He repeated 
with more water and this time held his 
face beneath the showerhead. “Wait, there 
has never been a shower in this 
bathroom.” Cordash hurried to find a 
towel with his eyes still closed tight. He 
buried his face into the towel. 

3. Shift
After a few seconds the towel and setting 
vanished into an all black room. There 
was a slight breeze from the fan above. 
The comfort and plush of  the pillow was 
enough to keep Cordash asleep for the 
remainder of  the early morning hours. A 
slit of  light crept towards his eyes as the 
sunlight gleamed through the window. 
The change in temperature on Cordash’s 
face drove him from his deep trance. He 
lay paralyzed, studying his lucid thoughts 
and wondered yet again if  he must still be 
amidst the harmonics of  his life-changing 
dream.
 
Cordash was reunited with confidence of  
reality when he lifted up from the pillow 
and caught at his reflection in the mir-
ror. He was back to his normal age of  ten 
again and full of  energy and joy. He knew 
he must not miss any moment the new 
day had to offer. “The dream of  a life-
time”, he thought, “now I must make 
myself  a part of  my dream. I must go 
with time like an adventurous dove with 
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fresh wings.” He quickly tossed on his 
Saturday attire and rushed down the 
corridor and straight into the inviting 
smell of  the kitchen. He greeted his 
mother with a huge smile and a couple of  
pecks on the cheek. Veda was brisk and 
filled with cheer to see her son so happy 
and rife. Cordash added to the moment by 
stuffing five of  her special cookies into his 
mouth as if  it were the last time he would 
ever get to experience such euphoria. 

Cordash offered another kiss on her arm 
and dashed into the next room where his 
father lay humbly asleep in low rumbling 
snore. He pulled up a chair and purposely 
bumped into the armrest of  the recliner. 
No startle came of  Greasch as his eyes 
slid open and focused on his son. Cordash 
gave him a couple of  seconds to catch a 
yawning stretch and then reached over 
to grab the footage camera Greasch kept 
so dearly to his heart. Cordash carefully 
slipped the film into the projector and 
together they watched the last months 
of  Bellinger III as a young private in 
World War I. From beginning to end they 
watched, augmenting the moment by 
pausing on a few slides to fully encase the 
room with suspenseful thought. At the 
close of  the footage Cordash glanced over 
to see his father starring back at him with 
watery eyes. Greasch concluded with a 
subtle smirk, “Damn that amazing hair of  
your grandfather, it fits you well.” 

All photos by Eric Snyder
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As I lay here in my own despair,
I cannot see in front of  me or behind.
There is no perfect balance here;
I have lost my sight. I am blind.

I am blind to truth in reality
for falsities have taken over me.
Something has died: my originality.
But nevertheless, I smile happily.

When I remove the mask of  society,
I let go. I can once again see.
No longer can they withhold me;
my vision can be set free.

I will face all adversity
to protect my soul and body.
My mind, too, in this condescending sea,
so the pretentious bastards won’t get me.

- Destiny Farrow

Led Astray
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“Music Box” is a waltz made exclusively 
from a computer with software instruments 
and recorded samples. Like a traditional 
waltz, the piece is in ¾ time and follows 
the form of  a standard waltz. However, it 
does not limit itself  to a plain classical style, 
but instead borrows sounds and composi-
tional elements found in trap, hip hop, and 
drum and bass music. These genres were 
pioneered on sampling and looping tech-
niques, which created an audio collage that 
many artists used to build a stage for their 
creative output. “Music Box” features the 
degrade and glitching of  these computer-
functions in order to create a new sound-
scape where the loops eventually morph 
into new sounds entirely.

-Max Dolensky

Scan the QR code with 
your smart phone to listen 
to Max’s waltz online.
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by Desiree Foy
`
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by Desiree Foy`
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City and Sky
lyrics by Mary Ann Cooper

Sunset fades to magic skies
of  stars and light and you and I.
We travel with no fear or expectation,
and we let go of  all frustration.

Lights they flicker ‘round our faces,
and we embrace these beautiful places.
We hunger for things we’ve yet to see
in small pieces of  eternity.

And our hearts they know that things are gonna change.
We will go far, and our ties will stay the same.
Who knows what’s waiting — what blessings we will find.
Right now, this moment,
it’s City and Sky.

We fear change and things unknown,
but inside we’re screaming: “Just let go!”
So we beat on through uneven ground,
knowing one day we will be found.

And our hearts they know that things are gonna change.
We will go far, and our ties will stay the same.
Who knows what’s waiting — what blessings we will find.
Right now, this moment,
it’s City and Sky.

And through these tunnels, the technicolor yells
that in all these changes, all is well.
We share this moment beneath a bed of  stars,
and cling to this magic —
it’s ours!

Photo by Eric Snyder
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Do you ever get that feeling that the ground 
beneath your feet is being lifted? That there is 
nothing to grasp in sight. It is a feeling of un-
certainty. As if everything you come into con-
tact with is out your control. The feeling that 
the very life you live is out of your hands. To 
realize, that everyone has a say in the way 
you live your life. Therefore I say, live your life 
truthfully and take hold of the reins. No one 
is hindering your happiness except for your-
self. Live your life to its full capacity and never 
look back. Keep your loved ones close. Keep your 
dreams high. Remember that your time will 
come, and when it does it will feel as breathless 
as the morning sun. 

Wanderers of the Soul

-Darielle Draper
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Daisy Girl
Hey there pretty girl
Let your heart shine
Never get angry and never whine
Breathe in and then out 
Allow the air to caress your soul 
Being truly happy is the number one goal
Yet, you embrace others to see you frown

Why do you let them get you down 
You are in control of every aspect of your life
Therefore you are allowing all of your strife
So today there will be no whining
You will hold your head up high and will walk with a strut
You are a daisy, for they are a fairly simple flower, 
they possess grace, beauty, and most of all inner power

-Darielle Draper
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I sit there, looking down at my hands, 
wondering how the hell to explain what 
happened. The police officer is watching 
me mess with my hands and shift in my 
seat, as if  he has already figured whether 
I’m lying about the punch to the face or 
not. I’m going to have to ask you again ma’am. 
How did it happen? I finally compose my 
thoughts and try to phrase the description 
the best I can. 

“The most recent…incident, I guess you 
can call it, was a few hours ago. I didn’t 
tell him where I was going with my friends 
and when I came home, he confronted 
me at the door. He was yelling and I could 
smell the alcohol on his breath as he spit 
at me.” I gulp, knowing the worst part is 
coming. I try to hold back the tears as my 
bottom lip trembles. “He…” I sit speech-
less for a second, trying to calm myself  
enough to keep my voice steady. 

“Take your time. I know this must be 
difficult for you.” The police officer says. 
But I’m already in my own world, reliv-
ing the scene in my head: The apartment 
was quiet as I close the door behind me, 
plopping my purse on the side table in the 

living room. Before I look up, he slams 
my body against the door. 

“Who the hell do you think you are? Why 
didn’t you tell me where you were going?” 
He yells, his spit hitting my cheek. “I was 
out with friends. I didn’t think I needed to 
tell you. It was just  dinner, babe.”
“It was just friends? Really? How stupid 
do you think I am? How do I know you 
weren’t out with some guy? How do I 
know you weren’t out being a slut?” He 
yells, grabbing hold of  my arm. 
“Stop, you’re hurting me!” I yell before he 
slams me against the floor, my head just 
missing the coffee table. My arm is sting-
ing with pain and my whole back hurts. 
He crouches down on top of  me, hold-
ing me down with one hand on my throat 
while yelling obscene words at me. 

“You were probably out with your other 
boyfriend! I must not be good enough for 
you! Am I? Answer me, you whore!” He 
yells, keeping me pinned to the ground. 
“You have no idea how lucky you are to 
have me! You slut! All I ever do is love 
you! Why am I not good enough for you?” 
He keeps yelling over and over. I sob, try-

Slap In The Face 

by Nicole Buziak
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“No, it has always been just scream-
ing and yelling bad things at me. I never 
thought he would…” My voice trails off  
as I wince, thinking of  the punch again. “I 
never thought he would hit me. He was al-
ways so sorry after yelling. I never thought 
it would get past that.”

“Why didn’t you two break up before?”
“I loved him. And I was crazy enough to 
believe he loved me back and that this was 
okay, that is was a normal adult relation-
ship. I didn’t date much in high school and 
now that I’m in college, I just thought it 
was couples’ fighting.” 

“Any other reasons? The more personal 
details you have in the report, the more 
likely you will be able to get a restraining 
order.” I nod, knowing I want that re-
straining order.

“I thought I couldn’t live without him. 
And when he wasn’t yelling, he was the 
sweetest person. My friends all love him, 
say he’s a great guy. I figured the shouting 
just made the good times feel even bet-
ter. I never thought he would lay a hand 
on me. I used to think it would get better, 
that one day he wouldn’t yell. He would 
trust me and we could maybe get mar-
ried someday and he wouldn’t have to yell 
anymore. I thought this was what an adult 
relationship was like.” 
“How do you feel now?”
“Betrayed, hurt, and embarrassed that I 
didn’t report it sooner.” 
“It’s alright. Most women who are in these 
types of  situations don’t even bother 
coming forward. You’re very brave for 
doing what you’re doing. I commend 
you.” I smile a little, feeling a tad bit better 
although I feel like throwing up. 

ing to push him off  me with my arms.

“Jamie, let go!” I yell, scratching his arms 
with my nails. He stands up, finally getting 
off  of  me. I scramble onto my feet before 
he hits me. His fist meets my cheekbone, 
punching me back down to the ground. 
My body feels like a rag doll as I hit the 
ground, my head hitting the wood floor 
first. My cheek stings and the world starts 
spinning. I cry out, clutching my head. He 
walks towards me and I kick him in the 
crotch with my foot with as much force as 
I can muster. Once he is down, I scramble 
onto my feet and run for the door. “Come 
back here you bitch!” I hear him yell as 
I run down the hallway and bang on the 
neighbor’s door frantically. 

“Help me! Help me! Help me!” I yell, 
watching for Jamie to leave the apartment 
before my neighbors open the door. With-
out explaining, I fall into their apartment, 
screaming to close the door before they 
could even ask what my name is.

“Are those the only names he called you?” 
The cop asks, sounding as if  he is a mil-
lion miles away instead of  just across a 
small table. 

“He called me selfish in the past, said I 
didn’t deserve him, and that I would rot 
in hell with the other sluts of  the world.” 
The police officer scribbles something 
down. As I listen to the pen across the 
paper, I begin to wonder if  anything will 
finally come of  this. Will I get a restrain-
ing order and will Jamie be out of  my life 
permanently? I didn’t know if  I liked the 
idea of  not seeing him ever again and the 
last image of  him in my mind being his 
angry face as his fist hit my cheekbone. 
“Has he hit you before this incident?”
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The average pant size of  American wom-
en in today’s society is supposedly a size 
fourteen. What is interesting about this 
conjecture is that size fourteens are sold 
less than any other size in the country. 
Moreover, size fourteen pants are consid-
ered, and advertised as, plus sized. If  this 
is true, I am considered below average; 
wearing a size ten. All of  this being said I 
must disagree with the opening conjecture 
and also wonder if  I am the only Ameri-
can woman who would do so.

The ideal body image for women has 
changed constantly throughout history. 
By comparing previous body image ide-
als to what today is considered idyllic, 
it becomes clear that the “ideal” female 
form has shifted to a smaller size. In 
the nineteen twenties, body image was 
not necessarily looked at when assessing 
wealth or beauty. Instead, more so than 
in Colonial America, it was the class and 

society a woman displayed by which she 
was found appealing. Between the thir-
ties and forties, there was a shift from the 
general formlessness of  the clothing of  
the Roar-ing Twenties. Women returned 
to their tight-laced corsets, showing off  
feminine figures of  varying sizes. In the 
nineteen fifties a more curvaceous body 
type came to be the de-sired. Women who 
were neither plump nor thin but displayed 
a healthy hourglass figure, though being 
busty was considered an advantage, be-
came the objects of  attraction.  Slowly the 
ideal body image for women has changed 
from this curvaceous hourglass to a thin 
lean form, and society cares more for 
outer-beauty than inner-beauty. 

“Styles have changed based on economic 
and cultural changes…in the seven-
ties women wanted to be liberated and 
feminist acts made styles become boxier,” 

Struggling with

Body Image

by Darby McQueen
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said Valerie King, an 
Apparel and Textile 
Design student at The 
University of  Alabama. 
You can see this cause 
and effect theory come 
into play. As the view 
of  men and women 
became more equal 
the style has changed 
to match this concept. 
For instance, women 
are able to dress like 
a man and do “men” 
things now. The idea 
of  modesty has also 
changed through out 
the years. The clothes 
worn in the twenties 
were far more mod-
est when compared to 
popular clothing of  to-
day. King noted, “And 
modesty is viewed as 
a practice few exercise 
rather than women as 
a whole.” What I find 
most interesting about 
this is the feminist act 
is directly related to the 
change of  style, but 
women are looked at as 
objects. If  you watch 
a Hardee’s commercial 
there is usually a model 
dressed in little cloth-
ing chowing down on 
a hamburger. They use 
this women’s alluring 
body to attract men 
into eating at Hardee’s. 
That being said, the 
sizing of  clothes has 
changed as well over 
time. A size fourteen 
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today is equivalent to a size eight in the 
fifties. More so, not only has the sizing 
changed but the consistency of  sizes has 
also changed.

In some stores I am able to wear a size 
eight while in other I have to wear a size 
sixteen. Not only is that confusing when 
I go shopping, but hurtful in a sense 
that I can go up four sizes just by going 
into a different shop. I know that this is 
frustrating for a lot of  women. In fact, an 
alarming number of  women seem to have 
issues with self  esteem and confidence 
in their clothing sizes, though few seem 
willing to share their struggle. Just imagine 
how much we could help one another if  
we talked about this shared pain. Think 
of  what things could be done if  we built 
people up instead of  knocking people 
down.

With all of  this being said I started to 
wonder, “What do men think of  our 
bodies?” “How do men look at women?” 
“What do they think about the societal 
body image of  today?” Asking these ques-
tions made sense and went well with ques-
tions I had for wom-en too. Like, what 
do women think the average size is today? 
Does a majority of  women feel insecure 
about their body? As I thought more 
about these questions I decided to create a 
survey for both, men and women. 

The first survey I created was for women. 
I asked them a few questions in regards to 
body image. One of  the questions I asked 
was very simple, but blunt. I wanted to 
know if  they were happy with their body. 
I gave them four choices to choose from; 
yes, no, most of  the time, or sometimes. 
I also asked the women if  they had ever 
strug-gled from any diseases or disorders. 
This question stemmed from the idea of  

whether or not these negative thoughts 
lead to more serious problems. Both of  
these results support the idea that most 
women have struggled or do struggle with 
their body image. 

Being interested in the male perspective 
on women and their body types. For the 
males I asked what their preferred body 
type is for a female counterpart and also 
asked if  this preference shapes the rela-
tionship they could have with said person. 
I wanted to ask these questions to better 
compare the view of  body image that men 
had to what women were thinking. To my 
intrigue, women’s thoughts about their 
bodies were very similar to what the men 
had expressed. It was also intriguing to see 
how men viewed possible partners when it 
came to physical type.

Women do struggle with their body image. 
Several women have even suffered from 
disorders in relation to body image. Many 
men preferred a more curvaceous body 
type than most women originally thought. 
In society women are told that a thicker 
body type is unflattering, but that is not 
what my results say at all. In my personal 
opinion society and media influence our 
thoughts and emotions on body image 
more than any other source. Many men 
who took my survey also left comments 
that it isn’t so much the weight, but the 
body type. Something else all the men 
agreed on was they found women more 
attractive when they cared about their 
body and themselves. All in all, if  women 
lack anything it is their lack of  taking care 
of  themselves. That can be physical or 
emotional. So next time you feel insecure 
just remember you are beautiful and it is 
important you have confidence in every-
thing you do. 
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I woke up late this morning, as everyday, 
giving myself  just seconds to get to class 
on time. I throw on a large white t-shirt, 
green Nike shorts and flowered, patterned 
Chacos, completed with my blue polo cap 
that covers half  brushed hair. I can’t ex-
plain why I chose these specific articles of  
clothing, but I will admit it doesn’t change 
much from day to day. My nighttime attire 
is usually a bit more unique, staying within 
a certain range of  colors and patterns. On 
a typical night out, I can be seen wearing 
black or tan wedges and a favorite pair of  
jeans. My tops are more interesting includ-
ing a favorite purple shirt with different 
colored patterns accented with ruffles 
edging the sleeves. As much fun as it can 
be to get dressed up, it is relieving not to 
have the hustle and bustle of  raiding my 
closet before school. The lack of  effort 
in my morning appearance is definitely a 
plus, but it isn’t the only reason for how 
I dress for class. I can thank the massive 
amount of  girls on campus who look 
pretty much identical to me and share the 
same fashion sense.

One of  the most recognizable ways in 
which we mask ourselves on an every-day 
basis is the way that we dress. It is prob-
ably obvious at this point that I am not a 
fashion expert, nor am I caught up to date 
with all of  the latest trends and fads, but 
that doesn’t mean my appearance is com-
pletely unimportant to me. Our choice of  
attire is a statement about who we are and 
how we want to be seen. This outlet of  
self  expression can also be a tool to mask 
anything about ourselves that we choose 
to keep hidden. If  we were to dig deeper 
into the reasoning behind how we dress 
what would we discover about ourselves?

Whether it’s a school day or a game day, 
someone new on campus would recog-
nize definite trends in student wardrobes 
at The University of  Alabama.  Many of  
us, myself  included, have probably never 
thoughtfully analyzed our fashion choices. 
In this superficial world we live in, we 
probably can’t help judging others by how 
they look or what they wear, so it only 
makes sense to wonder how we truly want 

Campus

at the University of Alabamaby Emily Mace
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to be seen or labeled by those around us. 
I’ve chosen to analyze a few stereotypes.

My dress is definitely influenced by where 
I came from. I went to a prep high school 
in Daphne, Alabama, where many of  the 
54 kids in my graduating class now attend 
UA. We were apparently very accustomed 
to uniformity. The dress code at our high 
school was so strict that at one point an 
enforcement of  the monogrammed socks 
policy went into effect. Aside from the 
matching blazers, monogrammed polos 
and plaid skirts, we also experienced pres-
sure to fit into the tight-nit social structure 
that didn’t allow much room for diver-
sity. Most of  us girls had caught on to 
the oversized t-shirts and “norts” trends 

before we came to Tuscaloosa from older 
classmates, siblings, and alumni on Face-
book.

Another contributing factor to our dress 
was a hope of  one day joining Greek life, 
a huge expectation for any student trans-
ferring from my high school. This “soror-
ity girl” image is a whole other topic, but I 
would be lying to say it had nothing to do 
with my stlye. I cannot speak for every girl 
who chooses to wear workout clothes to 
class. For all I know, many of  them prob-
ably go to the gym after class. Personally, I 

think the items in my closet say a lot about 
me but act as a mask as well. Having to 
choose the perfect outfit that describes 
my personality and captures all of  my 
unique qualities would be a nightmare to 
get organized every morning before class. 
Also, being an anti-morning person, I 
can’t complain about the minimal ef-
fort that my appearance requires and the 
knowledge that I won’t stick out as a total 
slob. All of  this being said, I would hate 
to be considered a total clothing conform-
ist, because there are definitely some items 
in my closet worth mentioning including 
my brightly colored, purple tie-dye leg-
gings that I have saved several times from 
the roommate closet cleansing. The real 
beauty of  the mask is we aren’t obligated 
to defend our sense of  style to one an-
other, which allows room for curiosity. 

In order to gain a wider perspective of  
trends on this campus, I interviewed stu-
dents who would also consider themselves 
to fit into certain categories based on 
how they dress. Most of  us can probably 
spot the student-athletes here on campus. 
Sweatshirts, gym clothes, UA logos and 
more muscle than the average student on 
the quad. I am not a part of  any athletic 
organization here on campus, so I briefly 
interviewed an Alabama football player 
about the way he dresses. My generaliza-
tions were accurate for this particular 
player. He was wearing black gym shorts, 
an Alabama football t-shirt, a black work-
out jacket and blue Nike tennis shoes. He 
also exclaimed that the outfit he was wear-
ing when I interviewed him didn’t differ 
too much from the rest of  his wardrobe. 
I commented that even if  I had no clue 
he played football here, I might have 
been able to guess by how he dressed. My 
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judgment didn’t seem to bother him. I 
can imagine that out of  all of  the stereo-
types here, being labeled a football player 
at UA is badge of  honor, especially after 
this year’s Iron Bowl. I asked him too if  
there were any benefits to being seen as 
a student-athlete. He said besides people 
occasionally asking if  he plays football, 
there was nothing too special. After ad-
dressing some of  the reasons why my 
style is the way it is, I wanted to know if  
there were any commonalities between 
us. Even though our outfits were quite 
similar seeing as they both were pretty 
casual and appropriate for the gym, they 
could easily spark different impressions, 
the most obvious being that he probably 
goes to the gym way more often than me. 
The two main reasons he gave supporting 
his choice of  attire were actually very logi-
cal. He explained that he receives a lot of  
workout gear from football and prefers to 
dress very comfortably, which I can relate 
to. Then I began to wonder if  comfort 
could be everyone’s number one concern. 
My five inch wedges would beg to dif-
fer, but the next trend that I have noticed 
increasingly on this campus also seems to 
require a little more effort and a lot tighter 
pants.

I could not tell someone exactly what it 
means to be a “hipster.” Along with my 
lack of  football experience, I am also 
probably not the person to ask about 
anything new in pop culture. Occasion-
ally at the mall, I might point out a cute, 
offbeat item of  clothing to a friend and 
call it hipster, but in all honesty I have no 
clue what I’m talking about. Often times, 
I just categorize someone as a hipster if  
they are wearing funky or earthy clothes 
that on me would look ridiculous, but 
somehow on them look cool. One of  my 
friends who fits this description, was able 

to shape a better opinion for me of  what 
hipster means and also explained why she 
dresses this way. When I met up with her 
she was wearing an oversized, off-white 
cardigan, with ripped, light washed skinny 
jeans, brown ankle boots, and a twist of  
layered necklaces. My first thought about 
her chic sense of  style was that it would 
probably take me hours to try and put 
this look together before class, but I was 
relieved to hear that it doesn’t take her 
long at all. Just as I have a range of  differ-
ent color Nike shorts, she has a series of  
chunky sweaters that can be mix-matched. 

Her perspective of  her wardrobe was very 
confidently stated. “Wearing this allows 
me to express my style, while still looking 
presentable and ready to go anywhere,” 
she claimed. She mentioned her favorite 
accessory was a red sun hat and much 
like my purple leggings, she tries to wear 
it whenever she gets the chance. Judging 
from what I already know about her, her 
personality is well reflected by her ap-
pearance. She is very spunky, much like 
her clothes, and very sure of  herself. The 
“hipster” way of  dressing seems to blend 
in enough with society where it isn’t ridi-
culed but also diversifies enough to allow 
for individualism.

The last UA campus trend that I was very 
eager to know more about is the “pledge” 
look. I know that secrecy is a crucial part 
of  fraternity life, but when a student is 
seen wearing non-brand polo jeans with 
some form of  dorky looking footwear, 
it isn’t exactly a secret that they are par-
ticipating in pledgeship. Another outfit 
that we can all probably recognize is the 
formal game day suit that pledges are 
required to wear. I won’t pretend to know 
much about the rules of  fraternity life, but 
the obvious uniformity is enough to give 

NCR 2015.indd   40 3/11/15   8:00 PM



41

all of  us a pretty good understanding of  
the general dress code. 

Due to certain confidentiality policies, 
none of  my friends in fraternities would 
agree to let me interview them. However 
from the past conversations I’ve had with 
Frat boys, and from my experience in 
Greek life, I can make a few assumptions 
about why I think they choose to follow 

dress codes. If  I thought I was confused 
about my personal sense of  style after 
wearing the same outfit five days a week 
for 14 years, I can only imagine the pres-
sure put on my guy friends from high 
school, who called it dressing up when 
they had to wear a button down to gradu-
ation. Being told what to wear right from 
the get go of  this extremely confusing 
time was probably a relief  for them. I 
know that they take a lot of  pride in the 
group they have identified themselves 
with, so wearing something that repre-
sents that group, even if  its not the most 
stylish outfit, still allows them to feel a 
sense of  confidence. I’m sure there are 
many different types of  people under 
those tacky outfits, but masking their 

individuality can be a small price to pay 
for a sense of  belonging on such a large 
campus.
     
Whether we are sporting our favorite sun 
hat that perfectly reflects our personal-
ity, or wearing an outfit simply because 
we were instructed to, the content of  our 
closets can say a lot about us. Most of  
us can probably agree that the University 

of  Alabama isn’t exactly the most diverse 
campus in regards to the way student’s 
dress. Stereotypes seem to be inevitable, 
so we often embrace them in order to 
identify with certain social groups. Hip-
sters, jocks, frat boys, are probably not the 
terms that we would use to define our-
selves, yet we tend to label those around 
us based on appearances. We all have 
different reasons for why we dress the 
way we do, but the mystery behind this 
form of  self-expression is what makes our 
masks of  apparel so fascinating.
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We are often called “Generation Y”. We 
have reached above and beyond things the 
generations before us could dare to dream 
of. We have all sorts of  information at our 
fingertips as well as social media giving us 
a look into other’s lives. But how much 
is a person really showing of  their life on 
Facebook, Twitter, Instagram, and what-
ever else? How do we know they aren’t 
hiding something major or exposing way 
too much? Many people criticize us for 
tweeting whatever is on our mind at the 
second rather than keeping our private 
lives private. We argue that we are open 
and it’s a way of  expressing ourselves in 
both everyday life and on social media. 
But in the end is it hurting us or helping 
us? Do we keep our masks on or off  for 
social media or for the people we have 
around us? 

Many people on campus consider them-
selves to be one of  two extremes of  be-
havior on social media and in reality: the 
over sharing, very open person who will 
say whatever and wherever as well as the 
private, closed off, rarely sharing person 
who leaves most in side. Of  course, there 
are people stretched somewhere in the 
middle, but most people say they fall into 
one of  the two extremes. Many students 

on campus were asked how they share 
on social media. Katherine, a sophomore 
here at the university, had something to 
say about the issue: “I don’t want every 
personal thought and event put on social 
media all the time because then I’m not 
really living for myself. I’m living for other 
people to see that I’m living. Plus, it just 
doesn’t feel right for everyone to know 
what I’m doing and where I’m doing it.” 

Katherine is joined by many others all 
over campus and even the world. A se-
nior, who prefers to remain anonymous, 
agrees with Katherine’s statement: “I 
used to post all the time and tell people 
everything about me until I realized that 
anyone--even people I didn’t know or 
want to know--found out from my Face-
book profile or a mutual friend. Now I’m 
more cautious about what I post. You 
never know who’s looking.” 

Nowadays, people are more cautious due 
to online predators, cyber bullying, and 
even what people refer to as “catfishing.” 
There is even a show on the MTV chan-
nel about this phenomenon. “Catfishing” 
is the term used for someone who uses 
a fake profile and details to get close to 
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or harass someone. Many use “catfish-
ing” as a way to get to know someone or 
even have a relationship. Sometimes it’s 
with good intentions; other times it’s used 
as a way to cyber bully someone.  In the 
age where no one really gets punished 
for what they say online, especially when 
it’s anonymous or through a fake profile, 
people are more likely to say something 
cruel to others. 

Others say they don’t care what they say 
online. Facebook and Twitter have been 
become increasingly popular over the past 
few years, allowing status updates that 
allow people to say whatever they feel, 
whenever they feel, for their followers or 
friends. Many students were asked about 
this approach and agreed that sharing a 
lot was the best way for them to remain 
in contact with people. A freshman, who 
prefers to remain anonymous, stands 
by the sharing of  her thoughts and life 
events: “I don’t mind. I have a lot of  fam-
ily and friends who aren’t around me all 

the time and don’t see me on a day to day 
basis. I want them to know what’s going 
on in my life since they can’t hear from 
me directly. Especially now that I’m in 
college, it just makes sense to write a sta-
tus update for them all to see rather send 
out a million texts to different people.” 

Others see social media as an outlet to 
express themselves and get their work or 
feelings out to the world. Over the years, 
advertising and companies have used so-
cial media to get to potential customers or 
reach out to people. An art student here 
at Alabama puts his artwork up on social 
media. “I’ll put my poetry or my paint-
ings out to get opinions or even to get the 
word out about the artwork I’m selling. 
It’s an important tool for people like me 
or people who just want to put a little 
more creativity and art into the world.” 
Many find a common ground, only shar-
ing some things and keeping other things 
only to the close circle of  people around 
them. Jane, a sophomore at the university, 
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says: “I post personal stuff  but not too 
often. It gives people a good idea what is 
happening in my life without giving away 
too much of  my personal life. I can go 
weeks without posting anything on social 
media and then post something close to 
my heart or how I’m feeling that day. It’s 
an outlet.”

Often times, how much you share to oth-
ers on social media or in reality depends 
heavily on your personality. Katherine, 
who doesn’t share very much in reality 
and social media, identifies herself  as 
introvert, only hanging with a few people 
for a short period of  time. Many people 
who matches Katherine’s personality 
often like being in rooms alone, enjoying 
silence or just relaxing indoors with one 
or two people. 

People who tend to be more shy and 
reserved reflect this in his or her social 
media profile or everyday conversations 
with those around her. Katherine is proud 
to call herself  an introvert: “I’ve never 
been overly exuberant in real life and that 
reflects in my social media and everyday 
interactions. I only tell personal things 
to certain people because it’s my life and 
would rather not have everyone know 
what’s going on all the time. It’s better 
to keep things secret and then pick and 
choose what I tell people; it gives me free-
dom and I like to leave people guessing.” 

While Katherine tends to leave things 
offline, many people who identify them-
selves as extroverts are more open online 
and in real life. People who find them-
selves always around others, talking to 
everyone, and love being in a friendly and 
open environment are more likely to tell 
more personal details in reality as well as 
online. Joseph, who identifies himself  as 

an extrovert, says he doesn’t mind every-
one knowing things about him. “I’m an 
open book. I’ve never seen a problem 
with people knowing what has happened 
in my life. It helps me relate to people and 
strengthen relationships faster.” 

Again, while there are many people who 
fit into these two definitions, there are 
people who find themselves in the middle. 
Often, the people with a somewhat open 
personality who also likes to be alone are 
open as well as private. A lot of  people 
are both introverts and extroverts, a fair 
mix of  both, and share big personal 
things while also hiding a lot of  their 
personal lives to themselves. Hunter, a se-
nior at UA, fits into this definition better 
than any other. “I tell big, happy personal 
things but I keep deeper, emotional things 
to myself. It’s the perfect balance of  tell-
ing people what they want to hear while 
also having my own life.” 

Wherever you find yourself  in the spec-
trum of  sharing in social media and real 
life, everyone shares as much as they feel 
comfortable doing. Many who identify 
themselves as introverts don’t share as 
much, many who identify as extroverts 
share a lot, and many find themselves 
somewhere in the middle. No matter how 
anyone acts in real life and social media, 
there is no wrong or right way of  shar-
ing. There is no right or wrong to how 
someone can present themselves, either in 
real life or social media. This generation 
is more friendly to social media than ever 
before, using it as a way to express our-
selves or a way to hide ourselves behind 
a mask. It doesn’t hurt us either way in 
the end. Everyone has the choice to keep 
their mask on or off  wherever they are. 
The choice is up to us. 
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Be true to yourself, a phrase we have all 
heard, is an expression raising questions 
pertaining to one’s identity. This saying 
refers to individuality that no one else can 
truly fulfill. Society molds us from birth to 
do anything except be true to ourselves. 

The modern world has trained citizens to 
be more susceptible to follow trends than 
to follow their own instincts. Boys are 
taught that they must be masculine, while 
girls are taught that they must be second 
to men. Society places gender roles on 
everyone, dictating acceptable behavior. 

The idea of  gender equality is a concept 
that is currently being heavily pushed. 
Even with these advancements, those 
opposed to gender roles are forced to 
live under a type of  façade, or mask. 
Many men do not want a woman that is 
smarter than them. This is because some 
men are taught that they should be domi-
nant to their female counterparts, while 
some women are taught to be submissive. 
Modern society places women in a system 
with men as their competitors. Women are 
unsure if  it is wise to surpass their male 
counterparts, or to remain in an overshad-
owed stereotype. 

Women are taught to be smart and hard-
working, but to put childbearing before a 
career. They are taught to be tough, but 
supportive. Women are made out to live 
up to a sexual fantasy, but also to remain 
pure. How can these impossible standards 
be placed on anyone, without them wear-
ing a mask?

The same goes for men too. How is it 
that young boys will be judged if  they like 
dance more than football? Why is it okay 
for men to sexualize women, but they are 
looked down on if  they enjoy a woman 
more for her company? 

It is not all instinctual. It is taught. Every-
one is taught to conform to this unneces-
sary standard, not worried about what 
would make the individual happy, but 
instead living up to what society expects. 
Traditionalism does not only apply to gen-
der roles, but also to our animal instincts 
verse the compliance to manners instilled 
in the modern world.

William James, a philosopher who de-
voted his life to studying emotions and 
instincts, found that humans would more 
often than not, act against their natural 

by Maggie Brown
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instincts in order to appear polite. This 
theory refers mostly to situations of  
discomfort. An example of  this is would 
be disgruntledly attending a party, yet still 
responding politely and making conversa-
tion.

Conformity is a mask we all wear. We 
conform through gender roles and try to 

hide any differences we have. No one can 
be true to themselves when placed in a 
society which instructs its members to act 
like they are programmed robots. Embar-
rassment naturally occurs when we revert 
back to our animal instincts and others 
notice or point it out. Everyone is wearing 
a mask; the problem is many people do 
not realize it. 
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Unmasking
WHITE  SUPREMACY, LAW ENFORCEMENT, & POLICE BRUTALITY

Heart disease is a hereditary disease. While 
a person can develop heart problems from 
various environmental stimulants – stress, 
diet etc. – it is far more likely that if  you 
have heart disease so does someone in 
your family. And while the descendants 
may not have the disease or predisposition 
to the severity of  previous descendants it’s 
always there lurking in the shadows.  And 
this, my friends is Law Enforcement and 
White Supremacy in a nutshell. 

Now before I take you on this journey 
of  racism and oppression, I think it’s 
important to talk about the terms White 
Supremacy and White Privilege. White Su-
premacy is often mischaracterized as only 
a person or group of  people, but think-
ing of  it that way hides too many people 
who are affected by it. The definition 
of  White Supremacy is “white is right,” 
and anything done to further or perpetu-
ate that statement (intentional racism, 
unintentional racism, micro aggressions) 
is included. White privilege on the other 
hand is a symptom of  White Supremacy.  
White privilege is a term for privileges 
that benefit white people beyond what 
is commonly experienced by non-white 
people under the same social, political, 
and economic circumstances. 

I know some of  you are thinking “I’m not 
a white supremacist why should I have to 
listen to this?” Now folks, this is where 
it’s going to get a little intense. You might 
feel the urge to put this article down once 
you’ve read what I’m about say, but don’t. 
Introspection is good for the soul. It’s 

good for the conscience and it’s good for 
all those people, myself  included, suffer-
ing under the grip of  White Supremacy.

Here we go.

If  you are not actively fighting White 
Supremacy and the institutions built upon 
it, pretty much all of  American society, 
then you are in fact consciously or uncon-
sciously supporting White Supremacy and 
along those lines could be called a White 
Supremacist. And this is being said to 
people of  all races. You don’t have to be 
white to support White Supremacy 

But wait! Don’t go!

There are varying degrees of  White 
Supremacists. You’ve got your conscious 
white supremacist such as the KKK, 
Skinheads, The Aryan Nation and so forth 
who make no effort to hide their hatred 
for other races. Then you’ve got the un-
conscious ones who don’t hate people of  
other races, even have friends within that 
race, but here’s the thing about the uncon-
scious white supremacist: silence helps the 
oppressor never the oppressed.

If  you witness someone being bullied 
and you walk away with the thought “I’m 
not going to get involved; I’m remaining 
neutral,” you haven’t remained neutral. 
Your avoidance has allowed the bully to 
continue bullying their victim. Idly sitting 
by and watching Law Enforcement’s treat-
ment of  people of  color in this country, 
specifically black people, is in fact the 

by April Harris

NCR 2015.indd   52 3/11/15   8:00 PM



53

same situation of  bully vs. bullied and why 
you, the “neutral” observer, are aiding in 
our ongoing torment.
 
On to the subject at hand: the origins of  
American Law Enforcement. American 
policing can be traced back to a “multi-
tude of  historical, legal and political-eco-
nomic conditions. However the two most 
influential are without a doubt the institu-
tion of  slavery and the control of  minori-
ties. Slave patrols and Night Watchers, 
which later became modern police depart-
ments, were both designed to control the 
behaviors of  minorities. In fact, the St. 
Louis Police Department, which has been 
in the news a lot lately, was founded to 
protect citizens from Native Americans 
in frontier cities.  In 1704, the colony of  
Carolina developed the nation’s first slave 
patrol. Slave patrols helped to maintain 
the economic order and to assist the 
wealthy landowners in recovering and 
punishing slaves who essentially were con-
sidered property.” 1 

Now I know what you’re thinking. 1704? 
That was a century and a half  before the 
Civil War when slavery was ended, so of  
course these issues existed but they must 
not have afterwards. Guess who’s wrong? 
That’s right, you.

The legacy of  slavery and racism didn’t 
end with the Civil War. To think so would 
be the equivalent of  thinking someone 
who smokes cigarettes for fifty years will 
have no side effects when they quit at age 
65. In fact, things were worse in many 
ways after the Civil War. Extreme vio-
lence against black people became even 
worse with the rise of  vigilante groups 
who resisted Reconstruction. There were 
many members of  Law Enforcement who 

1 A Brief History of Slavery, Victor E. Kappeler

were part of  the Klu Klux Klan, much 
like today, and got joy out of  terrorizing 
and murdering former slaves.  The occur-
rence of  Law Enforcement officials in the 
Klu Klux Klan became such an issue that 
in 1871 Congress passed the Klu Klux 
Klan Act, which prohibited state employ-
ees from violating the Civil Rights of  all 
citizens. This legislation, however, did not 
stem the tide of  racial or ethnic abuse that 
persisted well into the 1960s.

1607: The origins of  White Supremacist 
America.  
1704: The creation of  a police force to 
protect citizens of  the frontier who are 
invading Native American land. 
1871: Klu Klux Klan Act prohibiting state 
employees from violating the rights of  
citizens. 
1960: Racial tensions and discrimination 
persist. Fifty-four years between persisting 
racial discrimination and today. Looks like 
that distant ancestor isn’t so distant after 
all. 

Now there’s some information that needs 
to be laid out bare as we proceed on this 
journey of  white supremacy and law en-
forcement. Everything I am about to say 
in the next few paragraphs is a fact and as 
such is not up for debate. You cannot rea-
son or dispute factual evidence, because 
a fact is a fact no matter how much you 
don’t want to believe it. 

Let’s talk about crime and population. 
You’ve probably heard that black people 
are the most violent and heaviest of  drug 
users in America. You’ve probably not 
only heard but have continued to believe 
it. And hey,. I’m not upset about it. I 
heard that too a lot growing up from vari-
ous news sources and always took what 
they were saying at face value 
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because all I ever really saw on the news 
was black people committing crimes. But 
here are the facts. White people commit 
the majority of  crimes. More specifically 
white people commit the majority of  
violent crimes and have us beat fifty-nine 
percent to thirty-eight percent.

Now if  you know anything about race 
and population in America, you will 
know that African Americans make up 
about thirteen percent of  the population. 
Something that might strike you as strange 
is how thirteen percent of  the population 
is responsible for thirty-eight percent of  
violent crime. I won’t lie to you accord-

ing to statistics black people are criminally 
predisposition more so than white people. 
Now this is where per capita comes in. In 
the past few weeks I’ve had people hurl at 
me “per capita black people commit more 
crime than white people.” 

So let’s take the hypothetical that 2 in 10 

black people will be criminals as compared 
to 1 in 10 white people. These statements 
fail to realize we are only thirteen percent 
of  the population. So even if  hypotheti-
cally 2 in 10 black people will become 
criminals (if  applied to the actual popula-
tion of  African Americans it comes out 
to 1.7 million black criminals), and 1 in 
10 white people will become criminals 
(comes out to 2 million white criminals), 
there are still more white criminals than 
black criminals. So while we may be more 
criminally inclined, there are more white 
people actually committing the crimes.

Every 28 hours a black person is killed 
by police or 
vigilante. This 
is not limited to 
black men. This 
includes black 
women. This 
includes black 
children. This in-
cludes non-bina-
ry black people. 
In 2013 alone 
police officers 
were responsible 
for the deaths 
of  over three 
hundred black 
people and that 
number has only 
continued to rise 
since then. 2

Black people get longer, harsher jail sen-
tences for doing the exact same crime as 
white people.3  This is perfectly illustrated 
by two cases in Texas where no knock 
raids were utilized, and two cops were 
killed. The cases have numerous similari-

2 “Operation Ghetto Storm” Malcolm X Grassroots
3 “Race and the Drug War” http://www.drugpolicy.
org 
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ties. In both instances, the 
SWAT team threw flash 
grenades at the house and 
proceeded to burst in. In 
Magee’s case, they came 
through the front door and 
Magee promptly shot the 
first person, thinking they 
were intruders. In Guy’s 
case, the cops tried crawl-
ing through the window and 
Guy shot them thinking they 
were intruders. Both men 
have previous drug charges. 
Magee’s shooting of  the 
cops was ruled self-defense 
while Guy’s was ruled capital 
murder, which carries the 
death penalty, and is current-
ly being held for trial. The 
difference between the two? 
Magee is white and Guy is 
black. 4 

White people use drugs at a 
rate five times higher than 
black people, and yet black 
people are more likely to be imprisoned 
on drug charges. The vast majority of  
black criminals in the prison system are 
there for drug charges, whereas a white 
individual either would not have been 
caught or would have gotten a reduced 
sentence.5  

A recent study has shown that cops and 
white people for that matter view black 
and brown children as older and less in-
nocent than their white counterparts who 
have committed identical crimes. When 
examining the records of  the police of-
ficers involved in the study, there was a 
4 “Two SWAT Raids. Two officers dead. One Defen-
dant is Black. One Defendant is White. Guess What 
Happened” http://www.motherjones.com
5 NAACP Criminal Justice Fact Sheets

trend of  using more force with nonwhite 
juvenile suspects.6  

Black teenagers are 21 times more likely 
to be shot at by the police than their white 
counterparts, even though black teenag-
ers only commit crimes at a rate 2-4 times 
higher than white teenagers.7  

Finally, don’t bring up black on black vio-
lence. For one, it’s gone down 69% since 
the 90’s, while white on white violence 
(which is conveniently just called violence, 
coded language people) hasn’t only risen 

6 “Black Boys Viewed as Older, Less Innocent than 
Whites.”American Psychology Association 
7 “Black Teens are 21 Times More Likely To Be 
Killed By Cops Than White Teens” 
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since the 90’s but according to the most 
recent FBI homicide statistics is becom-
ing an epidemic.  Secondly, when people 
are talking about how often cops kill black 
people in comparison to white people, 
and you bring up black on black violence, 
not only are you using that as a silencing 
tactic which makes you a pretty terrible 
person right off  the back, but you are also 
most definitely racist.

Now that all the rules and facts have been 
laid bare, we’re going to get into the real 
meat of  the issue: Why law enforcement’s 
treatment of  black citizens is not in fact 
appropriate and is akin to bullying on a 
larger and much more catastrophic scale. 
White Supremacy has a way of  justify-
ing the deaths of  black people. In Mike 
Brown’s case, he deserved to die because 
he “robbed a store” and “assaulted a 
police officer.” (He was killed by Darren 
Wilson after beeing stopped for jaywalk-
ing.)  In Eric Garner’s case, he was “sell-

ing untaxed cigarettes.” (He was put in 
chokehold until he had a heart attack and 
died.)  And finally in John Crawford’s case, 

he was “waving around an airsoft gun 
and pointing it at people.” (Crawford was 
walking around Wal-Mart with an air rifle 
sold in store when a customer called the 
police and said he was waving it around 
and aiming at people. The cops showed 
up and immediately shot and killed him.) 
Once again in Missouri, Vonderrit Myers 
was shot and killed by a police officer who 
claimed Myers had a gun and opened fire. 

In the case of  Mike Brown, many people 
juxtapose the Dillon Taylor case to il-
lustrate why it’s not a race thing, and how 
white people get gunned down by cops 
too. The main issues with this are: One, 
just because there are a few similar inci-
dents within the white race does not mean 
that it’s not a huge issue in the black com-
munity. Two, in the case of  Dillon Taylor, 
the fact that he was facing a felony arrest 
warrant wasn’t paraded before the media 
as a justification for why he got shot. His 
name was not vilified. No information 

regarding 
his case was 
leaked to the 
public, and 
the officer 
that shot him 
stood before 
a judge to 
determine if  
the shooting 
was justified. 
Now there 
is no deny-
ing that cops 
of  all colors 
routinely get 
off  for on-
duty shoot-

ings even when they are in the wrong, but 
white victims of  police brutality get more 
than black victims do. That is a problem.
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Putting Mike Brown’s death aside for 
a moment, let’s talk about the riots it 
sparked and the reaction of  the police. In 
the wake of  Brown’s murder, the Fergu-
son community rose up in rage and began 
to peacefully protest in the streets. The 
peaceful protesters initially were met with 

what would amount to siege weapons. It 
was hard to tell whether the police were 
off  to Iraq or were policing the citizens 
that pay their salaries. The police used tear 
gas – which has been banned in interna-
tional warfare, but God knows why it’s 
legal to use it against your own citizens 
– wooden pellets and sound horns, which 
cause permanent hearing loss, and flash 
grenades. While it is true there was looting 
later on that came after the police became 
militarized, many protesters (including ri-

valing gang members) banded together to 
stop them. The Ferguson protesters have 
been described by mainstream media and 
society as thugs, jobless welfare kings and 
queens, beasts, and savages.  The majority 
of  protesters in Ferguson are black.

The majority of  
white students 
at Penn State 
turned to the 
streets to riot 
after the firing 
of  Joe Paterno 
– the coach that 
hid his assistant 
coach’s pedophil-
ia. They ripped 
down street 
signs, broke car 
windows, dam-
aged light poles, 
and overturned 
a news van. The 
police stood by 
watching with 
minimal riot gear. 
The students 
were not referred 
to as thugs, sav-
ages or beasts.

More recently, 
the Great Pumpkin Riot of  Keene New 
Hampshire, where the majority of  white 
college students took to the streets to 
riot over quite frankly nothing. They tore 
down street signs, over turned cars, set 
fire to things, and were generally drunk 
and destructive. The police and media 
maintained a whimsical attitude towards 
this like “college students will be college 
students.” The students were not referred 
to as thugs, savages, or beasts. 
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But let’s recap. A black community push-
ing back against a murderous police force 
that is terrorizing them, a community that 
is starting an uprising, a rebellion against a 
corrupt police force, a community saying 
we can’t take this anymore. We won’t take 
this anymore. A community of  people 
who have been dehumanized to the point 
of  rightful rage are the thugs, jobless wel-
fare queens and kings, beasts, and savages, 
but these white students who rioted over 
a coach harboring a pedophile and white 
students who rioted just to riot aren’t any 
of  these things?
 

John Crawford was walking around 
Wal-Mart, airsoft gun in one hand, cell 
phone raised to his ear in the other. 
Ronald Ritchie is reported to have called 
the police and said a black man is carry-
ing around an AR-15 rifle, and “he’s like 
pointing it at people,” and he saw him 
loading bullets into the gun – which isn’t 
possible because it was a toy guy. The 
police, arrived and after seconds opened 
fire on John Crawford (who was still on 
the phone with his wife)  and killed him. 
Wal-Mart’s surveillance video has proven 
Crawford wasn’t waving the gun around 
or pointing it at people, and that it was 

physically impossible for him to be load-
ing the toy gun up with bullets.

 In Kalamazoo, Michigan, a 63-year-old 
white man in pajamas was waving a large 
gun around threatening people. The cops 
showed up to deal with the situation and 
guess what happened? If  you guessed he’s 
alive and well, you’re right. If  you guessed 
otherwise you haven’t been paying atten-
tion. Not only did the cops not rush into 
the situation gung ho and ready to kill, 
when the elderly white man insulted the 
police and refused to put the gun down, 
taunting them with “shoot me,” the cops 

still didn’t shoot him. 

But there is one more 
thing that makes this so 
insidious. Ohio, the state 
in which John Crawford 
was murdered, is an 
open carry state where as 
Michigan has no laws on 
the book prohibiting or 
guaranteeing a citizen’s 
right to open carry. Police 
in a state that has open 
carry laws responded 
more violently to a black 

man with a fake gun than a state that has 
no laws did to an old white man. That is a 
problem.

Just to touch on this real quick, in case 
any of  you are wondering, “what about 
the good cops?” know the old saying “you 
either die a hero or live long enough to 
see yourself  become a villain?” Well that 
applies to good cops in a White Suprem-
ist society. You can compare it to putting 
a healthy organ in a diseased ridden body. 
One of  two things is going to happen. 
The body is going to die before it pollutes 
the organ, or the organ is going to be-
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come infected like the rest of  the body.

Now that you’ve been made aware about 
the situation, let’s talk about solutions. 
There is only one way to get rid of  a 
chronic disease such as White Supremacy. 
You’ve got to take it from the source and 
then exercise it remnants from the body. 
In other words, American society as we 
know it today needs to demolished. All 
of  the current people in institutions that 
support White Supremacy need to be fired 
and society needs to be reimagined – by 
a majority of  people of  color, but white 
people do get a say – and rebuilt. And 
the demolishing has to be done by white 
people. People of  color have been trying 
to demolish this White Supremacist soci-
ety we call America for centuries, and it’s 
obviously never worked. So white people 
have to do it. Otherwise you’re supporting 
White Supremacy. This message also goes 
out to you white people who are con-
scious of  your white privilege and try to 
fight our cause with us. 

Let me be clear – there is no way to dis-
tance yourself  from the White Suprema-
cist system if  you are white. The only way 
to distance oneself  from a White Suprem-
acist system is to destroy it. By destroy, I 
do not simply mean internally “checking 
your privilege,” even though that’s im-
portant to do too. I mean literally destroy. 
Refuse to acknowledge this legal system as 
legitimate. Take down every prison, every 
courtroom, take the guns and the author-
ity of  the state away from every police 
officer. Disband our colonialist military.”

I know it’s been a rough ride. And you’re 
probably asking yourself, “why did I even 
have to bring all this up? Why did I have 
to delve into the past to present its im-
plications in the present?” I think Bryan 

Stevenson, author of  Just Mercy explains it 
well: 
 We never ever committed ourselves to 
 a process of  truth and reconciliation 
 over our history. We didn’t talk about 
 the consequences of  the myth that 
 created slavery. And because of  that, 
 slavery didn’t end, it evolved. We 
 didn’t think about what it meant to 
 terrorize people between the end of  
 reconstruction and World War II 
 and then we had Jim Crow and segre-
 gation. We dominated and humil-
 iated people for decades without 
 appreciating the harm done by that. 
 And now we’re in an era where our 
 failure to talk honestly about race 
 and the legacy of  racial inequality 
 continues to haunt us. We’re so 
 trapped by our silence that it’s hard 
 for us. But we’ve got to change that. 
 In Germany there was the Holocaust. 
 A horrific history. But if  you go there,
 you are required to confront that 
 legacy. There are monuments and 
 memorials and there are totems that 
 make you have to deal with that. And 
 in this country we try to hide that his-
 tory. And it manifests itself  in tragic 
 ways. 

-Bryan Stevenson on The Daily Show

One in three black male babies born in 
the 21st century is expected to go to jail 
or to prison. That wasn’t true in the 20th 
century; that wasn’t true in the 19th cen-
tury. We’ve created this environment that 
we have to confront more honestly.
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“Life is but a mask worn on the face of  
death,” wrote Joseph Campbell (160), 
implying that what we perceive as real-
ity is but a masquerade.  Masks represent 
reality and are cyclical within the realm of  
being and non-being.  Masks are a means 
to see the divine, that is, as a face for the 
godhead that exists outside of  the univer-
sal ego (Chevalier 638).  A masquerade 
represents both the underworld and the 
divine, but only through the participa-
tion mystique may one see through the 
mask to discover human potential located 
between the pairs of  opposites.

Masquerade, from the French mascarade, 
is a party or dance in which costumes 
are worn.  Masquerade is related to the 
Italian maschera, or mask, as well.  In the 
sixteenth century the word mask was used 
as a verb, meaning to take part in a mas-
querade.  In time mask was understood 
as hiding or covering the face. In many 
cultures, a mask is used to transcend the 
profane and communicate with the gods.  
Exploring the etymology further, one 
finds that the term mask is related to the 
medieval Latin maska, which may refer to 
specter or nightmare, that is, images of  
the underworld (Barnhardt 461).

To attend a masquerade party, one masks, 
or hides, oneself.  Party, from the old 
French partie is related to part and de-
notes division, so a party is a division, a 
separation of  the mystique from the mun-
dane.  A masquerade, then, is the celebra-
tion of  opposites. For one to enter the 
masquerade one must experience pairs of  
opposites, that is, one must traverse both 
summit and underworld.  

The summit may be represented by the 
sun god Apollo, whose attributes are 
music, poetry, philosophy, astronomy, 

mathematics, medicine, and science 
(Graves 84).  Apollo is within the pair of  
opposites, as his half-brother, Dionysus, is 
the demigod of  sex, wildness, spirits, the 
tangle of  vine, and everything that repre-
sents earthiness.  It is important for the 
individual to strive for Apollonian heights 
for, as Thoreau wrote, “there are. . .higher 
plains of  life than this thou art now travel-
ing on.  Know that the goal is distant and 
is upward and is worthy of  all your life’s 
efforts to attain . . . .” (McKibben 5).  One 
can not live entirely in the upper world, 
though, as there is also the masca element 
of  the masquerade which celebrates the 
underworld and the nightmare images.

The underworld is psyche (Hillman 46) 
and is represented in the dream image as 
water.  In Egyptian iconography the soul 
sails through the twelve regions of  the 
underworld  toward the ankh, symbol of  
eternal life (Stevens 292).  Water symboliz-
es the primal substance from which all life 
is born, thus water represents a journey.  
Christian baptism represents the journey 
to the underworld and subsequent rebirth, 
as do many of  the deluge motifs in mythic 
narratives (Stevens 130).  One must travel 
to the underworld in order to shed one’s 
mask and be reborn.  

To enter the underworld one must gaze 
into the still, reflective waters of  the 
psyche, for the way to enter is through 
reflection:  pondering, meditation, look-
ing deeply, or changing pace (Hillman 52). 
Through reflection and looking deeply, the 
divine reveals itself  even, as William Segal 
points out, in the most mundane places:
 . . .when one is in a marketplace one  
 realizes that behind all of  the haggling  
 and behind the bargaining and the  
 shouting and the fuss, there is the pos- 
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      sibility of  seeing the sacred, if  you 
 wish, in every human being and 
 every piece of  fruit. . .and every 
 shouting merchant. Within each indi
 vidual human being there is a spark of  
 the divine.  There really is.  But we 
 have been trained to ignore it.  We 
 don’t know how to be in touch with it, 
 except in special moments.  (Burns)

Reflection speaks to the soul, and mythic 
imagination is the language of  the soul, 
therefore, one may converse with the soul 
through dream, reflection, and thinking 
deeply.  The Buddha referred to this as the 
contemplation of  the empty nature, which 
states that all entities are merely concepts.  
In the Prajnaparamita Sutra the Buddha, 
speaking to Ananda of  the bodhi tree, 
said:
 “Ananda. . . the bodhi tree you planted 
 in front of  the Dharma hall.  When 
 was it born?”
 “Lord, it was born four years ago 
 at the very moment the seed put 
 forth roots.”
 “Ananda!  Before that did the bodhi 
 tree exist?”
 “No, Lord, before that there was no 
 bodhi tree.”
 “Do you mean to say that the bodhi 
 tree arose from nothing. . . ?
 Venerable Ananda fell silent.
 The Buddha continued, “. . . without 
 the seed there could be no bodhi tree.  
 The bodhi tree owes its existence to 
 the seed.  The tree is the continuation 
 of  the seed.  Before the seed penetrat
 ed roots in the earth, the bodhi tree 
 was already present in the seed.” 
 (Hahn 443).

The seed requires the rich humus of  the 
earth to be reborn.  Is the seed born of  
the tree, or is the tree born of  the seed?  

Both and neither, as death and rebirth is a 
continuum of  being and non-being.   The 
tree, with roots in the earth and branches 
in the sky, represents the connection of  
the underworld to the heavens, thus, it is 
the bridge between opposites.  The World 
Tree is life unmasked.  The seed, which 
sends forth roots in the underworld, 
passes through the land of  the living and 
reaches its branches into the realm of  the 
gods (Stookey 205).  This is illustrated in 
the Dyak creation myth:
      In the beginning there was a giant  
      serpent, in the mouth of  which 
      everything that existed lived, when 
      suddenly two mountains emerged into 
      the world:  Gold Mountain, the home 
      of  the head god of  the Lower World, 
      and Jewel Mountain, the home of  the 
      Upper World god. Later. . .came the 
      Tree of  Life, with golden leaves and 
      fruit of  ivory.  The Tree brought the 
      Upper and Lower worlds together  
      (Leeming 100).

The priests of  Delphi regarded Apollo as 
the immortal part of  Dionysus (Graves 
109), which implies that Apollo and 
Dionysus are two faces of  the same god.  
As a single entity they function as the 
Roman god Janus, the guardian of  thresh-
olds.  This threshold is the liminal space 
between Dionysus and Apollo, that is, the 
union of  opposites.  This union of  oppo-
sites is known variously as the World Tree, 
the Cosmic Tree, or the Tree of  Life.  To 
enter into the union of  opposites is to 
step outside of  the masquerade.  It is to 
see through the masks of  Apollo and Dio-
nysus, as they are the same.    Dark/light, 
masculine/feminine, good/bad, etc., are 
concepts of  division, which are meaning-
less without a mask and may only function 
within the context of  a masquerade.
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The World Tree is an archetype that directs 
us toward new mythologies, and one may 
see the World Tree illuminated in moments 
of  introspection and stillness. The World 
Tree relays the message that within all hu-
mans lies greater potential.  This potential 
was encoded before life left murky water 
for land. The World Tree is a symbol of  
transcendence; the roots are in the past but 
the branches are coded with future possi-
bilities.

Jung noted this transcendence while visit-
ing East Africa. From a low hill, he watched 
herds of  wild animals grazing silently:
 I felt then as if  I were the first man, 
 the first creature, to know that all this 
 is. The entire world round me was still 
 in its primeval state; it did not know 
 that it was. And then, in that one mo
 ment in which I came to know, the 
 world sprang into being; without that 
 moment it would never have been. All 
 Nature seeks this goal and finds it ful-
 filled in man, but only in the most 
 highly developed and most fully 
 conscious man. Every advance, even 
 the smallest, along this path of  con
 scious realization adds that much to 
 the world.  (Jung 30).

The World Tree, also known as the Cosmic 
Tree, and the Tree of  Life, is an archetype 
that points mankind to future possibilities.  
The message of  the World Tree is the union 
of  opposites, for only by seeing through 
pairs of  opposites may one see the divine, 
as well as, future ways of  being.  Opposites 
use masks, such as masculine/feminine, 
good/bad, etc., in order to be understood, 
but if  one looks beyond the superficial trap-
pings of  opposites, one may glimpse future 
possibilities and the transcendence of  life.  
One may experience this transcendence in 
everyday life by accessing the underworld 

of  the psyche through reflection, thinking 
deeply, and meditation. By accessing the 
underworld, one is accessing the World 
Tree. This cycle may be understood as 
conscious realization, which by turn, is 
world realization.
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