
f h Varl.·ety of materials and activities. if only because o t e 

There are a couple of questions I faced when I resolved to 
narrow the gap between myself as teacher and my students. T~e 
first is, "How can teachers identify with students when this 
often leads to confrontations with other teachers· and adminis- • 
trators?" This seems to me to be a question of teaching versus 
non-teaching. One needs to ask himself, "Shal 1 I_ tak 7 a ~hance 
or shall I play it safe?" We are all experts at playing it 
safe -- avoiding the questions or answers that lead to confron­
tation, diverting attention from the truth that needs telling, •• 
following the path of least resistance. If we are truly to 
teach we shall have to be willing to have confrontations with 
colle~gues. To paraphrase Burke's statement "All that i? 
necessary for the triumph of evil is that good men remain. 
silent II all that is necessary for the triumph of non-teaching 
is tha~ teachers seek to avoid confrontations -- with students, 
other teachers, or administrators. 

The second question, "Is the teacher's professional respon_­
sibility primarily to the student or to school officials?" is 
easy to answer. To neither of those. The teacher's primary, 
responsibility is to himself as a professional. This is the 
only way to elicit what is best in all of us -- and isn't that 
what we as English teachers try to do with our students? 

• 

Granted even with common sense and discretion, there is some 
danger ~f a teacher's using poor judgment, making a bad decisi6n, , 
or becoming apathetic. But don't we have to believ 7 we get 
better results from encouraging teachers to use their own best 
professional judgment in making decisions and planning classroom 
activity? And isn't it always potentially dangerous to encour-
age people to think for themselves? 

To produce thinking,·responsive individuals has always been 
our goal -- there has always been a "clear and present danger," 
especially for English teachers. I'm confident that we have 
the nerve to face the dangers, the resources to narrow the gap, 
and the will to make the English classroom an increasingly more 
relevant and significant factor in our students' 1i ves. We 
really can't afford not to. 

Jock Newton teaches English and Social Studies at 
Roosevelt High School in Minneapolis. 
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Identification in "Ashes Come Home" 
By SISTER M. ANDRE. MARTHALER, 

0. S. B. 

The Funeral of Sinclair Lewis: 
An Essay and A Critique by the Author 

I wasn't there for the funeral. I was going to school in 
Indiana. When I got home for a vacation four years later the 
townsfolk told me about it. Maybe the funeral wasn't exactly 
like they told it, but this is what the old grandmas and the 
middle-aged fathers, the farmers, and the store clerks in Sauk 
Centre told me. 

They said the folks in our town had never seen such a funer­
al. When they went to wakes they went to homes ur to funeral 
parlors. They went to look at a real body and to see who sent 
flowers. They went to see the family cry and to hear about the 
death from the relatives. Their funerals were always connected 
with religion; there was always a priest or a minister and they 
always had prayers. But nothing was right about this funeral. 

The janitor had swept the high school auditorium and put 
around some rows of chairs. Under the clocks he put one of the 
heavy small tables from the shop room. 

Late that January afternoon, Doctor Lewis brought home the 
ashes of his brother Sinclair and set the small glass urn on the 
shop table. Sinclair's divorced wife, his son, and two or three 
other persons were there, too. They sort of stood around by 
themselves all evening. They didn't pray and they didn't cry. 
The few townspeople who came walked up to the table, gaped 
awkwardly for a minute, looked around into the emptiness, and 
left quickly. The men went to Schwarzmann's bar down the street; 
the women went to the Red Owl and the National Tea and talked 
and waited for their men. 

Next morning word got around that the ashes of old Doctor 
Lewis's boy was all they had to bury. In the early afternoon 
the retired townsfolk and those that had no jobs came to the 
auditorium. Lots of folks from out of town sent flowers. The 
Lewises stacked them under the table and piled the rest along 
the wall. Old Mr. Schwarzmann went to Doctor Lewis and asked 
him if he wanted to put out some of the flowers. Doctor Lewis 
told him, "Red gave orders before he died -- no flowers I" The 
Lewises moved around in a little group near the table. Off and 
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on a few strangers came in and joined them. The hometown folks 
stood opposite the door near the back. They had nothing else 
to do. 

At two o'clock Doctor Lewis sounded the signal and the folks 
pushed around and finally sat down. The Lewises sat in the 
front row with the strangers. Our men took.off their caps and 
waited for prayers. The women poked around in their purses 
looking for hankies. Finally some man who had been carrying a 
book got up and stood in front of the table.. He said he was a 
writer from the University. He said he had lost a great friend 
and that he wanted to read something from one of the books of 
the departed. He said he was going to read from a book about 
a doctor -- where the doctor said death is the end of every.thing. t 

He read a little piece but it didn't mean much to most of .. u~. 
Old Clem Mueller was rubbing his finger up and down behind his 
right ear like he does in church when he doesn '.t kn.ow _what the 
preacher is talking about. When the man got through wi.th his 
reading, Doctor Lewis went to the table, picked up the urn, and 
dropped it into his pocket. 

It was a cold day. There was a strong wind blowing the 
loose snow and gravel. The Lewis es, the strangers, and about a -
dozen homefolks went out to the cemetery. They went to the 
Lewis lot where the old Lewises are buried. With his foot 
Doctor Lewis scraped the snow out of the little hole that was · 
to be the grave of his brother. He started, The Lord's Prayer. 
Young Lewis looked up. "Hey, Doc," he said from where he stood, 
"Dad didn't want any prayers. Remember?" .D.octor Lewis looked 
at his nephew and said, "Shut up! I'm running this damn show,'.'· 
and finished the prayer. 

He tried to open the urn then,- b_ut his fingers were too . 
stiff from the cold. One of our men handed him a pliers and 
with them he opened the seal i He bent down to_ spill the ashes 
into the grave. A swirl of wind blew some of the ashes. back 
into his face. "Damn you, Red," he .said, and scraped the dirt 
over his brother's ashes. 

Everybody left .the cemetery then. The Lewis es and the 
strangers left for Minneapolis. The townspeople went back to 
the auditorium. The flowers were in vases and .on the chatrs 
along the wall. Young Schwarzmann had brought some of his bar 
over from down the street; The homefolks were-drinking beer 
and eating pretzels. • 
* * * * * * ·* * * * * * ·* * * * 

In "Rhetoric Old and New,"(April, 1951),Kenneth Burke says, 
"If I had to sum up in one word the difference between, the_ '_old 
rhetoric and the new' ... I would reduce it to this: The key 
term for the old rhetoric was 'persuasion'.and its stress was 
upon deliberate design. The key term for the .'new' rhetoric 
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would be 'identification' which can include an 'unconscious' 
factor in appeal. 

Now, what_does_ B~rke ~ean by identification. One thing, he 
says, can be identified with another thing when both are shown 
to share the same whatness or substance. When a writer a 
s~eaker, ~ politician, a mother, a soldier, anyone, ide~tifies 
himself with someone else or with some thing which, too, has a 
whatness, .he becomes consubstantial with it. In "Ashes Come 
Home,". which as ~ prose piece is a form and an act interpreting/ 
rep?r~ing an a~t~on, the townsfolk, as actors in a specialized 
~ctiv1ty, participants in a funeral, possess a consubstantiality 
1n that they share among other things, the same attitudes about 
wh~t makes for r~ghtness at funerals: a real body, flowers, 
g:1ef, convers~t~on_abou~ how the 'loved one' died, religious 
r1 tual; an off1ciat1ng minister, a wake in the home or in the 
funeral parlor. 

What about the identification of the writer? Does the 
writer have identification, consubstantiality with one or with 
both sets of actors? Burke says that in the fact that man is 
symbol user, symbol maker, symbol creator all men have consub­
sta1_1tiality. Al~ men ~ave id~n~ification in that they employ 
their symbol making-using facility, a facility which most 
"explicitly, revealingly, and univers_ally" manifests itself 
through the medium of language. 

In the first place, the writer seems to seek distance to be 
consciously uninvolved, non-participating: "I wasn't here' for 
the funeral. I was going to school in Indiana." But after 
these two opening statements, the writer reveals, and nowhere 
relinquishes, identification, consubstantiality with the towns­
people. This is accomplished through "the townsfolk told me 
about it." -ibe principle of identification exists first of all 
in that communication. Then there is the strategy

1

of the ' 
possessive pronoun: our in "our town" and "our men." Identifi­
cation is suggested in the noun phrases: "the hometown folks " 
"a doze1_1 hom~f?lks." The writer has, in language, chosen to• 
reveal identification with the townspeople. 

The writer's identification with the townsfolk is revealed 
in the choice of si~ple, ordinary, colloquial vocabulary, the 
voc~bulary of the simple townsfolk. The syntax is simple, 
ordinary, non-complex. The sentences are short· most of them 
are of the direct noun phrase plus verb phrase ;ariety. The 
grammatical function of like in "like they told it" and "like 
he does in church ... " indicates the writer's identification 
with the dialect of the townspeople. The attention to small 
almost the_tri~ial, details reveals the writer's receptivity.to 
the communications of the "old grandmas, the middle-aged 
fathers, the store clerks." 
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The writer I s participation in the whatness of t~e tow~s folk's 
response to the Lewises as actor, to the why of their coming to­
gether with them, to the agency of the urn, to the agent in the 
person of Dr. Lewis, who, of course, was once one of them_but 
from whom they are, in this action, separated, to the entire 
act of the wake, the burial rites, to all that is and makes the 
scene, is communicated directly, and indirectly, by and through 
the entire essay. No one part achieves this identification with 
the whatness of the characters alone. Whatever it is that pro­
duces this appeal was in no way a conscious manipulation by the 
writer. That it is there can be tested by an oral reading of 
the essay to an audience. (In my case, several of my dorm mates 
at Patterson Hall) 

The strategic positioning of "Doctor Lewis went to the table, 
picked.up the urn, and dropped it into his pocket." with the 
drop pitch and the voiceless stops /p, k,t/ in pocket, a sentence 
which ends one thing and begins another, yet is intimately 
bound with all that comes before and after, invites a response 
from an audience which is the whatness of the response made by 
the townspeople. They, too, gape awkwardly, and, because there 
is no one to bring them beer and pretzels, resort to just 
moving about, uncomfortable. 

Reciprocity 
DWIGHT DAVID EISENHOWER 1890 - 1969 

By WILIIAM D. ELLIOTT 
Bemidji State College 

Lament, for priests of life have sprung, 
Turned on him; yet he cries, yet blind can see. 
Call us a country of deathless corresponding; 
Dry Normandy, door of cliffs, strike open 
Uplift the temples of our declining North 
Strike beggar-like to fathom new routes West 
Upset time coming South 
Lament the fiction of the concrete universe. 
Lost allegory, our lives 
Test in court for North America 
Try us a country of young men 
Who see the fracture of the hour 
And Seers, die in winter, sleep, 
Pin on the temples of our soul 
The fusion of the galaxy. 
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A Selection of Writings 
by Elementary School Children 

• The writings which follow are the work of elementary school 
children printed in the form in which they were submitted to us. 
'These writings represent the kind of composing activity which 
engages teachers and pupils in an English or Language Arts.class: 
poetry, stories, reports, exercises, interpretation or responses 
to literature, and so on. They were assembled by Sister M. 
Andr~ Mart~aler, O.S.B., with the cooperation of teachers and 
administrators throughout the state, to whom we are grateful. 
We hope that those children who do not find their own composi­
tions included will understand that we had space to print only a 
sampling of writings. 

Whenever the information was provided, we have printed a 
description of the assignment or discussion that led to the 
composition. It is particularly useful to know what suggestions 
stir children's imaginations, and it is instructive to see the 
range of responses in a class. We hope in the future t_o print 
more elementary pupils' compositions with full descriptions of 
what preceded the writing itself. 

Kindergarten 

SANTA CLAUS 
by Steven Voth 

Santa Claus flies through the'air 
When toys are packed, 
He climbs down the chimney 
And fills up· the socks. 
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