
Foreword 
 
For all my women and the stories you cannot tell,  
You collectively are my muse,  
Your stories have transcended barriers built up by time and space,  
This truth is apparent by the fact that we speak your names,  
So with this, I hope to speak truths untold,  
We are all here, 
Laying in the shadows of some hero’s conquest,  
Enslaved to violent words,  
To chaotic tradition,  
 
For all my women who came before me,  
Family and fiction collide here,  
Violently taking each other into their arms,  
Inspecting one another intensely, 
And I will take up the task of atoning for what is lost,  
In the history and literature of the West,  
It is called great for what it does not show,  
 
Your destruction.  
 

The project consists of twelve poems all separated into three themes: love, motherhood, and destruction. All the women 
in this collection of poems have been pushed to an extreme, and have taken acts that are devastating and unsettling in some 
way. You should be uncomfortable, with their actions and with the men or deities that brought them to fruition. You should be 
uncomfortable with violent traditions that make these women spectacles. I do not want to erase these things, but I do want to 
find some semblance of family and importance in every one of them. These are the surviving stories of women who, in some 
way, have been oppressed, misunderstood, or hurt, and I think that, as someone who can only know so far back into my family’s 
history, it is generative to think of them as women who model some of the hurt and pain that is customary for women of 
antiquity. I identify with each of these women in some way, have attempted to understand them past what disturbs me, and I 
hope this project will help you begin to do that in your own way as well.  
 

I ordered these poems where the mothers opened and closed the collection, because I felt like they have all been 
instrumental in my holistic understanding of the tradition and my relation to it. Many of the mothers may not be easily 
racialized, but in the name of creative license, I took the opportunity to see myself and my ancestors through them and their 
struggles. I encourage you to imagine yourself and your place in the tradition too because for me it is one of the most 
humanizing, generative processes you can go through in Literature Humanities. Do not take projections of the modern world as 
the authoritative lens with which you must see these characters. You have power too.  

 
At the end of this collection, I will offer my explanation of each woman’s importance, and things that intrigue me 

about her story. You can read these for added context or help entering my headspace, or you can choose to move through these 
poems without any added help of mine.  

 
All I ask is that you enjoy.    
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Eve 
 
I have been long conflicted,  
On how my vision of you reflected my reality of me,  
Of how to see or not see you could restore parts that were missing, 
Of how knowing you could make me more whole than I thought possible,  
Of how maybe we could be loved and black and women in paradise one day in the future,  
 
I think we lost paradise but not solely on you, 
I think it may have been a hate crime how they spoke of you and the things you went through,  
How they deprived you of the beauty that may come with being the first,  
And I rejected you in my mind and heart, prolonging hunger and thirst,  
For truths unknown and unseen, 
 
I suppose I can imagine you with hair that compliments Afro Sheen,  
And maybe Milton will be mad,  
But to me that’s the most beautiful Eve,  
My divine mother,  
Paradise’s lost queen  
 
I feared what it meant to love you,  
I did not know how to call you family,  
But all concept of your existence was supposed to bring you close to me,  
Mother of man, of humanity,  
Womb of innumerable possibility, 
 
They say you have beauty beyond compare 
Because of golden locks of long hair,  
What is perceived as a blank stare,  
But I find you smart, beautiful, nurturing,  
And I just can’t find that anywhere,  
 
Mama told me you were a black woman,  
She told me your hair was like grandma’s  
Your skin was like mine,  
And maybe we are all right because you are the mother of every human being,  
Or at least that is what they told me,  
And I guess that’s what makes you divine, 
 
I suppose if I ever hated you then I hated all that I came to be 
Because if you are the first mother then you are an important part of me 
 
   



Dido 
 
Sometimes I cry bitter tears,  
But I am no queen like you,  
I have no crowning glory 
 
I come from women of fields and toil, 
Women who carry lamentations of foreign men too,  
Women colonized with no license, freedom, choice,  
Women who, to History, have lost their voice,  
But I regain it through the lamentations of women like you,  
Small chapters in the progression of violent men’s stories,  
 
I come from women who must see their colonizers in the mirror,  
Because if they don’t they won’t see themselves any clearer 
And sometimes I think of how, with everyone around you,  
You were still alone in the darkest days and times,  
Carrying with you a solemn gaze into futures of disastrous design,  
Thinking what would happen when Life ran out of time,  
 
We held funerals for you in Carthage,  
Because when he engulfed you in fiery passion and fed you marriage,  
We knew all our hopes would be in vain,  
When I heard their marriage song for you,  
I knew we had lost you to the flame,  
 
Our cries for you echoed through Carthage,  
We spoke your name,  
The only one I can remember because I’m at a loss for those in chains,  
Chained down to History,  
Their stories have been slain,  
And so I hope my cries were heard, not forgotten,  
Because this emptiness drives me insane,  
 
I felt pity for you, Dido,  
I think you were some mother of mine,  
I know you never got your little Aeneas,  
But you have been given many children by Time,  
Adopt us into your legacy,  
Because we will always carry your name,  
In heart, in head, we have finally escaped the chains,  
Those that strip us down to nakedness,  
Because they think we are all the same,  



For all the ancestors I can never know,  
I can still adopt them with a queenly name,  
Dido   
 
   



Echo  
 
And deliver us from evil men, 
Violent rape took away autonomy  
Before you could help us find refuge from queenly rage,  
You fell first,  
Tongue silent,  
Words unoriginal,  
Traditions of violence, silence, repeated  
 
Caves magnify the sounds of a voice she stole,  
They shout out the stories that you will always carry on,  
Echoes are what they call them,  
Sad remnants of stories that wander lonely over the plane,  
Your only desire was for your lover to say your name,  
 
Echo,  
 
Hold you close and don’t let go of your body  
Before it drifts away,  
 
We are there in the reflections of the things we love,  
We are there lurking in the distance,  
Trying to satiate the longings of the heart  
With the aid of ailing eyes,  
It hurts when I look at you,  
But loving you is worse, 
 
Silenced voices echo in deserted minds every time  
Stale words of hate fall cold onto our chests,  
We are the possessions of our lady,  
Our voices will never be heard,  
So we must show you our sorrow like her favorite bird 
We lack color, so she gives her blessings to the men, 
Love fell away, and the violence starts again,  
 
Air can’t carry us far away from this place, 
But this body sighs its last sigh and finally falls away  
So now you echo for him alone every new day 
 
 
 
 



Medea 
 
I trusted you more than I trusted myself,  
Let down my guards,  
Opened up my arms,  
Emptied my heart  
 
I tore down walls for you,  
Nations fell with me,  
And here I am, 
Devastated,  
 
I thought you would defeat all my enemies,  
Fight all my battles,  
Protect me from harm,  
Protect me from myself,  
 
My passion had no master,  
My love had no course,  
Nonetheless I was lead astray 
 
I forgot to inquire as to the price we pay to men like you,  
And you did not understand, when you asked the lady or the tiger,  
That they were the same,  
So now with bitter tears, you will pour out my name,  
 
Maybe I became an animal when you broke my heart,  
Or maybe our love was beastly from the start,  
 
And maybe that’s why I felt so broken,  
Maybe that’s why my mantle has gone away,  
Because I have been disillusioned by your intrusions,  
Our love fled with the day,  
 
I loved you too much to leave you empty handed,  
Vengeance was a force I took for granted,  
 
But I never longed for your touch,  
It was the idea that I could save you,  
That let you do as much,  
 
And if you ever see this,  



And understand what you’ve done,  
Just understand that I genuinely hope I’m the only one 
 
Because I wondered about all us who fell victim to outside powers 
Powers that violated our resolve 
Powers that made us vulnerable to conquerors of our people,  
That destroyed what little we had,  
Be it our word, our joy, our family,  
Of which I have no memory,  
 
Sometimes I wonder if my ancestors weeped for men like you,  
Lost things they could not help but love,  
Things that when gone, left them cold,  
 
Love comes slow for us women,  
Least that’s what I was told,  
Grandmama said it’s happy but belated  
Because people like you cannot be satiated 
So I pour out my heart and empty my soul 
For one more day with you,  
My liar and my lyre,  
My sweet song I can only hear today,  
I know you will be gone when I need you 
   



Calypso  
 
I thought we were just far enough to escape the will of men,  
I thought we were just far enough from the end of civilization that savage love could begin,  
 
I thought that maybe you could learn to love me the way my heart has loved you,  
But now you must leave because they told me to  
 
Let you go 
You are hero, a man of wisdom, but I love you,  
Dearly,  
And now I see clearly how justice has a gender and he never sees people like me,  
 
Those of us who are just far enough from civility,  
Queens and kings and nobility in our own homes,  
Savages to those who roam into our worlds,  
 
Blue waters will send you home to whatever fate you have,  
But they will never wash away the memories I made for us in my dreams,  
They will never make me forget how things seem when the mind stretches,  
All the boundaries of the nations the imagination has formed,  
We stormed the world, you and I,  
And on this island, our love will reside,  
Forever in my head,  
 
As you drift away,  
Our lovely hero,  
Saves the day  
   



Sappho  
 
I simply want to die 
and be reborn in a world that  
Doesn’t open me up to you and then  
Drag me across hot coals into the next level of hell  
 
I simply want to die  
and see your face one more time against the watery glare of glass tears streaming down the face of our ocean 
Our wide expanse of emotions, wet, dripping from our souls until we burst  
 
I simply want to love you  
But you do not love me so I ask Aphrodite  
If she will send me a sign, maybe it’s just you  
Maybe it’s your heart,  
But I want us to be together because  
 
I simply want to love you  
And I simply want to die in your arms 
 
   



Daphne  
 
I will run from you forever,  
I don’t want your love, your passion, your bondage,  
I want freedom, to be boundless and free-flowing  
 
You will chase me till the end,  
It is hard for you to hear no,  
All the other things in the world will bend to your fingertips,  
You believe you are helping me,  
 
Your curiosity has lit a forest fire,  
Destroying everything I have made,  
And as the heat catches up to the back of my heels,  
I push on,  
Feeling pain rising in my rib cage,  
 
I hope I die before you catch me,  
I hope the fire consumes all the rare flowers I carry 
Before you can see them bloom,  
 
I hope you deprive yourself of all the world’s beauty,  
That your hunger to consume terrorizes your curiosity,  
There’s a ferocity in you,  
There’s a spirit of conquest,  
 
And I don’t find it beautiful.  
 
   



Arachne 
 
I will weave you truths that cannot be spoke aloud,  
I will anger you with my perfection,  
 
I imagine you the black widow,  
Who rivals me in complexion, 
Maybe your perfection brought you pain,  
Maybe these bad things were the price for possessing magic that white armed goddesses cannot explain,  
 
Black girls have inexplicable power that even Wisdom cannot contest,  
So there’s no point in calling council to see who is best, 
We spin stories and weave truths sublime,  
But beauty and talent will surpass unjust anger every time, 
 
So we must become black widows, 
Who seldom are truly loved  
Deliver them beautiful deaths with the grace of doves,  
Dedicate our existence to our craft,  
Pierce our hearts with deadly shafts 
 
Maybe if I weave you stories of all the things trapped in this web of mine,  
The stories that have become lost in my trapeze,  
You will better understand why I continue building this web and using it as my sleeve,  
All that I am and all that you care for are here in plain sight,  
But hopefully I will find refuge from you in the cradle of the silent night  
 
   



Clytemnestra  
 
Retribution is for men,  
They fight wars for women lost,  
Women potentially found in Egypt,  
 
They enslave, rape, pillage,  
They sacrifice the things we love,  
The things we have made,  
 
They cut down the things that rise in the morning,  
They darken the new days of the lord,  
 
Leave us with the tears and anger,  
That we satiate with urges for blood,  
 
But when we relieve the impulses of the aching heart,  
Avenge the death of daughter, happiness, hope, or self,  
 
We must find ourselves cut down before thrones and our glory 
Because woman’s righteous anger never helped  
 
The hate we birth will do us part,  
From the men who bring us pain,  
But I wish memories of emptiness and hatred  
You have felt could be washed away like rain,  
 
   



Sethe  
 
But let justice roll down like waters, 
And righteousness like an ever-flowing stream  
Hold onto me like I hold onto fleeting dreams  
Hold me so I know I’m still living,  
Baptize me in your love,  
Cultivate me and everything I am,  
 
Pick me up and carry me to some resting place, 
With rolling hills and running waters,   
Don’t worry bout what you can take,  
Just know I’ve given it all,  
We are now as free as blue skies 
 
Come into my house and fix what’s broken,  
Expel what has rotten away,  
Open the curtains to let the night flee in,  
Promise me a new day,  
 
Let justice roll down like waters,  
Bathe me in the promise of an escape,  
Because righteousness is like an ever flowing stream,  
But I don’t know how long the journey to freedom takes,  
 
And I’ve been traveling alone,  
Riding tides and hoping they don’t drown me,  
Because I’m too tired to worry ‘bout sinkin’ or swimmin’,  
It ain’t like I had a choice anyway,  
My demons are all that have surrounded me,  
 
They sing sour lullabies,  
Ask our babies not to cry,  
When the bitter truth bites their little tongues,  
This is the song they have sung,  
Praying they win freedom with every breath,  
 
I realized the only way to save baby was through death,  
And it ain’t theft,  
Life was never yours or mine,  
We never had control of time,  
 
And baby if you go down,  



Cradle and all,  
At least someone who loves you,  
Will take that fall,  
 
Slowly, slowly 
Going down  
 
Howling cries are baby’s sound,  
And mama cannot escape you now,  
And she sees you everywhere,  
In the moon and stars,  
The things that are beautiful but not ours,  
 
And we will reach to them,  
And we will hold you in our arms,  
And will call to you, our  
Beloved  
 
Specters of loneliness are in this house,  
Misery holds the door closed,  
And I lost my key a long time ago  
It fell through the holes life punched in me,  
 
So I don’t know if my demons will let you in,  
But heroes find a way to invade 
All in the name of saving the day 
   



Hero’s Journey  
 
I didn’t sign up to be part of no hero’s journey,  
My nation is hurt being rolled out on gurneys, 
And I’m supposed to sit here and watch us die,  
I’m being dragged along behind you,  
Unwilling,  
And I’m unable to fight,  
But I suppose that in the eyes of history,  
What I think is wrong has turned out right,  
 
I didn’t sign up to be part of no hero’s journey,  
Being brought along for the ride,  
Won’t open my legs so you make them divide,  
And after you’re done with us,  
All we can do is cry because you treat us like animals,  
Taking everything we love,  
They say god is always on time, 
 But that’s relative to what 
 Because I’d like it if he intervened years ago,  
 
If when you tried to take me along he told you no, 
Because I didn’t sign up for no hero’s journey,  
And my body is aching and my mind is screaming and nothing is turning out in my favor, 
I’ve labored for you,  
You broke my world in two, 
But history revers you for the things you do,  
 
But I didn’t sign up for no hero’s journey 
And it’s not fair that no matter who wins,  
The women always lose,  
History ain’t a gem,  
It’s civilization’s biggest bruise  
Because we always get abused  
And we discover violence every day,  
Expecting you to make a way for us,  
Expecting you to make diamonds out of these brown people made of dust,  
 
And I didn’t ask to be part of no hero’s journey,  
And I damn sure wouldn’t mind if you left me behind,  
Because at some point I start to worry,  
That the trauma of those of us who were dragged along, 



Will never be part of the Muse’s song,  
 
I wonder if the poet forgot to write it,  
I wonder if while you brought nations to their knees, 
You didn’t hear us crying because you only wanted to hear victory cheer you on, 
 
You see in slavery there’s no springtime because only sorrow gets to bloom,  
Who are you,  
I didn’t ask to be on no hero’s journey 
   



Andromache 
 
It may be wrong to call you queen of the slaves, 
The ones who are now divorced from husbands,  
Cold in unmarked graves,  
 
It may be wrong to ask chariots to swing low,  
To deliver you from the dark places you'll go,  
When the heroes inside them cut you all down,  
 
When they break the bow, 
And send babies tumbling down from great walls, 
We will behold our nation’s great fall,  
I been struggling to explain why it hurt so much to read you, 
And I suppose now I see it true,  
We live the same as you do,  
 
You see, us women have always been at the bottom,  
Beneath even the lowest man’s feet,  
Property to owners who can’t care for treasures,  
They received through undeserved victory, 
 
I look to you and all the women of Troy,  
And bitterness covers my eyes,  
Because I see slave women in you,  
And maybe your chains were different,  
But not the pain you must go through,  
 
So I cry for Trojan women,  
And all the stories that will never be told,  
Because somewhere deep inside me,  
The sound of silence makes me cold,  
My ancestors were silenced, 
By the passage of time,  
And I suppose you were silenced,  
By powers divine. 
 
And it’s hard to explain why I feel empty,  
Why I’m haunted by faces I’ve never seen,  
But when time and heroes have erased your family,  
You can’t regain them in your dreams 
 
And I suppose that is why I resent the hero’s journey,  



Why I never glorify war,  
Because the hero burned my house down,  
And gifted us the grief we bore,  
 
But I suppose we can burn their ships,  
So they cannot set sail,  
But we are women of broken mantles,  
And we have seen far beyond the veil  
 
And maybe we will sing sorrowful songs for you when you’re gone,  
We'll do it in the cover of the night,  
All the dark women forced to pick white cotton.  
All the dark women picked by white men 
All the dark women who never took flight,  
We will cry for you because you lived long ago, 
Yet it is us that you show,  
Women who are hurt and afflicted  
 
And maybe one day when the sun rises, 
It won’t set on the injustice we have known as  all too real,  
Maybe we can lift our hands, 
And praise some lord because whether it’s Jove or Jehovah,  
Jesus or Jupiter,  
We still struggle to understand,  
What have we done wrong? 
 
I thought Athena  would save me,  
Thought she’d show me a few things,  
But her wise advice was to stay down,  
Lay down, play down all the feelings you’ve had in your heart,  
The bitterness you feel,  
 
Do not cry those tears because they’ll just beget more,  
And why cry them a river if you’ll never reach the shore?  
You can’t escape,  
You can’t run,  
Because the scars are what haunt you in the night and in your sleep, 
And you pray to the lord that he’ll keep your soul,  
But why not keep your sanity?  
Your humanity,  
 
Sometimes self love feels like vanity,  
Because for us dirt people,  



It’s never been okay for your heart to swell with pride about what you are,  
So you hate it,  
 
You hate the tongue you speak in,  
The skin you wreak in,  
The crevices that carry sweet things,  
The heart that keeps bleeding,  
 
And that’s what you inherit,  
Broken things,  
Hearts, bodies, minds, souls, spirits  
Those are all I have left of the broken women and all their forgotten children,  
The ones I’ll never know except for in my imagination  
 
   



Personal Notes  
 
The Women  
Each of the women in this collection are here for a reason. They each have been pushed to some extreme that inspired me, but 
also gave me a space to see myself in them. I think that, more than any race or gender or ethnicity, I identify with struggle, and 
I see a struggle in each of these women that did not allow me to alienate them or dismiss them. I have provided notes below to 
clarify my attachment or perception of each of them, and I have also clarified the groupings.  
 
Motherhood  
Eve: I carried a lot of personal baggage about Eve as a character. She was the first woman, of all the women in the Literature 
Humanities curriculum, that I ever experienced through the “Masterpieces” and I did not experience her through 
Columbia. What is more interesting about Eve’s being the first, is that she was the first salient example and memory that I 
have of misogyny in my life. Her presence in my early life was not positive. Her existence was the explanation that many 
religious people used to dismiss the ailments of women, and because of that, I resented her, until my Literature Humanities 
professor showed me, subtly, ways to embrace and reclaim my perception of Eve.   
 
Dido: Dido is the Queen and founder of Carthage, lover of Aeneas, and one of the most intriguing characters I experienced 
in this curriculum because she showed up in a variety of the works we read in Literature Humanities. She was in the 
Tempest, she was in Confessions, and the Aeneid. She was this literary character that, because of her displaced identity, but 
also her brilliance, should be endearing and should elicit some emotion from every student that reads her. I felt a 
connection to Dido, and I took the space to appropriate her into my concept of self. With the current climate surrounding 
the Core, I think it is self serving, as a person of color, to take the space to identify yourself with some positive history. 
However you imagine Dido is your business, but to me, she is a lesson, a tragedy, a genius, and a strong woman.  
 
Sethe: We read Morrison’s Beloved in my Literature Humanities class, and Sethe is one of the only other women in this 
collection that I explicitly remember encountering pre-Columbia. I think that, through Beloved, there is a place to have 
some meaningful consideration about generational trauma, love, and motherhood. I think that Sethe’s haunting displays 
concretely Morrison’s control and knowledge of the Western tradition, and I also take pride in the presence of someone 
that I, as an African American, can understand and connect to deeply in a country where the trauma of slavery still haunts 
many of the descendants of the institution.  
 
Andromache: This may go without saying, but Andromache’s predicament especially tears at my heart strings. She, for me, 
was one of the most important characters of the Iliad because she is a symbol, in the end, of the destruction of families and 
the objectification of women. Losing the battle is never savory, but women seem to always be subjected to the worst fates at 
the end. Andromache has lost her husband to the same man who murdered the rest of her family, she will lose her son, and 
all of her husband’s family. I think that is tragic, but the fragmenting of the family is also something that I personally 
identify with as a marginalized person. My family has historically fallen victim to human cruelty, and Andromache’s family 
does as well.  
 
Love  
Echo: Echo for me is not significant because of her love of Narcissus, but because of the circumstances under which she 
becomes an “echo.” When I learned that Echo lost her ability to generate original conversation because Hera was upset that 
she was protecting nymphs who had been raped by Zeus, I was deeply saddened. To me, Echo represents justice never 
being delivered. She was objectively good, and in the end, she lives on, but her story is sad. I think the idea of unrequited 
love is always sad, but the fact that she never finds love is a problem for me because I want Echo to be happy in the end.  
 
Medea: Medea is an unsettling character within the tradition, but I felt that it would be interesting to humanize her 
because I still see her as being pushed to an extreme. Reading those first few pages of her pining after Jason in 
Metamorphoses elicits pity from me, and though she horrifies me because of her extreme, toxic activities, I still see her as 
human, which is why I brought her here.  
 



Calypso: Calypso, to me, is a symbol of injustice and double standards that exists in the same vein of Clytemnestra. She 
unsettles me because she holds Odysseus captive against his will, but I also I felt that, she acts as a very important mirror for 
the reader. The tradition normalizes sexual violence against women by male gods, but when the paradigm shifts, it becomes 
a problem. Her poem takes on the shape of waves or a shoreline. I also remembered Greek hospitality coming up several 
times in our discussion of the Odyssey, and wanted to consider perception, hospitality, and status.  
 
Sappho: Sappho was a breath of fresh air in the first semester, but I felt guilty reading her “fill-in-the blank” fragmented 
poetry. I wanted to write something inspired by Sappho, and that is how the poem was inspired by Sappho. Look 
particularly to Fragment 94 if you are interested in seeing what poem inspired this piece.  
 
Destruction  
Daphne: I think Daphne’s story, alongside many of the other stories in Metamorphoses, should resonate heavily in the 
MeToo Era because the idea of consent and the romanticization of the chase have all been conversations happening in the 
public. Apollo as a predator should be unsettling, but additionally, this poem is more a response to the abstracted “sexual 
predator” than a conversation with Daphne. It is a space to muse on personal wishes and frustrations with sexual predation 
and the destruction of another person’s security in the name of personal fulfillment.  
 
Arachne: This poem is a celebratory poem, but it falls under destruction because of fact that Arachne is transformed and 
her artistry is destroyed. For me, it was a place to muse about being in opposition to authority simply for how you exist. I 
was not shocked that Arachne was retaliated against, but I wanted to have some space to cautify personal wounds that have 
formed after living in a world where my mere existence can sometimes be used as a way of legitimizing violence against my 
body, and I hope everyone sees Arachne’s transformation as violence against her.  
 
Clytemnestra: Like Medea, Clytemnestra may be an unsettling character for many (as she should be), but for me, I think 
she represents an important double standard on the basis of gender. Her husband, Agamemnon, who has already caused 
people copious amounts of trouble in the Iliad, murdered their daughter Iphigenia, which prompted Clytemnestra to 
murder him. If I am being honest, I only felt bad that Clytemnestra murdered Cassandra because I completely understood 
the anger toward Agamemnon, but either way, the poem is about double standards, anger, and the destructiveness of men.  
 
Hero’s Journey: This is the only poem in the collection not named after a woman, how exciting. Hero’s Journey meditates 
on this idea that not everyone who is on the Hero’s Journey consented to be there. Throughout the tradition it has 
consistently recurred that women especially are subjected to violence in wars that they did not directly cause or fight in, and 
even if we are discussing the Iliad, it seems obvious to me that even if Helen ran away, Paris and Aphrodite kept her there. 
Destruction is the primary vehicle that moves our heroes along their journeys, and people suffer because of that. I 
understand that there must be conflict to have a literary work, but it is particularly telling that complete annihilation has 
been the Western way of settling scores for centuries.  


