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ABSTRACT 

Readers of contemporary British and American narrative 

often consider certain novels to be authentic and realistic, 

in spite of seemingly implausible behavior by female pro

tagonists who are faced with adsuse or aggression. Through 

the use of a coductive and evaluative methodology, the 

dissertation provides an analysis of the intersection of 

the reader's fixed beliefs with the norms within given 

texts. Several paradigms are suggested for exeuaining the 

incongruity and double standards in the reader's expecta

tions for male characters and the previously unquestioned 

acceptance of female characters who respond passively to 

aggression. Readers generally dismiss or disregard any 

male protagonist who abdicates the right of self-defense. 

Paradoxically, the female protagonists who respond to acts 

of abuse or aggression with passivity or in other ways that 

seem contrary to the laws of self-preservation, are 

generally viewed by readers as behaving "normally." The 

issue of a reader's belief, disbelief, and the norms 

governing the typical suspension of disbelief are addressed 

in the context of the psychopathological actions and reac

tions of the abused and the cUauser, the captive and 

the captor. 



CHAPTER I 

INTRODUCTION: DOUBLED STANDARDS AND 

BLIND TOLERATION 

"It's hard in our time to 
be as naive as one would 
like." Saul Bellow 

Much Madness is divinest Sense-
to a discerning Eye-

Much sense—the starkest madness-
'Tis the Majority 

In this, as All, prevail-
Assent-and you are sane-

Demure-you're straightway dangerous-
And handled with a Chain-

Emily Dickinson (1862) 

In the introduction to his chapter on depth psychology 

in Contemporary Literary Criticism, Robert Con Davis refers 

to the assumption that "a literary text . . . is often 

thought to ^make sense' to the degree that it is ^realistic'" 

(222) . It is not uncommon for a reader, I believe, to of

fer his or her approbation to a novel which has "made sense" 

to him or her, lauding it realistic and readable, meanwhile 

ignoring certain very unrealistic responses of the primary 

female characters. Most critics for example, with the 

exception of some feminist critics, consider The Portrait 

of a Lady to be realistic, to be a novel that makes sense, 

one worthy of a place in the literary canon. This opinion 

prevails in spite of the difficulty which Isabel Archer's 

decision to return to Rome poses for many readers. Most of 



us ask ourselves why Isabel, "the most unhappy of women" 

chooses to return to Osmond, the "deadliest of fiends" 

(Portrait 487). The decision makes little or no sense. 

Unfortunately the incongruity between our evaluation and 

response to the novel, and our specific response to 

Isabel's inexplicable decision, seem to indicate a common 

double standard for readers. The incongruity and the 

response become particularly evident in our reading of 

novels wherein the female protagonists consistently make 

seemingly unrealistic choices. But this double standard 

which allows us to continue offering our highest accolades 

to a novel (hailing it realistic), while ignoring or 

excusing what appears (at least on the surface) to be 

unrealistic, stupid, or masochistic behavior on the part of 

the female protagonists seems to be inherently dangerous. 

If a male character allowed himself to be despised, 

bullied, beaten, or harassed, by his wife or mother, would 

we continue singing his praises or those of the novel in 

which he resides? Would we not react with dismay or 

chagrin or loathing? How many male protagonists would we 

accept as passive victims before we became disillusioned 

and turned away in boredom or antipathy? Imagine Jay Gatsby 

or Stephen Dedalus resigning himself to the status quo. 

Yet, we have scores of novels wherein this same resigna

tion/complicity on the part of the female protagonist 

is either ignored, dismissed as irrelevant, or viewed as 



a natural response to society's tyranny. In this un

questioning acceptance, however, are we readers not par

ticipating in and possibly perpetuating a double 

standard? Are we not saying (or at least subconsciously 

thinking), that men in novels must be men, but when women 

react arbitrarily, irrationally, or contrary to the basic 

laws of self-preservation that it is natural: natural for 

a woman, of course? 

How long would readers have laughed at the exploits 

of Randall McMurphy or Tom Jones had they become resigned 

victims? Would we not at least be tempted to dismiss them 

as "sissies?" Herein lies the first danger. As long as 

women are portrayed as passive victims, as long as this is 

our standard for the norm, as long as we accept the role of 

victim for women without even questioning that response or 

the reasons behind the response—women will continue to be 

stereotyped. For when we do this, we are offering in many 

ways another role, one that our culture and our scholarly 

community now find palatable: woman as passive victim. In 

addition to the social risk wherein we may be unwittingly 

contributing to an already biased cultural attitude, we run 

the risk of mistaking what Wayne Booth defines as a "nonce" 

belief for a "fixed" belief or more importantly, fuelling 

beliefs already dogmatically perceived as fixed, without 

giving consideration to the necessary recognition and 

distinction between the two types of norms. 



The novels which we have so fully accepted and admired 

but which contain these incongruous female victims are many. 

As Elaine Showalter has established "the literary landscape 

is strewn with dead female bodies" ("Towards a Feminist 

Poetics" 174) and in many instances the dead females were 

destroyed either literally or figuratively by the men in 

their lives. But the incongruity is not limited only to 

novels by men, to British or American writers, or to a 

certain milieu. Tess Durbeyfield and Hester Prynne, to the 

dismay of readers, seem to be complying or participating in 

their own degradation and ignominy. Maggie Tulliver and Sue 

Bridehead and Lily Barth embrace death rather than embrace 

resistance. The list could be extended to include Charlotte 

Douglas, Maria Wyeth, Jane Gray, Mary Dunne and many others. 

Herein lies the second danger: while we might wonder 

fleetingly how Tess or Sue or Jane could be so passive, we 

tend to accept their passivity as part of the norm, rather 

than becoming angry or viewing them as "sissies," in spite 

of the fact that so many of these victimized characters 

appear to be complying, in some bizarre way, not with 

cultural or economic tyranny but with the perpetrators and 

victimizers, themselves. I believe we are far more likely 

to accept female passivity on the part of these characters 

simply because traditionally, female passivity has become 

part of our fixed beliefs, while male passivity has never 



been tolerated in any context: social, cultural, or 

literary. Hawthorne's Arthur Dimmesdale provides a good 

example of our intolerance; it is very rare to find any 

reader, male or female, who finds Arthur Dimmesdale's 

passivity to be noble. Readers' attitudes toward Hester, 

though, have clearly changed in the past twenty-five years. 

When I first read The Scarlet Letter (my junior year in 

high school), I clearly remember how the class responded 

to Hester. To us she was a noble, sensual, romantic, 

feminine heroine. Few of us, if any, questioned Hester's 

resignation to her "fate" as victim. Today, young readers 

are increasingly aggravated with Hester's acceptance of her 

plight and especially her acceptance of Dimmesdale's 

cowardice. In 1970 the injustice was seen primarily as a 

by-product of New England puritanism; in the 1990's the 

injustice is usually linked to a broader context of 

historical chauvinism emphasizing the dangers to women 

who have accepted treatment as second-class citizens. 

In one sense I am agreeing with the ugly truths the 

gynocritics and feminists have divulged: that for cen

turies women have lived as second-class citizens; that 

virtually every form of restriction has been placed upon 

them primarily through patriarchy, and that little or no 

regard has been taken for their safety, well-being, or 

human potential. Yet I am suggesting that it is time to 

do more than react with horror at these injustices; it is 



time to ask new questions: to question our response to 

to passivity (especially our blind toleration), to examine 

these elements microscopically, to take away the legitimacy, 

to probe this paradox, for paradox it is. A passive 

response to abuse is both normal and realistic: one 

identified by Martin Seligman as the "learned helplessness 

syndrome" (Rosenhan and Seligman 336-337), a model which 

continues to be studied and observed by social scientists 

and psychologists from Martin Seligman, to Kersti Yllo, to 

Lenore Walker. When victims of aggression respond in ways 

that seem totally contrary to what most people would 

expect, they are actually behaving in realistic fashion. 

For where we would expect victims to run or fight back, 

their actions often appear as if they are doing nothing to 

defend themselves. At the same time, resigned passivity in 

the face of aggression will not appear to most observers 

or to many readers to be either normal, realistic or 

justifiable responses unless the observer/readers' frame 

of reference or fixed beliefs include either an acceptance 

of the learned helplessness theory or a comparable model 

such as the Stockholm Syndrome. Therefore, we must be 

willing to examine the character's response from a more 

fully informed paradigmatic perpsective, one allowing for 

the contextual significance of the nonce beliefs imposed 

by the narrative and a heightened sense of our own fixed 

beliefs. 



Wayne Booth, in The Company We Keep; An Ethics of 

Fiction (Company), discusses what he terms the "specific 

givens" of any text (141). Booth believes the process of 

"relocating ethical criticism" requires more than just 

looking for image patterns, explaining that as we read a 

text and "think" about the specific givens, "the essential 

data that must be grasped if there is to be a story . . . 

all these become our 'thoughts,' even if we decide to 

repudiate them almost as soon as they possess us" 

(Company 141). Booth also asserts that "Although such 

elementary givens in some tales may be forgotten almost at 

once, those of many another can remain in memory for a 

lifetime" (Company 141). Booth insists that "no authority 

or rule can force us to take these donnees in the offered 

way" but that ultimately the reader must make a decision 

regarding his responsibilities (Company 141). 

By way of example Booth describes the functions of 

these donnees, givens, or "nonce beliefs" in Aesop's fable 

of the goose and the golden eggs. In reading this fable, 

we have to accept within the context of the narrative a 

nonce belief that a goose (or at least some geese) can lay 

golden eggs; however, this nonce belief would only have to 

exist for the duration of the reading. Booth further 

explains that, "As a consequence of taking in these many 

* facts,' we take in, second, notions of how the world in 



which we find them works, the norms of causation and 

behavior that can be expected, or perhaps even clung to, 

in that world" (Company 142). Booth labels this second 

group "fixed beliefs" and further asserts that in some 

tales the two types of norms are "sharply distinguished," 

in Aesop or Kafka for instance (Company 142). Whether 

we accept the belief that geese lay golden eggs (either 

as nonce or fixed) is of no real significance outside of 

the fable and for some readers this type of fable will 

most likely be one of those quickly forgotten. However, 

the issue of our responses to other tales, tales of passive 

victimized women, is of great significance, creating, 

greater still, responsibility for readers. For these nar

ratives are often the ones that fall into the category of 

narratives that Booth would describe as "remain[ing] in 

memory for a lifetime"(Company 141), for me narratives 

such as Beloved, The Bluest Eve, Play It As It Lays. I Am 

Mary Dunne, A Book of Common Prayer, and The Color Purple. 

There is yet another and more serious danger inherent 

in our uninformed responses to passive female victims. 

When we merely gloss over our initial puzzlement, when we 

fail to question Isabel's or Tess's decision, we also tend 

to start rationalizing. Typically our rationalizations 

never go beyond decrying cultural or economic repression or 

the bondage and tyranny of the institution of marriage. 

Thus, we focus solely on the larger issues which govern 
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our attitudes about women who are repressed, denied any 

chance for self-actualization by a chauvinistic society. 

In a very unhealthy sense we continue to reinforce the 

status of women as victims, wherein too many people are 

comfortably enabled to continue clinging to innacurate or 

incomplete "givens" and even worse, mindlessly lock 

themselves into treacherously fixed beliefs. 

In order to avoid these dangers, I believe that it 

is of great importance that we first bear in mind Elaine 

Showalter's assertion that "women's literature must go 

beyond these scenarios of compromise, madness and death. 

Although the reclamation of suffering is the beginning, 

its purpose is to discover the new world" ("Poetics" 174). 

Certainly the contributions of the feminists have created 

a new world for readers and critics and novelists, and 

these contributions have deeply enhanced our empathy and 

compassion for the women victimized by injustice. This new 

world has revealed many of the ways in which art imitates 

the real lives of women: the women writers and the proto

types of their suffering heroines and protagonists. But 

we must step further into this new literary world and do 

more than just recognize what Kolodny calls "the possibi

lity that the worlds they [fictionalized women victims] 

inhabit may in fact be real, or true, and for them the only 

worlds available" ("Some Notes on Defining" 84). We must 

begin acknowledging the truth that the "apparently ^odd' or 



unusual responses may in fact be justifiable or even 

necessary" ("Some Notes on Defining" 84). For when we take 

this new step we will no longer be able to denigrate the 

fictionalized women or the novels they inhabit as "neuro

tic expressions of personal pathology" ("Poetics" 174), nor 

will we be able to add to the status quo another stereotype. 

No longer will we accept passive female resignation as 

merely another lamentable, yet acceptable role for women. 

Through broadening our fixed beliefs about the victims' 

suffering and about the worlds they inhabit, through the 

acknowledgement of the ways in which this paradoxical 

passivity has become a vital, realistic, "necessary" and 

even "justifiable" means to survival, we as critics, 

readers, and observers will be helping to create a world 

which can ultimately lead us away from a mentality of 

stereotyped victimization into a healthier and more humane 

mentality of empowerment. While it simply is not feasible 

to expect readers to study the Stockholm Syndrome or the 

cycles of abuse Lenore Walker has identified before reading 

John Fowles's The Collector, it is essential and ethical 

to challenge readers to appreciate the ways that the inter

play between our fixed beliefs and nonce beliefs enhances 

our reading and our response, to at least recognize some 

of the elements that Booth advocates for ethical, 

evaluative criticism. This combined approach will not 

only elicit a far deeper understanding of the literature 
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itself, as well as our response as readers to the passive 

victim, but will also contribute to a richer understanding 

of the role that our fixed beliefs play in shaping not 

only our responses to those literary characters but to the 

"characters" we meet in the newspapers each day, the 

"characters" that speak to us from the evening newscast, 

"characters" like Hedda Nussbaum whose common law spouse, 

attorney Joel Steinberg, treated his wife, his six-year-

old illegally adopted daughter Lisa, and another illegally 

adopted child, toddler Mitchell, with less dignity and 

tenderness than the family dog. Ironically, most people 

still remember this case as the "Nussbaum" story, rather 

than the Steinberg trial even though it was Steinberg who 

eventually was found guilty of manslaughter for Lisa's 

death (Terrifying Love 150). The public debacle for the 

the most part centered around Hedda, who had broken one of 

our culture's most stringent taboos, when she failed to 

protect the life of her child. In spite of the extensive 

injuries that Hedda sustained at the hands of her spouse— 

both physical and emotional, Joel suffered no repercussions 

for that cruelty. As Lenore Walker explains: 

I believe those who blame Hedda for the death of her 
child may be secretly afraid that what happened to her 
could have happened to them, too. The truth is that 
any woman is in danger of becoming a battered woman, of 
losing control over her destiny, until such time as she 
is free of violence again. . . . The truth is that 
Lisa Steinberg died at the hands of a violent and 
abusive man, one who was able to fool the world with 
his veneer of education, professionalism, good looks, 
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and fast talk. . . . But Joel Steinberg . . . was 
dangerous; he chose not to control his violence. . . . 
Joel killed Hedda Nussbaum's mind long before he 
killed Lisa's body. . . . But like most batterers, he 
will suffer no legal consequences for what he did to 
Hedda. (Terrifying 149-150) 

When we can learn to understand why, for example, it is so 

easy for us to feel compassion for Alice Walker's Celie, 

who apparently "chose" to stay with a vicious husband, but 

why we still resist the reality and extent of the abuse 

Steinberg inflicted on his wife (injuries so severe that 

the once attractive woman and editor glared at us from 

the news, looking as if she had spent a lifetime in the 

ring with Mike Tyson), choosing to blame Hedda for using 

cocaine, for failing to save her little girl, for allowing 

herself to be battered, then and only then, will we truly 

be creating a newer, braver, more compassionate world for 

the victims and for ourselves. In this new world, we will 

be free to cringe at each degradation inflicted upon Celie 

by her father and by her husband, and freer still to ask the 

Joel Steinbergs: how could any husband, any father, any 

human being do what you have done? And we will not be 

nearly so quick to keep asking the Heddas: "But why did 

you stay?" Nor will we literary critics and scholars and 

teachers be quite so determined to focus exclusively on 

Alice Walker's epistolary structure, or Jean Rhys's shifting 

verb tenses, or to calculate the precise number of Jungian 

archetypes in Doris Lessing's novels. 
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When we can admit to ourselves that truly there is a 

frightening discrepancy between our reaction to the 

fictionalized hostages like Fowles's Miranda, and to the 

actual counterparts like Colleen Stan, who was literally 

collected, incarcerated in a coffin, and tortured over a 

period of seven years, meanwhile examining our fixed and 

oftentimes cherished beliefs to determine our use or 

misuse of them, then we will be working from a stance 

which will enable us to fully explore the complexities of 

human disbelief and denial and our attitudes toward victims 

and victimization, both fictive and literal. 

I am certainly not advocating that we should "read" 

reality as if it were a novel. Geese really do not lay 

golden eggs, and there is inherent danger, if and when, the 

lines between fixed and nonce beliefs blur. That way lies 

madness wherein assassins become catchers in the rye. Nor 

am I proposing that if a reader masters Booth's coductive 

methodology and can pinpoint the intersection of each and 

every nonce/fixed belief that all victims will reach or 

find empowerment and stereotyping cease to exist. No 

panacea exists; but, we should seriously question why we 

so willingly suspend our disbelief for realistic novels 

like The Collector, yet so stridently refuse to challenge 

our fixed beliefs for a Patricia Hearst, a Colleen Stan, 

or a Hedda Nussbaum. 
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Therefore, I am offering an evaluative reading of The 

Collector in Chapter II: "A Perfect Hostage." My methods 

are coductive only in the general sense that having 

considered at length what others have had to say about this 

novel, I move forward and offer a different lens through 

which we can examine not only Miranda's attempts to survive 

but the psychology of hostage behavior including the 

captor/abuser's justifications for his actions, and 

his deeply fixed belief in male entitlement. Furthermore, 

I establish a sociological framework which connects the 

behavior of abused/battered women as hostages, to the 

violence and psychosocial dynamic of the cycles of abuse. 

Chapter III: "Perfect Victims: ^Held Hostage to the 

Nightmare'" establishes the facts and the givens of the 

narrative recounting the actual experiences of Colleen 

Stan, and her captors/collectors, Cameron and Jan Hooker, 

a story that Miranda, herself, would have described as 

"a fantastic variation on a fantastic situation" 

(The Collector 121) . Carla Norton and Christine Mc-

Guire's narrative. Perfect Victim (Victim), provides the 

compelling details and framework of this bizarre story. 

All of the givens, the facts about the kidnapping and the 

subsequent trial, the background information on the perpe

trator and his victims, are taken from the Norton-McGuire 

account. (The authors did use pseudonymns for Colleen's 

family of origin and her maiden name.) While the genre of 
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Perfect Victim may not be considered scholarly, the 

authors' credentials are more than acceptable, the research 

is accurate, thorough, and cleanly written. My focus, 

though, involves the complex interplay and connections in 

this story of two women, both victims, one a battered wife, 

one literally a hostage, and two captors, one of whom is a 

battered wife, with additional emphasis on the unusual 

and sometimes uncanny paralells to Miranda and her Caliban, 

as well as a discussion of dissimilarities. The fourth 

and final chapter "Every Woman Adores a Fascist" offers 

my conclusions about the disbelief, the denial, the sus

pension of disbelief, the unwillingness to suspend that 

disbelief, and discusssion of the ramifications of the 

intersection of norms involving other texts. 

As we engage, together, in this evaluative process let 

us bear in mind Booth's admonition: "The fact that no 

narrative will be good or bad for all readers in all cir

cumstances need not hinder us in our effort to discover 

what is good or bad for us in our condition here and now" 

(Company 489). Hence, when all is said, done, written 

and read, we should still hold fast to T. S. Eliot's 

rejoinder that: "The greatness of literature cannot be 

determined solely by literary standards." 
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CHAPTER II 

A PERFECT HOSTAGE 

"Every woman adores a Fascist, 
the boot in the face, the brute 

Brute heart of a brute like you." 
Sylvia Plath 

There have been a number of useful critical approaches 

to interpreting John Fowles's polysemous novel The Collector. 

Critics often consider the genesis of the novel, the literal 

and psychological levels, the political/social levels, the 

existential and the mythlogical levels. Jeff Rachman has 

explored what he describes as "The Existential Labyrinth," 

Peter Wolfe addresses the question "Magus or Moralist?" and 

H. W. Fawkner contends with Fowles's "Timescapes." One of 

the most common readings rests upon the contrasting of 

norms: Clegg as the life destroyer representing the "Many" in 

society and Miranda, the life giver, representing the "Few." 

Obviously, Fowles no more intended his novel to advocate 

Clegg's behavior or values than Robert Browning intended us 

to applaud Porphyria's lover. But even with the structural 

balance provided by the dual viewpoints, might not readers 

run the risk of losing sight of their horror at Clegg's 

heinous plot, of somehow (albeit unintentionally) absorbing 

or accepting Clegg's perverse norms, of becoming Cleggian 

voyeurs? 

One way to address this question is to combine Wayne 

Booth's coductive methods with an examination of Miranda's 
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behavior screened through the norms of hostages suffering 

from the Stockholm Syndrome. In The Company We Keep; 

An Ethics of Fiction. Wayne Booth encourages readers to 

engage in a dialogue about characters as real people 

rather than viewing them as textual puzzles (170). Booth 

offers to the reader a number of benefits which the 

literary critic derives from this method. According to 

Booth, "Too many ethical critics have assumed that their 

whole task is to damn what is evil or to expose other critics 

as incompetent or immoral for failing to do so" (49). This 

tendency is certainly understandable. Booth explains: 

If I have learned to love a wondrous kind of 
narrative, one that elevates my soul to new 
heights, and if I see all about me fools and knaves 
who admire art that I consider a debasement both of 
life and story, I am sorely tempted to expose the 
canaille as betrayers of my dream. (Company 49) 

While all critics need to be aware of the dangers in 

pronouncements about "the truth," ethical critics must be 

especially careful to avoid this temptation. Accordingly, 

Booth asserts that the "search for universal standards . . . 

is misguided because its major premise assumes a universal 

form . . . and because it implies that our judgments are 

arrived at through deduction" (Company 56). Instead of a 

search that places all narratives into a "single pyramid" 

with each one striving for a place at the top. Booth suggests 

that we change our perception and view narratives as myriad 

species in a botanical garden "each species implicitly 
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bearing standards of excellence within its kind" (56). 

Herein lies the benefits of added depth and breadth, for as 

Booth explains we may never know the exact number of 

excellent species but "we can tell when a tulip fails to 

bloom or an iris is stunted and withered" (56). If, as human 

nature seems to decree, we must have absolutes, we should 

make universal "the value of experiencing many good kinds of 

narrative, each kind marked by quite different combinations 

of good qualities, some in seeming conflict with other good 

things, and some perhaps in other contexts decidedly harmful" 

(Company 56). The greater benefit to Booth's coductive method 

is that "it does not decide for us what kind of healing or 

what kind of harm we will discover in the next narrative 

transaction" (Company 57). 

One of the examples Booth uses involves his various 

reactions to reading One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest (over a 

period of years) through the coduction process which included 

comparisons to other novels and discussions with female 

readers who were disturbed by the sexist exploitation in Ken 

Kesey's novel. Booth insists that the recognition of the 

degrading humor has not caused him to conclude that the novel 

is "worthless" (76), nor can he predict what future readings 

and coductions will bring forth but that he "can predict that 

I shall never recover the initial uncritical pleasure that I 

took . . . before prolonged coduction did its work" (76). 
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The reader of a novel (in this case The Collector) 

accepts certain nonce beliefs within the text, yet must 

recognize the intersection of certain fixed beliefs with the 

nonce beliefs. Booth explains that readers do not generally 

transfer nonce beliefs outside the reading of the text. A 

nonce belief that geese can lay golden eggs is necessary to 

reading a certain fable, as we have already noted, but when 

the reader goes back into the real world she does not then 

work from the premise that geese can lay golden eggs. Fixed 

norms apply to our beliefs about the nature of the world and 

can either hinder or help our evaluative criticism of a 

novel. Most readers, for instance, accept the belief that 

kidnapping a woman and holding her against her will is wrong 

under any circumstances. But what are our fixed norms 

regarding the measures that a captive should or should not 

take in order to survive? Miranda Gray's efforts to escape 

are indeed quite heroic: she demands to be released, she 

feigns illness, tries digging her way out, drops bottles with 

notes down the toilet, tries slipping a secret message in a 

letter to her family, and constantly uses her wits and her 

intellect in addition to various types of physical 

confrontation. A far less "acceptable" method of 

resistance, however, offering her body through seduction, on 

the surface seems to provoke the most vicious retaliation 

from her perpetrator. How do readers respond when Miranda 

engages in foreplay with the enemy? Do we lose sympathy for 
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her once she employs her "feminine wiles"? Do readers 

consider seduction as noble as bashing Clegg over the head 

and running? Although Fowles invites readers to view Clegg's 

actions against clearly defined and fixed norms, Miranda's 

actions are far more difficult to evaluate because of the 

greater disparity which exists in our beliefs about how a 

captive should respond. For some readers the belief that a 

woman should use any means necessary to preserve her "honor" 

transcends the belief in survival at all cost and by whatever 

means necessary. But a reader with a set of fixed beliefs 

based on her understanding of the Stockholm Syndrome or the 

trauma bonding process will certainly evaluate Miranda's 

actions far differently than a reader who clings to the 

belief that Patty Hearst willingly complied with her captors. 

On February 4, 1974 Patty Hearst was abducted; her 

fiance was beaten by a white woman and two black men; America 

was outraged. Within three days the Symbionese Liberation 

Army took responsibility for the kidnapping and "warned that 

she [Patty] would be executed if authorities attempted to 

rescue her" (Alix 56). Days later when the SLA insisted that 

Randolph Hearst fund a large food distribution to 

California's poor, the FBI was confident Patty would be 

released (Alix 57). By April the situation was starting to 

change. "Through the first week of April, there was little 

reason to doubt that Patricia Hearst remained the unwilling 

political captive of the SLA, and reactions were based upon 
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this belief" (Alix 59). On April 13, however, a taped 

message was released in which Patty declared that she had 

willingly joined the SLA. One must concede the role that 

hindsight now plays in our perceptions of this event. In 

1974 Patty Hearst's own statements and her subsequent actions 

certainly appeared to prove complicity on her part. In this 

the decade of the 1990's, however, Americans have had many 

images of other hostages (usually being held in foreign 

countries), burned into our collective memories, who also 

stated that they were being treated well, or who decried 

America, land of the free and the brave, as the Great Satan; 

yet with the battered faces of these hostages staring at us, 

few doubted that these prisoners were being brutally coerced 

by their captors. However in 1974, our perceptions were such 

that Patty Hearst appeared to be a spoiled turncoat. On 

the May 24th "the FBI classified Patty Hearst as 'an armed 

and dangerous fugitive'" (Alix 62), and nearly a year would 

elapse before Patricia Hearst would be apprehended and sent 

to a prison in Pleasanton, California. 

The American public is a fickle creature. We not only 

expect but demand that our hostages respond in prescribed 

ways if they are to earn our sympathy. While in captivity 

American hostages are expected to endure whatever brutal 

torture is inflicted without breaking; provided that they do 

so and are released, we hail them heroes. Regardless of the 

enormous repercussions to their physical and mental health, 
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their families, their financial circumstances, those who do 

not break are the "good guys." Even to begin contrasting the 

current figures of those taken, those released, those dead, 

those still held, with the slight figures in the 1970's is 

unbearably disheartening. So many of the names are virtual 

household words today: Bruce Polhill, Terry Anderson, 

Lieutenant Colonel William Higgins. 

Naturally if there are "good hostages" then there must 

be those who do not behave the way good patriotic citizens 

should—the Gary Powers and the Officer Batchelors who 

declared residence with the communists after the Korean 

police action. At that time, few Americans could grasp the 

reality of brainwashing. So, years later when Batchelor 

wanted to return to America, the public was neither 

sympathetic nor welcoming. 

In cases where the hostage is not visibly incarcerated 

(especially in some alien land) and the hostage is taken 

neither for ransom nor for military reasons, the waters 

really get muddy. If the hostage survives and we have 

"proof" that the prescribed resistance was not followed: she 

did not fight back or he told too much, we react with greater 

hostility to the captive than to her captor. The name people 

will long remember will be Patty Hearst, not the SLA. But 

why do we react thus? I believe Patty Hearst's words on the 

matter could not ring any truer: "When you are held captive, 

people somehow expect you to spit in your captor's face and 
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get killed" (qtd. in Perfect Victim 41). Hearst continues, 

"People saw in me weaknesses in themselves that they were 

afraid of—like fears that they could be broken down. It's 

hard for people to face that" (qtd. in Perfect Victim 101). 

None of us can easily tolerate the harsh reality that until 

we have been taken against our will, deprived of food, 

sanitation, human kindness, and until we ourselves have lived 

for forty-eight hours or forty-eight months with the threat 

of rape, the threat of torture, the threat of death, we will 

never know how we would respond. Although I do believe that 

our reactions to these survivors are determined by our 

darkest fears, I also believe we can change some of the 

factors that create this double standard. 

In Miranda, Fowles has created in many ways a perfect 

hostage. Miranda, with only one exception, behaves in a 

manner that almost certainly guarantees a sympathetic 

audience. In a very real, though not quite literal sense, 

Miranda follows the formula Patty Hearst described: spit in 

the captor's face and get killed. One of the most 

significant elements of this novel involves the intersection 

of nonce and fixed beliefs. There are far too many facts or 

givens to list them all, but let us establish a few "blatant 

beliefs." In the novel and in the real world, doctors have 

alcoholic wives, doctors have artistic daughters, parents 

have beautiful children, daughters resent their mothers, 

unlikely recipients win "pools" or lotteries, people study 
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art and read books and listen to Mozart, persons contract 

colds which sometimes turn to pneumonia, and sometimes people 

die from the pneumonia. 

But now let us narrow the focus. We have little or no 

difficulty believing that pretty young women are kidnapped by 

sociopathic men, but how readily do we accept the connection 

between this type of crime and the blatantly sexist attitude 

of the captor? Readers may be willing enough to concede that 

some men perceive women as nothing more than objects, just as 

we admit that some men commit crimes against women. But it 

is recognizing the connection between the two that creates 

problems for some readers. In fact there may be many readers 

who never perceive that connection, just as many readers may 

easily overlook the fact that Clegg repeatedly uses the same 

justifications and excuses that the majority of abusive men 

use for battering and/or raping their wives. Thus, a reader 

who is unfamiliar with these excuses and justifications will 

not accept them as fixed beliefs, ones which carry over into 

the world after the reading is over. Instead, these readers 

may view them as nonce beliefs, purely fictive excuses and 

rationalizations used only by a Caliban. 

James Ptacek, a sociologist who has worked extensively 

in Boston counseling men who abuse their wives, 

distinguishes a justification from an excuse in his 

explanation of "accounts." 
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When an individual whose behavior is regarded 
as socially unacceptable is questioned about 
such behavior, the individual's reponse may be 
called an account. . . . Accounts represent a 
complex of anticipated judgment, face saving, 
and status negotiation. (Ptacek 141) 

Ptacek explains that researchers Scott and Lyman divide the 

accounts which are used to "neutralize" behavior into two 

groups: justifications and excuses (141). Ptacek explains, 

"Justifications are those accounts in which the batterer 

may acccept some responsibility but denies or trivializes 

the wrongness of his violence" (141). Excuses, on the 

other hand, "are accounts in which the abuser denies full 

responsibility for his actions" (141). Ptacek continues 

by explaining that "the batterer appeals to standard 

rationalizations in an attempt to make sense of or to 

normalize his behavior" (141). According to Ptacek's 

research, which included extensive interviews with eighteen 

abusive husbands, excuses may be more frequent in the 

accounts, but most of the batterers relied on both excuses 

and justifications. Ptacek claims that the batterers "tend 

to excuse themselves of full responsibility, and at the same 

time, they offer justifications for their abusiveness" (141) 

Ptacek further subdivides these responses, identifying 

two types of excuses and two types of justifications. 

Batterers frequently tend to excuse their violence by 

claiming either a total or partial loss of control (142). 

This loss of control is generally attributed to the use of 

25 



alcohol or drugs, or an excessive frustration. The second 

common excuse involves placing blame on the victim. For 

instance, one of the husband's interviewed said, "Women can 

verbally abuse you. They can rip your clothes off [sic], 

without even touching you, the way women know how to talk, 

converse. . . . So it was a resort to violence, if I 

couldn't get through to her by words" (Ptacek 145). If one 

were to insert a few references to the woman's "la-di-da" 

manner of speaking into that remark, it would closely 

resemble Fred Clegg's excuses. 

Ptacek explains that "While excuses represent denial of 

responsibility, justifications are denials of wrongdoing on 

the part of the offender" (145). Justifications also fall 

into two categories: denial of injury and/or the woman's 

failure to fulfill the obligations of a good wife (Ptacek 

147) . Forty-four percent of Ptacek's group used 

minimizations (one form of denial) in describing the abuse 

they inflicted on their wives (145). Denial can involve 

claims that the abuse was not violent, that women's fears 

were exaggerated, or it can involve trivializations of the 

injury. Ptacek presents several examples of these 

"euphemistic redefinitions." One husband claimed "I never 

beat my wife. I responded to her physically" (146). This 

same husband described pushing, grabbing, and slapping his 

wife hard enough to cause bruises. Women who fail to live up 

to their abusive husbands' expectations of good 'wifely' 
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behavior are often abused when sex has become a problem in 

some way. One abuser justified his actions thus: "It was 

over sex, and it happened I guess because I was trying to 

motivate her. And she didn't seem too motivated" (Ptacek 

147) . One of the women in this study who was abused for her 

lack of deference seems to have married a man whose mind 

works much the way that Fred Clegg's worked. The abuser 

explained; "The intent is to have her see it my way. You 

know, *There's no need for you to think the way you're 

thinking. And you should see it my way, [sic] there's 

something wrong with you. You're being abusive to me by not 

seeing it my way' "(148). Another batterer justified his 

violence by describing it as "a way I could win. She would 

know that she had gone too far in asking me something, in 

constantly probing, requiring me to answer. So that [the 

physical abuse] would let her know how hurt or angry I was 

feeling" (Ptacek 148). 

Ptacek concludes his article with some powerful 

observations about the underlying element of male entitlement 

and its role in these rationalizations. 

But here the sense is not that ^she provoked me'; 
rather, it is the sense that the privileges of 
of male entitlement have been unjustly 
denied. . . . With this assumption of male en
titlement, the wrongness of the violence is denied; 
the batterer sees himself as punishing the woman 
for her failure to be a good wife. (149) 

Whether or not Fowles had any idea of the authenticity 

he was projecting upon Clegg and through Clegg is irrelevant. 
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What is relevant is the undeniable reality that "Caliban's" 

rationalizations are quite authentic, and even more 

significantly that our reponses to them are forged through 

our acknowledgment of the authenticity. One of the things 

that Clegg does is to excuse himself for kidnapping Miranda, 

placing blame on money and opportunity. Just a few 

paragraphs into the novel, Clegg asserts, "Of course I am not 

mad, I knew it was just a dream and it always would have been 

if it hadn't been for the money" (8). A few lines later 

readers are given some horrifying insight into the Caliban 

mentality when he describes instances where he indulged in 

what he called his bad dreams. "She cried or usually knelt. 

Once I let myself dream I hit her across the face as I saw it 

done once by a chap in a telly play. Perhaps that was when 

it all started" (8-9). Apparently Clegg is motivated not by 

money or a telly play as he would have us believe, but by a 

very disturbed desire to force Miranda into submission. And 

although he steadfastly maintains that sex, or the "nasty" 

stuff is never part of his plan, readers become aware very 

quickly that Clegg's sexual attitudes contribute to his 

psychopathology. Long before Clegg actually captures Miranda 

he describes his interest in photography and pornography. 

Clegg's voyeurism becomes apparent when he begins describing 

his use of photography. "You'd be surpised the things 

couples get up to in places you think they would know better 

than to do it in, so I had that too" (13). Our reaction to 
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Clegg's perversion depends upon our beliefs about what 

constitutes normal sexual behavior. Many readers will easily 

consider voyeurism a perversion. At the same time our 

attitudes toward homosexuality and heterosexuality may also 

be pertinent to our perception of Clegg and our 

interpretation of his actions and reactions. Clegg's 

admission to an interest in the pornographic magazines 

purchased in Soho may be perceived as constituting an effort 

to prove that he is not "different" or in other words that 

people should not suspect he has any homosexual tendencies 

because after all, he buys pictures of nude women. It appears 

to be very important to Fred to establish that he is not gay, 

and in one episode when Miranda asks him if he is "queer" he 

blushes and says "Certainly not" (56). Once again our 

attitudes about homosexuality will influence not only our 

reaction to Clegg but to Miranda who tells him that "It's 

nothing to be ashamed of. Lots of good men are" (56). 

Clegg denies responsibility for his crimes in a number 

of ways. For example, he likes to blame what he terms "a 

culmination of circumstances" (84) . Before kidnapping 

Miranda he observes her, he follows her but claims "I don't 

know why, like I was drawn in by something else, against my 

will almost" (15). Yet all the elaborate preparation of the 

house and the room below, in addition to the clothes and art 

books, could not have just appeared haphazardly. Even though 

Clegg insists that it was hearing Miranda's voice in the 
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coffee shop that "turned her from sort of a dream person to a 

real one" (16), Miranda never becomes a real person to Clegg. 

From Fred's first fantasy to Miranda's death, she remains an 

object to be both pampered and punished. Because she is an 

object, Clegg has little or no real difficulty in excusing 

virtually every element of his perpetration against Miranda. 

Clegg describes, for example, some of his earliest fantasies 

which start with rescuing Miranda but change to perpetration: 

Then somehow I was the man that attacked her, only 
I didn't hurt her; I captured her and drove her off 
in the van to a remote house and there I kept her 
captive in a nice way. Gradually she came to know 
and like me and the dream grew into the one about 
our living in a nice modern house, married, with 
kids and everything. (17) 

Later Clegg muses: "I can't ever get to know her in the 

ordinary way, but if she's with me, she'll see my good 

points, she'll understand" (17). Soon thereafter Clegg 

carries out his plan to incarcerate Miranda, but what he 

cannot contend with is Miranda as a person with a heart, with 

a mind, with a soul; things he cannot master or force into 

submission; things which in some ways will lead to her death. 

Clegg also blames Miranda for many of his actions. He 

frequently states or implies that her intelligence and her 

beauty are to blame. If she had not been so "sharp" he would 

not have been so confused. "She always seemed to get me on 

the defensive. In my dreams it was always the other way 

round" (34) . Ironically, Clegg himself emphasizes the role 

that sexist attitudes play in our reactions to victims when 
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he mentions that if Miranda had not been pretty her 

kidnapping would not have made the headlines. "If she was 

ugly it would have all been two lines on the back page" (40). 

One of Fred's most horrifying justifications surfaces in 

his explanation about depriving Miranda of contact through 

newspapers and radio with the outside world. Clegg describes 

having read about the use of isolation in breaking the will 

of prisoners in a book on the Gestapo. 

Of course, I didn't want to break her down as the 
Gestapo wanted to break their prisoners down. But I 
thought it would be better if she was cut off from 
the outside world, she'd have to think about me 
more. . . . The first days I didn't want her to 
read about all the police were doing, and so on, 
because it would have only upset her. It was almost 
a kindness, as you might say. (40) 

As Miranda pointed out to her captor, he clearly wanted her 

to be a "happy" prisoner. The reader must not lose sight of 

the fact that Clegg very much wants to break Miranda down, to 

fashion her into his fantasy mate, and that his actions are 

in no way kind. The suggestion that any captive could be 

happy is not only absurd, it is oxymoronic. 

Clegg even claims that his actions are the result of his 

love for Miranda and of his loneliness. After a spontaneous 

declaration of his love Clegg tells her, "It's just that 

you're all I've got that makes life worth living" (49). Then 

he adds, "It was the wrong moment to say a thing like that, 

I know, but having her standing there like that, it was too 

much" (49). Then Clegg says that if he lost Miranda he 
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would kill himself; she tells him he needs a doctor. Soon 

thereafter, Clegg moves on to actually blaming the victim 

for "making criticisms like a typical woman" (49) and then 

adding, "She was just like a woman. Unpredictable. Smiling 

one minute and spiteful the next" (53). One is almost 

tempted to laugh at the absurdity of Clegg describing 

anyone as unpredictable. 

Some of Clegg's most bizarre rationalizations take place 

when Miranda's fear and loathing become too real for Clegg to 

ignore; thus he offers an outrageous rationale. 

Do you think a madman would have treated you the 
way I have?. . . . All right, you think I'm not 
normal keeping you here like this. Perhaps I'm 
not. But I can tell you there'd be a blooming lot 
more of this if more people had the money and the 
time to to do it. Anyway there's more of it now 
than anyone knows. The police know . . . the 
figures are so big they don't dare say them. (66-
67) 

In other words, (a) I cannot be mad because I have only 

kidnapped a woman, but I am feeding her and giving her nice 

clothes so it is not really kidnapping; (b) lots of people 

would kidnap women they admired if they had the time and 

money, and the lack thereof is the only reason it does not 

happen frequently; (c) but, at the same time my actions are 

perfectly acceptable because so many others are doing the 

same types of things. 

When Miranda confronts the issue of Clegg's need to 

destroy beauty and life, he claims that if he had had her 

advantages things would be different. A few pages later the 
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reader has to confront the depth of Clegg's psychopathology, 

when he is directly confronted with Miranda's beauty. "I had 

the same feeling I did when I watched an imago emerge, and 

then to have to kill it. I mean, the beauty confuses you, 

you don't know what you want to do any more, what you should 

do" (77). Reading those words the reader cannot help but 

recognize that Clegg's sickness has nothing to do with class 

or advantages or money but with something much darker and 

much deeper. Immediately after one of Miranda's thwarted 

attempts to escape, Clegg resorts to physical force. 

Initially Fred claims that the sound of the car triggered 

him, but then admits he "wasn't in the mood to be gentle" 

(82) . So, Clegg chloroforms Miranda, takes her downstairs, 

undresses her (only down to her lingerie) and photographs the 

unconscious, nearly nude woman. And of course Clegg has this 

justification: "She looked a sight, the dress all off one 

shoulder. I don't know what it was, it got me excited, it 

gave me ideas, seeing her lying there right out. It was like 

I'd showed who was really the master" (83). After taking the 

photos Clegg states: 

I never slept that night, I got in such a state. 
There were times I thought I would go down and give 
her the pad again, take other photos, it was as bad 
as that. I am not really that sort and I was only 
like it that night because of all that happened and 
the strain I was under. Also the champagne had a 
bad effect on me . . . everything she said . . . 
what I did, undressing her, when I thought after, 
I saw it wasn't so bad; not many would have kept 
control of themselves, just taken photos, it was 
almost a point in my favour. (84) 
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So, it is perfectly acceptable to assault, to drug, to 

undress, and to photograph an unconscious victim provided 

that her underwear stays intact and there is no vaginal 

penetration. And all of this vile behavior should be excused 

since the perpetrator had been drinking champagne, was under 

a great deal of stress, and the victim had been talking too 

much! 

Once Miranda attempts foreplay with Clegg as a means of 

breaking through to him and making herself seem real to him 

as a woman with feelings, with passion, Clegg has the perfect 

excuse to place total blame on his victim. 

All I did later was because of that night. . . . 
It was almost like she was stupid . . . it was just 
that she didn't see how to love me in the right 
way. There were a lot of ways she could have 
pleased me. She was like all women, she had a 
one-track mind. I never respected her again. (98) 

In spite of Miranda's inability to properly please her 

captor, Clegg mentions that he is still able to enjoy the 

photos fully because "They didn't talk back at me. That was 

what she never knew" (98). Unfortunately Caliban's sinister 

need to force Miranda into submission becomes irrevocably 

unleashed. At first, Caliban attempts to coerce her into 

letting him take more photos, then threatens to deprive her 

of the few privileges she has gained as his prisoner. 

Miranda can no longer hide her loathing for this "dirty 

little masturbating worm" (104). Once Caliban's need to 

maintain control and mastery is unleashed he makes fewer 
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excuses, but begins making a series of justifications. Clegg 

becomes even more cruel as he glories in his power. Clegg 

punishes Miranda by depriving her of supper and then gloats 

over the loathing he had prompted with his vile coercion. 

I felt happy. I can't explain, I saw I was weak 
before, now I was paying her back for all the 
things she said and thought about me . . . it made 
me really laugh to think about her down there, she 
was the one who was going to stay below in all 
senses and even if it wasn't what she deserved in 
the beginning she had made it so that she did now. 
I had real reasons to teach her what was what. 
(103) 

Even when Miranda becomes unmistakably ill, Clegg refuses to 

acknowledge it, choosing to focus on her now overt 

manifestations of hatred and disgust for him. Although 

Miranda does not spit in her captor's face, she makes it 

quite clear that she wishes to kill him, as she would kill a 

scorpion. Now Caliban resorts to the most powerful weapon 

that captors can wield, the power of life and death, making 

the victim focus on her total vulnerability to his whims. 

"You talk too much, I said. You forget who's boss. I could 

just forget you. Nobody'd know" (105). 

After Miranda tells Clegg he is not even a man his fury 

is unleashed, although he would have readers assume that if 

she had not spoken thus, he would not have acted thus. "I 

had had some more champagne with my supper . . . so I was not 

in the mood for her silliness" (105). When Miranda accuses 

him again of not being human, he orders her to get out of bed 

saying, "I'm going to teach you a lesson" (106). As soon as 
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Clegg has Miranda bound and gagged, he claims "it was her own 

fault if they [cords] were tight" because she had resisted 

him (106). Clegg forces Miranda to pose for his photos, and 

with the satisfaction of a great conqueror, Clegg says "I 

took her till I had no more bulbs left" (106). The next 

paragraph begins with Clegg maintaining that he could not 

possibly have known how ill his captive really was. Then he 

describes the pleasure he had experienced the night before, 

developing those photographs. "The best ones were with her 

face cut off. She didn't look much anyhow with the gag, of 

course. . . . The tied hands to the bed made what they call 

an interesting motif. I can say I was quite pleased with 

what I got" (106). Hours later, when Miranda pleads with him 

to get a doctor, now beseeching his help in spite of what he 

has done, Clegg insists, "You asked for what I did" (107). 

This part of the narrative ends with Miranda's health 

rapidly deteriorating and with Clegg insisting: "What I am 

trying to say is that it all came unexpected. I know what I 

did next day was a mistake, but up to that day I thought I 

was acting for the best and within my rights" (108). The 

reader must stop and ask herself what kind of entitlement is 

Clegg claiming? It seems as if he is staking claim to the 

same things that some men have claimed for centuries: women 

as chattel, women as property, women as toys, as prey, as 

victims. Clegg is merely claiming ownership. One need not 

look very far into history to see the many insidious laws. 
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attitudes, and prejudices which have created this sense of 

entitlement. Clegg found a pretty woman and he wanted her. 

He felt he deserved the chance to own such a nice appendage, 

to have a woman who would show him the kind of respect he 

deserved simply because he was a man. If he had to sequester 

his pretty bride, he was really only doing what men of this 

mindset have been doing for generations. Thus Caliban was 

acting well within his rights, to his way of thinking. 

Clegg's narrative (as well as his excuses) resumes in 

Part III. Realistically, once he has kidnapped Miranda, his 

facade of being a "nice captor" fades rapidly and we are left 

with the cold, vicious behavior of a perpetrator who has 

never recognized the humanity or individuality of his 

prisoner; he will no more recognize it than he recognizes 

his own behavior is motivated not by sex or romance but by 

something that is far nastier: the need to control, the need 

to force a woman into submission, to teach her a lesson. 

Just as Clegg in Part I was fixated on Miranda's 

physical beauty, especially her hair, he now focuses on her 

appearance during her critical illness and after her death. 

"She had nasty yellow pimples on one corner of her lips. And 

she didn't smell fresh and clean like before" (237) . Of 

course Clegg insists that because he went to check on Miranda 

four or five times that afternoon, he was truly worried. 

Once Miranda begins talking seriously to him about her death 

and about leaving his money to children his attitude changes 
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again, primarily because her physical incapacity now makes her 

fully dependent on him for her survival. The conqueror 

explains: "You might say things were different from this 

time. I forgot all she did in the past and I was sorry for 

her, I was truly sorry for what I did that other evening, but 

I wasn't to know she was really ill" (240). Clegg who is 

never capable of showing remorse basically dismisses 

Miranda's death in the next words: "It was spilt milk; it 

was done and there was an end to it" (240). Then Clegg goes 

on to talk about how nice it was that he was no longer "fed 

up with her" and could enjoy his happier memories. Yet, "All 

the part from when she took off her clothes and I no longer 

respected her, that seemed to be unreal, like we both lost 

our minds. I mean her being ill and me nursing seemed more 

real" (240). The implication could not be any clearer. A 

submissive Miranda, who is totally dependent on Clegg for her 

very life seems real to him; a Miranda who can think, and 

who can talk, and who can feel, and who can even become angry, 

does not and will not ever seem "real" to Caliban. 

Clegg repeatedly excuses himself for Miranda's death. 

Initially he says he was confused because he had not had any 

sleep. Then when he goes to the clinic in Lewes and begins 

to fear that an old woman is staring at him in the waiting 

room, he claims: "If only I could have gone straight in I'd 

have done it, everything would have been all right, it was 

having to be with all those other people in the room" (241-2). 
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Alas, poor Caliban "could hardly drive, I [he] was so tired" 

(243). So after he returns and checks on Miranda, Clegg 

decides that once he has a nap he really will fetch a doctor. 

Of course he is ever so puzzled when he sleeps through the 

alarm claiming he "didn't know how it happened" (243). So, 

instead of going for the doctor Clegg brings Miranda 

upstairs with him and there he "seemed to find reasons not to 

go" (244) . And as Miranda is sinking closer and closer to 

death Clegg blithely explains: "I don't know why I didn't go 

then, I tried, but I couldn't, I couldn't face the idea of 

not knowing how she was, of not being able to see her 

whenever I wanted. I was just like in love with her all over 

again" (244) . This telling statement ends with Clegg's 

admission that he was particularly pleased at the prospect of 

a long convalescence for Miranda with him in attendance. It 

is necessary to recount the details of the plot in the 

narrative sequence, in order for readers to "see" the events 

from the captor's point of view. Clegg's next attempt to 

fetch a doctor is thwarted by the encounter with the 

policeman. When Clegg returns to Miranda, she is barely 

conscious, (delirious most of the time) and now the captor 

admits he knew by then she was dying; but had there been a 

witness he would have seen his suffering and despair. Of 

course readers must juxtapose Clegg's "grief" with his 

cavalier description of Miranda's death. 
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I don't know exactly when she died, I know she was 
breathing about half past three when I went 
downstairs to do a bit of dusting and so on to take 
my mind off things and when I came back about four, 
she was gone. She was lying with her head to one 
side and it looked awful, her mouth was open and 
her eyes were staring. . . . She was dead. Well, 
I shut her mouth up and got the eyelids down. I 
didn't know what to do then, I went and made myself 
a cup of tea. (247) 

I have never been able to read this bitter passage without 

thinking of a line from one of Browning's madmen who found 

something to do with his lover's long hair. Having strangled 

Porphyria the madman concludes: "And thus we sit together 

now, / And all night long we have not stirred, / And yet God 

has not said a word!" (lines 58-60). Caliban does not wait 

to hear from God but kneels and says the Lord's Prayer. 

Clegg admits that amidst this scene of death what really 

touched him was the sight of Miranda's slippers, so 

he magnanimously "forgave her all the other business. Not 

while she was living but when I knew she was dead, that was 

when I finally forgave her" (248). The sickening irony in 

the abuser's comment on forgiveness may remind some readers 

of the bitterly ironic ending of Maggie: A Girl of the 

Streets. Once poor Maggie is dead, her abusive mother 

exclaims: "Oh, yes, I'll fergive her! I'll fergive her!" 

(Crane 88). Caliban, however, begins to entertain the idea 

of taking his life and making their deaths look like some 

romantic pact. His primary motive, of course, is to 

establish publicly that he was never a nasty, perverted sort 
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of chap, but just an average guy smitten by love. "If I 

destroyed the photos . . . people would see I never did 

anything nasty to her, it would be truly tragic" (250). Yet 

it takes very little to convince Clegg that he does not need 

to die. First of all he wakes up noticing what a lovely day 

it is, and then he thinks about what a challenge it will be 

to bury Miranda where no one would ever find her. Even when 

Clegg goes to Lewes to purchase the aspirin and the flowers 

he just happens to see a girl who bears a resemblance to 

Miranda, only this girl lacks Miranda's privileged 

upbringing. Once Clegg goes downstairs to make final 

preparations for his suicide he finds the diary which 

provides him with further "proof" that Miranda did not 

deserve his love, much less the sacrifice of his life. All 

in all it takes little effort for Clegg to remind himself 

that he had not "killed her [Miranda], but she died, after 

all. A doctor probably could have done little good, in my 

opinion. It was too far gone" (253). Three weeks later 

Clegg is making preparations for the new girl (Marian) to 

join him and applauding himself for burying Miranda under the 

apple trees. "I don't think many could have done it. I did 

it scientific. I planned what had to be done and ignored my 

natural feelings. I couldn't stand the idea of having to 

look at her again" (254). Clegg's treatment of Miranda's 

corpse is little different than his treatment toward her as 

captive. His motive for disposing of her body has nothing to 
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do with kindness, decency or even sanitation. Other than the 

challenge he mentioned in not being discovered, Clegg is not 

worried about being apprehended or leaving forensic evidence, 

since that train of thought would necessitate a realization 

that his actions were criminal. Miranda is buried beneath 

the apple trees simply because Caliban cannot stand looking 

at her any longer. Since a corpse does not need to be taught 

lessons, and there is nothing to be gained in mastering a 

dead body which is not even pretty anymore, Fred dreams about 

Marian, how this time with a less educated girl he "would 

make it clear from the start who's boss and what I expect" 

(255) . 

We have looked closely at the many excuses, 

justifications, and rationalizatons Clegg (Caliban) offers 

for his cruel, calculating behavior toward Miranda, his 

captive, and at least in Clegg's mind, his "spouse." What 

readers may overlook is the striking similarity between 

Clegg's excuses and the kind of rationalizations that men who 

victimize their wives and girlfriends often use in describing 

their abuses, abuses which are virtually never perceived by 

the aggressors as anything other than perfectly justifiable 

behavior. Ray Fowler, who served for a number of years as 

the executive director of the American Association of 

Marriage and Family Counselors, describes a type of interior 

monologue that allows batterers' hostility and violence to 

become unleashed or triggered. Frequently a simple comment 
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by a wife becomes internalized as nagging or complaining. 

The man begins to think "Why is she doing this to me? I 

deserve better than this." The perpetrator allows this 

tension to build until it escalates into violence, while "at 

the same time the interior monologue provides him with a 

justification for his violent acts" (qtd. in Martin 49). 

Del Martin maintains that during her research she "discovered 

that however a batterer may rationalize his actions to 

himself, these actions never seem warranted by the actual 

triggering event" (49). Martin interviewed a number of 

battered women who described trivial events which frequently 

triggered brutal physical abuse. These superficial triggers 

included: one husband's driver's license being suspended, 

a wife suggesting that her child give the first piece of 

birthday cake to a guest rather than to the father, another 

wife mentioned disliking a wallpaper pattern, and for one 

woman the simple act of wearing her hair in a ponytail led to 

a merciless beating. Martin insists that "These incidents 

seem trivial in the extreme; in no way do they warrant a 

violent response" (49). One of the most startling and 

disturbing details uncovered during research by both Del 

Martin and Lenore Walker is the fact that some men batter 

their wives while the women are sleeping, although few 

conclusions have been drawn from the data. It would seem 

that while batterers want to see submission in their wives. 
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the sight of their vulnerability or defenselessness sparks 

violence as well, which bears a definite Cleggian semblance. 

The majority of these scholars and theorists concur that 

whatever justifications the abusers use and the victims may 

believe, the idea that somehow these men are reacting to 

uncontrollable outbursts of rage is blatantly false. This 

fallacy has been dispelled because the men who batter their 

wives rarely experience "uncontrollable" rage toward their 

employers, or the mailman, or their poker buddies and by the 

fact that the majority of batterers are not only suspiciously 

selective in their choice of victims, but in the anatomical 

sites chosen for the blows. The most common target areas of 

abuse are the lower back or the breasts. While most of us 

automatically envision broken jaws and black eyes when we 

hear about a woman whose spouse has beaten her, facial 

injuries are far less common than bruised kidneys and broken 

ribs (Walker, Martin, and Moore). 

Tracy Johnston, with a number of other researchers, 

encountered much difficulty in obtaining equal amounts of 

data on victims and their abusive spouses. Virtually all of 

what has been determined comes almost exclusively from 

interviews with the victims. In sheer frustration, having 

unsuccessfully tried to garner information from abusive 

spouses, Johnston placed a classified advertisement in a 

San Francisco newspaper seeking contact with men "who had 

been repeatedly involved in marital violence" (Martin 47). 
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One man responded. Johnston described "Adam" as a quiet, 

somewhat fragile looking man who considered himself a genius; 

a thirty-one year old man with an IQ of 200 (Martin 47). 

Because he was not a burly, masculine looking man Adam had 

developed a vituperative manner of speaking to compensate 

for his physique. Adam had met his wife "Julia" in college; 

they married following a very brief courtship. Adam and 

Julia seem to have agreed on some very stringent roles and 

boundaries: the genius husband would concern himself with 

long-range aspirations, the wife would tend to the needs of 

the present by working outside the home and by keeping house. 

Though Julia supported the both of them, she "did not keep 

the house clean and she never managed to balance the budget. 

So Adam hit her" (Martin 47) . Adam explained, "I wanted her 

to take seriously the things I expected to be taken 

seriously" (Martin 47). 

In a number of ways Adam sounds suspiciously like a 

Caliban. Poor Julia, like Miranda, just never knew how to 

please her man. When Julia would say "something stupid" Adam 

would hit her. He also tried to "help" Julia stop smoking 

but when she defied him, he hit her in order "to help her 

discipline herself" (Martin 48). Adam apparently considered 

these measures "almost a kindness." Adam, similar to 

Miranda's Caliban, was very sparing and very, very selective 

in his remorse. He never regretted the slaps given when he 

was not feeling emotional, but he did feel slight regret for 
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going into rages because he "wanted to be more in control" 

(Martin 48). Adam was quite as adept as Clegg at bizarre 

rationalizations and justifications. Adam insisted, "One 

thing though, in all four years of our marriage, I never 

really damaged her [Julia]" (qtd. in Martin 48). He did 

admit causing her some pain (qtd. in Martin 48). Toward the 

end of this relationship, Julia, like Miranda, started 

fighting back and even threatened to kill Adam. Unlike 

Miranda, Julia was able to walk out. Five years after her 

departure, however, Adam was still insisting she would come 

back. Martin concludes: "Adam is not at all the chest-

beating bully we might expect him to be. His behavior is 

not beyond his control; he has reasons, however self-deluding, 

for his violence" (48) . Adam continued his justifications 

and excuses; he never agreed or acknowledged that his 

beatings were sufficient reason for Julia to leave him, 

ending the marriage. 

Miranda never has the chance to walk out on Caliban, nor 

realistically any way whatsoever of stopping his abuse. 

Miranda's narrative makes very clear not only the extent of 

the pain and damage inflicted by Clegg, and the many 

ingenious coping devices she attempts, but also makes equally 

clear the type of bonding that occurs in hostage situations. 

Just as the reader can better understand Caliban's 

psychopathological actions and our responses to his 

perpetration by considering the issue of norms, so too, we 
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gain greater insight into Miranda's plight and reactions 

to it as we continue the task of discerning nonce beliefs, 

fixed beliefs, and the intersection of norms. 

Again, there are a number of facts or blatant beliefs to 

consider in Part II. Most readers would assume that any 

woman who is kidnapped would feel outrage and fear. The 

captive might very well use her wits not only to outsmart the 

captor and attempt escape, but to try to fathom the absurdity 

of the situation. Captives who are chloroformed would very 

likely become nauseous and if gagged would feel desperate to 

remove the gag. From any number of publicized accounts of 

hostages in held in Iran and Beirut, we know that captives 

battle against time, what Miranda calls "endless endless 

endless time" (121), and the majority construct elaborate 

memories of their childhood, or friends, or family to battle 

the interminable stretching of time. All women captives face 

the possibility of rape, and both men and women usually 

respond in the first days of captivity with a sort of hyper-

vigilance: waiting and watching and waiting. Miranda's 

concern that her family must be frantic with worry is also 

typical. All of these beliefs coincide easily within the 

narrative frame and can also be carried outside of the novel 

into the real world. 

Yet, how do readers grapple with the strange combination 

of loathing and fascination that Miranda describes feeling, 

intermittently, for her captor? By her seventh day of 
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captivity Miranda describes the relationship to Clegg as 

"weird" and "uncanny" mentioning that she often makes fun of 

Clegg, at times he argues back, but that for some reason she 

does not feel angered, she feels ambivalent. 

So we slip into teasing states that are almost 
friendly. It's partly because I'm so lonely, it's 
partly deliberate (I want to make him relax, both 
for his own good and so that one day he may make a 
mistake), so it's part weakness, and part cunning, 
and part charity. But there's a mysterious fourth 
part I can't define. It can't be friendship, I 
loathe him. (131) 

Although Miranda does not know it and although Fowles himself 

may not have realized it, this fourth part is a type of 

transference common to hostages. 

It is no coincidence that captors intentionally isolate 

their hostages. Terrorists have long known the importance of 

isolation as a means of breaking down their hostages. The 

greater the isolation, the easier the brainwashing. At its 

most extreme form the victim is kept in a box, or a closet, 

or a hole, isolated not just from conversation but from 

light, from sanitation, from even the most basic human 

element of having enough space to turn one's body around, to 

breathe easily, to empty one's bladder. In addition to the 

extreme forms of deprivation, even moderate isolation 

profoundly affects the human psyche. We rarely realize how 

deeply dependent we are upon contextual norms or clues: 

maintaining our emotional balance through basic elements in 

our environment, such as seeing light during the day, hearing 
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familiar voices and sounds, having regular sleeping and 

eating routines, or having clean teeth and bodies. If a 

person is deprived of just one element, perhaps a loss of 

sight if he or she is perpetually blindfolded, that person is 

forced to develop a greater range of coping skills and 

defense mechanisms. Miranda describes the intense 

deprivation in this way: 

Nobody who has not lived in a dungeon could 
understand how absolute the silence down here is. 
No noise unless I make it. So I feel near death. 
Buried. No outside noises to help me be living at 
all. Often I put on a record. Not to hear 
music, but to hear something. I have a strange 
illusion quite often. I think I've become deaf. I 
have to make a little noise to prove I'm not. I 
clear my throat to show myself that everything's 
quite normal. It's like the little Japanese girl 
they found in the ruins of Hiroshima. Everything 
dead; and she was singing to her doll. (153) 

Although Miranda is allowed to use her sight down in her 

crypt, it is Caliban who controls what she sees and what she 

hears. He allows her to listen to Mozart, he even buys her 

records, but he deprives her of all news through radio or 

newspapers. "The isolation he keeps me in. No newspapers. 

No radio. No TV. I miss the news terribly. I never did. 

But now I feel the world has ceased to exist" (13 0). In many 

ways the world has ceased to exist for Miranda. During her 

incarceration Miranda sees no other human being. In the few 

instances where she hears someone else, the cars she hears 

when Clegg takes her around the garden, or the airplane 

flying overhead, the sounds reinforce her sense of total 
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isolation. As Miranda laments, "If only people knew what 

they flew over" (119). So, it is not all that surprising 

that after a short time Miranda not only accepts but needs 

the presence of another human, even if that human being is 

her captor. "It is not that I have forgotten what other 

people are like. But other people seem to have lost reality. 

The only real person in my world is Caliban. It can't be 

understood. It just is" (131) . 

In actuality this bonding between captor and captive can 

be understood; in fact it must be understood if readers are 

to understand Miranda's captivity. What Miranda is 

describing is not only the bond that develops between captor 

and captive but also in cases of isolation where the only 

human contact is between the victim and the abuser, the 

abuser and the conditions of captivity in many ways literally 

do become the norm, the only standard by which captives can 

measure their existence. The longer the time period the more 

memories of other real people and normal behavior fade, and 

the more the abuse becomes the norm. Almost one month into 

her captivity Miranda writes: "I feel a responsibility 

towards him that I don't really understand. I so often hate 

him, I think I ought forever to hate him. Yet I don't 

always. My pity wins, and I do want to help him" (196). In 

the everyday world of our lives, going to work, buying 

groceries, tending the children, a span of seven days seems 

terribly brief. But in the day to day existence of a hostage 
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enormous psychological changes often take place. By the 

twentieth of November, Miranda is struggling fiercely to 

maintain not only her sanity, but somehow to establish some 

normal bearings. She describes how much more frequently she 

finds herself staring in the mirror. 

Sometimes I don't seem real to myself, it suddenly 
seems that it isn't my reflection only a foot or 
two away. . . . It's because I'm so lonely. I 
have to look at an intelligent face. Anyone who 
has been locked away like this would understand. 
You become very real to yourself in a strange way. 
As you never were before. So much of you is given 
to ordinary people, suppressed in ordinary life. I 
watch my face . . . as if it is someone else's. . . 
Sometimes it's like a sort of spell, and I have to 
. . . wrinkle my nose to break it. I sit down here 
in the absolute silence with my reflection, in a 
sort of state of mystery. (207) 

According to researchers into the phenomenon now called 

the Stockholm Syndrome, hostages are faced with a 

devastating, psychological Catch-22. The single most 

threatening truth captives face is their vulnerablity. The 

terror is intolerable. One day a person is leaving work or 

returning from a movie and in mere minutes that person is 

bound, blindfolded, whisked away, and incarcerated somewhere 

by someone who now wields the power of life and death. The 

model of the Stockhom Syndrome was "developed to account for 

the paradoxical psychological responses of hostages to their 

captors" (Graham 219). Experts estimate that it takes no 

more than three or four days for the emergence of the 

Stockholm Syndrome (Graham 227). Four conditions have 

been identified which create this syndrome. The first 
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condition involves a person who threatens "to kill another 

and is perceived as having the capability to do so" (Graham 

219) . Next is the dependence of the hostage's life upon the 

person making the threat. In the third condition "the 

threatened person is isolated from outsiders so that the only 

other perspective available to her or him is that of the 

threatening person" (219) . Finally, "the threatening person 

is perceived as showing some degree of kindness to the one 

being threatened" (Graham 219). According to Dr. Graham, an 

Associate Professor of Psychology at the University of 

Cincinatti, women hostages face an additional threat: rape. 

In "Survivors of Terror: Battered Women, Hostages, and the 

Stockholm Syndrome" Graham, Rawlings, and Rimini summarize 

the four stages of victimization previously identified by 

Martin Symonds. Stage one includes disbelief and denial (219) 

In stage two, "reality sets in and psychological mechanisms 

emerge that operate together to produce the Stockholm 

Syndrome: traumatic psychological infantilism and 

pathological transference" (220). In the third stage the 

victim experiences posttraumatic stress disorders and 

traumatic depression after his or her release from captivity 

(220). In the fourth stage "the trauma is resolved and 

integrated into the person's future behavior and lifestyle" 

(220). 

The term traumatic psychological infantilism refers to 

the attachment the prisoner develops for her captor. When 
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the captive recognizes that the abuser holds the power of 

life and death, "That recognition, coupled with the awareness 

that the terrorist has let her or him live, produces a 

profound attitude change. She or he comes to see the 

terrorist as a 'good guy,' which requires denying the life-

endangering aspect of the terrorist or abuser" (Graham 220). 

With this awareness comes a sense of "constipated rage" in 

which the captive realizes his or her victimization at the 

same time recognizing that the rage must be suppressed in 

order to survive (Graham 220). The actual suppression of the 

rage, coupled with the denial of vulnerability and the 

traumatic infantilism form the pathological transference 

(Graham 220) . It is important to recognize the extreme 

nature of the captive's vulnerability. Often the hostage is 

not allowed to speak or move or stand without permission. If 

something should happen to the captor, the hostage would 

slowly starve to death alone in the dark. Another useful 

term in studying the dynamics between hostages and their 

captors is traumatic bonding which "refers to strong 

emotional ties that develop between two people in a 

relationship where one person intermittently abuses and/or 

threatens the other" (Graham 22 0). In order for a trauma 

bond to occur there must be a clear imbalance of power with 

violent episodes interspersed with seemingly acts of kindness 

(Graham 220). Psychologically "when there are no alternative 

relationships available, the victim will bond to the warmer. 
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positive side of the abuser. The kind behaviors of the 

abuser temporarily terminate the aversive arousal state of 

the victim that the abuser has produced" (Graham 221). 

Throughout her narrative, Miranda describes symptoms and 

reactions indicating the process of traumatic bonding and 

transference. Two days after Clegg has discovered her 

attempts to dig a tunnel, Miranda writes, "What happens if he 

has a crash? A stroke. Anything. I die. I couldn't get 

out. All I did the day before yesterday was to prove 

it" (187) . The only way for humans to withstand this kind 

of terror is to deny their vulnerability and/or to deny the 

immense kind of power that the captor holds. Captives often 

exhibit behavior which seems to be an attempt to create at 

least some facade or semblance of personal power and control. 

Miranda exhibits any number of these illusory 

constructs. In one instance she says, "Sometimes I feel so 

lonely, so sick of my own thoughts, that I let him. I want him 

to stay. That's what prison does" (124). For the moment 

Miranda is convincing herself that she has the power to 

control or to "let" Clegg stay with her when in reality Clegg 

has the only real power; he stays below if and when he 

chooses, in spite of his apparently sheepish demeanor. 

Miranda also convinces herself that she is able to mitigate 

the circumstances of her captivity. When she sulks or 

badgers Clegg and he purchases the fresh food she wants or 

lavishes perfume on her, she can continue to maintain the 
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illusion that somehow she is in control. The harsh truth is 

that at any moment with no warning or explanation, Caliban 

has the power to restrain her, to subdue her, to chloroform, 

or to kill her. On the fourteenth day of captivity Miranda 

describes her depression and sleeplessness, the terrible 

silence, and most of all her vulnerability. Although captives 

struggle desperately to avoid owning their vulnerability, 

there are times it cannot be denied. Miranda writes; "Today 

I've been thinking he could keep me here forever. It 

wouldn't be very long because I'd die. It's absurd. It's 

diabolical—but there is no way of escape" (141). 

Fortunately Miranda has not fully realized just how 

diabolical and precarious her situation really is. Her 

incredible persistence in attempting escape is far more 

important to her emotional and psychological survival than 

most readers recognize. While most of us initially see the 

efforts as creative and heroic, and while Fowles's use of 

these efforts enhances our admiration for Miranda as one of 

the few who strives to the very end to promote the value 

and sanctity of life, these efforts are weighted with a far 

greater significance. As long as Miranda can immerse herself 

in trying to discover and accomplish ways to escape, she is 

able to avoid facing her vulnerablity, to avoid realizing the 

extent of Clegg's power over her life and death, and to 

maintain a type of "objective" distance. It is far easier 

and far better, on myriad levels, for Miranda to spend hours 
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anticipating the best way to leave notes down the "place" and 

to expend energy on the plot to make Clegg post her letter 

and to try digging a tunnel with a six inch nail, than to 

spend any time thinking about the atrocities Clegg might well 

choose to inflict upon her at any moment in addition to the 

things over which she has absolutely no control, but over 

which the madman has complete control. By the fifth week of 

captivity Miranda is becoming more and more frantic. None of 

her efforts to escape or to maintain her balance or her 

emotional equilibrium have come to fruition. 

I'm getting desperate to escape. I can't get any 
relief from drawing or playing records or reading. 
The burning burning need I have (all prisoners must 
have) is for other people. . . . It's the slowness 
of time. I'll swear all the clocks in the world 
have gone centuries slower since I came here. I 
shouldn't complain. This is a luxury prison. . . . 
I feel I've lost my bearings. I spend hours lying 
on the bed thinking about how to escape. Endless. 
(213) 

In addition to their utter dependence on their captors, 

most hostages must somehow endure and survive the unendurable 

tension and anticipation of what may well happen next. 

Whether the hostage has already been brutally beaten or 

raped, or like Miranda lives from one moment to the next 

imagining what Clegg could do, this tension building phase is 

interminable. In cases of battered women who are sometimes 

compared to hostages by researchers in the field, battered 

women know what their abusers can do, they know what 

inevitably the abuser will do, but either cannot leave or 
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perceive themselves as unable to leave; this tension building 

phase is generally described as "psychological torture" 

(The Battered Woman 59). As Martin Symonds, a member of The 

American Psychiatric Association Task Force on Terrorism, 

once said; "To a terrorized person an open door is not an 

open door" (qtd. in Perfect Victim 135). Miranda was forced 

to confront this paradox when she feigned an attack of 

appendicitis, hoping to flee. Clegg and Miranda stand for a 

fleeting moment looking at one another before Miranda turns 

and runs—not outward but back into her prison. 

Then I turned and ran back. I don't know why, I 
didn't stop to think. He came after me, but he 
stopped when he saw me go inside (as I . . . knew 
he would—the only safe place from him was down 
h e r e ) . . . . If I had screamed or tried to escape 
he would have battered me to death. There are 
moments when he is possessed, quite out of his 
own control. (188) 

A few hours later Miranda sits drawing a cartoon strip of 

Caliban: "The Awful Tale of a Harmless Boy" (188). In her 

own words, "I have to keep the reality and the horror at bay. 

He starts by being a nice little clerk ends up as a drooling 

horror-film monster" (188). 

The incredible task of keeping the horror at bay is one 

that virtually all battered women and all hostages endure. 

In The Battered Woman (Battered) Lenore Walker has identified 

three phases common to the cycle of violence found in 

battering relationships. It is during the first phase, the 

tension building phase, that keeping the horror at bay 

becomes not only the most crucial but the most difficult. 
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This phase has no set time-span. In some cases it lasts 

hours or days, in others it takes years. Regardless of the 

length or brevity, minor battering incidents always take 

place during this phase and prior to the second phase, the 

acute battering phase (Battered 56). Walker is careful to 

establish that the "minor" incidents are minor only in 

contrast to the acute batterings in the second phase; they 

are not minor in the sense that no actual damage, abuse, or 

bodily harm is inflicted. The victim attempts to cope during 

the tension building phase in a number of ways. According to 

Walker most women will employ a variety of techniques to calm 

the batterer relying on methods that seem to have worked in 

the past, methods ranging from avoidance of the aggressor to 

nurturing to desperate attempts at anticipating the abuser's 

every whim (Battered 56) . Thus, if the batterer throws the 

dinner across the room the woman will indulge in a complex 

dance of denial. Under no circumstance can the woman allow 

herself to become angry—either about the dinner or about 

past beatings. Instead she thinks thus; he may have 

overreacted a bit, but then perhaps I did accidentally 

overcook the casserole. Above all she is grateful that the 

incident was minor because she knows how much worse it could 

be (56). Hence, what manifests is that the victim becomes 

"his accomplice by accepting some of the responsiblity for 

his abusive behavior" (Battered 56). It is not that the 

victim, on any level, thinks that she deserves such cruel 
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abuse, but "rather, she believes that what she does will 

prevent his anger from escalating. If she does her job well, 

then the incident will be over; if he explodes then she 

assumes the guilt" (Battered 56). Regardless of how serious 

the minor incident may be the woman will tend to minimize it 

because she also knows that her spouse is capable of doing 

far worse things to her. 

According to Walker the women do, indeed, have some 

superficial control of the events in this early phase. 

Although the victim will go to great lengths to manipulate 

and control both internal and external factors which could 

precipitate an acute incident, the tension steadily builds. 

According to Walker "The trigger for moving into phase two is 

rarely the battered woman's behavior; rather, it is usually 

an external event or the internal state of the man" (Battered 

60) . In a few cases Walker concedes that at least at a 

subconscious level, a victim precipitates the next phase, the 

acute battering, because she senses its imminence "and she 

cannot tolerate her terror, her anger, or anxiety any longer" 

(Battered 60). Walker explains this dynamic: "She would 

prefer to get the second phase over with rather than to 

continue in fear of it, so she provokes the batterer into an 

explosion. She then has control over when and why the 

incident occurs, rather than being at his total mercy" 

(Battered 60). 
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We can understand many of Miranda's actions and her 

coinments and insights from the point of view of this same 

kind of dynamic. Over and over again Miranda talks about 

being grateful to Clegg for respecting her, and at the same 

time assumes a pseudoresponsibility for his madness. Only 

three days into her captivity Clegg has offered to pay 200 

guineas for Miranda's drawing. She writes, "He is mad. It 

is me. I am his madness. For years he's been looking for 

something to put his madness into. And he found me" (117) . 

As long as she can believe that he is not just inexplicably, 

unpredictably insane, then she can continue to believe that 

her actions can mitigate his madness. So Miranda chooses to 

believe in the power of her negotiations with Clegg, to 

believe that she really has "brought him to terms" in 

reducing her sentence to four weeks. She writes, "I'm not 

less horrified at being with him. I've grown to know every 

inch of this foul little crypt, it's beginning to grow on me 

like those coats of stones on the worms in rivers. But the 

four weeks seem less important" (118). Through Miranda's 

diary we see not only her efforts to survive but to try 

to make sense of the senseless, for this kidnapping is truly 

senseless. The entry for October 17, the fourth day, begins 

with, "I hate the way I have changed" (121). Miranda berates 

herself for being too tolerant and for accepting too much in 

a matter of fact manner. She originally had thought that she 

was somehow able to avoid Fred's "abnormality" controlling 
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the situation but now she wonders if it was part of his plan. 

"He's getting me to behave exactly as he wants. . . . I mean 

now he's got me at his mercy, he's not going to do what 

anyone would expect. So he makes me falsely grateful. I'm 

so lonely. He must realize that. He can make me depend on 

him" (121). 

Miranda realizes that her situation is undeniably a 

"fantastic variation of a fantastic situation" and she must 

feel incredibly desperate to figure out and hopefully to 

forestall to or circumvent whatever it is that Clegg wants 

(121) . He is not interested in ransom, and he blushes when 

Miranda confronts him about his sexual attraction to her. 

Faced with a situation that is not only terrifying but 

unfathomable (something a Kafka would create) , Miranda 

struggles to maintain some sort of psychological equilibrium. 

Like battered women caught in the tension building phase 

Miranda is waiting, watching, and trying to survive. 

Three nights ago was so strange. I was so excited 
at leaving this crypt. I felt so nearly in 
complete control. It suddenly seemed all rather a 
grand adventure, something I'd one day soon be 
telling everyone about. A sort of chess game with 
death I'd rather unexpectedly won. A feeling that 
I had run a terrible risk and now everything was 
going to be all right. That he was going to let me 
go, even. (122) 

This illusion does not last long. By October 19 Miranda 

comes face to face with the viciousness behind Clegg's 

madness. They had gone round the garden when they hear the 

sound of a passing car. "And I knew, out there, that he 
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would have killed me rather than let me get away. . . . He 

asked me if i wanted to go round again. . . . I was too 

frightened" (129). The very moment they get back to her 

crypt Miranda forces the issue of sex. The tension of 

waiting and not knowing what Clegg wants from her, coupled 

with the frightful realization in the garden, precipitate the 

issue of sex. Miranda would rather bring up the subject and 

try to discern some inkling of Clegg's intentions than to 

continue wondering. "Back down here I told him that I had to 

get the sex business cleared up. I told him that if he 

suddenly wanted to rape me, I wouldn't resist, I would let 

him do what he liked, but that I would never speak to him 

again" (129) . How desperate and terrorized Miranda must be 

to have convinced herself that this puny threat of not 

speaking to Clegg carries any real weight with a madman. The 

extent of her fear and denial is revealed a few lines later. 

"No one would believe this situation. He keeps me absolutely 

prisoner. But in everything else I am mistress" (129). 

There are two incidents which clearly demonstrate the 

sheer torture of the tension building phase and which further 

exemplify both the external and the internal characteristics 

of a minor incident, in contrast to the acute incident of 

phase two in this cycle of violence. Miranda wants to 

believe, she has to believe that Caliban really intends to 

honor their agreement pertaining to the four week limit. 

They have dinner upstairs (including champagne) and even play 
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charades. After rejecting Clegg's marriage proposal Miranda 

knows that he will not let her go, so she kicks a burning a 

log, screams, tries to run, scratches at his face, and loses 

the battle. Since he was not in the mood to be gentle, Clegg 

chloroforms Miranda and takes her downstairs. It is very 

significant that even with the level of resistance Miranda 

offers, Clegg is still not provoked or triggered into a 

truly acute battering response. 

When Miranda recovers consciousness she has no way of 

knowing that he has taken photographs. She does describe her 

loathing and outrage at the thought of Caliban touching her 

to remove her clothing. Most striking in her reaction is the 

gratitude that things were not worse and the escalation of 

her fear. 

I had my underclothes on . . . Mad with disgust. 
His beastly gloating hands touching me. . . . 
Then I thought of what he might have done. And 
hadn't . . . . His chivalry. And I accept that. 
I have been lucky. But I even find it frighten
ing that he didn't do anything (203). 

Unlike battered women who often survive any number of 

complete cycles of the violence and who come to know the 

signposts and (to some extent what to expect), Miranda only 

knows that Clegg not only could have raped her but just as 

easily killed her. This enhanced level of terror leads her 

to even more desperate measures. Now Miranda works through 

her past scruples about physical force and violence and makes 

another attempt to escape: this time she bashes Clegg over 
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the head with an axe. And even this dire effort does not 

directly provoke an acute battering incident. The axe wound 

is fairly superficial, and Miranda spends hours lying on the 

bed in the dark, thinking. She tells herself that her 

actions were immoral and resolves to adopt a new attitude. 

"I won't spit at him anymore . . . . I'll treat him as 

someone who needs all my sympathy and understanding" (209). 

A few hours later when Caliban comes downstairs Miranda does 

indeed treat him with kindness; she even tends his wounds. 

Yet, under these circumstances, and despite her seemingly odd 

responses to her loathesome captor, Miranda has not 

completely lost sight of who is the abused and who the 

abuser. She writes in her diary, "I will not let Caliban 

make me immoral; even though he deserves all my hatred and 

bitterness and an axe in his head" (209). 

The events which unfold from this minor photographic 

battering through the subsequent acute episode escalate 

rapidly, covering a period of approximately eight days. The 

fear and tension have clearly taken their toll on Miranda who 

writes on November 26, "Sometimes I'm not very far from utter 

despair. No one knows I am alive any more. I'm given up for 

dead by now, I'm accepted for dead. There's that—the real 

situation" (215). By midnight of the next day her despair 

has turned into what Miranda calls "A kind of endless panic 

in slow-motion" (216). It is in this frame of mind that 

Miranda begins entertaining a new and more radical plot to 
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escape. At first she bolsters her courage by reminding 

herself that Clegg is at least physically clean, that he only 

smells of soap. From there Miranda convinces herself on the 

one hand that kissing him will not be enough of a shock. In 

order to follow this repugnant train of thought Miranda says, 

"I've got to give him such a tremendous shock that he'll have 

to release me. Because you can't very well imprison someone 

who's given herself to you" (216-17). It is very likely that 

deep inside Miranda knows quite well that Clegg can certainly 

imprison her whether or not she offers her body to him. What 

seems to be really motivating Miranda is an urgent desire to 

get even the worst over with and to finally have some peace 

of mind, to finally make the unknown—the known. Miranda 

strengthens her resolve thus: "Therefore with generosity (I 

give myself) and gentleness (I kiss the beast) . . . Even a 

baby. His baby. Anything for freedom . . . . Whatever it 

is, it will come out. We'll know where we are" (218). If she 

can somehow take control of even this beastly situation, then 

at least she will know where she stands. 

On the morning of November 3 0 Miranda attempts to take 

control of the situation. "I decided to do it this morning. 

I knew I had to do something extraordinary. To give myself a 

shock as well as him" (221). But even the shock that Miranda 

gives Clegg by initiating foreplay, and even his shame at his 

impotence do not precipitate in and of themselves an acute 

incident. These two are still locked into the interminable 
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tension of phase one. Miranda reacts by trying to minimize 

what happened, by telling herself, "I feel better now. I'm 

glad nothing worse happened. I was mad to take the risk. 

It's enough to have survived" (222). By the following day, 

however, she cannot overlook Caliban's "deep suppressed 

anger" (222). At the end of the entry for that day (December 

1) Miranda writes, "He's changed. He frightens me now" 

(224). Although Miranda tries to quell her fear and 

misgivings by clinging to the false hope that Clegg will be 

moving her into a room upstairs, her dreams indicate the 

depth of her terror. First she dreams of walking in a field 

of corn with swallows overhead, of feeling the purest 

happiness of springtime. 

This dream is followed by another. She is at a window 

on the first floor of a large house (perhaps Ladymont); below 

her is a black horse. Initially she feels safe since the 

angry horse is outside and below, but suddenly the horse not 

only starts to gallop toward the house but leaps at her with 

its teeth bared. As it crashes through the window her first 

thoughts are that she will be safe and the horse will die. 

However the horse "sprawled and flailed round in the small 

room and I suddenly realized it was going to attack me. 

There was nowhere to escape" (227). This nightmare 

poignantly captures the terror and the hopelessness which 

characterizes not only Miranda's predicament, but the 

predicament of all battered women. It is easy for us to sit 
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back and suggest that had the dreamer really wanted to escape 

she could have called for help, or run down a sidewalk or out 

a door. At the same time most of us can remember at least 

once in our lifetimes waking alone in the dark, drenched in 

sweat, immobilized by a similar night terror, as well as the 

immense relief when we turned on the light and realized the 

nightmare was over. Now imagine feeling perpetually trapped 

in that same nightmare with no light and no way to ever wake 

up. Or imagine how Miranda felt after she put on the light 

and looked around and realized she was still in the crypt. 

There was no charging black stallion, but waiting just 

upstairs is Caliban, her captor. 

The acute episode, in which the gawkish Caliban bares 

his teeth and charges through the window, seems to catch 

Miranda genuinely off-guard. Battered women often report a 

sense of suddenness, of being caught by surprise even though 

for long periods of time they have been waiting for the 

explosion. Miranda is waiting for Clegg to take her upstairs 

to her new room, when he suddenly posits a new condition. 

The sheer cruelty of his cunning is hard to comprehend. 

Clegg tells her that not only must she agree to pose for him 

unclothed, but she must look as if she enjoys it. When 

Miranda refuses he tells her if she does not cooperate there 

will be no more walks in the garden, not even any baths. 

In a great many accounts of women who have been raped, 

beaten, or both (by their spouses), the victims often report 
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that the physical and sexual assults were not nearly as 

brutalizing as the verbal and emotional abuse that also took 

place. This characterisitic is evident in the way that Clegg 

insults and reviles Miranda prior to taking the photographs, 

taunting her with, "You took your clothes off, you asked for 

it. Now you got it" (103). What must have been a truly 

interminable period of times elapses in which Clegg decides 

to let Miranda "stew in her own juices." He does not even go 

down to take her supper that night. When he goes down the 

next day Miranda is suffering from a chest cold, and over the 

next two days she becomes even sicker. 

While we might be tempted to assume that one simple 

insult had the power to provoke Caliban's wrath, it seems far 

more likely that the trigger is at one and the same time, 

simple, trivial, and complex. We have already examined 

Caliban's point of view and noted that the key issue or 

motivation was neither sex nor pleasure, but his power to 

force Miranda into submission. After describing his demands, 

his insults, and what Miranda describes as having gone mad 

with rage (throwing the ink bottle at him), she tells us that 

she is sick and cannot think clearly. Before the acute 

incident even takes place, Miranda begins the painful 

recognition of her vulnerability, her outrage, and her shock. 

With horror Miranda realizes that; "He's always abused me. 

From the very beginning. That story about the dog. He uses 

my heart. Then turns and tramples on it" (231). Her insight 
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into the many layers of his abuse and violation, especially 

what Hawthorne would describe as a "violation of the sanctity 

of the human heart," as well as her recognition of what Clegg 

really wants, form perhaps the most wrenching passage in 

Miranda's narration. "He hates me, he wants to defile me and 

break me and destroy me. He wants me to hate myself so much 

that I destroy myself" (231). 

Now, Miranda allows her constipated rage to fuel her 

desire for survival. As she says, "I hate beyond hate" 

(232). Once the pneumonia saps her physical strength, there 

can be no doubt on the part of reader or character that 

Clegg can physically master his hostage. In Miranda's 

narration the description of the final battering episode is 

starkly brief. "I shouted at him and he went mad. I was too 

weak to stop him. Bound and gagged me and took his beastly 

photographs. I don't mind the pain. The humiliation. I did 

what he wanted. To get it over" (233). Even in the midst of 

this horror Miranda continues to tell herself that because 

she cooperated, that because she did what Clegg demanded, 

she was able to bring the episode to a close. 

In the actual world of domestic violence there is a 

third and final phase which precedes the onset of the entire 

cycle's repetition. In this third phase, which may begin at 

virtually the very instant the beating is over, or some 

hours later, the abuser shows remorse and shock at what he 

has done. Walker describes the contrite and loving behavior 
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which is always welcomed by both spouses. Walker explains, 

however, that "It is during this phase that the battered 

woman's victimization becomes complete" (Battered 65). 

During this phase the batterer is sincerely horrified and 

contrite. He promises that the abuse will never happen again 

and begs forgiveness. Walker points out that the abusive 

spouse "believes he will never again hurt the woman he loves; 

he believes he can control himself from now on. He also 

believes he has taught her such a lesson that she will never 

again behave in such a manner, and so he will not be tempted 

to beat her" (Battered 65-66). 

Having valiantly and futilely spit in her captor's face, 

so to speak, Miranda sinks into delirium and death. She 

never makes it to the third phase and it is unlikely, given 

what we know of Clegg's psychopathology, that this abuser 

would have been the least bit contrite. Miranda dies still 

clinging to a hope for survival, a hope for life. The novel 

ends with Clegg denying once again that there has been any 

premeditation on his part; so, regarding his Marian plans he 

justifies and excuses his current actions stating: "But it is 

still just an idea. I only put the stove down there today 

because the room needs drying out anyway" (255). 
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CHAPTER III 

PERFECT VICTIMS: HELD HOSTAGE 

TO THE NIGHTMARE 

"Now I will shut you in a box 
With massive sides and a lid that locks. 

Only by that I can be sure. 
And know where you are when I'm not by. 

No longer needing to wonder and spy. 
I may forget you at party or play 
But do not fear I shall keep away 

With any Miss Brown or any Miss Jones. 
If my return finds a heap of bones— 

Too dry to simper, too dry to whine— 
You will still be mine and only mine." 

Thom Gunn 

Lenore Walker, a prominent researcher and authority on 

battered women, as well as the author of The Battered 

Woman and Terrifying Love: Why Battered Women Kill and 

How Society Responds, has very definite opinions about the 

impact that violence has on our lives. Walker believes that 

"We live in a violent world, and in a society riddled with 

violent images. Through the media, through advertising, and 

in many other ways, we've become perpetual observers—if not 

actual perpetrators—of violence" (Terrifying 3). If Ms. 

Walker is correct—and I believe that she is—then it seems 

certain that in some ways our attitudes and fixed beliefs 

must be changing as a result of this preponderance and in 

response to these violent images, images which no longer only 

belong to the realm of horror movies like The Silence of the 

Lambs but to the realm of our everyday lives. Consider for 
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a moment, a particular news story (of the past fifteen years 

or so) that represents the most heinous or teratoid crime 

imaginable. It might be the McDonald's massacre, or the 

killing spree at Luby's in Killeen, Texas. It might be the 

Atlanta child murders or the atrocities of John Wayne Gacey. 

It might be the crimes of a Ted Bundy or a Jeffrey Dahmer. 

Once we begin listing these infamous brutalities we are hard 

pressed to decide which one is the single most bizarre or 

horrific. There was Jim Jones, of course, and then there was 

David Koresh and on and on. One of the ways in which our 

exposure to this barrage has changed many of us is that we 

are more willing to accept the reality of serial rapists and 

murderers. We are also much more willing to accept the 

callous and remorseless nature of killers like Henry Lee 

Lucas. Furthermore, our fixed beliefs now include an almost 

fatalistic acceptance of child abductions. We have come to 

accept that children are abducted every single day in this 

country, sometimes from their own homes, often from their own 

neighborhoods. It is much harder now to hold any shred of 

hope that an abducted child will be found alive. We have 

almost become inured to the horror. For instance, just as 

1993 was drawing to a close, Americans were riveted by the 

news of a kidnapping of a little girl in Petaluma, Cali

fornia. Polly Klaas was in her own bedroom, playing with 

a friend who was spending the night. Polly's mother was 

asleep in her own bedroom just down the hall. A male 
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intruder came into Polly's room abducting her, yet leaving 

the friend behind. Polly's mother continued to sleep, 

oblivious to the horror. As a mother, I cannot begin to 

comprehend the terror and self-blame Mrs. Klaas must have 

endured, yet I also cannot help seeing the sleeping mother as 

a metaphor for the unaware and innocent observers forced to 

open our eyes once the horror crosses over the threshold and 

into our homes. 

Those of us observing the Klaas story through the 

nightly news wanted to believe that Polly would survive. As 

veteran observers, however, our fixed beliefs prohibited much 

optimisim. Thus few of us were surprised when Polly's 

brutalized corpse was discovered. Many of us were, however, 

surprised when the killer was actually apprehended; but, we 

could not claim to be surprised by the revelation that 

Polly's killer, Richard Allen Davis, was a repeat offender 

on probation. 

How ineluctable it is that with the preponderant 

violence we have had to shift and alter our previously fixed 

and sometimes cherished beliefs. A chasm now yawns between 

the norms and the fixed beliefs of the 1970's when Patty 

Hearst was abducted and and the norms and fixed beliefs of 

the 1990's when hundreds of Polly Klaas abductions take 

place, a decade inundated by violent perpetrations radically 

altering the standards by which most of us had previously 

gauged crimes of violence, kidnapping, sexual assault. 
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Sometimes, we may be tempted to believe that we are now so 

jaded that no horror, no atrocity, no crime could ever again 

cause us to feel incredulous. After our exposure to 

"wildings," to a University of Texas student's spring break 

ending in mayhem, death by torture, a Matamoros "witch" 

followed by videotape documenting other but equally brutal 

episodes of mayhem: a black motorist outnumbered and 

battered by police; a truck driver dragged from his vehicle 

and battered with bricks, how can we not start feeling numb 

and jaded? If any one of us had been chosen to sit on a jury 

listening, for instance, to grisly forensic details about 

ensnared victims who were later dismembered, frozen, then 

devoured by the killer, I doubt many of us would have reacted 

or thought (for more than a few seconds, perhaps): "Oh no, 

this cannot be really happening; no human being could ever do 

something that vile." No doubt any juror would have been 

appalled and sickened; but, it seems most unlikely that 

he/she would have had much of a struggle with sheer dis

belief. At least, that is, if in some way the accused fit 

the observer's preconceptions about what a cannibal, a 

sadist, or a serial killer should look like. If, on the 

other hand, the accused was a Claus Von Bulow or a Cullen 

Davis, and if the victim had been female, and if she had 

seemed too spoiled or too "bitchy," then the juror might well 

have struggled with a sense of disbelief, disbelief that such 

a "nice" man could be a rapist or an assassin. Worse yet, 

74 



some jurors might choose not to struggle at all, preferring 

the safety of denial, of a narrow mythology, rather than the 

pursuit of truth and/or justice. While this preference is in 

some ways quite understandable, it is not acceptable. Few 

of us relish a confrontation with the truth about human na

ture, fewer still would willingly face the scope of evil of 

which "normal" people are all too easily capable, because 

the confrontations inevitably blast us with a "panic-fear" 

and a recognition not only of our vulnerability, but also 

with the sheer malleability of our mortal psyches. Thus, 

many of us prefer the comfortable retreat into denial's 

narrow mythology. 

Are we, the observers, trapped in an irreconcilable 

dilemma, caught between two immovable forces, doomed forever 

to choose one or the other? For if we immerse ourselves too 

readily in gruesome reality we very well may become hardened 

and/or anesthetized to the brutal horrors. And yet if we 

hold ourselves apart, insulate ourselves too thickly against 

it, retreating into either individual or collective denial 

the victims suffer doubly: first at the hands of the actual 

perpetrators and secondly in the hands of our ignorance or 

hardness of heart. 

We seem to have little or no choice but to find a bal

ance between those two paths. Undeniably we now live in a 

world in which the old adage "Truth is stranger than fiction" 

has not only become true, but has become commonplace. I find 
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this ugly reality almost unbearably sad. Once upon a time 

art imitated life, and life sometimes imitated art. Life now 

imitates obscenity far too often and too closely. So, how do 

we respond to these obscenities? More than a decade ago when 

Truman Capote published In Cold Blood some readers responded 

with outrage. Some were outraged at the chilling, 

dispassionate portrayal of evil; some were outraged at Capote 

for blurring the line between fact and fiction. Yet it seems 

that in facing our fears through the world of literature, and 

by responding to it, we are slowly breaking down the levels 

of denial, so that we are gradually becoming less and less 

reluctant to face the harsh, brutal realities of the world in 

which we live. From Capote's narrative we not only learned 

about calculated evil and the agony of the victims, we 

responded to the written portrayal because on some level we 

felt, experienced, or lived for a brief time amidst that 

reality. As Booth might explain, for the duration of the 

reading the nonce beliefs demanded by the narrative became 

our thoughts, thoughts which many of us immediately 

repudiated. And after we had kept company with the victims 

and their killers, we were not only changed in some way, but 

we had some ethical and moral decisions to consider. While 

some critics choose to disparage or belittle Booth's theory, 

I think we need to keep asking: Is it really so utterly 

preposterous to think that we can be deeply affected and 

thus open to growth and change through reading, through 
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responding, through "the company we keep"? I am quite 

certain that more than our attitudes are shaped by the 

reading experience; I am certain that our fixed beliefs 

are shaped, modified, adjusted, and adapted. 

Since we are in the midst of a violent barrage, and 

have inescapably been cast as observers to atrocities, we 

have an obligation (greater than ever before) to respond, an 

obligation though that also offers us an opportunity, a 

positive challenge. When the handsome, articulate Ted Bundy 

came to trial were we not less willing to assume that a 

sophisticated veneer was absolute proof of innocence than we 

might have been ten years earlier, than we might have been 

before Capote's In Cold Blood? I am in no way asserting that 

Ted Bundy's conviction was the direct result of readers' 

familiarity with Capote's book. I am suggesting that our 

roles as perpetual observers in this not so brave new world 

are mixed blessing. For surely it is through our increased 

awareness of evil and brutality that we can become more fully 

human, and once our awareness has been heightened, surely we 

will find it increasingly difficult to retreat into a naive 

mythology of denial. Furthermore, I am suggesting that an 

informed response to literature helps not only to heighten 

our intellectual awareness, but to keep at bay some level of 

emotional and spiritual hardness. There can be no denying 

that at times we will want very much to retreat into 

ignorance and denial, times when we will long to hide from 
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the truth, times when we will want desperately to believe 

that monsters no longer walk the face of the earth, that men 

wearing Christian Dior silk do not torture their wives, that 

there are no serial killers of either gender, that babies are 

not incested before they are even a year old. Yet oddly 

enough, this longing for ignorant bliss can be a healthy 

sign, proof that we have not yet become numb or oblivious to 

human suffering. What we cannot and must not do, however, is 

let ourselves be seduced by the longing to retreat 

permanently nor be bullied by fear. If and when we do 

that, we begin ignoring the victims and eventually reacting 

to them from either a stance of ignorance or callousness. 

Education, understanding, heightened awareness, and 

interaction with the humanities have always shaped and 

mitigated the course of civilization. I was thirteen years 

old in 1966, the summer that I discovered a poem in one of my 

mother's oldest anthologies of poetry, a book entitled One 

Hundred and One Famous Poems. I have never forgotten that 

poem even though it was many years later before I saw the 

Millet painting which had inspired the words: "Bowed by the 

weight of centuries he leans / Upon his hoe and gazes on the 

ground, / The emptiness of ages in his face, / And on his back 

the burden of the world." I not only memorized that poem 

but recited it to my seventh grade speech class with tears 

pouring down my face. The tears were real. I have no idea 

where Edwin Markham's works now rate in the eyes of those who 
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deem one work "great literature" and another sentimental 

drivel. I do know that something incredibly powerful 

happened during the first reading, and that after countless 

other readings through the years, those words, the meter, the 

images, all the things that make poetry poetry—still have 

the power to inscribe on my heart the very essence of 

suffering. 

Are not these the very principles of heightened 

awareness coupled with the power of the humanities that 

survivors of the Holocaust utilize and rely upon in their 

struggle to prevent the sins of the past from repeating 

themselves? Some observers may forget, but the survivors 

will never forget that in 1938 many soon to be allies could 

not or would not fathom the existence and reality of gas 

chambers. The threat of systematic genocide was too 

horrendous to contemplate. Over six million Jews were 

slaughtered while the world struggled (or failed to struggle) 

with collective denial. Today, these survivors diligently 

write, speak, and continually remind us that orchestrated 

carnage was not only permitted, but could easily happen again 

if we forget the lessons of the past too quickly. Thus 

through the persistent efforts of individuals who continue 

to educate and inculcate in myriad historical and literary 

genres, from Styron's Sophie's Choice, to Schindler's List 

and through those who open their minds, their hearts, their 

spirits, progress, though awkward and painstakingly slow, is 
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made. At times the progress is almost unbearably slow: 

in spite of lessons from Nazi Germany, from Stalinist Russia, 

from the Belgian Congo, from Bosnia, Somalia and Haiti, we 

are still reluctant to face man's inhumanity to others. It 

is much easier for the public to believe that women are 

deluded, neurotic, hysterical, histrionic liars, than to 

accept the compelling evidence that orchestrated evil has 

been taking place through generational satanic ritual abuse 

from remote and rural areas in Texas, Arkansas, California, 

and Mississippi, easier to deny than to cultivate the 

willingness to listen to survivors, therapists, and law 

enforcement specialists in occult crime including sections of 

the Federal Bureau of Investigation. Therefore, when history 

repeats itself in more sophisticated ways and the testimony 

comes now from preschool children similarly abused in rituals, 

we have little or no problem dismissing them or their stories. 

It remains far too easy, still, to convince ourselves that 

whatever "weird witch stuff" happened in Matamoros could only 

happen across the border, never in the land of the free and 

the brave. 

There appears to be a definite rhythm or pattern in our 

collective denials. First we wanted to disbelieve the extent 

of child abuse in our country. Eventually we could dis

believe no longer. Then we wanted to disbelieve the extent 

of incest in our country. Eventually we could disbelieve 

no longer. And now after twenty years of research and 
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documentation some still choose to believe that battered 

women are masochistic anomalies. We continue to espouse a 

whole realm of myths about the battered and the batterer, 

myths which Lenore Walker elucidates and refutes in The 

Battered Woman (Battered). Battered women are poorly 

educated. Battered women are usually on welfare or they are 

members of certain ethnic groups. Only a small percentage of 

American wives are battered. Sound religious doctrine will 

prevent domestic violence. Batterers are poorly equipped to 

succeed in the workforce; batterers are violent in all their 

relationships. Alcohol and drug use cause domestic violence. 

Batterers are psychopaths. Police protect women who are 

abused. The batterer always beats his children. Long term 

battering relationships can improve. Battered women can 

always leave home and go to a shelter; they deserve to be 

beaten; they asked for it. Each and every one of these myths 

has been fully refuted by the extensive and thorough research 

of authorities such as Kersti Yllo, David Finkelhor, Del 

Martin, and Lenore Walker. Yet, how many of us realize that? 

How many of us still perpetuate the tired, dangerous, cruel 

myths? How many of us still honestly think that the majority 

of women who are assaulted, either physically or sexually or 

both, are attacked by strangers? How many of us still cling 

fervently to the myth of the safe haven, to the fallacy that 

the family is "an oasis of calm in an otherwise violent 

world"? (Battered 42). All too many of us, I warrant. The 
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depth and breadth of our ignorance and prejudice baffles me. 

What is it in our culture, our psyches, our norms, that 

allows us to move forward into awareness involving one area 

of vicious perpetration, but prohibits us from accepting 

another area, one which is not only far more prevalent than 

serial rape or serial murder but which touches so many 

lives? According to Andrea Dworkin, "assault and battery of 

a wife by a husband is both commonplace and protected by a 

male-supremacist system that, in its heart of hearts, still 

views the wife's body as her husband's sexual property . . ." 

(103). Dworkin indicates that FBI statistics show that "in 

the United States one woman is raped every three minutes, one 

wife battered every eighteen seconds" (103) . The statistics 

also show that "There are currently an estimated twenty-eight 

million battered wives in the United States" (Dworkin 103). 

If even half of that figure is correct then we are experi

encing a holocaust of vast proportions. 

It is indeed ironic that in a country which so loudly 

espouses family values, many American wives and mothers are 

esteemed so little that their basic right of self-defense is 

not honored if a husband is the aggressor. It is even more 

ironic that although we have managed to gain some substantial 

ground in protecting the victims of stranger-rape and 

preventing, at least in part, their continued victimization 

by the legal system at the same time we are still debating 

whether marital rape can even exist. Kersti Yllo, in License 
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to Rape, asserts that "a great many wives are forcibly 

subjected to a variety of sexual abuses in addition to, or 

sometimes in lieu of, forced vaginal intercourse" (30). In 

her interviews Yllo documented a number of atrocities which 

may initially seem to the reader to be so extreme that it is 

quite difficult to accept that these acts constitute "normal" 

marital sexuality for many women. By normal, I do not mean 

these are acts of pleasure or affection, but to the victims 

become part of their fixed beliefs. Yllo enumerates some of 

the abuses. 

Wives are raped with objects. For instance, one 
woman's husband tried to rape her with a 
broomstick, and several husbands had their wives 
insert things in their vaginas and then took 
pictures of them. Wives are raped anally and their 
genitals are mutilated. One woman said her husband 
would bite her genitals until they bled, and 
another said she was burned with cigarettes. . . . 
These incidents are not disagreements over sexual 
positions; they are sexual humiliations inflicted 
on the women. (30) 

I was barely twenty when I met my first husband. We 

dated for about a year because he still had to finish his 

senior year in college. Prior to the marriage he never hit 

or struck me in any way, nor did he ever rape me. He tended 

to be easily irritated by superficial things such as items in 

a store missing price tags or stickers, but in these cases he 

did nothing more than swear. But during our first year of 

marriage I experienced severe cruelty at his hands. Twenty 

years later I can honestly say I no longer remember what 

the physical assaults felt like, but the verbal and sexual 
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humiliations are as real in my memories as they were when I 

was thrown face down on the bed and sodomized in order to "be 

taught a lesson." I can still hear the tone of voice used 

when I was told that I was so flat-chested no man would ever 

want me. As I write these words my face burns remembering 

the humiliation and terror. 

Kersti Yllo is only one researcher who has documented 

similar abuses. Lenore Walker maintains that "There is a 

significantly frequent mention of animals, objects, third 

persons (usually other men), other couples, oral and anal 

sex . . . in battering relationships" (Battered 119). 

Lenore Walker also explains the role that isolation and norms 

play in the continued perpetration of sexual abuse upon 

battered wives. 

Because these women were isolated from other 
women, they were not always aware of the 
bizarreness of their sexual relationship. The 
batterer attempted to provide reality checks 
for his woman, and she had trouble distinguish
ing what was real for the rest of the world and 
what was real just for them. (Battered 118) 

In spite of the cruelties that battered women frequently 

describe, five of the states which have currently extended 

the right of rape through cohabitation offer partial 

statutory protection to the rapist (Dworkin 103). Dworkin 

indicates that in West Virginia a man who rapes "a volun

tary social companion" (103) is fully protected by law. 

"In only three states is the right of a husband to rape 

fully abrogated" (Dworkin 103). 
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The tradition of male entitlement, of woman's status as 

chattel, is one that Andrea Dworkin and other feminists es

timate "to have variously lasted (thus far) five thousand to 

twelve thousand years" (Dworkin 101). According to Dworkin 

chattel property is defined as "movable property—cattle, 

wives, concubines, offspring, slaves, beasts of burden, 

domesticated animals" (102). Thus chattel property becomes 

an essential part of man's estate. Dworkin insists that: 

"It is fashionable to think that the chattel status of woman 

is ancient, buried with the old cities of defunct civiliza

tions" (102). However comforting this attitude may be to 

some, the harsh truth is that in at least two primary areas, 

sex and reproduction, "the chattel status of women is pre

served in law and in practice" (Dworkin 102). Dworkin 

explains: 

A married woman is obligated to engage in coitus 
with her husband. He, not she, controls access to 
her body. With few exceptions, a married woman 
cannot be raped by her husband as rape is legally 
defined, because marriage means that the husband 
has a legal right to coital access. (102) 

Until the turn of the century, women existed legally and 

culturally, as chattel. And unfortunately in some states 

in the United States today, "married women still cannot en

gage in some economic transactions without the consent or 

participation of their husbands" (Dworkin 102). Prior to 

1920, a wife could be legally "whipped, flogged, caned, hit, 

tied up, locked up—to punish her for real or imagined bad 
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behavior or to improve her character. The bad behavior, 

then as now, was often an attempt to refuse the husband 

sexual access" (Dworkin 102). Adrienne Rich uses the term 

"husband-right" to describe the entitlement attitude. 

One specific form of the rights men are presumed to 
enjoy simply because of their gender: [is] the 
'right' to the priority of male over female needs, 
to sexual and emotional services from women, to 
women's undivided attention in any and all 
situations. (Ptacek 149) 

In the case study of "Adam and Julia" we have seen this 

issue of male entitlement, of the husband's perceived belief 

in his right to discipline his wife. In Fowles's fictive 

portrayal of Ferdinand Clegg we saw a similar and strikingly 

authentic mindset of male entitlement. It would not be true 

to claim that in all cases of abuse the issue of entitlement 

is the causative factor, but it is true that in many cases 

this issue is at least a part of the abuser's fixed beliefs, 

as well as other family members including the victims 

themselves. In some ways it is simple: objects are not 

entitled to the same basic rights and privileges as human 

beings are—not even the basic rights that some people 

extend to domestic animals. Since women are still 

viewed in many ways as objects they are not perceived as 

being entitled to those basic civil rights and thus the 

disregard of their civil liberties becomes the norm within 

the particular household setting or in the larger social 

context. 
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Another element which contributes to this disenfran-

chisement is the issue of force versus provocation, 

including resistance and the justification of force. It has 

become normal in cases of rape, molestation, and battering to 

assume the male's privilege to use, abuse, or chastise, while 

simultaneously assuming provocation on the female's part. 

Andrea Dworkin includes a chapter in her book Pornography: 

Men Possessing Women (Pornography) on the issue of force 

and specifically our perceptions of justifiable force. 

According to Dworkin, all too often women are perceived as 

being responsible for the violence that is used against them. 

"The violence used against her is never a measure of her au

thentic resistance. Her final submission is not seen as the 

triumph of terrorism; it is seen as her nature, her choice— 

her design all along" (148). Dworkin also quotes an infamous 

passage from Havelock Ellis's Studies in the Psychology of 

Sex: "The primary part of the female in courtship is the 

playful, yet serious, assumption of the role of a hunted 

animal who lures on the pursuer, not with the object of es

caping, but with the object of being finally caught" (148). 

It would be very easy and very tempting to disregard Ellis's 

drivel and to focus on the progress that has been made in 

the struggle to protect women from further legal or cultural 

victimization, to write off those words as isolated abera-

tions. We cannot afford to do that. The twenty-eight 

million victims, the ones who become victims every eighteen 
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seconds, cannot afford for us to turn a blind eye to their 

their holocaust. If we refuse to see that the horrifying 

implications beneath Ellis's words are still at work, if 

we refuse to acknowledge the empowerment gained from those 

attitudes and given to the Adams, the Fred Cleggs, the 

Joel Steinbergs, then we become at the very least unwitting 

accomplices. We must accept as fact, as gospel truth, that 

the Calibans do not just wander the face of the earth. 

They reside next door to us. They drive taxis, they deliver 

mail, they deliver babies, and they sit next to us in church. 

In May 1977 one such Caliban, a man named Cameron 

Hooker, lived in Tehama County, California where he was 

employed by the Diamond Lands Corporation just south of Red 

Bluffs. Hooker's work was not very demanding; his duties 

consisted mostly of checking on the six massive conveyors 

which carried discarded timber which would be used for fiber. 

Hooker's neighbors described him as a quiet, polite young 

man who never caused trouble but who had no real friends. 

Carla Norton, former Los Angeles journalist, collaborated 

with Christine McGuire, author, teacher at the Academy of the 

Federal Bureau of Investigation in Quantico, and the District 

Attorney who prosecuted Hooker, on the powerful non-fiction 

work Perfect Victim (Victim), a chilling and detailed 

account of Hooker's crimes against Colleen Stan. According 

to Norton-McGuire, Cameron and his wife, Janice, "kept to 

themselves . . . kept out of trouble . . . none of their 
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neighbors remember the slightest thing out of the ordinary, 

[not even] the slightest ripple of peculiarity about May 19, 

1977" (Victim 5). 

The vile story of Cameron and Janice Hooker, and their 

"sex slave" and kidnap victim. Colleen Stan, presents a very 

crucial area in which to examine our fixed beliefs on a 

number of related issues. Initially my personal interest in 

Colleen Stan's victimization was sparked by a discovery 

that the Norton-McGuire account was divided into sections 

which were prefaced with epigraphs from The Collector. At 

first glance I mistakenly thought that Colleen Stan might 

have been the prototype for Fowles's Miranda; however, the 

dates of the kidnapping proved otherwise. The Hooker-Stan 

ordeal with all its brutal complexities and paradoxes, 

provides an opportunity to scrutinize our responses to 

episodes wherein life has imitated art, our responses to the 

issues of a battered wife, to an imperfect hostage who did 

not spit in her captor's face and die, our responses to a man 

who took the issue of entitlement and justifiable force to 

great extremes, a man for whom the notion that "possession is 

nine-tenths of the law" became reality, and ultimately our 

responses to a life which not only imitated obscenity all too 

easily but challenged the fixed beliefs of the various 

observers, the fixed beliefs of the victims, yet left 

untouched the fixed beliefs of this Caliban. 
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On November 18, 1984 Cameron Hooker was arrested and 

booked for a horde of crimes including kidnapping, rape, and 

sodomy (Victim 44) . When the case actually came to trial 

Hooker was indicted on more than a dozen felony counts 

including seven on rape, one of forced oral copulation, one 

of forced penetration with a foreign object, and three of 

false imprisonment. Once the jury had found Hooker guilty, 

the Honorable Clarence Knight imposed a 60 year consecutive 

sentence for the sexual assaults, indeterminate sentences of 

one to twenty-five years for kidnapping, a five to ten year 

sentence for the use of a knife against the victim, and a 

fine of fifty thousand dollars. Judge Knight was clearly 

pleased with the jury's verdict. Knight told the members 

of the court, "I consider this defendant the most dangerous 

psychopath that I have ever dealt with, in that he is the 

opposite of what he seems. He will be a danger to women as 

long as he is alive" (Victim 365). Christine McGuire who 

had prosecuted numerous sexual offenders before the Hooker 

case, "deemed him [Hooker] a sadist, the most detestable 

criminal she'd ever come across" (Victim 223). 

The case of Cameron Hooker, and the horrific details of 

his perpetration against his wife, Janice, and their victim. 

Colleen Stan, seem to defy and challenge nearly all of the 

basic beliefs we would like to hold on to, beliefs about our 

safety, about relationships between spouses and between 

neighbors, and mostly beliefs about common human decency and 
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compassion. All of us want to believe that somehow we would 

know if a person was as evil, as monstrous as Cameron Hooker. 

We want to believe that sadists and "psychopaths" must have a 

certain look about them, perhaps a a sinister glint in the 

eyes. We want to believe that the quiet new couple down the 

street, the couple with the pretty little girls, could not 

harbor cruel secrets, that they could not be leading some 

kind of double life; we want to believe that if they were 

holding young boys in the basement, torturing them 

repeatedly, that we would know or suspect something. The 

reality is that none of John Wayne Gacy's or Jeffrey Dahmer's 

neighbors had any overt signals or indications or 

premonitions solid enough to merit alarm or suspicions about 

what transpired behind closed doors. Dahmer strangled and 

dismembered at least four young men while he was living in 

his grandmother's home. (Schwartz 46-60) It was only after 

the arrest and the search of her home that her fixed beliefs 

about her grandson were shattered in the midst of the physical 

carnage. Of course, when we hear and read about these 

instances, we tend to tell ourselves in comforting tones that 

we would never have been so blind. Many of us tend toward 

a bit of arrogance in believing that if a serial killer or 

rapist was in our very midst we would be perceptive enough to 

know that something foul was amiss. One of the reasons that 

we have such extreme difficulty in believing victims is 

because of this very arrogance. We convince ourselves that 
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if we were held hostage we would not only spit in the 

captor's face, but we would be clever enough to escape. We 

convince ourselves that we are too smart to be victimized by 

a Cameron Hooker or a Ted Bundy or (heaven forbid) that we or 

our daughters might find ourselves in an abusive marriage. 

This arrogant denial becomes deeply entrenched in our fixed 

beliefs making the life of victims even more unbearable. 

When Cameron Hooker was brought to trial the public, for the 

most part, simply could not fathom how such an ordinary young 

man could have kidnapped a young woman, kept her in a box 

under his bed for over three years (held against her will for 

a total of seven years), ritually abused her, professed his 

love for her but most problematic—could have exerted such 

control over his "sex slave" (the term which the media dubbed 

Colleen Stan) that during one phase of her captivity Colleen 

"voluntarily" relinquished her meager salary as a hotel 

cleaning woman to her captor/abuser. While some people were 

willing to accept that such an average looking young man 

might in fact be capable of atrocity, the vast majority could 

not comprehend how Colleen survived or why on earth she gave 

Cameron her paychecks during the months she was released from 

the box. Doris Miron, Colleen's employer during that time 

period, seemed to express what many were wondering. "You'd 

think that if something like that happened to someone they 

would have stuttered a lot or would have been malnourished, 

but . . . She [Colleen] always had rosy cheeks" (Victim 45). 
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Not all of the observers agreed about Colleen having the 

appearance of good health. Many in the court room were 

struck by the stark contrast between Colleen's pallor and 

dull, thinning hair with that of her sister. And the most 

dramatic proof that during her captivity Colleen was far, far 

from healthy came when the prosecutor logged in as exhibits 

two "large photographs of Colleen Stan, nude and hanging by 

the wrists, with the slave collar around her neck" (247). 

During a break a number of reporters hurried over to get 

photographs but "Colleen looked so malnourished and pathetic, 

even the old hands were shocked and appalled, and no one 

thought this appropriate for the nightly news or a family 

newspaper" (Victim 247) . 

Ironically, there were many things about the Hookers, 

things that created the external appearance of normality, 

things which prior to Hooker's arrest and trial presented no 

challenge to the observers' beliefs. Some of the givens 

included just ordinary data concerning the physical 

appearance of the couple and their occupations. Janice and 

Cameron both had brown hair. Both were described as being 

"average." At age twenty-four, Cameron was working and 

supporting his wife and baby while the couple was renting a 

home on Oak Street. An elderly couple, Mr. and Mrs. Leddy 

rented the property to the Hookers. Mrs. Leddy remembered 
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Janice as being very nice. "She [Janice] sewed, crocheted, 

and used to come over and sit under the arbor to visit" 

(Victim 5). 

In terms of Janice's early background with her family of 

origin, we would probably use contemporary jargon describing 

a highly dysfunctional family, economically speaking a blue 

collar family, one with four children, Jan being the 

youngest. There was a significant lack of bonding between 

Jan and her parents, but she did have a particularly 

ambivalent relationship with her older sister, Lisa: 

alternately jealous but dependent. Jan soon became both 

insecure and submissive (19). In this family where affection 

and attention were discounted Jan reached adolescence; at 

fifteen Janice was a shy young woman who wore glasses but was 

already developing a nice figure. And with the benefit of 

hindsight it is easy to see the role Jan's poor self-esteem 

played in her reactions to Hooker's courtship: Jan was barely 

fifteen and Cameron already nineteen. By the time Jan was 

nineteen she had already given birth to their first child. 

It seems inevitable that Jan would have quickly become 

infatuated and deeply flattered by the attention she received 

from this tall and seemingly polite young man. 

One premonitory incident took place a few months after 

Jan and Cameron started dating, an incident which poses a 

definite challenge to the fixed beliefs of many observers. 

It is necessary to make an effort to put ourselves in 
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Janice's shoes, while trying to comprehend her passive 

compliance. One day Cameron told Jan that he wanted to "hang 

her up, suspend her by the wrists from a tree without her 

clothes on" (Victim 19). Cameron told Jan that there were 

lots of people who did the same thing and that his other 

girlfriends had let him hang them in this manner. Years 

later Jan said that she had agreed simply because she did 

not want to lose Cameron. The tremendous desire to be loved 

and to be noticed is something that may not always seem to be 

as important for some, as it is for others. Some of us may 

readily remember and acknowledge instances in our lives 

wherein we were motivated by this desire, this need for 

affection and acceptance, at the same time realizing that 

Janice's boundaries were far more flexible than perhaps ours 

had ever been. While we may remember telling white lies in 

order to keep a boyfriend or girlfriend interested or 

indulging in premarital intercourse for similar reasons, or 

risking parental wrath or juvenile detention in the name of 

love, most of us probably would not consider something as 

painful and unorthodox as being hung from a tree as normal, 

adolescent behavior. Although Janice was clearly passive, 

she was not masochistic; every episode of being bound with 

Cameron's homemade leather cuffs, was painful and 

frightening and in no way pleasurable for her. We must un

derstand though, that Jan's beliefs about male/female re

lationships were highly mutable for several reasons. 
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First, mutable beliefs form the essence of any adoles

cent's cognitive and emotional development. In Jan's case 

there was no previous experience with which to measure or 

judge or even question Cameron's insistence. Why would 

Janice have any solid reason to doubt Cameron's story that 

other couples also indulged in these practices? Most 

pitifully of all was the reality that Cameron's pleasure 

was so great following these episodes, he was "so affec

tionate . . . so happy" when he took her down from the 

tree that "it was easier for her to agree the next time" 

(Victim 20) . At the vulnerable age of fifteen, a time 

when we hope that most adolescent girls are still able to 

spend Saturday afternoons at the mall, giggling with their 

friends, Janice was in the midst of her first sexual 

relationship, a relationship which "involved a practice not 

many people know much about: bondage" (20) . In the 

following months of their courtship and later in the 

marriage, Jan's victimization became deeply entrenched as 

fixed beliefs. Hanging was just one of Cameron's pleasures: 

he also staked her out on the ground, used whips on her, and 

took photographs. With no other frame of reference, these 

cruelties became fixed in Jan's mind as "norms." Ironically, 

Cameron denied during the trial that he had ever hung Janice 

during her pregnancies, yet the prosecution submitted photos 

of the visibly pregnant Janice being hung in Cameron's 

"usual" style (Victim 245; 319). 
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Cameron's family and work background, for the most part, 

seem even more ordinary, more typically American, than Jan's 

Lorena and Harold Hooker, Cameron's parents, were in many 

ways more shocked by the news of the allegations against 

their oldest son, than any of the other bystanders. Mr. 

Hooker remarked, "We thought we had the greatest son in the 

world. . . . He was a good, easy kid to raise, no trouble 

at all. He never ever let his temper get away with him" 

(Victim 48). When the news of Hooker's arrest first 

reached his peers at Diamond Land there was "almost uni

versal skepticism" (Victim 46). Few of his peers believed 

that Hooker had kidnapped Colleen, tortured her, locked her 

in closets and boxes, and they certainly did not believe 

the bland Cameron Hooker that they knew could have trans

mogrified a young hitchhiker into a sex slave. Instead, 

his coworkers described Hooker as "mild, quiet, and good-

humored" (46). The disbelief was so strong that "a rumour 

even began to spread that Jan and this other woman were 

in cahoots together—maybe they were lesbians—and they'd 

cooked up the whole story just to fix him [Hooker]" 

(Victim 47). One neighbor did recall that there was quite 

a lot of night activity at the Hooker household. "At night 

you could hear his electric saw going in his shed . . . . 

He was always busy doing something" (Victim 46). Although 

another neighbor clearly remembered seeing Hooker carrying 

"buckets of dirt out of the shed and then dumping on a 
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mound, over and over again" there really was no reason to 

assume that anything sinister was afoot (46). Had one of 

us lived nearby, I doubt we would have had any reason to 

suspect that Hooker's late night construction was a signif

icant part of his elaborate plans and preparations for the 

day when he would bring home his slave, that the hammering 

and sawing were producing a sensory deprivation headbox 

(among other paraphernalia) and a rack on which at least 

two women would be tortured. As one neighbor remarked to 

a reporter: "I knew the girl and I knew Cameron, and they 

were so normal. If you'd line up ten men you knew in a 

row for something like this [sex crimes] Cameron would be 

the last one you'd pick" (Victim 45) . Following the 

trial, however, Cameron was given several labels. For in

stance. Judge Knight called Cameron Hooker a psychopath. 

The psychological and psychiatric community have been 

debating the usefulness or accuracy of terms such as 

psychopath and sociopath for more than seventy-five years. 

According to William M. McCord, J. C. Pritchard, English 

founder of one of the early precursors to "the environmen

talist school of thought," labeled his psychopathic 

patients (as early as 1835) as being "morally insane" (70). 

In McCord's longitudinal study, psychopaths are categorized 

ranging from "the criminal psychopath" to the "normal 
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psychopath." Regardless of the label or category, the 

psychopath's predominant feature is a complete lack of 

remorse. McCord explains: 

The psychopath simply does not care, one way or 
another, about the communality of human beings 
known as society. . . . The more intelligent 
psychopath often recognizes social reality and 
takes it into account in making his calculations. 
He may strive to manipulate others, to avoid 
pain, and to maximize his own pleasure. 
(Milieu 22) 

In a sense what the experts often say in clinical terms is 

that "appearances are deceiving" and what I am saying is 

that even neighbors, supposedly close friends, and family 

members are not exempt from being fooled. In The Abnormal 

Person and His World, Paul J. Stern explains that "No one 

wears the mask of normality in so convincing a fashion" 

(137). The psychopath can commit the most outrageous 

acts "with the mien of entire righteousness, with all the 

indication of a conscience so clear that other men might 

envy him for it" (Stern 137). There seems no reason to 

doubt that Hooker was outwardly a compliant son and worker, 

but his actions and reactions within his marriage and his 

treatment of his wife and other victim reveal extreme forms 

of manipulation, features of psychopathic persons, and the 

inevitably horrific demands. 

Thus, Cameron demanded and Jan complied. It is no 

wonder that Jan was the docile, compliant wife given the 

norms of her life as Mrs. Cameron Hooker. Jan Hooker 
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suffered terrible abuse at her husband's hands. By most 

clinical definitions, regardless of the not so typical 

context of her husband's fetish with bondage, Jan was a 

battered wife and in this case, the abusive spouse had all 

the characteristics of a psychopathic (or as some clini

cians prefer, antisocial) personality. "Previously the 

antisocial personality has been called the psychopathic 

personality, the sociopathic personality, and . . . other 

terms" (Price 382) . Richard H. Price and Steven Jay Lynn, 

conclude that the antisocial personality is one who is 

unable to have or sustain deep feelings for family or 

friends and "is preoccupied with making sure that his or 

her own immediate needs are met, and demonstrates little 

concern for the feelings of others. Relationships with 

others are tolerated so long as they continue to satisfy 

the person's needs" (Abnormal Psychology 383). 

Lenore Walker, generally considered to be the country's 

leading expert in the field, has found that battering 

relationships include both physical and psychological abuse, 

and furthermore that the psychological abuse is frequently 

more harmful than the physical assaults (Battered xiv). 

Walker explains that in most discussions of physical abuse, 

some type of severity scale will be utilized to measure or 

rate black eyes, broken bones, injuries causing bleeding; 

but "to measure psychological abuse the severity must be 

estimated with both the frequency with which it occurs and 
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the subjective impact it has upon the woman" (xv). Walker 

has adopted the following criteria for defining a woman's 

experience as battering: 

A battered woman is a woman who is repeatedly sub
jected to any forceful physical or psychological 
behavior by a man in order to coerce her to do 
something he wants her to do without any concern 
for her rights. Battered women include wives or 
women in any form of intimate relationships with 
men. Furthermore in order to be classified as a 
battered woman, the couple must go through the 
battering cycle at least twice. Any woman may 
find herself in an abusive relationship with a 
man once. If it occurs a second time, and she 
remains in the situation, she is defined as a 
battered woman. (xv) 

Donna Moore, editor of Battered Women, maintains that all 

abuse against women can be placed in one of two categories; 

the physical and the psychological (8). Moore defines 

physical abuse as "deliberate, severe, and repeated physical 

injury" (8). Moore has chosen to "use the terms abused, 

battered, and beaten interchangeably to indicate either 

severe physical or psychological damage" (8). By either 

criteria Jan Hooker was physically and psychologically 

abused. 

In some ways, Jan's life as Mrs. Cameron Hooker was 

quite typical of the kind of battering relationships 

described by Lenore Walker. While it is most unlikely that 

many abusive spouses build headboxes, fashion their own 

leather cuffs, and assemble a collection of whips including 

at least five varieties, as Cameron Hooker did, Cameron's 

repeated use of pain and injury in this skewed relationship 
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where the aggressor imposed a reign of terror is quite 

typical of battering situations. Jan endured being choked 

until she passed out, being whipped frequently, and in the 

middle of an argument, having her life threatened; Cameron 

pushed a knife against his wife's throat, then asked her 

whether or not she wanted to die (Victim 22). Like nearly 

all of the battered wives described by Walker, Moore, and 

Martin, Jan had no reason to doubt Cameron's power to 

punish her, nor his ability to carry out his threats. 

While there may well be more to Jan's story of domestic 

violence other than the areas covered in Perfect Victim. 

the majority of the abusive episodes described in the 

Norton/McGuire account took place within the context of 

Hooker's perverse fascination with bondage, torture, and 

domination. While there are many, many documented episodes 

that other victims of spouse abuse have described, battering 

episodes in which the outcome in terms of physical injury 

and psychological terror seem quite comparable to Jan's ex

perience with suffering, the contexts of the other examples 

usually involved mundane or superficial contexts: the wife 

refusing to have sex, or overcooking the dinner, or coming 

in late from work. Regardless of the context, the outcome 

for battered women is one of terror and humiliation, of pain 

and suffering, and of abuse and psychological torment; Mrs. 

Cameron Hooker was personally familiar with these cruelties. 

Jan described an episode in her marriage when Cameron showed 
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her a picture from one of his pornographic magazines. The 

scene depicted a crucifixion; Cameron explained to Jan that 

if he ever had to kill her this was to be the manner of her 

death. 

In spite of the extreme abuse that Jan endured as 

Hooker's wife, observers cannot help being both angry and 

perplexed at Jan's complicity in the kidnapping of Colleen 

Stan, Jan's part as silent co-conspirator for seven years. 

It is one thing to recognize how learned helplessness^ 

perpetuates and impels one's own victimization, but another 

thing when one's fearful passivity, through silence and 

omission, allows such intense suffering to be inflicted on 

virtually a random victim such as Colleen Stan. Initially, 

Jan seems to have gone along with Cameron's desire to kid

nap and enslave a woman in order to mitigate the sadistic 

punishments that Cameron was regularly meting out. For the 

first two years of their marriage Jan desperately tried to 

please her husband: in what we would term normal ways, such 

as fulfilling the role of a good homemaker, and in what we 

would term abnormal ways—enduring such extreme physical 

abuse. Yet, gradually Jan began setting some boundaries, 

establishing that to which she would submit, and that to 

which she refused. One such incident over which Janice 

finally balked had to do with a gas mask. One day "Cameron 

produced an Army surplus gas mask, its eyes and air-holes 

taped over. . . . Cameron had to gag her [Janice] to keep 
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her from screaming when he fitted it over her head" (Victim 

22). Later, when Hooker "began discussing a fantasy that 

he'd had for a long time . . . to bring a third person into 

the home, another woman who would submit to his sado

masochistic experiments, â girl who couldn't say no'" 

Janice agreed (Victim 22). She did not agree without 

imposing conditions: there would be no sexual intercourse 

between Cameron and his new victim, and Cameron would agree 

to father a baby with Jan. And so Jan's first baby, a girl, 

was born in the fall of 1976. As Jan prepared for her life 

as a new mother, her husband was involved in activities so 

sinister that, were they not proven as fact, few readers or 

"observers" would ever believe them possible. 

Cameron spent months preparing for his new arrival, his 

very own slave. In spite of his elaborate preparations, 

even going so far as to keep equipment in the car, and 

stalking a "few women, snapping photos with his tele-

photo lens," Cameron had yet to find his perfect victim 

(Victim 23). We can immediately note in these details at 

least some superficial similarities between Clegg and 

Hooker. An insignificant male worker dreams of kidnapping 

a woman. Clegg clearly had "nasty" thoughts which included 

slapping the victim and forcing her into submission; but 

Cameron's fantasies were far, far more sinister. Clegg 

claimed that his preparations were just fantasy, a fiction 

he maintained until he actually "collected" Miranda. 
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Clegg's stalking amounted to little more than a bit of 

long-distance voyeurism: taking snapshots of couples 

making out in parks or catching a few glimpses of his 

"beloved" Miranda. Not only were Hooker's preparations more 

fastidious, he made no pretense about them. Most of Clegg's 

early preparations involved securing his captive from any 

outside intrusion or detection and making her comfortable. 

Hooker's preparations and use of pornography, especially, 

were more than a "compulsion" or "outlet," they were 

addictions. Hooker's meticulous preparations, meanwhile, 

included nothing for the comfort of his captive and barely 

enough for her survival. 

By the time the young Hooker couple moved into their new 

home at 1140 Oak Street in Red Bluffs, Hooker was pilfering 

lumber and constructing two projects. The first was a 

platform with eye-hooks at each corner so that Cameron could 

easily attach the leather cuffs; he dubbed this project the 

rack. The next project was the head box, "an ingenious 

contraption . . . surprisingly heavy, with . . big metal 

hinges and . . . dual walls" (Victim 23). Hooker even 

insisted that his wife test the head box so he could de

termine whether the neck hole was large enough and whether 

it would close properly without suffocating the victim. 

During the seven years that Hooker held his prisoner, he 

built a number of other devices. The most infamous was the 

box that slid under his water bed, a coffin which for three 
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years was Colleen's perpetual crypt. During the trial, one 

of the jurors actually climbed into this coffin, and three 

others put on the head box (Victim 360). Later the 

prosecutor arranged for a woman approximately Colleen's size 

to come into the court; the headbox was snapped around her 

head in the jury's presence; there was an audible gasp; the 

weight of the contraption caused her to stagger visibly 

(Victim 259). 

Colleen Stan's first experience with the headbox took 

place on May 19, 1977, the day that Cameron and Jan picked 

her up while she was hitchhiking. Colleen thought that 

accepting a ride from a young couple travelling in a blue 

Dodge Colt would be safe. Colleen had no reason to be 

alarmed about the odd wooden box resting beside her in the 

back seat, until Cameron stopped the car, climbed in back, 

placed a knife at her throat then ordered her to raise her 

hands. In a few brief moments. Colleen was blindfolded, 

handcuffed, and then "a strange leather strap encircling her 

head, tightened at her cheek until the strap beneath her 

chin made it impossible for her to open her jaw" (Victim 8). 

Next, Hooker bound Colleen's ankles with rope then forced 

the head box on her. The head box, made of plywood and 

about the size of a hatbox, actually weighed nearly twenty 

pounds (Victim 8). With its deep insulation between the 

double walls and carpeted interior, the device created an 

extreme form of sensory deprivation. "It shut out all light 
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It muffled all sound. It pinched her [Colleen's] neck, 

trapping her thick hair tightly against her nape, the 

stranglehold heightening her terror. The . . . interior 

pressed against her face . . . and her breathing turned to 

gasps" (9). When Cameron finally started the car. Colleen 

felt the weight of the infant being placed on top of her 

prone form. When darkness finally fell the couple drove 

home, taking their prey with them. 

The terror that Colleen felt may well have been 

magnified at least three times over that of the chloroformed 

Miranda. Colleen was not taken to a crypt furnished with 

clothes, music, and tea. When Colleen's captor removed the 

headbox and the ropes on her ankles she was led into the 

basement of the family home. Still blindfolded. Colleen was 

forced to stand on a green and white ice chest while her 

arms were handcuffed across a pipe in the ceiling and her 

clothes were stripped from her. As the support was knocked 

from under her. Colleen's "world fell away, and there was a 

hot strain on her wrists, a wrenching of her shoulders" 

(Victim 10). But when Colleen thrashed her legs there 

was a flash of pain across her back and abdomen and a 

cracking sound in the air. Only when "Colleen went limp, 

sobbing silently into her blindfold," did the whipping stop; 

"Hot, red welts rose on her back and stomach, like screams 

caught in her skin" (Victim 11). 
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In the following minutes. Colleen fought panic. She 

focused on her breathing in an effort to remain perfectly 

still fearing that any movement would bring more pain. 

Telling herself that this had to be a nightmare. Colleen 

caught a glimpse of something under the bottom of the 

blindfold that forced her to accept this was no nightmare: 

an open magazine with a picture of a nude woman hanging in a 

position similar to hers. For some reason this glimpse 

magnified her fear, forcing her vulnerability home. No one 

would know she was missing; by the time her friends noti

fied her family she might very well be dead. Then Colleen 

felt something being placed under her feet for support. 

Moments later she heard the man's footsteps coming down the 

stairs, then she caught a glimpse of both the man and the 

woman "copulating almost at her feet, like hedonistic wor

shipers before some strange erotic icon" (12). 

There are a few basic similarities between Colleen Stan 

and Miranda. Both females had long hair and were in their 

early twenties at the time of their kidnapping. Both had 

parents who were still living, as well as female siblings. 

Although Miranda's parents were not divorced, there was 

clearly a rift in the marriage; Colleen's parents were 

divorced. While Miranda dreamed of being a professional 

artist. Colleen was moderately artistic. Both young women 

could be described as pensive and poetic. Although Miranda 

had never been married, at sixteen Colleen had been married. 
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Both women had families who were deeply concerned about their 

welfare and their whereabouts. Both women were victims of 

male obssession. In their first hours of captivity, both 

women worried about their families, tried to deny the horror 

that was taking place so inexplicably, and both lovingly 

fantasized about the outside world and their friends. 

Colleen's first meal with her captor, and then her first bath 

were, however, radically different from Miranda's. 

During Colleen's first night she was sometimes startled 

to feel hands touching her, possibly checking to see if she 

was still breathing. Following the first hanging and 

whipping episode, the captor had taken Colleen down, secured 

her ankles, then placed the headbox over her face, and 

fastened her into another box. While Miranda's first night 

passed without any physical molestation. Colleen's arms were 

"chained above her head . . . a constrictor cinched around 

her ribs, a blindfold around her eyes, and a sensory-

deprivation box locked around her head" (Victim 15). 

Colleen's collector "left her boxed and bound and believing 

she was going to die" (15). In less time than it takes to 

cook a three course meal. Colleen had become not only a 

slave, not only a victim, but an object. Although she was 

"terrorized and in pain," Colleen was "still unable to accept 

the truth of her situation. She cried bitterly into the head 

box, her breathing now a tortured panting . . . she would 

yell, not knowing even if she could be heard" (Victim 14). 
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Like Miranda, Colleen wanted to survive and so she resolved 

that "She wasn't going to die without a struggle"(14). 

Colleen held tightly to her fixed belief that she would live, 

Unfortunately for Colleen, Hooker was far more determined to 

humiliate and to master his slave than Clegg had ever been. 

The next morning Cameron took Colleen out of the larger 

box and chained her to his rack, leaving the head box 

securely fastened. Colleen's first entire day in captivity 

passed in this condition. That evening Cameron removed the 

headbox and let Colleen sit up to eat some potatoes, drink a 

glass of water, and use a bedpan. She remained blindfolded 

and nude. After Cameron indulged himself by hanging his 

victim for awhile, he once more placed her on the rack with 

the headbox fastened. Twenty-four hours later Colleen was 

served her second meal. When her nausea prohibited Colleen 

from eating the egg salad sandwiches. Hooker became enraged 

at her ingratitude and decided to teach her a lesson: 

Colleen was whipped until she lost consciousness. Time 

elapsed; Hooker shoved the sandwiches toward his victim 

saying, "Now do you want to finish this?" (Victim 25) . 

Colleen choked them down. Thus, Colleen was initiated into 

her new existence: "one meal a day, extreme isolation, 

torturous restraints, and unexpected brutality" (25). 

Colleen still fixedly believed that she would find a way to 
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survive this nightmare; but any fixed beliefs she may have 

had about rapists or kidnappers were surely being severely 

tested. 

Few captives have ever been as completely and truly 

helpless as Colleen Stan became within a mere forty-eight 

hours. Few of us, I believe, can even imagine what those 

hours were like. We can try to think, though, about much 

simpler things—things that we eat, drink, enjoy, decide, or 

perform in any given period of forty-eight hours, and myriads 

of pleasurable minutiae. If we are stuck in traffic in July 

and need some iced tea or a margarita, we simply find a 

place to stop. If we have been sitting in a restaurant 

enjoying lobster or just a club sandwich and have polished 

off too many beverages, we simply find the proper facilities 

and without waiting for permission or waiting to be unbound, 

without giving a thought to the private dignity that is a 

routine part of our lives, we take care of our basic needs. 

And although hundreds of homeless people, today, now know on 

a very personal level the immense gratification that a warm 

coat in winter can bring, even they are not usually reduced 

to a position wherein they are not even allowed to cover 

their nakedness. The closest comparison I can think of to 

the vicious indignities Hooker imposed on Colleen is found 

in an essay by Hana Wehle. In "Janushinka" Wehle describes 
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the degradation that communal bathrooms and forced nudity 

caused the prisoners of the death camps during the 

holocaust. 

So, try to imagine all the control, all the comfort and 

dignity that goes with being a human being, irrevocably 

stripped away. Although for Miranda, many of her beliefs 

were defensive illusions, she did exercise some significant 

control over minutiae. But Miranda could do little about the 

excruciating passage of slow, empty time. For Colleen "Time 

was no longer defined by the hands of a clock, but by the 

hands that turned the keys and unclasped the locks" (Victim 

25) . For this young woman suddenly, inexplicably, "teetered 

between dread and hope, yearning for those hands to release 

her bonds, yet fearing the pain those same hands could bring" 

(25) . During her first month in captivity Colleen also 

learned to gauge time by the heat which became more intense 

as the day wore on. There was a certain coolness in the 

morning and at sundown. But Colleen could not gauge the 

movement of day into night in the way many people do, by 

morning and evening rituals of brushing teeth and bathing. 

Colleen was not allowed to bathe or brush her teeth for 

more than two months and her first bathing experience was 

terrifying. Her hands tied behind her back, her legs 

fastened to a broomstick, and her blindfold secured with duct 

tape, Colleen was taken upstairs into the bathroom where 

Cameron repeatedly forced her head under the water more than 
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twenty times, pulling her head up by her hair (35). Although 

Clegg had a bizarre reverence for Miranda's hair. Colleen's 

hair, now pungently matted, meant absolutely nothing to 

Hooker. After the bath Cameron sought Jan's assistance with 

the victim's hair. When conditioner failed to smooth out 

the knotted mess, Jan finally cut off about five inches of 

Colleen's once lustrous mane. The most important lesson 

that the bath taught Colleen was not about hygiene. "If the 

ordeal had left her cleaner, it had also underscored the 

terrifying control her captor had over her. He was all 

powerful. She existed completely at his whim. And now he 

had given her life: [sic] He hadn't killed her" (Victim 35). 

This cruel incident reveals an interesting comparison 

between Clegg's and Cameron's pornographic, photographic 

tendencies in addition to their need to dominate. To 

Ferdinand Clegg the pictures of the bound and gagged Miranda 

provided an "interesting motif." Cameron's "hobby" was far 

more advanced: he took hundreds of slides of both Jan and 

Colleen, developing them in his own make-shift dark room. 

The vast majority of the photos involved helpless, tormented 

victims in bondage. Colleen's ordeal in the bathtub 

presented Hooker with another chance to photograph his victim 

and so in the midst of dunking Colleen, Cameron took 

pictures. As Carla Norton remarks, "Submerged and helpless. 

Colleen must have seemed an interesting subject" to him 

(Victim 34). 

113 



As the summer of 1977 dragged on. Colleen was subjected 

to a horde of sadistic rituals. During this time Colleen 

would try desperately to figure out something, some clue or 

insight into her tormentor. Although Miranda was able to 

discern a great deal about her Caliban, Colleen gained 

nothing but the knowledge of her captor's first name, and 

grave familiarity with sadism. Hooker continued the hanging 

rituals adding new elements: he would hold a heat lamp to 

Colleen's flesh and watch her burn; he would place live 

electrical wires on her skin; he would hang her upside down 

in as many ways as he could fathom; he strangled her and he 

forced her to fellate him; but he did not have intercourse 

with his captive just yet (Victim 37) . Cameron was busy 

with his plans to create a sex slave. 

Approximately eight months after the initial kidnapping, 

Cameron Hooker's obssession with pornography and with the 

sense of power that he had gained by holding his captive, 

impelled him forward in his bizarre schemes thrusting Colleen 

deeper and deeper into victimization. Hooker relied on a 

number of sources (almost exclusively pornographic materials) 

in perfecting the conditions which would fully form his 

slave. During Hooker's incarceration, pending his trial, 

police investigators confiscated the pornography that Hooker 

had not destroyed. The judge allowed Prosecutor McGuire to 

draw parallels between Cameron's systematic techniques and an 

article by Dr. Timothy Leary published in the June 1976 
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edition of OUI magazine, an article entitled, "Brainwashing: 

How to Fold, Spindle, and Mutilate the Human Mind in Five 

Easy Steps" (Victim 295). Dr. Leary later protested that the 

purpose of his article, which had been published after much 

debate in the Patty Hearst case, was to show the public how 

vulnerable all human beings are to conditioning (Victim 295). 

The fact that the five simple steps were each illustrated 

with explicit drawings, enabling the reader to understand the 

methods without ever reading the article, seems highly 

suspect to me, but I must admit that in all likelihood Dr. 

Leary had no control over the illustrations that accompanied 

his article (295). 

In addition to evidence that Hooker sought and absorbed 

information on systematic deprivation, bondage, torture, and 

conditioning, further evidence showed that he carried out 

trial runs in order to perfect his methods. He made Jan try 

on the headbox, and he tested a number of his bondage 

"routines" on her, and there was Jan's testimony to the 

police that Cameron had earlier killed a woman when his 

tortures went awry."̂  There were also numerous photographs 

of Jan and Colleen to support these contentions. Hooker took 

his homework very seriously. 

Cameron had a vast collection of pornography ranging 

from magazines often referred to as "soft porn" such as 

Playboy to the more heinous forms of pornography. Cameron 

was so captivated by his collection that he sometimes took 
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photographs of the magazine photos. Hooker also regularly 

purchased an underground publication called Inside News. 

This particular newspaper, like many of the others Cameron 

read, provided him with much more than lascivious 

entertainment. The 1978 (January first) edition became 

Hooker's inspiration and Colleen's most stupefying ordeal 

(Victim 74). On page six of this edition Hooker read these 

headlines: "They Sell Themselves Body and Soul When They 

Sign The Slavery Contract" (74) . Thus was born one of the 

filthiest deceptions ever inflicted on a human being. As 

Norton/McGuire explained: 

No one can accurately say what those long months 
had done to her mental state. The human psyche 
is a malleable thing—it bends. And it can break. 
A few hours of simple isolation and sensory 
deprivation would be an ordeal; a day or two would 
be cruel; months is macabre, brutal beyond 
imagining. But more than an extreme solitary 
confinement, more than a living death in a box 
the size of a coffin. Colleen had suffered a 
netherworld of terror and pain. She had been 
subjected to recurrent whippings and hangings, 
as well as incidents of strangulation, dunking, 
burning, electrocution, and sexual molestation. 
Now, after months of continual humiliation and 
abuse, whatever tenuous grasp on reality Colleen 
had left was about to be replaced by an elaborate 
and terrifying fiction. (Victim 74) 

Having poured over the article absorbing every detail 

of the "hot trade in female flesh," Cameron began numerous 

trial and error efforts to duplicate the "sample of the 

slavery contract" (Victim 75). When attempts to photocopy 

the contract did not prove effective, Cameron "rented a 

typewriter and had Janice type the slavery contract" (Victim 
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75) . In perfecting his masterpiece. Hooker reproduced the 

calligraphy by hand, inserted the alias Michael Powers in the 

space for master (using Janet Powers for the witness) and 

attached a seal to the document (75). The next important 

step was to have his slave sign the contract. 

On January 25, 1978 when Cameron Hooker opened the door 

to the basement workshop it had not only been two hundred 

fifty-one days since Colleen had read even a paragraph, but 

since she had read even a single line of any printed 

material. Suddenly she was seeing her captor's face for the 

very first time and being told to read a news article. The 

article described a dark, growing trend in the U.S. wherein 

"the S/M rage" had created such a demand that mere 

prostitution no longer sufficed and thus "An underground 

brotherhood of slave traders, as large and well-oiled as the 

Mafia" now flourished (Victim 76). While Colleen, filled 

with disbelief and mounting horror, was struggling to grasp 

this unbelievable information, she was also staring at a 

picture of a woman being tortured, tortured in very similar 

ways to her own experience. Before Colleen had time to fully 

comprehend the extent of this information, Cameron was 

cleverly adding touches of verisimilitude. Cameron began 

describing the organization called the Company, and adding 

elaborate and terrifying details about the intricate network 

and the dire consecjuences to slaves who attempt escape. Jan 

was standing next to her husband, wearing a bandage on her 
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knee (as a result of recent surgery) when Cameron thrust the 

contract toward Colleen. The lengthy document with its 

archaic syntax basically stated that the slave would give 

herself, body, soul, property, income, "ego and id" to her 

Master for all time and that said slave would agree to a list 

of demands and requirements and further that the slave would 

einbrace any physical, corporal "retraining" that might be 

necessary if she failed to perform her duties satisfactorily 

(Victim 77). Some of the requirements included kneeling 

in the presence of her masters, not wearing undergarments or 

clothes except with express permission, never crossing her 

legs in her master's presence, and preserving "her female 

body parts for the exclusive use of Him and His assigns" 

Victim 77-78). Colleen recalls trembling severely and 

thinking to herself that the whole sinister plot must be 

"the work of the devil" (78). In spite of the extreme de

terioration and disintegration of her psyche Colleen was 

bold enough to ask Cameron what would happen if she refused 

to sign the paper. Hooker told her that if she did not sign, 

he would just sign for her and then he would make her regret 

her lack of cooperation. In spite of what Colleen had en

dured, she was not beyond one act of courageous defiance. 

"He might hold her hostage in his basement, he might force 

her to sign the contract, and he might even have control of 

her body" but Colleen told Hooker, "you can never have my 

soul" (Victim 79). 
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In the days, months, and years to follow Hooker 

continued to reinforce this vicious lie. He told Colleen 

that Jan had been a runaway slave when he met her. Hooker 

described in graphic detail the punishment Jan survived when 

she was caught by a policeman who was actually a member of 

the Company. According to Hooker Jan had been nailed by her 

hands and hung on a beam and then later had her legs and hips 

twisted and broken. He told Colleen (now called by her slave 

name "K") that he had rescued Jan and paid for surgery to 

remove the scars from her hands, but of course what Colleen 

was remembering was the sight of Jan's bandaged knee. On and 

on went the details, details that sound all too melodramatic 

and outrageous to us, but that seemed to be verified by 

Colleen's very predicament. As Norton-McGuire describe 

the moment. Colleen "must have felt dazed by the awful 

illumination of it" (Victim 80) . And so, this truly 

innocent young woman, whose psyche had been so brutally 

starved and manipulated by one man, was forced to confront 

petrifying "truth": 

. . . . the man who had total control over her 
life, whose power bordered on omnipotence, was 
finally explaining how the whole puzzle fit 
together. . . . All the horrors clicked into 
place—how such a terrible fate could befall her, 
how this evil man could possibly get away with what 
he was doing. There was an entire underground 
organization, almost a cult of men who preyed on 
young women like herself. The Company. There was 
a frightening logic to it all, and at last she had 
a way of comprehending how she could be held 
hostage to this nightmare. (80-81) 
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As Colleen struggled to wrap her mind around the nightmare. 

Hooker was adding piece after piece of "evidence." He 

showed her a "receipt" from the Company indicating that "K" 

had been registered. He talked about the various members of 

the organization and their elaborate system for monitoring 

the slaves' whereabouts. He put a slave collar around 

Colleen's neck and subjected her to spontaneous "attention 

drills" to reinforce the brainwashing and his ultimate 

control over her. For months to come the sexual abuse, the 

torture, and the deprivations continued with new and more 

fantastic variations. 

Cameron was not Colleen's only captor. While those of 

us interested in the case may always be baffled about Jan's 

complicity and equally perturbed about the moral implica

tions of individual accountability, trying to balance on 

that thin line between culpability, complicity, and 

diminished capacity, there are certain facts to which Jan 

willingly testified. Under oath Jan admitted to having 

whipped Colleen at least twice because "Cameron told me [her] 

to" (Victim 253). Jan also admitted that her fear of 

Cameron and her fear of going to hell if she disobeyed her 

husband prompted her to follow Cameron's orders including 

homosexual acts with Colleen (250). One of the most 

disgusting twists in this sordid conspiracy was Cameron's 

ability to use Biblical stories and out-of-context quotes 

to further strengthen his hold over Jan and Colleen. 
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As Jan became more and more uncomfortable and disconcerted 

by Colleen's presence, Cameron began persuasive dicourses 

about the Old Testament story of Abraham, Sarah, and Hagar 

(Victim 195). For a number of months it seemed as if 

these victims were going to accept their patriarch's scrip

tural perversions, but in a wonderfully poetic twist of 

fate. Biblical principles and a stricken conscience would 

eventually prompt Jan to free Colleen and to speak the truth. 

Jan's scruples, however, did not prevail before Colleen had 

been subjected to years of unspeakable sadism. 

Colleen spent more than one thousand days locked inside 

a box. From March 1981 to December 1983 she spent twenty-

three hours of each day inside that box, and when she was 

not in the box or the so-called "workshop" Colleen spent 

her nights chained to a toilet (Victim 268; 249). As a 

hostage Colleen not only suffered from deprivation and iso

lation, but endured extreme forms of torture including 

sexual abuse. A victim of kidnapping, a tormented hostage. 

Colleen soon had one and only one priority: survival. 

Because Colleen did survive such an ordeal, observers ex

pected her to exhibit a certain amount of "backbone," a 

feisty demeanor; afterall, anyone who could survive the 

ordeal with Hooker must have really had "true grit." Yet 

in most of Colleen's interviews with McGuire and even 

during her testimony Colleen was so detached, so emotion

less, that it was eerie. When Colleen spoke of being 
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raped, of being whipped, of being burned she sounded as if 

she were merely reporting a minor traffic incident. McGuire 

was well aware of the difficulty the jury would face in 

hearing Colleen's testimony. Most jurors would not only 

expect, but would need to hear anguished sobs from the 

suffering victim, in order to see Colleen as a victim rather 

than a participant. While McGuire prepared for trial she 

began looking for legal precedents: she could only find one 

involving "brainwashing" and that infamous case had been lost 

and Patty Hearst sent to jail. Yet as McGuire became 

immersed in the research she found the answer to the problem 

of Colleen's detachment: a symptom called "zero affect." And 

once McGuire found herself in the midst of data on the 

Stockholm Syndrome she had all the answers she needed about 

Colleen's apparent lack of visible anger at the Hookers and 

many other baffling elements about Colleen's behavior. 

Colleen's ability to survive and her reactions to her 

victimization and to her captors can best be understood 

through the model of the Stockholm Syndrome, a model which 

was "developed to account for the paradoxical psychological 

responses of hostages to their captors" (Graham 218) and the 

model upon which McGuire based much of her prosecution. 

Colleen's efforts to survive were ironically not only 

typical of female hostages, but equally typical of battered 

women. In "Survivors of Terror: Battered Women, Hostages, 

and the Stockholm Syndrome" Dee Graham explains: "Both 
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battered women and hostages actively develop strategies for 

staying alive. These include denial; attentiveness to the 

victimizer's wants; fondness for the victimizer, accompanied 

by fear; fear of interference by authorities; and adoption 

of the victimizer's perspective." And so in this strange, 

almost incomprehensible household, there were two victims and 

two victimizers. Jan was clearly abused and controlled by 

Cameron. Colleen was obviously Cameron's hostage, but in 

some ways she was also Jan's victim. Cameron was in no way 

victimized. He was the perpetrator, the abusive spouse, and 

the threatening captor. 

According to authorities on hostage behavior, there are 

only four conditions needed for the Stockholm Syndrome to 

develop. In the Hooker-Stan case, all four conditions were 

met. Contrary to popular opinion, the Stockholm Syndrome 

usually emerges after just three or four days of captivity, 

providing the other conditions are met (Graham 227). The 

first condition involves a victim whose captor threatens to 

kill him or her, and the victim's perception of the captor 

as having the power to carry out that threat. The second 

condition arises when the victim cannot escape and thus his 

or her life depends on the person making the threats. 

Third, the victim is isolated from others so that the 

threatening captor's perspective becomes the only perspective 

available to the hostage. Finally, the threatening captor 

appears to be showing some type of kindness. (Generally the 
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kindness is sporadically interspersed with cruelty [Graham 

219].) In addition to these common social conditions, "The 

threat or occurrence of rape, especially, causes female 

hostages to become 'numb' or 'mindless'" (Graham 219). 

Within a few short hours of her kidnapping. Colleen Stan 

found herself isolated and dependent upon a man who certainly 

seemed all powerful to her. From the moment the knife was 

placed at her throat in the back seat of the car, Cameron 

made clear his threats. Cameron also used "obedience tests" 

to reinforce his threats. In one episode, before ordering 

Colleen back into the box, he commanded her to kneel and 

while he held one end of a gun ordered her to place the 

barrel in her mouth. When Colleen complied he instructed her 

to pull the trigger. She did. This time the gun was not 

loaded (Victim 129). And after numerous episodes of torture 

at her captor's hands. Colleen had every reason to believe 

his threats that he would cut out her vocal chords should she 

scream (Victim 260). 

Within twenty-four hours of being kidnaped. Colleen was 

not only isolated in the extreme, but dependent on her captor 

for food, water, and the most basic human needs such as the 

chance to urinate or defecate. Equally important, con

sidering the severe levels of terror and deprivation 

Colleen experienced was her perception of acts of kindness 

from her perpetrator. Being allowed to sit up even while 

blindfolded, in order to eat potatoes or drink water, clearly 
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must have felt to Colleen like a kind release. Only Cameron 

had the power to dispense these privileges. Sporadically 

through the first three months of captivity, Cameron would 

indulge his captive in odd ways, sometimes bringing Colleen 

a second meal. To a hostage who had been subsisting on one 

meager evening meal, this generosity must have felt like an 

act of genuine kindness. During the infamous "year out" in 

1980 when Colleen (who by then had been given the "slave 

name of Kay Powers) was allowed to work in the garden, to 

breathe fresh air, to exert energy in cleaning house, and 

to have human contact baby-sitting the two Hooker girls, 

these simple freedoms must have tasted like manna from 

heaven. Of course the man granting these unprecedented 

luxuries was Cameron Hooker. And even more unpredictable, 

the captor's wife on a number of occasions showed actual 

kindness to the hostage. For although Cameron clearly 

reigned supreme, he was not always home. As 1984 began, Jan 

and Colleen embarked on a clandestine friendship which would 

change all of them forever. Within a few months. Colleen was 

not so much a hostage to the original nightmare as she was 

simply one of Hooker's two battered "wives" (creating an 

actual parallel to the Biblical story of Hagar and Sarah, 

with some key differences in Abraham's behavior and in 

Cameron's). At first Jan would get K out of the box two or 

three times a day to help with housework, to chat and eat 

cookies and to discuss the Bible (Victim 190). 
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The kinship that sprang up between them was 
evidently clandestine, a refuge in the midst of 
extreme circumstances, and their new camaraderie 
was nurtured by many things. . . . Both adored 
children, particularly Cathy and Dawn. Both were 
lonely, vulnerable, submissive women with terrible 
secrets and no friends with whom to share them. 
And they were both deeply afraid of provoking the 
anger of Cameron Hooker. (Victim 190) 

For several months the whole context of the marriage had 

been changing. While K was being given a respite from the 

bondage, Cameron was focusing his skills on Jan. "The 

incidents of hanging, bondage, and sado-masochism, which 

throughout their marriage had averaged about once or twice a 

month, started climbing . . . and by 1984 had jumped to about 

six times a month" (190). Hooker had maintained control over 

K with his threats about the Company, telling her that he was 

just following orders from them. But now when he began 

torturing Jan, Cameron claimed it was "out of concern for her 

soul" (190). There were other changes as well. Cameron and 

Jan began feeding K more in order to "fatten her up" so that 

Cameron could put his slave to work earning money. In May 

1984, exactly seven years after her abduction, Cameron told K 

that he was going to let her get a job, and when they saved 

enough money he would buy her a house trailer. Before long K 

was hired at the King's Lodge to do cleaning. But in early 

June Cameron made a very, very serious mistake. He gave K 

and Jan permission to attend church. From Hooker's point of 
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view "religion had served him well so far, and he saw no 

reason why it shouldn't continue to do so" (Victim 193). 

Cameron had no idea that his "wives" were beginning to 

ask themselves serious questions. K and Jan would read the 

Bible and then grapple with things that bothered them. At 

first they sought answers only from the Bible and from their 

private discussions. They wondered about the Gospels and 

the admonitions for wives and slaves to "submit." Divorce 

seemed to be clearly forbidden. Most baffling was Hooker's 

use of the account of Abraham, Sarah and Hagar as the 

rationale for his "keeping" two women. Ruled as they were 

by a tyrant who practiced things the Bible never mentioned, 

the women wondered whether Cameron's analogy casting Colleen 

as Hagar could be wrong. There were so many things in the 

Bible that seemed to contradict Hooker's "theology." But 

beneath the seemingly hopeful signs of breaking free of 

the bondage of their psychological prison, Jan and K were 

still unwittingly enthrall. With no real sense of hope, 

with their perceptions of Cameron as all powerful, with the 

years of conditioning which enforced and reinforced their 

passivity, the psychological and practical realities were 

stacked strongly against both Jan and Colleen. The chances 

of overcoming the many, many layers of victimization on 

their own were very, very slim. 
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For hostages there are four primary stages of victimi

zation: disbelief and denial; a combination of traumatic 

psychological infantilism with pathological transference; 

traumatic depression and/or PTSD (posttraumatic stress 

disorders) following the captive's release; and finally 

the resolution and integration of the trauma (Graham 

219-20). Dee Graham incorporates Dr. Symond's pioneering 

explanation of pathological transference with additional 

comments that are exceedingly pertinent to the situation 

Colleen faced, comments worth quoting at some length: 

Generally, victims of violence do not exhibit 
uncontrolled panic behavior but develop a condition 
Symonds refers to as "frozen fright," a hysterical, 
dissociative phenomenon characterized by numbness 
or paralysis of affect. In this state, motor and 
cognitive behaviors appear normal. All of the 
victim's energy is focused on survival. She or he 
concentrates on the terrorist or abuser. 
Superficial compliance is observed. The condition 
of traumatic psychological infantilism causes the 
victim to cling to the very person who is 
endangering her or his life. A victim comes to 
recognize that the terrorist or abuser has the 
power of life or death over her or him. That 
recognition, coupled with the awareness that the 
terrorist has let her or him live, produces a 
profound attitude change. She or he comes to see 
the terrorist as a "good guy," which requires 
denying the life-endangering aspect of the 
terrorist or abuser. . . . Symonds contends that 
captives are aware of the captor's predatory use 
of their suffering, and this awareness produces a 
"constipated rage." However, they suppress this 
rage while in captivity for survival reasons. 
Pathological transference may persist after the 
ordeal has ended. If so, the victim fears that 
any expression of negative behavior toward the 
former captor or abuser may result in terrible 
retribution. Though physically free . . . the 
victim is not psychologically free. (Graham 220) 
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Graham further explores the levels or differences in 

traumatic bonding, the "strong emotional ties that develop 

between two people in a relationship where one person in

termittently abuses and/or threatens the other" (220). Dee 

Graham includes a compelling explanation of the trauma bond 

in battering relationships, an explanation based on con

clusions by Walker, Dutton, and Painter (220). In a bat

tering relationship the female victim is caught in a power 

imbalance wherein she feels helpless; the husband, however, 

"develops unrealistically inflated self-esteem and is 

dependent on the subordinate to maintain the feelings of 

power" (Graham 220-21). Another very significant element of 

the bond is "intermittent violence alternating with warm, 

friendly, kind behavior" (Graham 221). In the case of 

battered women, "when there are no alternative relationships 

available, the victim will bond to the warmer, positive side 

of the abuser. The kind behaviors of the abuser temporarily 

terminate the aversive arousal state of the victim" (Graham 

221) . We can see this dynamic at work as early as the first 

bondage episode when Jan Hooker became focused on pleasing 

Hooker, letting this pleasure override her fear, pain, and 

disgust. It is almost like the old nursery rhyme, when he 

was good he was very very good and when he was bad he was 

horrid. Colleen's incarceration was far more severe than 

Jan's psychological prison, and the acts of kindness toward 

Colleen were far less frequently dispensed by Hooker. 
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However, the infrequency and the randomness of kindness, 

and especially the randomness and severity of cruelty were 

powerful factors in breaking Colleen's psyche. Although 

Colleen did struggle valiantly to maintain her sense of self 

and to figure out what prompted Hooker's behavior: 

She could make no sense of how he treated her; 
sometimes she was tortured as punishment, some
times it was apparently just entertainment. 
And sometimes he was unexpectedly kind to 
her. . . . Yet there seemed to be no connection 
between her behavior and these benevolent 
gestures. (Victim 37) 

Thus, we see all the stages of victimization in Colleen. 

There was no overt panic witnessed. During her year out of 

the box, neighbors repeatedly thought she appeared to be 

normal, if perhaps quiet. Certainly Colleen did not run 

screaming through the neighborhood begging to be rescued. 

In fact, like all hostages suffering from the Stockholm 

Syndrome (and many victims of long term battering rela

tionships) Colleen became increasingly unaffective: her 

demeanor eerily passive. It is important to remember that 

Colleen was not making a conscious choice, she was not 

choosing to develop zero affect. Instead, she was robbed of 

the human ability to emote, robbed by Hooker's systematic 

programming and the conditions of her captivity: a total of 

seven years during which Colleen spent more than two years 

in the coffin box fitted under the Hooker's bed (with one 

chance per day to sit up, eat, use the bedpan); several 

years incarcerated in the basement with the rack and 
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headbox, and at other times in a small triangular closet, 

or chained to the toilet in the bathroom during the night. 

During the periods when Cameron put Colleen to work at night, 

digging the foundation for a new shed, or during the day 

shelling walnuts in the closet, or even later working at the 

motel. Colleen's cognitive behaviors seemed normal, natural, 

undiminished. Inside the Hooker household, however, and in 

Cameron's presence. Colleen was becoming more and more pas

sive, complying with even the most outrageous, vicious, or 

arbitrary of Hooker's demands. This compliance initially 

manifested itself externally, only in the more pronounced 

symptoms of zero affect; in reality it signified much more 

than just the wearing down and deterioration of Colleen's 

emotional well-being; it signaled a profound change in 

attitude, a severe shift in her thinking processes which 

would result in a paralyzed psyche. 

In The Battered Woman Lenore Walker describes the ways 

that learned helplessness contributes to the victimization 

of individuals who are battered and abused and leads to "the 

point of psychological paralysis" (43). As human beings we 

make many different voluntary responses throughout each day. 

"If we expect that a response we make is going to produce a 

certain outcome, and our expectations are met when we make 

that response, we then feel that we have had control over 

that situation" (Battered 44). During Colleen's first 

hours in the basement she may well have expected Cameron 
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to respond to her pleas for mercy. Had her pleas been 

met with an amelioration of her torment, Colleen would 

have concluded that she could mitigate her abuse by impe-

trations. Thus, humans then have the opportunity to test 

their control, to verify through personal experience whether 

or not their responses do or do not influence the outcome. 

If we repeat a behavior and we discover that the response we 

had anticipated does not occur, we tend to seek explanations 

for the negated outcome. "If we cannot find any logical 

explanations, after a time we assume we have no control over 

the outcome. In this way, we learn what kinds of thing in 

our environment we can control and what kinds of things are 

beyond our control" (Battered 45). In the first whipping 

and hanging episode Colleen learned very quickly that if she 

kicked her legs or struggled in any way the pain would in

crease, and by the same token she learned that her captor 

expected total compliance. She learned similar lessons in 

the episode with the egg salad sandwiches. 

What happens, however, when an organism believes it has 

lost that voluntary control? Walker explains that when a 

person faces uncontrollable situations, "the motivation to 

try to respond to such events when they are repeated will 

be impaired" (Battered 45). If the person at a later time, 

begins making responses that are both appropriate and which 

do reassert external control, the victimized person "will 

have trouble believing that the responses are under its 
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control and that they really do work. Furthermore, the or

ganism will have difficulty in learning how to repeat those 

responses" (Battered 45). The victim then shows signs of 

depression, anxiety, and varying disturbances in her physi

cal and psychological well-being. After a period of time in 

captivity. Colleen was able to verbalize a few of her basic 

needs without being punished. For example, once summer waned 

Colleen, who was always kept nude, mentioned to the Hookers 

that she was cold. So, Cameron gave his slave a robe to wear 

in the box. Colleen was not able, psychologically, to see 

that her request had been met at least in part as the 

result of her requests. 

Martin Seligman, who is considered by many to be the 

pioneer in this field of study, conducted various experi

ments to support the theory of learned helplessness. In 

one study "Selignman and his researchers placed dogs in 

cages and administered electrical shocks at random and at 

varied intervals. These dogs quickly learned that no matter 

what response they made, they they could not control the 

shock" (qtd. in Battered 46). Initially the dogs tried to 

find ways to escape but "When nothing they did stopped the 

shocks, the dogs ceased any further voluntary activity and 

became compliant, passive and submissive" (Battered 46). 

However, when the researchers tried to reverse the condi

tioning and to teach the dogs how to achieve safety and 

freedom, the dogs would not respond even when the door of 
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the cage was left open. "It took repeated dragging of the 

dogs to the exit to teach them how to respond voluntarily 

again" (46). Similar experiments were conducted using cats, 

fish, rodents, primates and humans (Battered 46). One of 

the most significant findings was that "The earlier in life 

that the dogs received such treatment, the longer it took to 

overcome the effects of this so-called learned helplessness" 

(Battered 46). 

Another significant experiment lead researchers to 

understand the ways that generalization becomes a factor in 

this learned helplessness. 

Newborn rats were held in the experimenter's hand 
until all voluntary escape movements ceased. They 
were then released. This procedure was repeated 
several more times. The rats were then placed in 
a vat of water. Within thirty minutes, the rats 
subjected to the learned helplessness treatment 
drowned. Many did not even attempt to swim, and 
sank to the bottom of the vat immediately. 
(Battered 46) 

Rats who had not been conditioned often swam up to sixty 

hours before drowning (46). The researchers conclude that 

"The sense of powerlessness was generalized from squirming 

in order to escape handholding to swimming in order to es

cape death" (46-47). Researchers now recognize that "the 

actual nature of controllability is not as important as 

the belief, expectation, or cognitive set" (Battered 47). 

There is no doubt in my mind that one of the best expla

nations for Jan's complicity is the helplessness she 

learned during her courtship and marriage. Her first 
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experience with Cameron's power took place when she was 

fifteen years old. By the time their second daughter was 

born, Janice had more than likely lost whatever small belief 

she might have, at one time had, in regard to personal au

tonomy. Perhaps the reason that Jan complied with Hooker's 

kidnaping of sex slaves was simply that she had no reason 

to assume that she could stop his atrocities. 

As the months crept by and it became clear to Hooker 

that K was fully compliant and under his control. Colleen 

was given some "freedom." Although still incarcerated at 

night, she was allowed to come upstairs to do housework, to 

baby-sit, to work in the garden, and even go to town to run 

errands for the family. Yet these freedoms and privileges 

were not unlimited. If Cameron gave K permission to go 

jogging he would time her and the least infraction on her 

part ended in brutal punishment. Hooker continued reminding 

K that should she seek to escape her family would suffer 

cruel death and that it would be her fault. In "honor" of 

his new and extended control of his slave, Cameron removed 

the highly visible slave collar from K's neck and pierced 

her labia, inserting a gold ring for identification purposes 

(Victim 114).^ We will probably never know exactly why 

Hooker decided to bring an abrupt end to Colleen's limited 

privileges. Hooker was becoming irritated by what he 

perceived as bickering between Colleen and Jan. The fact 

that his daughters. Dawn and Cathy, were getting older 
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probably added to his decision. Whatever his motive, "Ex

cept to eat and do Cameron's bidding, K was scarcely let 

out of the box for the next three years. So complete was 

her isolation that relatives, neighbors, even the Hooker 

children who shared the same home, would not see K again 

until 1984" (Victim 134). 

Just as 1977 had brought monumental changes to Jan, 

Cameron, Colleen and their families, so too the year 1984 

became pivotal, bringing monumental change to many people. 

1977 had brought trauma and devastation to Colleen, confu

sion and torment to Jan, and megalomaniacal glee to Hooker. 

But the changes wrought in 1984 would prove Hooker's reign 

of terror to be transitory, as well as proving the sheer 

mutability of life. For once Jan and Colleen began sharing 

their secret pain with one another, began breaking bread 

together, began sharing their joy and sorrow and confusion 

(initially with one another and finally with a pastor) , the 

wounded women found a loving God whose power sprang from 

grace not tyranny; thus, it was ineluctable their percep

tions of Cameron as a cruel and arbitrary deity would change 

dramatically as would their reactions to a new reality. The 

years in which Cameron's tyranny had been their only norm 

ended when a gentle man named Pastor Dabney validated what 

these battered women had begun to suspect. God never in

tended for them to suffer abuse; God never intended for the 

marriage sacrament to include humiliation and degradation. 

136 



Suddenly the very things that had appeared to be the norm, 

were held up to the light for scrutiny and given a new name; 

perversion. 

Pastor Dabney was just one of those whose lives was 

altered irrevocably by the Hooker atrocities revealed in 

1984. We are sometimes told that men of the cloth have in 

one way or another pretty much "heard it all." But how many 

pastors or priests have heard a wife revealing (between 

gasping sobs) details of a marriage characterized by torture, 

rape, kidnaping, sodomy, conspiracy and a pernicious slavery 

contract? It was extremely fortunate for Jan and Colleen 

that Pastor Dabney believed their accounts. Pastor Dabney 

insisted that Jan tell Colleen the truth about the vicious 

charade of The Company. With this pastor's support, the 

victims and the little girls made their escape. Through 

Dabney's intervention the police were contacted and Jan be

gan her testimony. Police, like pastors, have heard horror 

stories that most of us cannot imagine, but this saga not 

only challenged the beliefs of the many observers and 

investigators, it so stretched the limits and perceptions 

of human comprehension that an inordinate amount of sub

stantiation and corroboration was needed, corroboration 

which was soon forthcoming. There was physical evidence, 

investigative validation and proof which surfaced from the 

efforts of the law enforcement teams, the prosecutor; there 

was corroboration in the testimony of key witnesses and the 
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victims, from the expert witnesses on hostage behavior, 

and in many ways, proof that spewed forth inadvertently 

from the mouth of the perpetrator, himself. 

Although some of the initial indictments of false 

imprisonment were dropped due to technicalities, and another 

one because of its archaic wording (written in 1905—a law 

regarding abduction for the purpose of living in an illicit 

relationship) and in spite of the fact that at that time 

there was nothing in the California penal code regarding 

torture (the closest thing McGuire could find was "mayhem" 

and because even assault charges carried fairly moderate 

penalties, the prosecutor focused on the sex counts whose 

more severe sentences could be "stacked consecutively") 

(Victim 261 n5). It is true that at the sentencing 

Hooker was unperturbed, so much so that he instructed his 

attorney to "thank the judge" for him, blithely explaining 

"I have a library, a gym, and time to enjoy them, and it's 

better than living with those two women" (Victim 365). 

But one has to wonder if Cameron Hooker's life in Folsom 

Penitentiary, keeping in mind that he does enjoy comforts 

and privileges Colleen never knew when she was his prisoner, 

is as pleasant as Hooker had anticipated. Judge Knight 

certainly had a far different opinion. After thanking the 

jurors Knight proclaimed: 
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Looking back on it, you can say that in a way it's 
cJ^illl ending, because faith and love-and I mean 
rtUiT ^^^^:^f^lth in God and her love of her 
family—did triumph over evil. You have done 
•?v?^i^®'.2of ^ certainly agree with your verdict, t vicuim 362) 
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Notes 

The current brouhaha surrounding the issue of 
whether or not repressed memories are real, true, valid, or 
"false" has not been restricted to the controversial area of 
Satanic Ritual Abuse (SRA). A very balanced and thorough 
discussion on the subject of repressed memories is presented 
by psychiatrist Lenore Terr in her book Unchained Memories. 
According to Dr. Terr "One way to determine whether someone's 
memory is false is to look for symptoms or signs that 
correspond to the remembrance. If a child is exposed to a 
shocking, frightening, painful . . . event, he or she will 
exhibit psychological signs of having had the experience. The 
child will re-enact aspects of the terrible episode, and may 
complain of physical sensations similar to those originally 
felt" (161). It is bitterly ironic and truly tragic, however, 
that because of zealotry on both sides of the issue, the 
controversy surrounding the recovered memories of adults who 
survived SRA over thirty years ago has spawned disbelief 
whose repercussions have seriously harmed the attempts to 
prosecute cases involving preschool children who have 
recently been subjected to SRA. Defense attorneys and judges 
have been persuaded that even these recent memories, ones 
which have not been buried alive for decades, are being 
embedded by hysterical parents and unscrupulous therapists. 
While the media has focused much attention on "false memory 
syndrome" they are ignoring the fact that no such disorder 
exists. According to Dr. Terr, "It is a just a name taken by 
an organization representing parents, uncles, grandfathers, 
and siblings who believe they have been falsely accused" 
(164). Terr also mentions a number of other terms that are 
being coined and bandied about such as "false lack of memory, 
a jibe coined by accused parents, to make people wonder why 
these accused parents have no memories of abusing their own 
children. These are catchy, but they are not psychiatry" 
(164-165). 

^The learned helplessness model was actually 
discovered by accident. "In the course of experiments on the 
effects of prior Pavlovian conditioning on later instrumental 
learning, Steven Maier, Bruce Overmier, and Martin Seligman 
found that dogs first given Pavlovian conditioning with the 
inescapable shock became profoundly passive later on when 
they were given escapable shock. In the latter condition 
although they had the opportunity to flee the shock, they did 
not even attempt to escape" (Abnormal Psychology. David L. 
Rosenhan and Martin E. P. Seligman 336-337). Further studies 
using healthy, non-depressed human beings provided the 
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"learned helplessness theory" which "argues that the basic 
cause of all the deficits observed in helpless animals and 
humans after uncontrollable events occur is the expectation 
of future noncontingency between responding and outcomes" 
(338) . 

According to testimony that Jan later gave the 
police, Cameron had not only stalked and kidnapped another 
young woman, but when his torture went awry with the victim, 
Marie Spannhake, killed her and buried the corpse. While a 
woman fitting the description Jan gave the police had dis
appeared January 31, 1976, when the homicide detectives took 
Jan to locate the body, nothing was found. Cameron Hooker was 
never charged in the alleged murder. (Victim 212-15) 

According to testimony by Janice Hooker, her 
husband's favorite film was The Story of 0. Although Judge 
Knight did not allow the jurors to watch the film, McGuire 
noted striking similarities between the film and Hooker's 
treatment of K: the slave collar, "0" being forbidden to 
wear underwear, cross her legs, or look at the master's face, 
the piercing of the labia, the use of a slave name, episodes 
of whipping and hanging, as well as others. (Victim 248) 
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CHAPTER IV 

EVERY WOMAN ADORES A FASCIST 

"Wave of sorrow. 
Do not drown me now; 

I see the island 
And its sands are fair; 

Wave of sorrow. 
Take me there." 
Langston Hughes 

T.S. Eliot believed that "The greatness of literature 

cannot be determined solely by literary standards." I 

agree. I would also assert that the power of literature 

cannot be solely determined using any one methodology or 

set of literary standards be it the now traditional Marxist 

or Feminist approach to "women's literature" or Iser's 

Reader-Response, or even Booth's coductive paradigms. 

There is much to be gained from these methodologies. 

There is great value, for example, in evaluating a nar

rative using Booth's coduction. Read. Form an opinion. 

Test that opinion against the yardstick of what others 

discern, then weigh and measure until one finds his/her own 

balanced conclusions and evaluation. Booth is absolutely 

correct when he reminds us that some narratives do remain 

with us for a lifetime. That truth, alone, should give us 

great pause. When we enter the world of narrative, 

suspending disbelief, ascertaining and distinguishing 

nonce beliefs and fixed ones, we are changed. Although 

Booth was referring to fictional narrative, I can verify 
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that many other narratives remain in our memories for a 

lifetime, even if our intersection with those narratives is 

indirect, or educed through a grapevine of sorts. We have 

all heard the true stories about the Holocaust and its 

victims. We have read narratives of survivors, from the 

Anne Franks to the Corrie Ten Booms. We may have seen 

films such as the Wallenberg account or Schindler's List. 

Sometimes the narrators literally come to us, even into 

our own small worlds in San Angelo, Texas. Max Wein's name 

was second on Schindler's actual list. Mr. Wein and two 

other survivors, Fritz and Maria (Miriam) Einstein came to 

San Angelo in November 1994. They spoke at many, many 

different locations, including a number of local churches. 

The week was gruelling for these elderly survivors. One 

Sunday evening they came to my parish. The Episcopal Church 

of the Good Shepherd. I was not able to attend; my hus

band and many others were in attendance. Since the pre

sentation was also scheduled for the following Tuesday at 

Angelo State, I was going to attend at that time. I never 

got to hear their narrative in person, but my husband 

shared with me the stories of their losses, and their 

stories of survival. My husband visited with Miriam and 

Fritz and Max that Sunday night. He asked Miriam whether 

it helped them in any way to do these presentations. "Does 

it somehow get easier? Does the narrating and recounting 

bring catharsis?" Miriam was clear on that point: "Not at 
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all." Each narration from the fifth to the fiftieth was 

equally wrenching for the narrators. My husband then asked 

her, "How do you cope with the horror and the memories?" 

Miriam handed him a crumpled piece of paper with a passage 

about forgiveness and then graciously allowed him to make 

copies. Late that night our pastor and his wife got a 

phone call from Miriam. Fritz was in intensive care and 

might not survive the night. Miriam had chosen to call 

Father Clif, a Gentile, a Christian. The next morning 

Fritz died. Miriam took him home to Florida for burial. 

About a week later we were told that Miriam, who had 

never been able to forget the Polish Christians who had 

handed her and so many other young Jews over to the Nazis, 

never thought she would feel loved or accepted by any 

Christian Gentile. Yet from the moment Fritz was taken to 

the hospital, it was the company of her new Gentile friends 

that Miriam wanted during the arduous watch in intensive 

care. There is more to this narrative, but just those 

scenes will stay with me and with many others the rest of 

our lives. Although no methodology was used, no doctrine 

or political agenda, there had been an intersection. This 

was a matter of keeping company and the company we choose 

to keep at different points in our lives; after fifty years 

of suffering, remembering, and narrating, an intersection 

was possible because fixed beliefs had been replaced by new 

norms, norms which developed on a human and psychological 
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level. Some narratives remain with us for a lifetime. And 

sometimes, the conclusions or assumptions from the initial 

"reading" can be re-evaluated, bringing enlightenment, 

peace, understanding, and forgiveness. In Sweeney Erect 

T. S. Eliot posed the question: "After such knowledge, what 

forgiveness?" Miriam's narrative answered that question 

for many "readers." 

Because of the simple truth that some narratives re

main with us for a lifetime, and because so many types of 

narrative—the actual and the fictive—from Miriam and 

Fritz Einstein's, Brigadier General James L. Dozier's 

recounting of his life while hostage to the Red Brigades, 

Richard Farley's heinous stalking and attack of Laura 

Black narrated on prime time news, to Morrison's The Bluest 

Eye, Didion's A Book of Common Prayer, and Olsen's Tell 

Me A Riddle, will continue to remain with me, as well as 

with countless other readers, I have begun changing my mind 

about a number of things. As Susan Brownmiller changed her 

mind about rape after completing the research and writing 

of Against Our Will, I, too, am a woman who has changed her 

mind. I have changed my mind about the company I keep as a 

reader, scholar, critic, professor, and as a member of the 

human race. I am certain that never again will I teach 

One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest. I may well read it again, 

someday; however, I will not teach it because of another 

truth which has changed my mind. There is most assuredly a 
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"moral thrust" to contemporary narratives just as one of my 

professors often espoused. I do not like Kesey's moral 

thrust; therefore, I will not thrust upon my students 

Kesey's uncouth, sexist "morality." That may seem to be a 

harsh, intolerant, judgmental decision, but it is my 

decision to make and the type of decision that we scholars, 

professors, and critics, must strongly consider making. 

Booth includes an anecdote in The Company We Keep: An 

Ethics of Fiction about an incident which changed his 

mind about teaching The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. 

The one black member of the faculty, Paul Moses, went on 

record as saying that he simply could not teach that novel, 

again. It was not the word "nigger" that was the problem, 

but the "whole range of assumptions about slavery and its 

consequences, and about how whites should deal with 

liberated slaves, and how liberated slaves should behave 

or will behave toward whites" (Company 3). Professor 

Moses claimed, "That book is just bad education, and the 

fact that it's so cleverly written makes it even more 

troublesome" (Company 3). Booth eventually came to concur 

with Professor Moses. My stance on Kesey's novel is 

basically the same. The fact that it is also cleverly 

written does not negate the sexist and even misogynistic 

assumptions about men, power, and women: the happy hookers 

or the castrating Nurse Ratcheds. 
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The realization that there is an imperative need for 

decision making, even judgment calls and choices, is not a 

recent epiphany for me. This truth was clear even in my 

earliest forays into narrative theory tackling "Lacan, Poe, 

and Narrative Repression," The Rhetoric of Fiction and on 

through works by Iser, Fish, Showalter, Gilbert and Gubar 

et alii. During a course on the contemporary American 

novel, the professor continued asserting that there is 

clearly "a moral thrust" to literature, and not just the 

works we had covered in class. Months later, I found a 

similar assertion in The Rhetoric of Fiction (Rhetoric) by 

Wayne Booth. Explaining the various strengths and weak

nesses of the use of reliable versus unreliable narrators. 

Booth stated: "Impersonal narration has raised moral 

difficulties too often for us to dismiss moral questions as 

irrelevant to technique" (Rhetoric 378). Using William 

Faulkner's treatment of the truly deplorable character. 

Mink Snopes Booth elaborated: 

Inside views can build sympathy even for the most 
vicious character. When properly used, this ef
fect can be of immeasurable value in forcing us to 
see the human worth of a character whose actions, 
objectively considered, we would deplore; the lat
est triumph in this mode is Faulkner's Mink Snopes 
in The Mansion (1959). But it is hardly sur
prising that works in which this effect is used 
have often led to moral confusion. (Rhetoric 379) 

Booth moves on to discuss "the seductive rogues who 

narrate much modern fiction" but includes a disclaimer of 

sorts in one of his many long footnotes. "We may not want 
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to go as far as Eliot, who once said that ^contemporary 

literature as a whole . . . tends to be degrading'" 

(Rhetoric 379 #2). Kesey's narrator, Randall McMurphy, is 

indeed a seductive narrator, and particularly dangerous 

because his roguish machismo is so seductively masked with 

humor. Fowles's Fred Clegg, however, is not a seductive 

rogue. Even without Miranda's contrasting point of view, 

Clegg frightens and appalls readers. Not only are his ac

tions clearly immoral, but his very way of thinking is ab

horrent. I have never met a reader who was in the least 

bit tempted to sympathize with Clegg or who defended his 

crimes against Miranda, or those implied actions Clegg is 

plotting at the end of the novel. Cameron Hooker certainly 

did not take his "inspiration" from Fowles's novel or its 

villain. Hooker, as we have seen, was inspired by pornog

raphy and his own evil impulses. Readers almost uniformly 

respond with great sympathy and compassion to Miranda. 

Yet, the "readers" following the Hooker case found many 

ways to deny the horror Colleen Stan survived. There was 

the conspiracy point of view—Jan and Colleen were vindic

tive lesbians; there was flat disbelief (unwillingness to 

even entertain another possible point of view or temporarily 

suspend disblief); after all someone who looked as normal 

as Hooker could not be guilty of such teratoid crimes. 

There was another point of view which cast Colleen as a 

willing participant in a "kinky" sado-masochistic 
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menage a trois. Finally, there was the truth that the 

jury could not deny and was powerfully validated in Judge 

Knight's closing remarks. So, initially life inspired art. 

Fowles read about a kidnapping; the muse came forth; the 

novel was written. The Collector then imitated life. Some 

years later, life imitated not art but obscenity, in the 

lives of Jan Hooker and Colleen Stan, and for seven years 

Colleen's life was an obscenity. Somehow the muse that 

led Kesey to create his novel, although based loosely on 

his experiences working in psychiatric facilities, does not 

seem to lead to the same sort of life affirming values that 

we find in many other novels. Certainly the power of the 

human spirit is of great worth, laughter can motivate, men 

can lead and inspire the wounded "rabbits" of the world. 

Men also use women, apparently willing women, to lighten 

up the hospital gloom. Men blame women: justifiably so in 

some cases, not so justifiably in others. Some women emas

culate men. Some men symbolically castrate women, such as 

the stereotypical "bitch"—Nurse Ratched. And some men 

choke the life out of women. Clegg actually causes 

Miranda's death. Hooker did not succeed in physically 

killing Colleen, although he did "choke" the life out of 

her on many levels. At the end of Kesey's narrative, who 

has been empowered? Who has survived? As readers do we walk 

away from the novel feeling ever so assured that Chief 

Bromden will carry on McMurphy's mission? God forbid. 
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We can no longer deny the truth about the violence and 

abuse which permeate art, as well as life. Lenore Walker 

clearly verified that preponderance. It has become 

characteristic of our lives, one of the saddest yet primary 

realities of this century. Bill Moyers, in recognizing the 

epidemic proportions to which violence has become part of 

our lives, recently embarked on a mission to discover the 

ways that we can help stop this epidemic before violence 

becomes routine company for each of us. After much dis

course with victims and with experts, Moyers produced a 

documentary and published a long list of suggestions to 

help curb the violence. He believes we must, among other 

things, "Establish rapid-response units for domestic 

violence. Treat family violence as seriously as murder. 

Provide a safe haven for battered women. Get support for 

children who witness violence between adults in their 

families" (Parade 8 January 1995). In addition to various 

forms of gun control and realistic rehabilitation programs 

for offenders and drug addicts, Moyers also advocates what 

he calls "pollution controls" on televisions. In address

ing the impact of film violence Moyers believes that we 

should "Censure (not censor) Hollywood moguls and others 

who exploit violence for profit. . . . Picket the manu

facturers of violent videos. Explain to children how 

movies and videos can glamorize violence in immoral and 

irresponsible ways" (Parade). Moyers also insists that 
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we must "Restrict the sale of violent pornography" (Parade), 

Moyers is not claiming a panacea. But he does believe this 

is a war we must fight and his suggestions make clear that 

part of waging the battle means making hard decisions and 

not backing down even if we are labeled as intolerant or 

naive. Moyers supports his suggestions with research from 

the American Psychological Association which not only 

traces the "origins of violence to parental rejection or 

abuse" and "violence between parents," but to the re

inforcement of those lessons the children learn and see at 

home "by the glorification of violence in the media, which 

treat cruelty and death as entertainment for profit" 

(Parade). In the latter part of the nineteenth century, 

there were stringent taboos in America which prohibited the 

press from publicizing the proliferation of child abuse in 

New York. The topic was certainly not one that was ever 

discussed in polite society. Historian Caleb Carr explains 

that one problem was the lack of laws to protect children. 

"In 1871, in the 'Mary Ellen' case, a battered girl sought 

protection from the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty 

to Animals because there was no such organization for 

children" (Review 17 July 1994). Effective child labor and 

welfare laws have somewhat improved conditions, yet we 

continue to live in a world dominated by violence and its 

victims. Carr claims that "There are moments when I think 

it really comes down to a simple answer" (Review). 
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Children are abused and neglected and prostituted by adults 

simply because the adults have the power to do so. In 

Carr's own words "Because they can" (Review). Does not 

that conclusion sound ominously like a description of the 

"entitlement" philosophy that the Cameron Hookers and the 

Calibans of today seem to cherish? More and more, rather 

than less and less, truth is becoming stranger than 

fiction. Life and art do imitate one another, and some

times they do imitate obscenity. 

There was a lapse of twenty years following the brutal 

beating and death of Anthony Burgess's wife and the publi

cation of the bizarre A Clockwork Orange. Initially that 

fiction seemed much darker, much stranger than the horrify

ing reality of Mrs. Burgess's tragedy. But by 1988 when 

Christine McGuire and Carla Norton published their account 

of Colleen Stan's experiences, that true narrative was more 

horrifying than The Collector and A Clockwork Orange 

(novel and film versions) combined. 

The answers to the question why life imitates or 

becomes obscene, is best left to the social scientists and 

theologians. But the reality is that art does indeed 

imitate life and since much of life in the world today is 

vile, vicious, or obscene, writers are faced with hard and 

even moral choices. Should they merely "pamper us with 

pap-meat" avoiding reality altogether? If so, then we will 

soon have an abundance of science fiction fantasy and fewer 
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authentic, realistic narratives. Fortunately, for the 

most part our contemporary novelists seem to have chosen 

the harder, yet more significant path: to present truth. 

Of course, some writers (the Norman Mailers of this world), 

swaddle themselves and their readers in gratuitous gore, 

romanticizing rather than narrating, just as some filmakers 

do. I agree with Moyers and Walker; we do pay a heavy 

price for such indulgence. Mary Shelley's Frankenstein: 

Or The Modern Prometheus has an undeniably moral thrust. 

The narrative still has the power to "freeze the marrow," 

but it also reaches into our hearts. How pathetic that 

producer, Francis Ford Coppola, and director, Kenneth 

Branagh, so despised or mistrusted the audience that they 

filmed the Fiend literally reaching into Elizabeth's chest 

cavity and ripping out her heart; and the real power of the 

Fiend's words given to us by Mary Shelley are washed away 

in a stupid blood bath. I hope both producer and director 

are censured loudly for that perversity. 

Still we have many contemporary writers presenting 

authentic narratives which may depict horrifying or obscene 

elements of life, but are in no way morally confusing. 

Their novels evolve from a passsionate commitment to 

truth, and a genuine desire to help expand our capacity for 

warmth, compassion, for Faulkner's verities of the human 
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heart. And in each, there is an overlapping or intersec

tion with art imitating life (current or historical) and 

life imitating art. 

Toni Morrison's Beloved and Alice Walker's The Color 

Purple evolved from the novelists' increasing awareness of 

the brutality inflicted on their ancestors, from their 

reading and research into slave narratives and history, and 

from hearing the narratives of their grandparents, and 

great-grandparents. Alice Walker's Possessing the Secret 

of Joy brings the horror of ritualized female castration 

to our attention, showing the long-term consequences and 

conflict that the past and present have on Olivia and Tashi. 

What a paradox: a novel "about" a horrific tradition (still 

accepted and practiced) and at the same time, a novel that 

lives up to its title. Possessing the Secret of Jov. 

Amy Tan's The Joy Luck Club also fits this admixture, with 

the novel and the film achieving this paradox by depicting 

the horror, while showing the morning joy which can follow 

a long night of weeping. 

Jean Rhys's Wide Sargasso Sea pours forth from her 

personal experiences as a child growing up in Dominica, as 

well as her reaction (as reader and author) to one of the 

truly great Victorian novels, Jane Evre. Rhys's novel is 

no pastiche. The blending of Rhys's difficulties with a 

mother physically present but emotionally distant, to the 

horrifying tales of Rhys's actual obeah nannies, Ann Tewitt 
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and Meta and Josephine, becomes more than an imitation of 

life, it is translated into the characters of Annette, 

Antoinette, and the charismatic Christophine. The his

torical reality of the mad Creole heiresses, the white 

"niggers" and the hated "cockroaches," the contrasts in 

the setting from the Edenic garden with the tree of life 

to the cold, brutal attic room at Thornfield Hall where 

Antoinette subsists as the imprisoned Bertha, become more 

than effective narrative devices. Each element is a part 

of translating life into art, not just an imitation of one 

or the other. Wide Sargasso Sea is a narrative which 

imitates life, history, literature; a narrative which de

picts cruelty but maintains a moral thrust. Bigotry comes 

in many forms and in many places, yet it is still a harsh, 

cruel, and unworthy adversary. Thus, Wide Sargasso Sea is 

an empowering form of art for readers, one which Paul Moses 

might have called "just good education." 

I now believe that the decisions we must make are at 

least three-fold, and always multi-layered. We must decide 

not only what company we keep but how and when we keep it: 

how we respond to the literary company, how we respond to 

the real company—the prototpyes and counterparts and how 

these two decisions affect one another, how they affect us, 

our students, even our neighbors and commmunity. 

We must choose to do more than just read or teach or 

publish articles on these powerful narratives. We must 
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broaden our fixed beliefs about victims and victimization 

to create a world wherein victims are recognized as 

courageous survivors. We must be willing to pursue a 

greater intellectual depth and breadth and width to under

stand the scope of the internal worlds they inhabit. We 

must be willing to put forth as much vigor and passion in 

understanding and finding new internal paradigms, as we 

have the externalized ones of the past. The benefits of 

this approach are enormous: greater respect for the power 

and craftsmanship of narrative, greater respect for victims 

when we can see them as having been victimized but not 

merely as victims, when we can see they are survivors, 

courageous survivors, whether or not they physically 

survive. Through them we can begin to see ourselves and 

thereby learn to respect ourselves, as well. 

A purely external paradigm or reading looks at the 

novel as a whole, but focuses almost exclusively on the 

overt manifestations or characteristics of that particu

lar paradigm, for instance, analyzing One Flew Over the 

Cuckoo's Nest and screening for any or all sexist elements 

in order to zoom in on the ways that women are degraded in 

the novel. The typical conclusion at the end of this type 

of reading is that the novel is dominated by chauvinistic 

attitudes and actions, that there are no women characters, 

only steretypes and caricatures of the most unhealthy 

variety, and thus the novel fails to live up to the 
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externalized prescription offered by many Feminist critics. 

One could also use a Marxist reading of The Years or 

Memoirs of a Survivor or Wide Sargasso Sea with similar 

results. Unfortunately, unless one's ultimate goal is to 

advance an overtly Marxist or Feminist agenda, perhaps to 

raise the readers' consciousness about the evils of British 

imperialism, this type of reading is eventually marred by 

its own impotence. Once the reader has tabulated the 

crimes of capitalism, or charted the sexist references, 

then he or she rarely feels drawn to read that novel again 

knowing those externalized figures will be the same. On 

the other hand, what happens if a reader/critic applies an 

internal profile moving him/her not just into the narrative 

itself, or the historical period, or political agenda, but 

into the world that a character actually inhabits? There is 

surely nothing wrong in using a historical context for a 

foundation before reading a novel, or in being fully 

grounded with knowledge about a narrative style that an 

author has chosen, or bringing to any novel whatever 

initial and internal framework we all carry as readers, be 

it overtly Marxist, Feminist, Deconstructionist, or 

something less fixed, more nebulous, even neutral. Con

sidering all of these variables, readers can still choose 

to walk into the interior, internalized worlds of the 

characters with whom he/she is about to keep company, in 

search of a truly inside view. One could choose to explore 
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the interior world that Fred Clegg or Cameron Hooker or 

Randall McMurphy inhabit. But more useful in the long run, 

I believe, is entering the world of the passive victims, 

walking around under their skin, feeling the terror and 

pain they experience, if necessary. In order to most 

effectively accomplish this task and gain the longer-term 

benefits, we can turn to the Lenore Walkers, the Kersti 

Yllo's and maybe on occasion to Jung or Freud. 

When a criminologist is at work on a serial killer 

case, he/she often begins with creating a profile. In 

theory, if the officer can begin thinking the way the 

killer thinks, the chances of anticipating the next killing 

and eventually apprehending the murderer are greatly 

increased. Pscyhologists and social workers use a similar 

approach not just to diagnose, but to discover the method

ology that will best work for that particular victim in his 

or her circumstances (the current and the projected future 

circumstances). These therapists have to learn to walk a 

fine line between objective thinking, dispassionate 

assessment of the external elements or "presentations," 

and yet maintain the ability to respond as compassionate 

human beings if they hope to gain an authentic inside view. 

An example of a narrative about victimization which 

presents a particularly difficult challenge to readers is 

Joan Didion's Plav It as It Lays (Lays). Didion's central 

character, Maria Wyeth, is the single-most passive female 
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victim in contemporary literature. Unlike Alice Walker's 

Celie, who does not just survive her victimization but 

transcends it, Maria seems so lethargic, so utterly "dead" 

that readers have difficulty caring about the degradation 

that life and Carter Lang heap upon her. The main problem 

is not that readers are seduced by Carter's point of view; 

Carter Lang has no roguish charm. The difficulty is in 

gaining an inside view into Maria's world of eerie disem

bodiment. Looking solely at the shifting points of view 

will not elicit the necessary depth needed for the reader 

to climb into Maria's internal world, but creating a 

profile of Maria and her world, external and internal, 

will. Profiles begin with facts, or givens. Then facts 

lead to questions and questions lead to possible answers 

and theories. What makes Maria react so passively to 

Carter's degradation? How has she become imprisoned in a 

world of despair and illusion? One approach to finding 

answers to the questions would be to explore the elements 

of depression. What does a black depression really feel 

like to the one living it? Maria clearly suffers from 

severe depression. The novel begins and ends with Maria in 

an institution where she has been told to "set down the 

facts" (Lays 4). Similar to the screening or profiling of 

Clegg and Miranda's experiences using case studies of bat

tering behavior and the hostage/victim's learned helpless

ness, Maria and Carter's reactions and responses can each 
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be scrutinized on various levels. Carter Lang's justifi

cations and excuses could be explored in a manner similar 

to the analysis of Clegg's and "Adam's" justifications. 

Probing the elements of Maria's depression one could begin 

to draw parallels between her symptomology and an actual 

counterpart, in a manner similar to the comparisons and 

contrasts with Miranda and Colleen. However, since Maria's 

depression appears to be reactive rather than clinical, 

turning to the narrative uncovers a number of traumas which 

could have triggered and exacerbated her depression. 

The very first words in the novel, and the first words 

we hear from Maria pose a question: "What makes lago evil? 

some people ask. I never ask" (3). Maria enumerates the 

things that she never asks about, such as snakes and why 

that the king and the coral snake, though strikingly similar 

in appearance, do not share the same glands for holding 

equal amounts of venom. Maria mentions being in the 

institution and the task given her. There is absolutely 

no sense of life in her tone, in her brief queries, no 

rage at being incarcerated, almost no life at all. In her 

brief summary of the givens, where she was born and to whom, 

Maria's narrative offers two motifs or refrains which are 

significant to her passivity. She explains that where 

"facts" are concerned she has much difficulty with "as it 

was" (Lays 5). It is clear that either Maria cannot bear 

to look back on her life "as it was" or that she realizes 
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the hopelessness of looking back and the futility in 

thinking anything can or will change. The second motif 

forms a metaphor in which Didion compares Maria's life, 

and all life, to a game of poker. Maria's father had told 

her, "Don't let them bluff you . . . because you're holding 

all the aces" (9). As Maria recites the facts about her 

parents' death, her affair with Ivan, marriage to Carter 

Lang, making films with Carter, the divorce, BZ's death, 

she explains that she prefers to avoid thinking about all 

of these things. This section ends as Maria explains: 

"I mean maybe I was holding all the aces, but what was the 

game?" (10). 

Immediately following Maria's introduction to the 

reader, are two brief chapters, one narrated by Helene, 

supposedly one of Maria's friends, the other narrated by 

Carter Lang. The most compelling similarity about these 

narrative voices is that they do nothing more than blame 

Maria. Whatever went wrong, it was Maria who was selfish 

and uncooperative. Carter offers a few scenes that he 

claims are "clear in my mind" and yet what is clear to 

readers is that he was so completely self-absorbed and 

callous, he never even saw Maria as a human being. In her 

presence and in public. Carter remarks, "Maria has diffi

culty talking to people with whom she is not sleeping" (13) 

Yet he is oblivious to Maria's hands tensed upon the table 

and the tears running down her face. Carter concludes 
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with "it was after a succession of such small scenes that 

I began to see the improbability of a rapprochement with 

Maria" (14). There may be few narrative voices more un

reliable or more callous than that of Carter Lang's whose 

disregard for his wife and the mother of his child, Kate, 

can be spotted in that one word "small." 

In chapter six Maria once again finds herself driving 

on the freeway, something she frequently does—just mind

lessly driving. Realizing that she is only sixty miles 

away from where Carter is shooting a film, Maria struggles 

with an urge to call him and stop by; but, in her mind the 

scenarios of the past keep playing themselves out. "They 

could be through shooting for the day and he could be 

having a drink with BZ and Helene, thinking about going 

into Vegas for dinner or just resting, resting on the 

unmade bed with his shirt off" (30) . As her mind wanders, 

Maria keeps hoping that Carter will welcome her call. She 

thinks that maybe he will say "Get on up here" or "Listen. 

Get up here quick." What the reader cannot overlook is the 

sadness and tension between what Maria hopes and the 

futility she feels. There is uncertainty, hesitation, and 

an ineluctable unpredictability which pervades the atmos

phere of her thoughts and her actions. So, Maria "just sat 

in the car behind the 76 station in Baker and studied the 

pay phone by the coke machine. Whatever he [Carter] began 

by saying he would end up saying nothing" (31). 
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This forlorn recognition of the pattern, and the men

tion of the "nothingness" is the key because "before either 

of them knew it they would be playing out a dialogue so 

familiar that it drained the imagination, blocked the will, 

allowed them to drop words and whole sentences and still 

arrive at the cold conclusion"(31). Now the point of view 

blends so quickly the reader is drawn into the actual phone 

call and incident. Carter tells Maria that he had felt 

really good (before she called) then accuses her of having 

"pricked the balloon." Maria asks how she has done so and 

Carter offers cold silence. Maria would "feel first guilty, 

resigned to misery, then furious, trapped, white with 

anger" (31-32). The ritual escalates quickly and the 

tension leads to what Lenore Walker would term a minor 

battering incident. 

Trying to take him by the shoulders and shake him 
out of what she could not see as other than an 
elaborate pose; he would knock her away, and the 
look on his face, contorted, teeth bared, would 
render her paralyzed. Ŵhy don't you just get it 
over with . . . Why don't you just go in that 
bathroom and take every pill in it. Why don't 
you die.' After that he would leave for awhile, 
breaking things as he went, slamming doors to 
kick them open, picking up decanters to hurl at 
mirrors. . . . However it began it ended like 
that. (32) 

In addition to the trauma of repeated scenes such as 

the one above, Maria's depression could be a reaction to 

the psychological cruelty and coercion which Carter uses 

to force her into doing things she has no wish to do, which 
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in Itself is a form of battering or abusive behavior. In 

another episode Carter uses emotional blackmail to make 

sure Maria terminates a second pregnancy. Maria and Carter 

already have one daughter, Kate, who is in a special hos

pital for severely brain damaged children. After telling 

Carter a short time earlier about this second pregnancy. 

Carter calls Maria wanting to give her the name and number 

of an abortionist. When Maria tries to explain her desire 

to keep this baby Carter responds "^Go ahead and have this 

kid.' He paused, confident in his hand. She waited for 

him to play it through.' And I'll take Kate'" (54). A 

short time later Maria calls Carter and asks him to promise 

her that if she agrees to terminate the pregnancy she will 

get Kate. In a tone of voice all too familiar to Maria, 

Carter replies "I'm not promising anything. I said we'll 

see" (55). Carter Lang is the one holding all the aces. 

Maria goes ahead with the abortion, which becomes 

another form of trauma that might well contribute to the 

depression. While Maria's passive responses to Carter's 

cruelty are forms of learned helplessness, her avoidance of 

reality can also be described in terms of very basic, core 

defense mechanisms, recognized in the early studies of 

Freud and later pursued by various proteges. Maria first 

tries to avoid reality by using denial; thus, she "pre

tended to herself that she was keeping the baby" even 

going so far as to purchase a wicker bassinette. But when 
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Maria cannot fit it into her car "she sat in the driver's 

seat of the Corvette and cried. She was crying too much. 

All the time now, when she was driving and when she was 

trying to clean a bathroom" (63-64). 

Maria did not respond to the abortion in strictly 

Freudian terms; she did not develop amnesia, and the memory 

of the abortion was neither submerged nor repressed. In

stead, the description of the abortion and Maria's coping 

mechanisms seem much more clearly linked to the studies of 

one of Freud's contemporaries, Pierre Janet, "whose view of 

psychiatry was entirely unrelated to Freud's" (Unchained 

Memories 66). Although "Both Freud and Janet studied the 

same psychological phenomenon—amnesia . . . each discovered 

a different defense against memory" (Memories 66). Clearly 

Maria marshalls strong defenses against the past and "as it 

was." Janet's theory involves a "sideways slippage from 

consciousness, with a partition between the dissociated 

event and the mental component that knows and remembers" 

(Memories 66). Thus, the trauma becomes "isolated from 

conscious thought by being compartmentalized" (Memories 66) 

At its most extreme form, according to many researchers of 

dissociative disorders (which are placed on a continuum), 

extreme and/or repeated trauma can create such a need for 

this isolation and compartmentalization that the trauma 

victim may eventually develop what was once called MPD or 

Multiple Personality Disorder, but has recently been 
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renamed DID—Dissociative Identity Disorder. Current 

researchers are now admitting that MPD/DID is not nearly 

as rare as they had at one time hoped and believed. While 

the consensus at this time seems to be that DID generally 

develops in cases of extreme early childhood trauma, it is 

also true that once the victim has had to dissociate to 

survive as a child, the pattern of fragmenting will con

tinue into adulthood if repeated traumas are sustained and 

no treatment is obtained. 

Maria probably experienced what would be called a 

fugue state, during her abortion, placing her not quite 

midway on the continuum. Thus she was dissociated but 

did not develop DID, the most extreme form of dissociative 

fragmentation. Looking at the actual narrative one 

discovers that Maria has utilized two core defense mecha

nisms: dissociation and denial. In order to avoid facing 

the reality of what is happening during the procedure, 

Maria literally loses herself, becoming disconnected from 

the unbearable emotional pain. One woman who had survived 

sexual molestation through dissociating (subconsciously 

entering fugue states) described the experience this way 

It was actually a relief when he finally came 
into my room. Then I stopped being afraid. 
During the abuse I would leave my body; it was 
like I wasn't even there. I would just drift 
away. Sometimes I could even see what was 
happening to me. But it was as if it were hap
pening to somebody else . . . When he finished. 
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I would go back to my body. That's when I 
would feel dirty and sometimes even throw up. 
But during the abuse I didn't feel a thing. 
(Kritsberg 52) 

Maria experienced a similar fugue state during the 

abortion. She heard herself screaming. She remembered 

what the "doctor" did at times, the pail with the bloody 

fetus carried from the room, various sounds; but, during 

the procedure itself Maria was very much disconnected and 

disembodied. At first, she consciously focuses on child

hood memories in Silver Wells recalling the heat and an old 

shed. "If she could concentrate for one more minute on 

that shed, on whether this minute twenty years later the 

heat still shimmered off its roof, those were two minutes 

during which she was not entirely party to what was 

happening in this bedroom in Encino" (81). Maria uses 

another form of denial by telling herself that this was: 

No moment more or less important than any other 
moment, the pain as the doctor scraped signified 
nothing beyond itself, no more constituted the 
pattern of her life than did the movie on tele
vision in the living room of this house in 
Encino . . . and she was lying in here not watch
ing the movie, and that was all there was to 
that. (82) 

Immediately following these words, the "doctor" is telling 

Maria that the scraping sound should be "music" to her and 

in the next moment he is telling her to stop screaming, 

even though Maria does not seem aware that she is or has 

been screaming. The entire episode has a palpably surre

alistic tone to it, especially when Maria gets up to leave. 
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IS given antibiotics and instructions and then suddenly 

she is outside and "The late sun seemed warm and benevo

lent on her skin and everything she saw looked beautiful, 

the summer pulse of life itself made manifest. As she 

backed out of the driveway she smiled radiantly" (83). The 

stark, paradoxical contrast between what Maria would have 

been feeling had she not been dissociated or in the fugue 

state and thus able to deny her horror, is enormous. There 

is no possibility that Maria, who so desperately wanted 

this baby, could be screaming one minute and actually 

feeling radiant the next, unless she had been able to deny 

reality at the deepest level and compartmentalize or wall 

off her true feelings of terror and her awareness of them. 

Though some readers might assume that Maria did 

nothing more than rationalize or utilize some type of self-

induced hypnosis, perceptive readers must take note that as 

the narrative continues Maria does not and cannot remain 

completely oblivious to what actually took place in that 

room in Encino. When she develops complications and 

hemorrhaging, Maria tries to deny this reality in order 

to avoid facing the fact that her pregnancy has been 

terminated. Initially Maria minimizes her physical suf

fering, telling herself and telling Carter that nothing 

is wrong, that she cannot go to the hospital because she 

has to work. In spite of Maria's efforts to avoid reality, 

she cannot escape the torment in her subconscious which 
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plays itself out in recurrent nightmares about plumbers in 

r\ibber aprons, and in a subsequent phobia about having to 

call a plumber "because she had known all along what would 

be found in the pipes, what hacked pieces of human 

flesh" (97). 

Eventually Maria experiences a small but vital epiph

any. The epiphany does not come, however, until the post

abortion depression, coupled with the suicide of Helene's 

husband, BZ, who died holding Maria's hand, has plunged 

Maria to the bottom of the abyss and into the world of the 

psychiatric facility. Toward the very end of the novel 

Maria explains: 

Carter and Helene still ask questions. I used 
to ask questions, and I got the answer: 
nothing. . . . Now that I have the answer, my 
plans for the future are these: (1) get Kate, 
(2) live with Kate alone, (3) do some canning. 
Damson plums, apricot preserves. . . . There 
might even be a ready market for such canning: 
you will note that after everything I remain 
Harry and Francine Wyeth's daughter and 
Benny Austin's godchild. For all I know they 
knew the answer too, and pretended they didn't. 
You call it as you see it, and stay in the ac
tion. BZ thought otherwise. (210) 

In her own way, Maria has managed to survive. On the last 

page of the novel she has refused to take a phone call from 

Carter. She is busy watching hummingbirds and thinking 

about the way that light might shine off of Mason jars in 

kitchen windows. At long last, Maria comes to her own 

defense. "One thing in my defense, not that it matters: I 

know something Carter never knew, or Helene, or maybe you. 
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I know what ^nothing' means, and keep on playing. Why, BZ 

would say. Why not, I say" (214). Although readers will 

probably never feel the desire to "cheer" Maria on, they 

can certainly appreciate her courage and tenacity to stay 

in the game, even though she was not holding any aces, 

whatsoever. 

Like Maria Wyeth, Virginia Woolf was a woman who suf

fered extreme bouts of depression, and who was institu

tionalized. History certainly does not ascribe to Leonard 

Woolf any of Carter Lang's brutality; however, one of the 

worst breakdowns Virginia Woolf suffered did occur after 

her husband made the decision that they would not have 

children, and after he had found at least one doctor who 

supported that decision claiming that childbearing would 

not be in Virginia's best interest. A great deal has been 

written about Woolf's depression and her "mental illness." 

Thomas Caramagno has written what he calls a "neurobiog-

raphy" hoping that "biology" can lift "from Woolfs 

shoulders the derogatory weight of responsbility for her 

illness" (The Flight of the Mind: Virginia Woolfs Art 

and Manic-Depressive Illness 2). Caramagno presents a 

thorough and compelling theory: that Virgina Woolf suffered 

from bipolar disorder. Removing that weight of blame from 

the victim's shoulders is surely long overdue and Caramagno 

is but one author who has undertaken the task. Louise 

DeSalvo, considers another viewpoint in Virginia Woolf; 
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The Impact of Childhood Sexual Abuse on Her Life and Work 

(Impact). Using a different approach, De Salvo asserts 

that Woolfs "illness" was a response and reaction to 

childhood trauma. We will never know for certain whether 

Woolfs depression was primarily clinical id est bipolar, 

or whether it was a reaction to abuse and incest. We do 

know for certain that Woolf was sexually molested, the 

earliest episode occurring when she was approximately six 

years old, and that the incest (molestation is a form of 

physical abuse) continued for almost a decade. We know 

that Woolf suffered many bouts of serious depression, sui

cidal tendencies, anorexia or at least some type of eating 

disorder, exhibited an internalized and seemingly 

irrational sense of shame, all of which are now textbook 

symptoms that sexual abuse survivors (particularly victims 

of incest) manifest. 

DeSalvo offers a very thorough and provocative study 

of the neglect and mistreatment of the children in the 

Stephen household, dispelling the myth that Gerald 

Duckworth's assaults on Virginia were deviations "within 

an otherwise well-functioning and stable Victorian house

hold" (19). Furthermore, De Salvo makes a very strong 

case that "Laura received the most brutal and sadistic 

treatment of all the children in the Stephen household" 

(Impact 30). De Salvo offers great insight into the impact 

that Laura's mistreatment and the lessons learned about 
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what happens to "bad" id est uncooperative children must 

have had, especially on Virginia and Vanessa, "where an 

adolescent girl [Laura] was locked up and severely mis

treated" (35). Even discounting the very real traumas of 

illness, death, familial suicides, incest, and the neurotic 

family enmeshment that shaped Virgina's life and writing, 

one must wonder about the consequences of living in a 

family that "had its very own madwoman in the attic" 

(Impact 35). If blame must be placed, it does not belong 

on Virginia's shoulders. Contemplating the truly horri

fying company within the Stephens' household, even with 

its moments of rapture and literary magnitude, makes 

one shudder. 

It is certainly very possible that Virginia Woolf did 

repress traumatic memories as De Salvo believes, memories 

which surfaced in bits and pieces until, as an adult facing 

the Nazi invasion, Woolf chose to examine them and through 

writing her memoirs to seek internal insights to external 

questions. I most definitely concur that Virginia's 

attempts to examine her past required great courage, and 

that she faced it with enormous fortitude. Unlike Maria 

Wyeth, Virginia wanted real answers to her questions. 

However, where DeSalvo emphasizes Virginia's probing of 

Freud's theories and her dismay at Freud's abdication of 

the truth about incest and its frequency in "normal homes" 

(127-28), I am convinced that Woolfs periods of wavering, 
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wondering, and denial were ineluctable, as they are for any 

sexual trauma survivor, and that with or without Freud, the 

end result would have been the same. 

What strikes one as particularly significant when 

reading De Salvo's interpretation of Woolf's journey through 

her memories and re-reading A Sketch of the Past (Sketch) 

is that Woolf was doing more than just trying to remember 

or make sense of the inexplicable. Woolf was heroically 

attempting to "recall her feelings." In treatment for 

suirvivors of sexual abuse, today, one of the most diffi

cult and crucial tasks is for the victim to regain and re

attach the feelings that had to be silenced in order to 

survive the trauma, ultimately leading to a cathartic step 

called "claiming your voice." 

Wherein De Salvo emphasizes the Duckworth's connection 

to the cotton industry (106), hence Woolfs symbolic use of 

the cotton wool motif to represent her frequent periods of 

"non-being," I have no doubt, whatsoever, that the cotton 

wool forms much more than a literary image or a connection 

to the past and to the Duckworths. Woolf, herself, tells 

us that "As a child then, my days, just as they do now, 

contained a large (emphasis added) proportion of this 

cotton wool, this non-being" (Sketch 11). As a reader of 

Woolfs novels, one cannot fail to note the surrealistic, 

yet lyrical qualities in her interior monologues, which 

have been addressed on many theoretical and literary 
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levels. The disembodiment, though, which Woolf describes 

in her memoirs, using the cotton wool analogy to depict 

those periods of "being" and "non-being" often tend to 

baffle some readers. Those very states, however, make 

complete sense to me for they are authentic renderings 

and artistic imitations of my own life and experience as 

a survivor of extreme childhood trauma and sexual abuse: 

losing time, dissociating, seeing the everyday world not 

through some looking glass darkly, but through skeins of 

cotton wool. As a reader and a survivor, Woolfs sketches 

began to elicit an altogether different response from me, 

than my response to reading the novels. As I read the 

memoirs, the sketches simultaneously became art imitating 

life and vice versa: Woolfs life experiences and memories 

translated into her novels and remaining in my memory, 

began intersecting with my reading of her sketches which 

were translations of my own life experiences and my exper

iences as reader and survivor. 

In those childhood sketches (or as Morrison's Sethe 

might say, those "rememories"), Woolf describes overhearing 

from one of her parents that Mr. Valpy had committed 

suicide. Her own words depict her reaction to the news and 

the sensation of dissociating with its attendant feeling 

of paralysis. 

The next thing I remember is being in the garden 
at night and walking on the path by the apple 
tree. It seemed to me that the apple tree was 
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connected with the horror of Mr. Valpy's suicide. 
I could not pass it. I stood there looking at 
the grey-green creases of the bark—it was a 
moonlit night—in a trance of horror. I seemed 
to be dragged down, hopelessly, into some pit of 
absolute despair from which I could not escape. 
My body seemed paralysed. (12) 

This temporary paralysis can be triggered in a survivor by 

even a superficial sight or sound that awakens emotions, 

similar to the ones the victim experienced during the abuse, 

thus dragging the hapless victim/survivor into the immobi

lized dissociative world of cotton wool. One day I had 

been teaching a sophomore survey course. As the students 

were gathering their backpacks and books to leave class, 

out of the corner of my eye I just caught a glimpse of a 

man's arm with thick, dark hair and his arm was moving 

from an upward to a downward position. In reality he was 

simply bring his arm down in order to pick up his books. 

I was not consciously aware of even having seen the motion, 

until I began to tremble so violently that another student 

asked me if I was ill. I remember saying, "I am fine." 

The next thing I remember is sitting in my car in the 

parking lot and wondering whether I had just arrived at 

work or whether I was leaving for lunch. That disso

ciative defense which had once been a crucial element in 

surviving a trauma which a child cannot comprehend, becomes 

in the adult world an enormous and problematic obstacle to 

everyday functioning and to eventual healing. Some sur

vivors react almost instinctively to being triggered by 
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focusing on very concrete and tangible realities of the 

here and now; in the scene where Woolf has learned of Mr. 

Valpy's suicide, she attempts (futilely in this instance) 

to ground herself by looking at the creases in the bark of 

the apple tree. I have discovered that visual cues rarely 

work as well for me or as quickly as auditory or olfactory 

grounding techniques. If I feel myself being "dragged 

down" into the abyss where I lose all sense of self, I pick 

up the phone and call someone whose voice brings me back to 

the present; or barring that I reach for a specific per

fume which re-animates the reality of 1995 and disannuls 

the man's dark arm moving downward toward the five-year-

old cowering in the corner of the pumphouse, frantically 

pushing spiderwebs off her face telling herself she must 

not scream, no matter what. Virginia Woolf so frequently 

mentions sounds and smells, flowers and trees, I have to 

wonder if she was subconsciously employing olfactory or 

other similar grounding methods. 

Just as the fictive Maria Wyeth began her narrative 

with a question, then added various "givens" about her 

family, Woolf poses some of the difficulties with which 

memoir writers contend when dealing with what Maria would 

have called "as it was." Woolf insists that many memoir 

writers fail because they "Leave out the person to whom 

things happened . . . And the events mean very little 
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unless we know first to whom they happened. Who was I 

then?" (Sketch 5). Woolf offers brief facts about herself 

and the "communicative, literate, letter-writing" family 

and world into which she was born (Sketch 6). After a 

brief description of her nursery, her mother, and the 

passion flowers, Woolf moves into more details about the 

sensual, and "semi-transparent" world at St. Ives. Woolf 

then makes a remarkable assertion. "At times I can go back 

to St. Ives more completely than I can [remember or go back 

to just] this morning. I can reach a state where I seem 

to be watching things happen as if I were there" (7-8). 

Woolf attempts an explanation. "That is, I suppose, that 

my memory supplies what I had forgotten, so that it seems 

as if it were happening independently (emphasis added) 

though I am really making it happen" (8). Next, Woolf 

begins to speculate about memory and reality. 

Now . . . is it not possible—I often wonder— 
that things we have felt with great intensity 
have an existence independent of our minds; 
are in fact still in existence? And if so, 
will it not be possible, in time, that some 
device will be invented by which we can tap 
them? I see it—the past—as an avenue lying 
behind; a long ribbon of scenes, emotions. 
There at the end of the avenue still, are the 
garden and the nursery . . . I shall turn up 
August 1890. I feel that strong emotion must 
leave its trace; and it is only a question of 
discovering how we can get ourselves again 
attached to it, so that we shall be able to 
live our lives through from the start. (8) 

As an adult writing her memoirs, Woolf is not only seeking 

some way to re-attach herself to the past, but describing 
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her past as if it were something independent from herself. 

Clearly, in two of the memories that she examines and 

describes, she is not only still detached from them, but 

was detached or "dissociated" at the time the incidents 

took place, which explains to some degree, those paradoxi

cal remarks she makes such as "I am hardly aware of myself" 

or "I am only the container" (8). 

Woolf was between six and seven years of age when she 

became aware of her extreme body shame and her inability to 

even look into the mirror in the hallway at Talland House, 

unless she was certain she was alone. The memoirs, written 

between April 1939 and November 1940, four months prior to 

her death by drowning, show an intense insight on Woolfs 

part who dismisses her earlier theory that she might have 

been avoiding the mirror lest she break some unwritten 

"tomboy" code of conduct that she and Vanessa had shared. 

Woolf declares, "I think that my feeling of shame went a 

great deal deeper" (9). What Woolf called "the looking-

glass shame" lasted for her entire lifetime, in addition to 

almost phobic reactions such as the inability to powder her 

nose in public, to run abashedly in a garden wearing a new 

dress, much less walk with confident femininity. In other 

words, Woolf could never be comfortable or at ease with her 

physical body after early childhood, unless "her ecstasies 

and raptures" were also "disconnected with my [her] own 

body" (9). As Woolf explicitly concludes, "I must have 
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been ashamed or afraid of my own body" (9). In the very 

next sentence Woolf describes what must have been a terri

fying experience; yet, she narrates one of her earliest 

memories of the incest by her half-brother as if it had 

"happened" to a character in one of her novels. 

Once when I was very small Gerald Duckworth 
lifted me onto this [hallway slab for dishes], 
and as I sat there he began to explore my body. 
I can remember the feel of his hand going under 
my clothes; going firmly and steadily lower and 
lower. I remember how I hoped that he would 
stop; how I stiffened and wriggled as his hand 
approached my private parts. But it did not 
stop. His hand explored my private parts too. 
I remember resenting, disliking it—what is the 
word for so dumb and mixed a feeling? It must 
have been strong, since I can still 
recall it. (10) 

One does not have to work very hard as a reader to 

imagine the confusion of this little girl. What was she 

supposed to do? What power did she have to stop something 

that she was not even old enough to comprehend, only old 

enough to resent? And long before the insights of this 

decade into internalized shame and other reactions from 

similar victims, with amazing clarity and dispassion Woolf 

writes: 

Though I have done my best to explain why I was 
ashamed of looking at my own face I have only 
been able to discover some possible reasons; 
there may be others; I do not suppose that I 
have got at the truth; yet . . . it happened to 
me personally; and I have no motive for lying 
about it. (10) 
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Just as Maria Wyeth was plagued with nightmares as her 

subconscious mind grappled with her suffering, Woolf also 

describes a dream in which she is looking into a mirror 

"when a horrible face—the face of an animal—suddenly 

showed over my shoulder" adding that she "always remembered 

the other face in the glass . . . and that it frightened 

me" (10). This dream reflects the image of a very real, 

and very frightened little girl who must have caught vile, 

beastly glimpses in that hallway mirror, while a young man 

who was not only a decade older than she, but a "protector" 

and brother to her as well, uses, violates, and abuses her 

body, mind and spirit. That "scene" is quite enough to 

make any reader feel ire. 

While Maria Wyeth accepted "nothingness" and avoided 

asking too many questions, Woolf pushes for answers to 

difficult ones. Woolf ponders why she has forgotten so 

many things that should have been memorable, yet remembers 

others. "Why remember the hum of bees in the garden going 

down to the beach, and forget completely being thrown naked 

by father into the sea?" (Sketch 11). The answer seems 

to be that there is nothing inherently dangerous or fear-

provoking about the sound of bees humming, but that perhaps 

being thrown naked into the sea might well threaten one's 

sense of safety or well-being, creating an unbearable 

awareness of one's own vulnerability. 
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Mitchell A. Leaska, editor of The Virginia Woolf 

Reader claims: "Nowhere in the literary canon does she 

[Woolf] explore in greater depth the relationship of life 

to art and art to life" than in A Sketch of the Past from 

which "emerges a kind of philosophy that behind the ^cotton 

wool,' behind the amorphousness of life, there is a clearly 

defined order" (3). In Sketch Woolf explains. "I make it 

real by putting it into words. It is only by putting it 

into words that I make it whole; this wholeness means that 

it has lost its power to hurt me" (12-13). As a writer 

Virginia Woolf found the intersection of life and art and 

in the process, she claimed her voice as a survivor. 

Through her art and through her artistic memoirs, Woolf 

found a profound and personal power. As an adult, after 

much suffering and much growth, Woolf came to recognize 

that the capacity to sustain "the sledge hammer force of 

the blow" receiving life's "sudden shocks" also contained 

a gift: the recognition that the blows were "valuable" be

cause this capacity "is what makes me a writer" (Sketch 12) 

Woolf elaborates thus: 

I feel that I have had a blow; but it is not, 
as I thought as a child, simply a blow from 
an enemy hidden behind the cotton wool of daily 
life; it is or will become a revelation of some 
order; it is a token of some real thing behind 
appearances; and I make it real by putting it 
into words. It is only by putting it into 
words that I make it whole; . . . that behind 
the cotton wool is hidden a pattern; that we—I 
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mean all human beings—are connected with this; 
that the whole world is a work of art; that we 
are parts of the work of art. . . (Sketch 13). 

Art is, I believe, less mutable, less transitory than 

the shocks of life. Art is paradox. Life is paradox. If 

passivity in the face of aggression and violence seems 

paradoxical, there is yet another paradoxical layer in its 

midst. Even when life imitates or becomes obscenity, there 

can be more than survival and victimization. There can be 

healing, reclamation, and empowerment. Although Virginia 

Woolfs suicide was an enormous loss to many, as was 

Sylvia Plath's, these women were not failures. They had 

been repeatedly victimized, but in spite of death's sting 

they were, nevertheless, survivors. They continue living 

for they had claimed their voices. Their legacies prove 

just how inseparable art and life can be. How thankful I 

am to be able to continue keeping their company, and the 

company of Miranda Grey, of Maria Wyeth, of Colleen Stan, 

of Maya Angelou and countless others. Jan Hooker and 

Colleen Stan created new lives after their ordeal. Jan 

divorced Cameron, took back her maiden name, then pursued 

her education while caring for her daughters (Victim 368). 

Colleen Stan finally received some financial compensation 

from her civil suit against Hooker and through California's 

Victim Witness program, money which has been put to very 

good use: providing for a baby girl born April 23, 1987 

(Victim 368). The real legacy that Colleen is handing down 
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to her daughter is her faith in God. During the long years 

of her victimization, the literature that sustained Colleen 

was in the Bible, particularly Psalm 64. 

I have recently been "keeping company" with another 

woman, one whose religious faith not only sustains her in 

daily life, but has profoundly shaped her art. Maya Angelou 

has survived sexual abuse, poverty, racism and bigotry, and 

after thirty years is still claiming her voice. Her most 

recent publication. Wouldn't Take Nothing for Mv Journey 

Now, is a remarkable departure in some ways from her pre

vious works. This book is not another volume of poetry, 

nor is it—strictly speaking—another of her autobio

graphical narratives. Rather it is a collection of memo

ries and stories about people with whom she has kept 

company, about the places, adventures, and insights which 

have shaped the narrative that has been Angelou's life thus 

far. Maya Angelou loves to dance, to sing, to write, to 

cook, to entertain, to read and to travel. She believes 

travel provides us with opportunities to see "that all 

peoples cry, laugh, eat, worry, and die" and "it can 

introduce the idea that if we try to understand each other, 

we may even become friends" (Journey 12). If then, "the 

whole world is a work of art" and we "are parts of the work 

of art" (Sketch 13), is it not time for some new 

literary travels? 
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