Beyond The Classroom

“One ought, every day at least, to
hear a little song, read a good poem,
see a fine picture, and if it were at all
possible, to speak a few reasonable
words.” — Goethe

I stumbled across this quotation
sometime during my last year in
high school. I was under the false
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impression that my intelligence far
exceeded my years, so to prove it to
the world, I included it on my senior
yearbook page.

Ironically, though, it was only
once I was a Penn student that I re-
alized the extent to which these
words are more easily said than
done.

One day in class last semester, I
listened as the professor abandoned
his usual political science topics,
and instead suggested to us that
there was something we were miss-
ing in our Penn years.

As many students began their DP
crosswords, he warned that upon
our graduation from college, most of
us would not possess life’s most im-
portant tool: the ability to
communicate.

We want it easy. We are lazy. We
are not concerned with learning
outside of the classroom. And how
many of us go out of our way to re-
gister for classes with extensive
reading lists and paper
assignments?

Look around. Yes, we read and
memorize very well for class, but
how many of us have read a book for
pleasure in the last month or are
able to recount one item from the
front page of yesterday’s news-
paper? Students are well aware of
the fact that professors do not dole
out “A” grades for excellence in
everyday knowledge, so why
bother?

The same professor implored us
to read just one book over vacation,
and began suggest some of his favo-
rites. At the moment I was most
captivated by his words, a friend sit-
ting next to me turned and said, “I
can’t believe I came to class today. I
thought he would be reviewing for
the exam.”

Part of the problem here is that
the notion of being a successful stu-
dent is often confused with being
knowledgeable. There is more to be-
ing successful than simply getting
good grades, and it is that “more”
that will help shape the rest of our
lives. The desire to go outside the
classroom for more intellectual sti-
mulation is not found within many of
us, and most never even make the
attempt.

How do we go about acquiring the
motivation to learn for learning’s

‘We want it easy. We are lazy. We are not con-
cerned with learning outside of the classroom.
And how many of us go out of our way to regis-
ter for classes with extensive reading lists?

We would be, he cautioned, lack-
ing the skills necessary to state or
write an opinion concisely or effec-
tively. Some began to listen, but
most closed their notebooks and
tuned out.

This professor was alarmingly
convinced that most of us are un-
able to convey what we wish to
express.

He said quite simply that we, the
future of our country, are wasting
our parents’ money.

Sadly enough, I am inclined to
agree with the professor. Unfortu-
nately for him and for us, his
thoughts illustrate just the tip of the
iceberg of this problem.

sake?

Regardless of individual interests
or of future plans, being able to
read, write and speak well should be
high, if not at the top, of our list of
priorities. It is scary to think that
writing a paper is not only a fear, but
also a difficulty for many. Compu-
ters and other non-human entities
may very well dominate our lives in
the future, but isn’t the basis of ev-
erything we do in life the communi-
cation and interaction we have with
each other? And if this is true,
shouldn’t that be our best and most
practiced skill?

Our elders look at us and are a bit
concerned for the future. Our hori-
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zons need to be expanded. We at
Penn are supposed to be the best
and the brightest, yet we are still
keeping ourselves busy pursuing
the least challenging ways to ap-
pear to be “smart.”

It is vitally important that we
leave Penn more knowledgeable,
and yes, smarter, than we were
when we arrived.

Our malaise and outright laziness
have translated into an intrinsic
lack of ability in even the basic
levels of daily interaction. We need
to re-examine ourselves. We need to
decide if it is important to make ev-
ery day count, as Goethe advises, or
to go on living and learning for the
moment.

Our lives would be so much more
fulfilling if we took the steps neces-
sary to acquire new skills. It would
be only then that we would realize
the truth in Mark Twain’s sugges-
tion never to let our schooling inter-
fere with our education.

Allison Blankstein is a sophomore
English major from Potomac
Maryland. You Make The Call ap-
pears alternate Thursdays.
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Speaking for the Silent Majority

From the Locust Walk issue to
the infamous names on the bath-
room walls to the even more
well-known “P.C.” label, the fe-
minist message on this campus
has been heard.

The rest of us have read the
writings on the wall and have
heard the angry words, but do we
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really know what it is the femin-
ists want?

Many, including myself, do not
agree with the methods of pro-
test which the feminists have
employed. The ideal known as
“feminism” seems to have be-
come a radical movement, one
which divides society into “us”
and “them,” into allies and ene-
mies. It appears to be a move-
ment which sees the world
through the filters of “male-
dominance” and “oppression.”

So, what is feminism?

The American Heritage Dic-
tionary defines it as “a doctrine
that advocates or demands for
women the same rights granted
men, as in political and economic
status.” If I were to rely solely on
this definition, then I would have
no problem with feminism.

Working for equality between
the sexes is a necessary and legi-
timate goal. No one is arguing
with this. But today’s feminists
preach a different message than
did their predecessors; they
aren’t just calling for equality be-
tween the sexes anymore, but for
what seems to be a reversal of
the social structure.

They are not calling for the un-

ification of man and woman and
the healing of the wounds of dis-
crimination and oppression, but
for revenge and societal
revolution.

Those of us who do not choose
to take on the crusade are frus-
trated. We are angered that this
movement has in many ways be-
come a competition between
men and women.

The new feminist’s fight is of-
ten hypocritical: they claim to be
fighting for equality, yet always
seem to be trying to prove their
superiority over men. They have
transformed their dissatisfaction
with the “male-dominated” soci-
ety into a debate pitting men and
women against each other. This
seems to me to be a main reason
of why true progress is often slow
in coming.

The most frustrating aspect of
all of this for a woman like myself
is that it has become increas-
ingly difficult to speak out
against these more vocal mem-
bers of my own sex. Although wo-
men like me may still constitute
the majority of women, we are re-
latively silent. Why?

Perhaps it is because more
moderate women are afraid of
being labeled a traitor or a turn-
coat. After all, if a woman does
not advertise herself as a femin-
ist, then doesn’t that automati-
cally align her with some sort of
an anti-woman stance?

A few months ago, I received a
letter from a woman who consid-
ers herself to be an ardent femin-
ist. In the letter, she scolded me
with rudeness and condescen-
sion which, to my mind, have be-
come trademarks for the move-
ment in general. She wrote,
“Why defend men, especially
when you are a wo-
man . .. Defend yourself and
other women. Men don’t need de-
fending. They are, after all, dis-
hing it out.”

Isn’t it a bit ironic that this wo-
man felt the need to coach me
into becoming a more “loyal”

member of my own sex? Does
this mean that the fact that I am
indeed a woman dictate that I
should follow a certain pre-
scribed way of thinking? There
are obviously many women who
are convinced of this.

This is just the style of protest
which makes it nearly impossible
for the silent majority of women
to speak out. Debate on the aims
and goals of the feminist move-
ment doesn’t even seem to exist.

Unfortunately, this has led to a
situation in which the complain-
ing and downright nitpicking of
feminists has overshadowed
their true goals. We are turned
off by what we perceive to be an
accusatory and confrontational
manner. Without wishing to dis-
regard real issues, we often are
nevertheless compelled to turn
away and ignore the cause.

The problem of communica-
tion between women mirrors the
problem of communication be-
tween men and women. The radi-
cal feminists wish to control the
agenda and implement what they
see as necessary changes. But
there is a silent female opposi-
tion. Women are not united or in
agreement as to the problems we
face or the potential solutions.
Perhaps if the misunderstanding
between the different female
schools of thought was eased,
then progress in communication
between the sexes could begin in
earnest.

If the feminists of this campus
and of society in general stopped
making all issues male-female
oriented and more person-to-
person oriented, then perhaps
the rest of us — the silent major-
ity — would seize our chance to
be heard and join the fight for
change.

Allison Blankstein is a sopho-
more English major from Poto-
mac, Maryland. You Make The
Call has appeared alternate
Thursdays.
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Recently, I stumbled across
something horribly disturbing.
While in the women’s bathroom on
the fourth floor of Van Pelt Library,
I read the “Roll of Shame” written
on a stall wall. ;

The “Roll of Shame” was an ex-
ample of something that has been
appearing in women’s bathrooms at
several universities nationwide: a
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list of campus men who allegedly
commit sexual harassment, rape
and other sexual offenses. Accord-
ing to the directions under the list,
Penn women are urged to add the
names of other men, creating a sort-
of blacklist of men to “watch out
for.”

I was shocked to see that there
were a few names already listed. My
first inclination was to scan the
names for a familiar one; perhaps I
would know one of them.

While I was relieved that I did not
recognize any of the names, I was
thoroughly disgusted that any wo-
man or group of women would do
such a thing. Should we believe that
just because the names of these
men appear in writing, they are rap-
ists? I do not know if they are or not;
I doubt even if the “Penn Women’s
Army,” which signed its name to the
list, knows. What I do know is that in
this case, it is dangerous to take the
list as gospel.

Aren’t there other, better ways of
bringing the real criminals to
justice? .

This so-called army has con-
demned these men without a trial to
the label of “rapist.” Whatever hap-
pened to “innocent before proven
guilty?” I simply do not buy into
their “sentence first, hear the facts
later (or never)” system of justice.
These angry women are making
public their claims about any men
they choose; and we will never know
which, if any, of the allegations are
legitimate, if they do press charges.

Meanwhile, the men whose
names appeared on the wall will
forever be synonymous with harsh
labels like “rapist” and “abuser” in
the minds of anyone who read the
list or even heard the names from
someone else. This is certainly not
the-way justice operates.

Not only is this list harmful to the
men, but it is also dangerous to wo-
men. When it comes to rape and
sexual harassment, women should
take the lead in pursuing justice in-
stead of circumventing it. Those
who are accusing and scrawling the

names of men on the walls of our
bathroom are defeating their own
purpose. What they are failing to
realize is that most people will prob-
ably discount their allegations as
the spiteful lies of angry women. If
the accusations (even one) are true,
then discounting them will make
the situation worse. Whether or not
they are true, the end result will be
that women will draw the same
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first place. Compiling a hit-list is not
the way to fight these crimes effec-:
tively or fairly. :
1t is clear that the bathroom wall:
is a ridiculous and ineffective way of |
informing the public about exactly
who perpetrates which crimes.’
What is the difference between list-:
ing the names of suspected rapists
and scrawling: “For a good time call ;
so-and-so?” Should we believe that -

‘It is clear that the bathroom wall is a ridicul- -
ous and ineffective way of informing the public
about exactly who perpetrates which crimes.’

public scorn they are trying to pin
on the men.

If the Penn Women’s Army cries
wolf even once, the extreme seri-

because a woman’s name is written?
in conjunction with being sexually
promiscuous or talented that she is*
easy? I should hope not. .

ousness of discrimination and rape-+--Maybe if more energy were put:

on campus will become merely a
war of stinging public accusations.
No one will know the truth, and no
one will be able to distinguish be-
tween reality and lies.

Yes, all of us need to be paying
much more attention to the problem
of sexual harassment and rape. We
need more services for the victims
and- more education to prevent
these crimes from occurring in the

into prevention of these crimes,:
these immature reactionaries.
would not involve all of us in this:
game of pointing fingers. Indeed,’
this is one case where we cannot:
rely on the writing on the wall.

Allison Blankstein is a sophomore;
English major from Potomac,;
Maryland. You Make The Call ap-:
pears alternate Thursdays.
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Commg to Grips with Suffering

“Over spring break, T learned some
hard lessons.
. Just before spring break, I was
told that an old friend had been re-
cently diagnosed with cancer. I was
very confused as to how to react. I
had not seen him in a few years, but
was stunned just the same. Perhaps
because I am unaccustomed and
unadept at dealing with these types
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of situations, I buried it in the back
;)f my mind and tried to forget about
t.

! I didn’t even want to begin think-
ing about how something like this
could happen to someone I know.

' But try as I might, I could not run

" sailed with an aroma, that unpleas-
ant combination of antiseptic, of
food lying by the bed on a tray and
the cold metal equipment in the
hallways.

A nurse said that my grandfather
was downstairs having tests taken.
We went down to wait for him in a
waiting room done in matching
greys and tans. Sitting down on a
hard chair, I noticed that there were
ash trays everywhere and the room
smelled of smoke.

My sister and I sat watching peo-
ple walk back and forth pushing
stretcher. The nurses talked about
the patients as if they were just bur-
dens to be “taken care of,” instead
of people with feelings and person-
alities, instead of people with fami-
lies and hobbies and jobs, who just
happened to be sick.

After a while, an orderly wheeled
my grandfather down the hall in a
stretcher. He looked small and
weak. He had to focus on us for a
second before he realized who we

¢Perhaps because I am unaccustomed and un-
adept at dealing with these types of situations,
I buried it in the back of my mind and tried to

forget about it.’

away from the suffering of people I
loved.

Over spring break, my grand-
father was taken to the hospital with
a recurring heart problem. My im-
mediate reaction was not much dif-
ferent from when I heard that my
friend had cancer.

' 1am terrified of hospitals, so I put
off visiting my grandfather for as
long as possible. After waiting three
lc_ila\ys I finally brought myself to visit

1m.

- Iarrived at my grandfather’s hos-
pital room to find an empty bed in
the middle of a small room, barren
except for a television set that didn’t
work, a sink and an empty closet.
The room was bathed in a yellow-
tinged floresecent light.

i Almost immediately, I was as-

were. My sister and I went up to
him. He grabbed my hand, with a
weak grip. He just kept kissing my
hand and asking who the all people
were who were walking by. He
didn’t seem to know where he was.

We went back upstairs with my

When it was time to leave, my
grandfather wouldn’t let us go. He
started crying.

I kept smelling the smell of the
hospital — the disinfectant, the
cafeteria food, the sick people.

When I left, I didn’t want to go
back. I love my grandfather, so why
couldn’t I bring myself to return?

Was it a fear of death?

Perhaps it was due to a feeling of
helplessness. There is nothing I can
do to change the situation that my
grandfather is in. All these other
people — doctors and nurses —
seemed to be in control of my grand-
father’s fate. He was sick and I
wasn’t sure what I could do to help
heal him.

And why didn’t I write my sick
friend?

I felt that I wouldn’t know what to
say about his illness, but I didn’t
want to write him a letter ignoring
his suffering. I could have written a
letter to my friend telling him about
what is going on in my life, but
somehow it would have felt patro-
nizing since I hadn’t been in touch
with him for more than a year. I
would have felt guilty about telling
him about all the happy, fun and ex-
citing things going on here at Penn.
Why would he care right now? It
would be as if I were writing him be-
cause I feel sorry for him.

The thing is, I do.

After being unable to go back and
visit my grandfater, after being un-
able to write my friend, I'm left feel-
ing powerless to help them or even
to let them know that I do care.

How will I find the strength to let
them know that I do?

‘All these other people — doctors and nurses
— seemed to be in control of my grandfather’s
fate. He was sick and I wasn’t sure what I
could do to help heal him.

grandfather and fed him dinner. My
sister talked with him a lot, but I
found it difficult. I didn’t know what
to say.

Allison Blankstein is a sophomore
English major from Potomac,
Maryland. You Make The Call ap-
pears alternate Thursdays.



We’ve Lost So Much Already

I am very lucky and thankful that
my maternal grandparents are alive
and well foday.

You see, my grandparents are
Jews who were born in Poland. Six
million others like them died in Hit-
ler’s death camps during World War
IL

But somehow my grandparents
managed to survive Bergen-Belsen
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and Auschwitz. Their only child, my
mother, was born just two years af-
ter their liberation from the death
camps in a refugee camp in
Germany.

They moved to America in 1951,
when my mother was just four years
old. It was just by chance that my
family did not move to and settle in
Israel, like so many other displaced
Jews fleeing the ashes of their com-
munities in Europe.

These days it seems as if every-
one has their own two-cents worth
to say about the war in the Middle
East. There has been very much —
maybe too much — talk and specu-
lation about every aspect of the un-
folding events. I doubt (and hope)
that there is not one among us with-
out his or her own personal opin-
ions, suggestions, and even
prejudices.

If you dig deeper into a person’s
thoughts on the war, you will usually
find that the stronger the person
feels, the more of a personal stake
he or she has in the outcome.

I have a stake in the outcome of
this war. My bias stems from my
highly emotional concern for Israel.

When it comes to Israel, my views
are anything but objective.

I could have just as easily been

born an Israeli citizen. Maybe today
T’d be living in Tel Aviv, carrying on
my life with a gas mask in hand. But,
because of the forces of fate which I
will never comprehend, I am here
instead, in the cozy United States
where my experience of living
through the war consists mostly of
what I see on CNN and read in-the
newspapers.

I have visited Israel and have
lived there for months at a time.
Many of my relatives already live
there, and hopzfully I will live there
permanently someday as well. How
can I not care? Israel is the Jewish
homeland.

I had never witnessed a frue mir-
acle until my first visit to Israel. The
fact that the tiny country even exists
(and continues to thrive) is a tribute
to its people and a wonder in and of
itself.

There ean be no other place in the
world where there exists a people
with such strength and determina-
tion. I marvel at the Israelis’ seem-
ingly built-in air of confidence that
they will never lose or give up what
belongs to them. An Israeli will un-
flinchingly do anything — whether it
is accepting gas masks as a new ine-
vitability of life, or sending every
eighteen-year-old son and daughter
into mandatory army service — to
ensure their future security and
survival.

This past Saturday, another Scud
missile landed in Israel. As the air
raid alarm sounded throughout the
land, an audience at violinist Isaac
Stern’s concert in Tel Aviv calmly
and almost matter-of-factly donned
their gas masks without budging.
The performer continued to play-
without a gas mask.

This is the accepted way of life for
the Israeli. Because of the extensive
media coverage of this war, many
people are seeing for the first time
how those in Israel live each and ev-
ery day. Scud missiles are not a per-
manent way of life, but real and con-
stant threats and dangers are. For-
tunately, Americans will never
know the feeling of living under

siege, always on the brink of poten-
tial danger, as the Israelis do.

For the inhabitants of the Jewish
homeland, war is not a question of
win or lose. It is the difference be-
tween the existence and survival of
future generations and the end of a
dream. That end cannot come. Too
much has been invested into the
land, into its past, present and fu-
ture for its people to ever end their
struggle for survival.

Every time a Middle East conflict
or question arises, the world’s at-
tention inevitabily turns to the
Israeli-Palestinian conflict. The
Palestinian and Arab leaders have a
wonderful knack for turning any
question into a comparison or dis-
cussion of the committed and inhe-
rent wrongs of the Israeli govern-
ment, army, and public. By now, Is-
rael has become well-accustomed to
judgement based on a moral plane
high above that of any other coun-
try, including the United States.

When bringing up the subject of a
peaceful solution to the conflict
(which usually connotes an interna-
tional peace conference or some
other type of empty political char-
ade) the logical assumption of an
observer is that Israel will eventu-
ally have to give up some of her ter-
ritory, land which was won in battles
the Israelis did not want to fight in
the first place.

There are those who would say
that giving up the territories
wouldn’t be such a bad thing for Is-
rael. But we have already lost so
much. How can the world ask us to
give up more?

There is a complete symbiotic re-
lationship between the Jewish peo-
ple and the land of Israel. When I
look at the tatooed number on my
grandfather’s arm, I know why Is-
rael exists. I am reminded of why it
must always remain ours.

Allison Blankstein is a sophomore
English major from Potomac,
Maryland. You Make The Call ap-
pears alternate Thursdays.







