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Critical Introduction
When I was in elementary school, likely in the third or fourth grade, my teacher assigned Lois Lowry’s Number the Stars. Although my love for reading had taken root years before, I remember this as one of the few texts that moved me. In the story, ten-year-old Annemarie and her family must hide her best friend, Ellen, and her Jewish family from the Nazis after the latter invades Copenhagen. As a young girl myself, I felt a kindred connection to Annemarie and her bravery, dedication to human compassion, and friendship even in the face of death. Annemarie and her family successfully transport Ellen’s family to Sweden over the duration of the war and make countless sacrifices to prevent the Nazis from fully inhabiting their country. Images of Annemarie ripping—to conceal her friend’s religion—a Star of David necklace from Ellen’s neck, and then Annemarie wearing it at the end of the war in homage to her friend, stayed with me even years later. I wanted to have the opportunity to be a friend like that and to test and demonstrate my bravery. 
In STRIVE (a gifted class that met weekly in elementary), I chose to embark on a yearlong research project about the Holocaust. Here, I read as many juvenile books about the war and this event and shared them with my class. Then, I researched the conditions of life for people—mostly Jewish—in Nazi-occupied countries and even requested more information about it from the United States Holocaust Memorial Museum in Washington D.C., which responded by sending me actual photographs of Holocaust prisoners. One day I checked the mail after school, only to find an oversized envelope addressed to me. I tore along the seams of the envelope that held a letter from the museum with a passport of a young girl who died during the Holocaust and a group of photos taken of starving bodies of men in train cars and children in striped uniforms. The black and white photos are still pressed in my mind, reminding me that this event was, in truth, real. Although I was only ten or eleven at the time, I remember thinking that I needed to share these photos and made copies for all of my classmates. Even then, I felt the pull of sharing the trauma and the story with others. Although the project consisted of only five to six typed pages and a fifteen-minute presentation to my class, it solidified my fascination with the Holocaust and made me eager to be able to share the knowledge. 

Years later, in my first literature-based course in college, the class read and discussed the graphic novel Maus by Art Spiegelman. This autobiographical/biographical duo of texts was a son’s story of his father’s experience during the Holocaust and his own reception of that story growing up. Reading the books was a unique experience for me not just because of its medium, but also due to its subject matter. I was riveted that a writer would portray his characters as animals—in particular Jews as mice and Germans as cats. For an assignment, I composed an essay that contemplated identity as humans and as animals. I had never before encountered such an unusual approach to Holocaust literature, and the fact that he would depict the victims as vermin arched my eyebrows and provoked me to take a second glance and understand the extent of Spiegelman’s message. Such a message seemed to show that the Jews were not humans to the Nazis; however, with whatever rodent qualities they may exhibit, Spiegelman surprises us by showing that the Jews are triumphant merely in surviving, but have much more to battle with after the Holocaust. This turned the image of the mouse on its head and allowed me to see precisely the issues that come along with surviving: understanding how to live after survival as an autonomous individual, as Vladek attempts to do. I realized that in his epigraph of both texts, Spiegelman includes quotes by the Nazis meant to associate the Jews as mice for the most negative reasons.

In the essay, I wanted to share Spiegelman’s poignant tale of both his father’s time in Auschwitz and his own reception of the reasons behind Vladek’s pathological obsessions and odd behaviors. I focused on the author’s choice to illustrate Vladek as a mouse, because his mouse-like qualities were what allowed him to survive. No longer would mice be mere rodents, as the Nazis wanted them to be, but rather for Vladek, animals that could survive in the most primal times and inhumane conditions. My own reception of Maus— one marked by Vladek’s obsession with the past and desperation to survive in his story and Artie’s need to understand his father both as someone once less than human to others around him and then later as a father and husband, along with a citizen—inspired my essay then, just as it does now. 
Perhaps that text was the one that catalyzed my choice for the topic of my Honors project and later my senior English project. In my junior year, when I was enrolled in the initial Honors Seminar, I was forced to question on what subject it would be that I would base a yearlong project. When I went to that initial meeting with my advisor, I tried to be thoughtful and broad in my interests for the thesis. Other than the topic at hand, I considered travel writing if I studied abroad, or, because I enrolled at Otterbein as a Creative Writing concentration in English, I pondered centralizing my thesis around writing and engaging critically with poetry. Finally, I am also a Philosophy minor whose appreciation for the discipline stemmed from Plato’s writings like The Republic or The Symposium, so I debated exploring Plato’s relationship to literature. However, after only one conversation with my professor, I realized there was—and would always be—something more to be said about literature and the Holocaust. I wanted to explore more fully for myself some literary pieces that were concerned with the Holocaust, and I wanted to give voice to the concerns and questions these texts raised. From there, I set out to find the core reasons for why literature is written about the Holocaust and see if my own work could progress the genre further. 

However, the genre of Holocaust literature was too broad to base an undergraduate thesis on, so I narrowed my focus to second-generation literature.
 I then remembered the common book choice—Martin Goldsmith’s The Inextinguishable Symphony—my freshman year and Maus and thought about the way that survivors  may or may not share their trauma and how deeply that impacted their children encouraged me to explore the genre of second-generation Holocaust survivor literature further. Although my family is not Jewish or of any religious affiliation, there still has been a history of trauma. My mother experienced a childhood that prevented her from growing close to her mother, excelling or even remotely caring about her education, and having relationships of a normal status. Her mother relocated her around Ohio and the country with strangers. With me, she would share some of the fears she had as a teen on a bus across the country or express her desire to go to a secondary school to her guidance counselor, who scoffed at her dreams. In turn, my relationship with her is uncommon; I often feel the desire to parent and take care of her in ways that her parents never had.
 My own receipt of trauma is the feeling that I need to make up for my mother’s past, and yet I often fall short and cannot provide her with what she needs. I am not even sure if I know what she needs or if those needs can ever be filled. With my own mother and her history of traumatic encounters and my witnessing of the aftermath, I knew that such literature was just as salient and crucial to Holocaust literature as any other form of survivor texts. 
However, the final project did not begin in full there. Initially, I had hoped to evaluate a multitude of primary texts by second-generation survivors and tie them together through their medium of choice. Then, I would evaluate what it meant for these children to write and what significance writing and sharing their own stories for the children means. After compiling a bibliography and examining some of the texts I found, I came to realize that Maus was the one around which I needed to center my project. That year, I attended the AWP Conference in Chicago, with a group of faculty and peers and actually had the opportunity to see Art Spiegelman speak. Despite the fact that he did not mention the content of Maus but rather graphic novels as a medium, I was mesmerized and excited to begin writing about his text. During his speech that night, which was attended by a full audience, I clutched Maus in my hands in hope of finding him that night or the next day for a signature and a conversation. This was not only because I found it so captivating my first quarter of college or during my junior year in Chicago, but also because it encapsulated some of the central issues that children of Holocaust survivors face. These traits include strained relationships with parents, searching for an identity independent of the Holocaust, and always worrying about the past’s role in the present. 
As my second text, I had not considered Thane Rosenbaum’s novel Hand Smoke as one of the texts on which I would focus until my advisor recommended it. After reading and thinking about it, I realized that it would pair beautifully with Maus to exemplify some of the questions and concerns faced by children of Holocaust survivors. I would not say that Second Hand Smoke became my favorite book, and I do think that I was frustrated with the fanatic events that panned out, but Rosenbaum presented a text that rang true to the issues of second-generation survivors. Despite the many aspects of these two texts that vary, there are several qualities that link Artie and Duncan together, namely their relationships and revelations inspired by their siblings of the Holocaust. And here my project began to take shape. 

So, what have I discovered since I began writing in full my winter quarter of senior year? The following essay has distilled central issues that exist for generations surviving after the Holocaust. Further, by looking at what this literature informs us about second-generation survivors, I found that there is a reciprocal dimension to the relationship between literature and culture. In short, literature (and all of the arts) is an integral asset of a culture. Yes, literature is what separates us from the prehistoric age, but it is more than just a means to keep history and to allow the future to learn from the past. Rather, it is a means of working through the past, which Spiegelman and Rosenbaum as second-generation Holocaust survivors both exemplify. This essay is cognizant of the fact; although this was not the thesis, I hope that it will be evident that literature shapes our past, our present, and our future in countless ways. 

In turn, the culture—our world either sixty years ago or today—encourages amnesia. This is not to say that, culture asks us to forget everything, but rather some things. Then, literature comes into play. Literature becomes the means through which we share what we want the next generation (and ourselves) to remember. Yet, we sadly find that no matter how much we want good to prevail, the bad still exists and remains evident in our lives. In essence, we are left with authors to remind us that the past is ongoing, even when we want to ignore it. Literature repairs the past and acts therapeutic, while simultaneously testifying to what is irreparable. Spiegelman and Rosenbaum invite readers to construct a culture of remembrance, accepting pain, and sorting through it to avow trauma and seek ways to work through it, in order to avoid repetition and make another move toward the overall good. It is only through Spiegelman’s decision to write (and illustrate) about his father’s story, and just as importantly, his own story as a child who can never have parents like his friends that readers are honestly educated about the Holocaust and its aftermath. In these stories, literature both repairs the past for Vladek and Artie and bears witness to what cannot be fixed, like Artie’s own guilt about his mother’s suicide. Second Hand Smoke mirrors the thoughts of many children of survivors—their guilt, need to know, to protect, and to fix what their parents never could. With the working-through and the sharing of the past in both the positive and negative lights, comes the reparative work of literature and the exact reasons why literature—particularly Holocaust literature—is a fundamental aspect of society. Moreover, here is my own need to sort through the literatures I have encountered and find their own value at large in culture as literature as a whole and as the second-generation Holocaust literature.


Further, I have discovered that although many children feel that their stories and lives are not nearly of the same caliber as the survivors’ tales, there still is something critical here about bearing witness and having a story. I have lived a mostly content, enjoyable twenty-two years of life, and that story mirrors my mother’s in a non-existent manner. However, my own tale of experiencing life after her trauma is equally as significant—it shares something about humanity and about relationships just as Spiegelman’s and Rosenbaum’s do. These discoveries are still occurring for me even as I conclude this project for the year, and I am content with that aspect. In fact, I trust that the discoveries will continue even after I have turned this in and have begun reading other texts and genres. 
To introduce the following project, the aim of the central thesis is to recognize the common traits of second-generation Holocaust survivors, to understand what they mean for them, and how the conflicts they face are resolved. I do this through a close textual analysis of Maus and Second Hand Smoke and the analysis of theoretical criticism about the Holocaust, second-generation survivors, and specifically their literature. Also, I found it essential to consult and incorporate other literature of second-generation survivors to lend evidence and example to common characteristics. And finally, as readers will see in the latter pages, I also incorporated a creative approach of nonfiction writing as an essay exploring my own relationship with my mother. 
Such traits of the lives of second-generation survivors like Artie and Duncan include not having the opportunity to bond with their parents because their parents are regularly allowing the past to infiltrate their daily actions by expressing ambivalence towards those who did not experience the Holocaust or silence about their story.
 For Duncan in Second Hand Smoke, he cannot even have normal friendships, because his parents refuse to let him share even the most trivial details about their lives. Not only do the children have no opportunity to bond with their parents, they also are measured up against their elders in their successes and failures in every aspect. These children also always feel an obligation to know and protect their parents in some manner.
 Artie learns that he will never have the opportunity to know his mother Anja’s story, but the closest he gets is in the remnants of his father’s tale. This tale is told and recorded in a series of interviews and conversations between father and son. These children search for individual identities, and although it may mean still adhering to Judaism’s core ideas, it still needs to be governed by the child, not the parent or the past. 

Only through my writing did I come to realize that both Artie and Duncan in these texts actually need some sort of resolution to their issues. The resolution is necessary for the plot in the texts and for the children. Initially, it would seem that such a resolution would not be possible, because one cannot forget the Holocaust, especially when it has been so thoroughly integrated into his life. However, either unconsciously or consciously, both Artie and Duncan search for that solution and still are wound up in the past until they obtain it. As Freud once put it, if we are somehow to work through it, we must remember it. 

Artie’s only resolution, a conflicted one at best, comes from working-through the past with his father, Vladek. Doing so requires him to interview Vladek and comprehend why his father acts in the ways that he does, especially his odd behaviors. His resolution is conflicted, because some resolutions are ambiguous, are difficult, and are impossible. It may feel unresolved in the manner that Artie is left with a father that utters his younger brother’s name in conversation before sleep, and in the way that he cannot truly ever retrieve his mother’s voice. Despite these facts, Artie’s final panel emulates a resolution in the most obvious manner: he draws a set of his parents’ tombstones, signifying their burial and death, and his own signature with the dates it took to complete Maus. These dates represent the years of the life and death of the core issues of a second-generation survivor. Artie gains resolution, however conflicted it may be, in life with the resolution of the story, and will remember it, as Freud says, from his working-through in the text.

In Second Hand Smoke, the resolution comes with Duncan’s acts of working-through with his brother, Isaac. Duncan is initially consumed by the Holocaust: taking medicine for stomach problems, allowing his rage to consume him, and needing a family and not being able to keep one. It is only through meeting Isaac, returning to the reason for his mother’s behaviors, and working-through these problems that Duncan has the initiative to change. His resolution is life altering: he becomes content with life and surprisingly enough, with his mother and her death. It seems that Duncan needed to go to the source with Isaac, to remind himself that the Holocaust was not his own, and to live life according to those beliefs. 

From Maus and Second Hand Smoke, we recognize that children of Holocaust survivors must somehow work through their past, address the silence and the guilt, and search for a deeper understanding of their parents’ history. Although this is not a necessary condition for resolution, it is essential for second-generation survivors to minimally have a clearer understanding of the past that influences their present so deeply and have the ability to separate the two. 

I would then say from creating my thesis and my essay, questions might arise about the choice of direction I took, some traits that I did not explore, and even format choices I made. The element that ties Maus and Second Hand Smoke so clearly together is the protagonists’ relationships to their ghost siblings, or the siblings that were born during the Holocaust and were dead or nonexistent. For Artie, Richieu died as a toddler during the Holocaust; however, Artie’s parents allow Richieu’s memory to remind him that he can never live up to his parents’ expectations because he could never know the level of trauma that his family has. For Duncan, he does not learn about his brother until adulthood, but Mila, his mother, makes it known to her nurses and confidants before her death that her harsh treatment of Duncan was not because of Duncan, but because of the child she left in Poland. In the text, Duncan never learns this fact; yet meeting his brother later has a profound effect on the protagonist. My choice to not allow this aspect guide or be a central focus of the essay was because it only occurred in these two texts and may not have be the case for the majority of second-generation survivors. Further, I wanted to focus on the children born after the Holocaust and the effects or their relationships with survivor parents. 

Although the mediums through which these two stories are told are not explicitly focused on, they are a key aspect of the essay. Spiegelman’s Maus is a graphic novel, which allows us to see the merging of images and words that share a truth that could not be said without both elements working together. This graphic novel is a personal narrative—one that explores Spiegelman/Artie’s life through his experiences with his father, which sharing his father’s story to explain the questions that never were before answered and to leave more questions that were not previously considered. Rosenbaum’s Second Hand Smoke is a novel, evidently fictitious in some of the experiences that occur, but it still shares truths that second-generation Holocaust survivors face. However, Rosenbaum himself is a child of Holocaust survivors and precisely uses this fiction to share his own struggles (Lourie 31).There are numerous works from other genres that strive to speak like these authors have though, so I allowed the essay to examine the characteristics of children rather than the mediums of the texts as a focus. 

Finally, after a thorough analysis of these two texts and the ways in which they represent and challenge the genre of second-generation Holocaust literature, I decided to begin my own writing as a child of trauma. My choice to write an extended creative piece stems from my dual concentration. With that, it was necessary to incorporate my creative writing interests into the senior project. After much deliberation about how I would write my own story and share my own experiences being a child, I decided to take on a short essay exploring my relationship with my mother. Like all parent/child relationships, this once is complex and merits analysis. However, I felt that based on my mother’s past and the manners that she passed that past onto me to keep, I had a lot to say, and moreover, a lot to work through. Although ostensibly, the connections between Artie and Duncan and me may be difficult to read, they are there. We are children that are not just children but avengers and  protectors, divided between devotion and confusion and animosity. I have not survived the Holocaust and I am not Jewish, or even religious for that matter. And neither are my parents or grandparents. However, I believe there is also some story worth sharing about my life, my relationships, and the challenges not only that I face, but that we all face as human beings. 

At the final section of this project, readers will find my own creative writing essay, “Between Blurry Lines: Reflecting the Inheritance of Trauma in a Mother/Daughter Relationship.” It was not until I began writing this essay, which I had less enthusiasm and hope for in these short pages than I did for the triple amount of writing I had in my central essay, that I gained a new attitude of fondness for both Artie and Duncan or Spiegelman and Rosenbaum. There is something to be said about the near impossibility of sharing your innermost thoughts on the page, not about your own life or just anyone else’s but your parents. It is a difficult responsibility, and it is stressful to know what is relevant to your reflection and topic and to know what is just filler information. Further, I had to decide how to go about being completely honest about my mother’s past and my reaction to her after such a confession.  In short, I found that I kept procrastinating this part of the essay; I’d either not be able to write, write and erase a little, or just ramble on to get out all I could. I did not want to give voice to the feelings I had, and I did not know if I had the right to give voice to my feelings. But, I gave voice to the utter confusion, ambivalence, guilt, and hope that I felt about my mother’s past, my reception of the past, and my own future with my mother now that I have learned to cope with her past. It has lead to an essay that struggles to be honest, to be clear, and to embrace the confusion a child of trauma faces. I hope that readers will find these exact aspects of the essay to enhance this project as a whole and to see how significant literature is for people. 
I think these are precisely the reasons why second-generation Holocaust literature is so pertinent to the subject of literature in general. It allows literature to be the lens through which we see honest, unadulterated views of children that have feelings they generally repress. Moreover, second-generation Holocaust literature in my own essay becomes second-generation literature. Although the essay about my relationship with my mother does not explicitly cite the comparisons or differences between the two texts and my own life or even my own reading of the texts, it allows the readers to draw the connections between people inheriting various kinds of literature. It challenges us to see literature as not just an aesthetic concept of beautiful language and interesting plot and more as therapeutic, revelatory, and bearing witness to something that cannot be shared in any other manner This is the reason why such a topic warrants a hybrid approach. 

While I initially thought that an inclusion of a work by someone that never experienced any aftermath of the Holocaust would count against my project and make it something that it was not trying to be, I have changed my mind. Through my own writing, I have seen firsthand the obstacles these authors face and the benefits (and downfalls) of sharing through writing. I am eager to see the ways in which readers connect these two unique pieces. After all, literature is doing just that every day: it is integrative and engaging, and it crosses over various genres, experiences, and people. It is beautiful in just that way. 

And, here is my Senior Project. It is finished in the sense that I have said what I can say in regards to these texts and their key elements, but unfinished in the ways that I could incessantly continue writing about second-generation survivor literature. Spiegelman’s Maus and Rosenbaum’s Second Hand Smoke are two exemplary texts of second-generation Holocaust survivor literature because they actively deal with the traits that second-generation survivors face as children and adults. Despite the fact that we are not all survivors or second-generation survivors of the Holocaust, there will always be an opportunity for a story to be written, to unearth the reasons for why we write and to share the momentous events in our lives. These are the very reasons that inspired me to share these stories and find my own. 
I hope that people will gain the understanding of how crucial it is to give voice to the unsaid and to share that with others. This project aims to give an analysis of two unique second-generation Holocaust texts—diverse in their story and in their medium, but not in the reactions and lives of the children of Holocaust survivors. Spiegelman and Rosenbaum give voice to the boys who are not allowed to cry or play violins, the men who feel confusion or anger, and the children who want to know their parents as parents rather than as merely survivors. I hope that others will discover the significance of the Holocaust for generations later and its relationship with literature and culture, have the drive to search out the untold stories, share them, and continue reading about the things that incite the passion for knowledge within. 
The Preface: an Honest Revelation about the Past’s Role in the Present
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In the two-page preface to his acclaimed graphic novel Maus, A Survivor’s Tale I: My Father Bleeds History, Art Spiegelman presents a scene from his home in Rego Park, New York in 1958 that introduces readers to a relationship between a father and his son marked by misunderstanding and tension. This misunderstanding and tension is portrayed in both the father-son dialogue and the drawing of the panels. In this preface, a ten-year old Artie turns to his father Vladek, a Holocaust survivor, for comfort after his friends leave him behind when he falls. Rather than soothing Artie, Vladek instead exclaims, “Friends? Your friends? …If you lock them together in a room with no food for a week…THEN you could see what it is, Friends!...” (Maus I 6). The preface is drawn so that both characters are mice, but that does not deter readers from recognizing that the issues are human in their complexity. In the poignant penultimate panel of the preface, Vladek asks the child to help him with his task of “fixing something,” and while he saws, Arties cries (Maus I 6). Spiegelman’s actual depiction of the scene constitutes a distinct manner of conveying the distance that separates the father-son relationship here. Containing ten panels, the preface shows two long, double-sized panels to frame a series of eight others, which vary in distance and focus each time. When Artie goes to his father to tell him what happened, the panel focuses on Artie’s pained expression of betrayal and Vladek’s constant sawing (see fig. 1). Then, everything halts when Vladek aggressively questions Artie’s use of the word “friends” in reference to the instance of schoolyard cruelty. Motion obviously stops, just as the image becomes a close-up on Vladek, which is the turning point of the preface, because readers see Vladek through Artie’s childhood eyes as cold and insensitive. All preconceived notions of a normal relationship between father and son are eliminated with Vladek’s words and actions. The final two panels in the preface pan out, noting the obvious distance that grows between the two. In the next panel, this distance is further supported by Spiegelman’s drawing of the characters looking away from the reader. In the final panel, Spiegelman makes an overt choice to take up more space to denote the excessive distance that Vladek creates between his son and himself as he defines whom friends really are, based on his time in the Holocaust. Artie is drawn smaller and illustrated as infantile and childlike, looking up at his father as Vladek overlooks his pain. 

The scene ends with Vladek’s exclamation about defining friends, as stated above, ending in a series of ellipses, which signifies the issues that are raised here will be addressed again throughout the texts, although the scene is not referred to again in the story. Spiegelman’s choice to open with a scene from his childhood where Vladek shakes off a child’s incident of schoolyard cruelty as if it were nothing in comparison to an experience that occurred over ten years before, symbolizes the troubles that arise between parent and child. We recognize that Spiegelman’s identity as the son of a Holocaust survivor is one that influences his daily life even from childhood. This identity can never free itself from the Holocaust and his parents’ past. Artie feels guilt in both his rendition of the story and his relationship with his parents.
 This is evidenced in his choice to write two texts about not only his father’s story of the Holocaust, but his individual way of receiving the past as he struggles with a divided identity separate from and in relation to his parents’ identity.

A critical introduction to the issues that will be dealt with in the text, this preface represents a father whose history and suffering becomes the basis for dismissing any trial or tribulation his son experiences.
 Vladek evidently still remains mired in the past, under the hold of the Holocaust. Because he was forced to undergo and then survive such gruesome experiences—giving up his first son, watching his father-in-law being taken away to the camps, and burying the body of a friend, for example—Vladek becomes a survivor for the rest of his life, incapable of being sensitive to trivial, childhood foul play. The problem with this insensitivity is the reaction it causes in Artie, who comes to see himself as never good or strong enough for his father, because he has no experience traumatic enough to compare to Vladek.
 Immediately, Spiegelman familiarizes readers with the problems parents and children face after being directly affected by a traumatic event—namely, the Holocaust. This initiates a relationship bound by a past that is in constant war with the present for attention. In the second book, an older Artie admits that even from childhood, he remembers only arguing and “being told that I [Artie] couldn’t do anything as well as he could” (Maus II 44). This confession by Spiegelman distills the central problem in need of being worked through by his father and him. 

 
Vladek’s actions and words in the preface bear a resemblance to resentment and anger towards Artie, which Spiegelman illustrates as Vladek actually cutting Artie in the last panel. Such harsh symbolism gives a deeper meaning to the subtitle of the first book, My Father Bleeds History, which notes that Vladek’s past is continuously coursing through his veins and into his life.
 Even now, the past seems to flow through Artie’s blood as well. The young child hopes for a father figure in his youth, something others around him obtain easily. Yet, he cannot gain anything more than a scoff at friendship and a cold shoulder. For Artie, his father is never just a father, but always a survivor of the Holocaust. In addition, while most children never see their parents as defined as anything but a parent first, second-generation survivors cannot separate the two, which we may believe is reminiscent of the survivors’ own inability to separate the past and the present. Throughout Maus, Spiegelman strives to honestly convey Vladek’s time in the Holocaust, his issue in the present, and the ways that the past has influenced both their relationship and Artie’s life as a second-generation survivor. Artie is a naïve child who seeks understanding from his father who fails in all accounts to have sympathy or genuine concern for his child. When Vladek asks Artie to help him fix something, we understand that the vagueness of “fixing something” can be a reminder from Spiegelman that this is a time from his childhood, but we might also see it as an insight into the text: Maus I and II as a whole is about an attempt to fix or repair something. This becomes a core motif within the text: collaborative, reparative work for both Vladek and Artie as individuals and together as we see in the recording of—and listening to—Vladek’s testimony. 

Working- through Generations of Repetition

Maus is a canonical second-generation Holocaust survivor text because of Spiegelman’s approach to readers. He conveys his struggle with both parents and his role as a child sincerely and unabashedly. We see a new classification of witness: Artie does not live through the Holocaust, but he sees its consequences firsthand on those that have, and lives through some of its ongoing effects himself. He does not know pain, but his father’s reactions, habits, and comments to him remind him of that. Artie in turn feels the need to work through the past to help him gain his identity and an understanding of his father that he never could before. At one point, while Vladek shares a story from Artie’s childhood, he accidentally knocks over his pill bottle. When Artie moves to collect the pills, he blames his son for it and refuses his help, saying “No! You don’t know counting pills. I’ll do it after… I’m an expert for this” (Maus I 30). Even in the most mundane tasks, Vladek shows his son that he can be independent, reminding Artie that either he, as a person who has not experienced trauma, is not good enough, or that his father, who has, can still cope with a tragic past and live in the everyday on his own. 
These reminders stage something very important about the way survivors unconsciously reenact their past experiences—bringing their children up in an environment that, while not of course matching that of the Nazi regime, educates them to have to always adapt to cruelty, to experience loss, and to grapple with guilt. Indeed, as Aaron Haas suggests, in order to know the issues that children of Holocaust survivors face, we must first understand the survivors themselves. What Haas calls survivor syndrome is bound up clearly with a way of being or living that unconsciously repeats the past. Indeed, writ large in Vladek's behavior—and at the heart of his relationship with his son—is his repetition of the past. From this vantage point, one of the wagers of Spiegelman's effort to solicit his father's story is that by remembering it properly, by narrating it, by revisiting the scenes of trauma and its effects, there is the chance to work-through the past, as stated before.


The repetition reverses: because his father treated him with the indifference and insensitivity as a child that we saw in the preface, Artie returns the favor to his elderly father later in life. He is hesitant to relate to Vladek and illustrates his father as a feeble-minded, weak-bodied old man despite Vladek’s own efforts to prove himself to his son and the world around him. After Artie visits Vladek’s neighbors one day, he helps his father calculate his bank papers. When his father realizes the two different sums do not add up, he believes Artie and he must recalculate, to his son’s dismay. Vladek argues, “always you’re so lazy! Every job we should make so as to do it the right way,” with his son’s response: “Lazy?! Damn it, you’re driving me nuts!” (Maus II 23). This argument over a simple mistake is only one of many. Still under the grasp of Hitler’s regime, Vladek believes everything must be done multiple times until it is completed and void of blemish.
 However, Vladek no longer lives in Nazi-occupied Germany as a Jewish prisoner, where mistakes can influence life and death. With Vladek’s mind in the past, there lies the obvious distance between Artie and him. Artie cannot relate to Vladek’s need to have everything immaculate, because mistakes have a different connotation: learning and a quick fix rather than a life-altering event. Artie has grown up in a society where mistakes will be made, and obsession over detail is considered relatively on the borderline of some disorder. Without such stipulations or boundaries, Artie’s own insensitive actions are reminiscent of his upbringing. At the same time, Vladek’s annoying habits were likely the very actions that aided him in his survival; his concern for small detail and minute attention was critical for his everyday living in Auschwitz. 

Later, Spiegelman revisits the time when Vladek needs someone to care for and stay with him. At this moment, Vladek voices his hopes that Artie and Françoise will move in with him. These subtle requests to his son show Vladek’s choice to accept and give into his vulnerabilities. Ironically, this scene is back in Rego Park, New York, the same place where the initial scene in the preface occurred. Here, one can identify a significant change in the parent/child relationship. Although we are returning to the place where it all begins for Artie—his childhood—the dynamics have changed, so that Artie is no longer the weak child, but the callous man who cannot relate to his father. This may be mirrored with Vladek’s past—he remains in a world where he fought extensively to survive, rather than in the present where he has to prove himself even more as an aging, lonely man. Here, Vladek remains in his own eyes as a survivor, whereas Artie only sees him as a frustration whenever he is not sharing the story with Artie.

However, when Vladek dies, Artie listens to the recordings of the conversations between father and son, survivor and interviewer, and remembers his responses to his own father. At one moment, Vladek tells Artie of his exasperation with Mala, his wife after Artie’s mother, Anja has died; Artie responds by urging him into the tale again: “please Pop. The tape’s on. Let’s continue…” and later, “Let’s get back to Auschwitz…” and further, “Enough! Tell me about Auschwitz!” (Maus II 47). These frustrated outbursts merit some further reading, for there is something to say about Artie’s need to hear the story rather than his own father’s issues in the present. At first glance, it appears that it might be Artie who is unwilling to open himself to the present—i.e., that he is the one living in the past. Indeed, his interruptions of Vladek, his unwillingness to hear anything of Vladek's annoyances with Mila, support this view. From this vantage point, it is likely Artie is pathologically obsessed with the past. By listening to the tapes and sharing the moment in the text, Spiegelman allows readers to see the very ways that he becomes aware of his own shortcomings as a son, which stem from a life as a second-generation survivor. Only through a working-through with Vladek will Artie be able to resolve such issues. 

At a deeper level, however, this scene suggests that Artie is so distanced from his father in the present that the only way he can comprehend his problems are through stories of the past. Artie knows that in order to “fix something,” to gain a closer relationship with his father, then Vladek and he must work through the past, both in Auschwitz—the heart of the trauma—and before, even, with the start of the war and Vladek’s first years with Anja. Despite his father’s hesitation to share any story but of the war, as we see when he admits, “It would take many books, my life, and no one wants anyway to hear such stories” (Maus I 12). Artie still urges him to share the entirety when he says, “I want to hear it. Start with Mom…Tell me how you met,” suggesting that a knowledge of the entire past is essential to grasp his father’s reasoning for both odd choices and behaviors, and to relate to his father on any sort of level (Maus I 12). 

When his mother dies, as we see in the comic “Prisoner on the Hell Planet: A Case Study,” again, another root of resentment emerges for Artie. When Artie learns that his mother has killed herself, he returns home to a distraught father, lying on the floor. The next panel illustrates the characters outlined in black on a white background, which seems unusual in comparison to the rest of the panels on the page. Here, Artie is drawn holding his father, rather than the other way around. He says, “I was expected to comfort him,” a definite turn from the beginning when ten-year-old Artie cannot even get a response of understanding from Vladek (Maus I 101). His use of italics and imagery suggests anger at the unusual scenario. Readers know that the confusing relationship between father and son must be further explored in some way for a resolution for Artie. Artie essentially has to get the story from Vladek; this repetition of the past is his only way to fix the present, both in Vladek’s life and their relationship. 

Exploring Untamed Guilt

In Maus, A Survivors Tale, I: My Father Bleeds History, Spiegelman includes a short comic, “Prisoner on the Hell Planet: A Case Study,” he created in his youth that elaborated his own response to his mother’s suicide. The four-page comic is drawn in an extensively dissimilar style from the rest of the text. It is different not only because it is the only glimpse of how Artie looks as a human being, but also it has more detail and focus on the scenery like his room one evening when his mother comes in to see him and on characters like his father’s friends. Moreover, this comic is a vital element of the text: it allows us to see an unadulterated, candid account of Artie’s guilt and paranoia for not being a better son, not understanding his parents’ issues, and his own anger at his mother’s suicide, which is the driving force of his guilt for the rest of his life.
 These extreme feelings of guilt, ambivalence, and confusion, Aaron Haas believes, are common for children who relate to their parents and the “shadow of the Holocaust” (26). Artie turns his own guilt into anger at something he knows he has no control over, signifying another way that second-generation survivors attempt to confront their issues. Further, there is yet another indicator of direct trauma when readers learned that Artie was released from that state mental hospital—the most direct signal yet that Artie’s relationship with his parents growing up strains his own mental health (Maus I 100).
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This comic is the only real exploration of Artie’s own guilt about his mother rather than his father. Here, Spiegelman does well to remind us that the underlying problems between survivors and their children continue throughout their life, from the preface when Artie is ten, to this moment when Artie is twenty, to even the rest of his life, when Artie visits his father for the Holocaust tale before his father’s death. The comic displays Artie’s feelings of guilt, anger, and confusion about what to feel when his mother dies. Spiegelman makes it obvious that in the initial stages after Anja’s suicide, Artie has no apologies or guilt, but rather a strikingly deep anger. He writes, “Well, Mom, if you’re listening…Congratulations!...You’ve committed the perfect crime...you murdered me, Mommy, and you left me here to take the rap!” (Maus I 103). Upset with his mother for giving up and leaving him, Artie turns his rage against her to guilt, an inward anger at himself.
 He adorns prison clothes in every panel he is in, demonstrating how his guilt about both his mother (and his father) weighs him down. This underlying guilt, manifested from confusion and anger, is a driving force for the texts.

As stated above, the visual aspects of this comic are strikingly different from the rest of the book. Not only are the characters displayed as humans, but also the detail of the scenery, faces, clothes, and all other aspects of the panels is very specific. It adds another facet to the characters’ humanity that we may forget about in the rest of Maus, because we see human facial expressions and details that are otherwise ignored. For instance, in one panel, Spiegelman narrates, “but, for the most part, I was left alone with my thoughts…” (Spiegelman I 103). He then illustrates his mother’s body in a bathtub, a pile of bodies with swastikas, his mother reading to him while in the prison garb, a hand with the numerical tattoo cutting another hand with a razorblade, and him, crouched in pain, covered with depressing thoughts after her death (see fig. 2). Spiegelman uses the visual elements to express what his words seem to fail; there is a constant confusion of thoughts that run through his head that cannot be explained through the written language. Supported by his confession in the comic, Artie is resentful of his mother’s tightening of the umbilical cord, but when she kills herself, he can only feel intense anger, and her past imprisons the both of them (Maus I 103). Now, Artie is constantly trapped with a father he may respect, but never will bond with, despite their working-through the story, and he will never know his mother beyond her illnesses or from any perspective except a distraught twenty-year-old mind. As stated previously, this anger is transformed to guilt and explored later when Artie tries to find his mother’s diaries that he remembered as a child growing up, showing that no matter what happens between his father and him, Artie still needs to come to terms with his mother’s suicide. The suicide is the only unresolved—or rather, irresolvable—matter in Artie’s life. With Vladek alive, Artie has the opportunity to sift through his past to search out the source of why he is affected in these ways, but that can never happen with Anja. 

Artie’s introduction to “Prisoner on the Hell Planet” comic—and Spiegelman’s inclusion of it in Maus—comes from Mala, Vladek’s wife, and her revelation that she found Vladek reading it. Not only does this reveal his personal feelings about his mother that would have been nonexistent for Vladek beforehand, but it also is a turning point for his relationship with Vladek. It is a hopeful sign that Artie’s father has taken an interest in his son’s artistic talents and achievements but also an indicator of how broken the communication lines are between them. When his father is short with him about a roof needing fixed, Artie asks, “um is everything okay?” to receive the response “with my life now, you know can’t everything be okay!” (Maus I 98). This moment, as significant as the comic it precedes, allows us to see Artie and Vladek make some progress, although Vladek is initially closed off to Artie. Artie notes that this is the first time Vladek has ever read or been interested in his artwork. 
The two have a small, but momentous sharing of sorrow, which is what they need to move forward. Previously, it was a hybrid of only misunderstanding, anger, and guilt. Now, the two have the opportunity to grieve—not as lonely individuals, but together. Both need to feel grief for the past and for Anja’s death. Vladek’s tears symbolize a move towards that grief. At any other point, Vladek’s story focuses on himself, and their encounters revolve around getting back to the past, so the child’s issues can possibly be addressed and resolved. While the comic addresses Artie’s true feelings again, he suppresses anger when Vladek reveals that the comic made him cry because of its reference to Anja. This moment is an unfamiliar one for Artie, and an unusual turn in their relationship, especially coming from an excruciating, tense preface. Rather than snapping, Artie stutters, “I-I’m sorry” (Maus I 104). His only response to Vladek’s sadness can be his own sorrow. This critical moment for the two allows both to grieve in some way that they have not done so before. We recognize that Artie’s own recollection of the past may only be short, but it still stirs up his feelings of guilt for both his mother’s death and his true feelings about it. 
The Diaries: An Extension of Anja that Artie Can Never Retrieve 


Artie’s confrontation to his father about his mother’s diaries exemplifies is significant difficulty the child has about his relationship with his mother. At the end of the first book, Artie finally brings the topic up enough and refuses to let his father change the subject, so Vladek has no other choice but to admit to having burned the diaries and the other valuables of Anja’s. Rather than attempting to understand Vladek’s reasons, Artie instead exclaims, “God damn you! You—you murderer! How the Hell could you do such a thing!” (Maus I 159). Despite his father’s difficulties after his wife’s death, Artie still identifies him as a murderer and forces guilt upon him, which is a surprising accusation for a survivor.

Here, we recognize the issues at hand that both Artie and his father face: guilt. Vladek, as written previously, never shows any signs of proper mourning or grieving for his wife’s death. Rather, he merely survived when she could not, and had to burn any reminder of Anja’s issues, issues that she could not face through any other means but suicide. Vladek wants to erase the memories of Anja’s depression after the war, not her survival throughout the trials within. After his son’s outbursts, he is surprised and attempts half-heartedly to explain it, but to no avail. Despite their first move towards grief with the comic, Vladek still must work in addressing his issues, just as Artie needs to. Artie leaves in disbelief, taking the relationship one step back towards misunderstanding and discomfort.


In a manner, Artie personifies the diaries and sees them as an extension of his mother after her suicide. This explains his anger at never having the opportunity to read her most personal thoughts. We may understand their significance for two reasons: Spiegelman needs these as more information for his book or he sees them as a way to know the mother he lost when he did not know or care enough. These reasons, when considered, are fundamentally inseparable: This information would give Spiegelman a new perspective of his parents’ past rather than just Vladek’s, and he also must feel a strong desire to know his mother more than just through his father’s words and through his troubled youth. If the diaries were recovered, then the entirety of the text would be significantly altered, even from the subtitle of My Father Bleeds History, and Spiegelman would have a crucial textual source that could help him bear witness and work through the past even independently of his father. Michael Levine, in “Necessary Stains,” believes “that Art calls Vladek a ‘murderer’ when he learns what his father had done to the diaries suggests that Anja, who is clearly no longer alive, is also at this point not yet dead” (324). Not only would it be that Artie needs to know Anja, but also that he has not come to terms with her death, and the diaries were the objects that kept her alive. Although the act of Artie listening to Vladek’s story and working-through the past with his father is essential to the text, Spiegelman would find that these diaries would have helped him know his father, even, from the perspective from his wife and from the woman who endured the same traumatic experience. 

When he learns of his father’s discarding of his mother’s diaries, he cannot forgive Vladek. His exclamation of “murderer!” adds another layer to the story, signifying the struggles of second-generation Holocaust survivors and their need to share their own tale (Maus I 159). Because his mother committed suicide when he was young, the only link he has to his parents in the Holocaust and his identity is through story sessions with a man who angers him more than comforts. Spiegelman is explicit and honest in his portrayal of struggling to connect with his father and transforms into more than just a storyteller, but a character in his own. He continues to be enraged with his father, ending the book in serious disappointment. However, his only way of knowing his parents’ past, and the reasons for their actions, is through their stories. In Victoria Elmwood’s “Happy, Happy Ever After,” she hypothesizes that “Spiegelman himself is too traumatized by Anja’s suicide to incorporate her voice into Maus,” which provides another possibility for why Artie actually needs these diaries (692). This suggests that Artie cannot tell Anja’s story independent of Vladek’s not because he does not know it, but because the grief from her death and continued trauma affects him even during the sharing of the story. Again, Artie recognizes that with the loss of the diaries, his trauma from her death cannot be yet resolved.
The significance of the scene as a part of a second-generation Holocaust book is further supported by its position in the text. Spiegelman decides to end the book here with a muttering of “murderer” for a father that spent years barely surviving amongst killers each day (Maus I 159). It raises an essential question for readers: what role does Vladek play for Spiegelman? Is he a storyteller, a father, a survivor, an obligation, or deep down, and most hauntingly, a mirror image of himself? However, we must take into account that Spiegelman does include the many (tense or otherwise) encounters with his father. After understanding his anger and guilt in the “Prisoner on the Hell Planet: A Case Study,” readers can attribute Artie’s rage at his father here to be a mask for his guilt for his mother.
 These diaries, as noted above, are his only key into an honest, untainted look into his mother’s own thoughts, and his father has destroyed them. Taking the relationship a step back and transferring the guilt to his father, which succeeds through his father’s own reaction to the burning, allows Artie to relieve himself of at least a portion of the guilt instilled by his mother’s death.  
Artie: A Son, a Witness

Spiegelman frames the entirety of the story with these encounters in such a way that when one section of the story is finished, we expect to see the son’s reaction to Vladek or how it affects the present. We see this illustrated in the chapter, “Auschwitz (Time Flies)” in the second book. Vladek’s story is prefaced with panels of Artie listening to the tapes. Here, Artie recounts his own frustration in conversation with Vladek when he urges him to stick to the story of Auschwitz. He ends the story—and chapter—with the murders of the Jews in graves in graphic detail. Spiegelman ironically frames it with his own conversation with his wife about Vladek on his father’s front porch. When his father moans in his sleep, Artie admits, “when I was a kid I thought that was the noise all grown-ups made while they slept,” allowing us to see more ways the weight of the Holocaust affected the Spiegelman family even in Artie’s childhood (Maus II 74). Surprisingly enough, he then exclaims, “these damn bugs are eating me alive!” and kills them with aerosol spray, evoking the image of the burning and gassing of the Jews only pages before, and  indicating, again, that Artie cannot connect with Vladek.


In the beginning of the first book, we find another moment where the image’s role is more vital than even the words that the characters articulate. As Artie converses with Vladek about the potential book about his father’s life “in Poland, and in the war,” Vladek continues to cycle on his exercise bike to keep his heart well (Maus I 12). The captivating asset of this scene is the underlying image of the tattoo on Vladek’s arm as he cycles. This tattoo, his prisoner serial number in Auschwitz, is not the focal point of the image, but still draws readers’ attention to it, or rather Spiegelman’s attention, as a constant reminder that for Vladek, the Holocaust is a part of him, his past, and the present.
 Spiegelman’s decision to incorporate the tattoo as a part of the background is a way to express his own acknowledgement of the past’s weight on the present, and further illustrates the ways that imagery is essential to the story. Because the Holocaust is an experience that often people cannot share by voice, a graphic novel allows Spiegelman to honor those difficulties. 

The session between Artie and Pavel, his shrink in the second book gives readers critical insight to Artie’s own dilemma of sharing his father’s story and their relationship. This dilemma results not only from not understanding his father, but also from the horrors of the concentration camps. Pavel asks Artie, “So, do you admire your father for surviving?” to which Artie agrees, and Pavel makes a point when he says, “Then you think it’s admirable to survive. Does that mean it’s not admirable to survive?” (Maus II 45). Artie realizes here, more than other places it seems, that he is not only writing about his father as a survivor, but he is writing about survival in general, and himself as a witness to the survival. Artie admits, “Some part of me doesn’t want to draw or think about Auschwitz. I can’t visualize it clearly, and I can’t begin to imagine what it felt like” (Maus II 46). Beyond writing about his relationship with his father and his guilt about his mother’s death, Spiegelman now faces the issue of a correct and honest rendition of his father’s time as a prisoner in Auschwitz.
 Here, the second book becomes Artie and Vladek’s working-through of Auschwitz; it represents a measure of success in progress—working-through and remembering—for the two. This issue arises not only because he is sharing a story that is deeply traumatic, but also because he is sharing one that is not entirely his own, despite living with two parents that survived. Therefore, readers can understand Spiegelman’s decision to use the image of the mouse mask: beyond being Jewish, Spiegelman is a second-generation survivor, a father, an author, and an autonomous human living in Rego Park, NY, grappling with his and his parents’ past. Artie makes progress with Vladek through their conversations about Auschwitz. Despite his anger at his parents and his guilt about writing, he still works on Auschwitz and knowing the entire story. Further, by working-through his father’s story, Artie finds his own. In Alan Berger’s Children of Job, he argues that the only way for children to work through the past is for them to find “their own voice and [develop] their own rituals of Holocaust memory—” an act that Artie finds to be one of the most difficult in these texts (186). However, such an act will empower the children and provide them with their own identity and resolution. 

Defining the Self: An Identity Free from Traumatic Pasts

Spiegelman chooses to portray his struggle with a Jewish identity through the images rather than merely through his language choice, as discussed previously. Further, he illustrates the characters—both past and present—through animal identities that represent their nationalities and religions.
 In both Maus I and II, Jews become mice, Germans are cats, Polish are pigs, the French are frogs, and Americans are dogs. This choice of symbolism reminds readers that this experience for Vladek—and for Artie—was far from a humane one. Rather, the choice to draw German cats and Jewish mice illustrates the metaphorical cat and mouse game played; Spiegelman further supports this with the epigraphs in both books, which show how the Nazis described the Jewish people as less than human, or in animal terms. Antonio Oliver attributes the animal image choice to Spiegelman’s “own inability to comprehend the events of the Holocaust,” which may give another, deeper reason for Spiegelman’s artistic choice (Oliver). 

Moreover, we find that the choice to illustrate humans as animals allows Spiegelman to make critical decisions about their identities without having to refer to them textually. At one point, when he contemplates how to portray his wife, Françoise, she says, “if you’re a mouse, I ought to be a mouse, too,” because she converted to Judaism, despite the fact that she is French (Maus II 11). We see a significant issue here: how does Spiegelman define the people around him and himself? Is Françoise French first, or Jewish? When he is in America and goes to his psychiatrist, he draws both himself and the psychiatrist as mice/Jewish, although the psychiatrist is from America and could be identified as a dog. For Spiegelman, then, it seems that Judaism—because of the Holocaust and not any shared participation in worship or ritual—is what comes first for identification. Yet, he draws himself at some points not as only a mouse, but as a man with a mouse mask on, exemplifying his divided identity, drawn not only in the text, but also in his author biography in the book jacket. Spiegelman portrays himself as a human primarily, showing that this is a real human being, living in New York with his own children and life separate from his father and his role as a second-generation Holocaust survivor. (See fig. 3).
 At the same time, because of his upbringing, Artie profoundly identifies as a Jew and categorizes Françoise as the same. When he introduces the second chapter, “Auschwitz (Time Flies),” Artie shares what has been happening since the publication of the first book, including his father’s death, the critical reception of Maus I, and his own feelings of depression, despite the book’s success.
 In connection with the chapter title, we see Artie as a human with the mouse mask on, bending over a drawing table, while flies surround him, symbolizing the issues that continue to bug him. One of the panels is illustrated so that there is a mound of Jewish bodies, thin, decaying, and nude, similar to those that his father describes were put in massive open graves. 

Furthermore, in this first page, Spiegelman’s text mirrors the imagery of the way that the past weighs down on him in the present. He does this by giving dates of what goes on in the present followed by dates of tragic events in the Holocaust, like his expected child’s date to be born and the 100,000 Hungarians that were gassed in Auschwitz (Maus II 41). With the mouse mask, Artie wants to show readers that this issue is now becoming difficult to convey through mere animals, and the issue is one solely of human troubles. As he works through the past, Artie is able to demarcate more clearly himself as a writer, husband, father, and as a unique sort of Holocaust survivor. This is authenticated in Spiegelman’s decision to represent Pavel as a man with a mouse mask on, even though he actually survived the concentration camps. Although Pavel is what Artie identifies as a real Jew, from Eastern Europe and persecuted for his beliefs, Spiegelman still draws him as a man first.

A Ghost Brother: Richieu’s Significance in the Father/Son Dynamics


Although Spiegelman does not focus primarily on his brother, Richieu, the brother’s role is a subject that needs to be addressed, at least by Artie, for his own growth and working-through. Artie only first introduces the son his parents gave up before they went to Auschwitz when his father includes him in his story. At this point, readers only know that they had a baby, and that Richieu did not survive the war. Vladek and Artie then move on, and Vladek shares the story of Artie’s birth. Vladek returns to the specific details about their time with Richieu and obligation to give him up. The woman they gave Richieu to one day poisoned her children, him, and herself to protect them from being taken and killed by the Germans (Maus I 109). Because Richieu was killed as a child and shared some of the same terrors that his parents faced, Spiegelman portrays Vladek as having more of a fondness for the child he lost in the Holocaust rather than the one born afterwards. When Artie visits his shrink, Pavel comments, “maybe your father needed to show that he was always right—that he could always survive—because he felt guilty about surviving… and he took his guilt out on you, where it was safe… on the real survivor” (Maus II 44). Vladek identifies Artie as another survivor and a safe person to retaliate and prove himself to, so Artie never has the chance to be merely a son. Artie’s own response to this is frustration with his father from his childhood and youth to his adulthood when Vladek grows old and feeble. 


At the same time, Artie’s relationship with a ghost brother is more complex than it initially would seem. In some manners, Richieu is comparable to his mother; Artie cannot work through his story because he is not alive to share it. However, by listening to what remnants of Richieu Vladek provides in his story, Artie gains the ability to know his brother and get closer to him than he ever has before. Although he may be a rival that Artie cannot ever surpass, he is also his fraternal link to his past—an identity—that no others can duplicate. Through the texts and Vladek’s story, Richieu becomes Artie’s brother and not a mere ghost. Spiegelman ends the second book with Vladek’s final words of the story: “I’m tired from talking, Richieu, and it’s enough stories for now…” (Maus II 136). Exhausted in his old age and in returning to the past repeatedly, Vladek mistakes his adult son for the one who died in his childhood decades before. This is the last opportunity for resolution in the text. Spiegelman shows us that Vladek is no longer repeating the past, but instead fusing it with present so that he seems content. However, does Artie receive the resolution he desires by the end of the texts? Yes, we see that Spiegelman chooses to include Richieu’s photo and dedicates the book to the brother he never knew. 
Nevertheless, Artie is mistaken for his brother who Vladek has never had an adult conversation with, and Spiegelman draws the panel so that he reader feels distant from the father and son, mirroring the preface. Then, Spiegelman ends the book with the final image of his parents’ headstones, labeling their names and dates under the Star of David, reminding readers that his parents’ lives—and deaths—were governed by their religion. If we may still be confused at the resolution for Artie both about his brother and the working-through of the trauma as a whole, we can take note that Spiegelman follows the tombstone image with his own signature and the life/death dates of 1978-1991—the years he spent with these texts. Such symbolism merits a reading that Spiegelman has resolved his issues and worked through the past in both the father and son interviews and the writing of his father’s tale. Vladek’s final words catalyzes Spiegelman’s choice to dedicate the book to a brother he has never met and to include his photo. Artie now becomes more than just an interviewer, but a witness to the Holocaust, a survivor, a son, and a brother. 

Second Hand Smoke: under Mila’s Grip

In Thane Rosenbaum’s Second Hand Smoke, the author provides readers with the three stories of a mother and her two sons. Duncan, the central character, and Mila’s only known son for most of his life, has many difficult struggles that illustrate the issues that second-generation Holocaust survivors, like Artie, face. Duncan constantly has the past on his mind; he cannot go through everyday experiences without reminding himself and those around him that his parents survived, and it is his duty to deal with their trauma. Rosenbaum presents the two son’s and their mother’s stories in a complex manner; they are intertwined through their relationships, experiences in the present, and the aftermaths of trauma from their pasts. Rosenbaum, a second-generation survivor himself, presents their stories in a dizzying manner: in one instance, readers find themselves in Birkenau concentration camp in Poland with Duncan and Isaac and in the next chapter in Mila’s life only hours before her death, which occurred many years before the sons’ trip to Birkenau. Rosenbaum’s technique—constantly filtering the past through the present—is reminiscent of the very confusing issues that second-generation Holocaust survivors face. By growing up with the survivors themselves, these children are in the constantly jarring situation of not knowing how the present can be independent of the years Jewish prisoners spent in the camps, always on the brink of death and never knowing if they would live another day. 


The novel’s central character, Duncan, is a second-generation survivor of Mila and Yankee Katz. Mila relentlessly trains Duncan for battle—a common parenting technique of survivors who prepare their children for the onset of a war that in fact, has already happened. Even in childhood, Mila trains Duncan to fight harder in karate than any other child, which earns him a black belt at a significantly young age. Because the pursuit of the black belt is bound up with a nearly impossible quest—it is, after all, not possible to be fully prepared in advance for every single threatening phenomenon—even this is not enough to earn Mila's approval. As Rosenbaum’s narrator puts it, “it was an impressive feat for just about anyone, but still not enough to please Mila… for her it was a symbol of strength, a trophy to be flaunted” (28). Like Artie in Maus, Duncan is being raised by a parent caught up entirely in the past, and therefore is bound in repetition. For Mila, parenting amounts essentially to guarding one’s child against the very possibility of experiencing sorrow or loss.
 These are the reasons why Mila acts as absurdly as she does, why she “flaunts” him, and attaches Duncan’s black belt to his outfit for school, a visual reminder that Duncan—or Mila—is a force to be reckoned with. In addition, even though Duncan would rather have other hobbies, he still attends to his mother’s wishes, out of obligation for pleasing a woman who survived what killed many. When Duncan suggests hobbies that he finds interesting, like the violin, Mila suppresses his desires. He sees the violin as an extension of his father, who believes that the instrument could be used for something positive—beautiful music—when nothing else is in his own home. In response, Mila retorts, “what kind of protection is that? Such a delicate instrument, like a toothpick. It would break right in your hands" (29). Rosenbaum reiterates that Mila needs to repeat the past through Duncan so that the two are always prepared for the worst.
 


When Mila dies, Duncan attends her funeral, although he has not seen his mother for ten years. The place is filled with Mila’s Jewish comrades of Miami Beach, each who worship and praise Mila, a “survivor among survivors” (47). Finally, Duncan is asked to speak, but initially resists, straining to remain hidden in the front row. Rosenbaum suggests, “there was more to his resistances than the Fifth Amendment. He belonged to the generation that as born in the shadow of shame, memory, and nightmare…he understood all that could be said by saying absolutely nothing at all” (53). Rosenbaum reveals here a key aspect of living as a second-generation Holocaust survivor: silence. With Mila’s signal words such as keller, meaning to hush up and always withholding personal information such as where they bank, Mila and Yankee, amongst other survivors, are bound in a relentless repetition of  the mantras by which they lived by during their times in the camps. Duncan constantly acts as though he must live by their standards, despite his often and obvious frustration and resentment against Mila’s treatment and child-raising techniques. His hesitation to speak out at his mother’s funeral goes hand in hand with a yearning for freedom from the chains of the past.

Once the others urge him on stage and he speaks appreciation for their attendance, Duncan announces that Mila’s death gives him the freedom he has been searching for—for now. While the others—survivors, older Jews, and the three nurses—weep and/or fondly remember Mila, Duncan argues, “I am what I am today because of my Mother…I don’t like myself very much. I’m her creation. A creature. A machine” (55). Although Duncan feels compelled to continue the silence that stems from his parents’ experiences in the Holocaust, with their deaths, the story opens up, and Duncan begins a search for his own identity. This moment in the funeral is a critical one for Duncan; it is a moment that he hopes will lead to liberation and change, both of which seem to have evaded him thus far. In the years after Mila’s death, Duncan is able to find love with Sharon, get married, begin a family, and even build a house—something his parents never did because they feared its permanence and the possibility of losing it. This is a further sign that Mila’s death and his separation from the community that loved her perhaps weakens the effect she and her methods of parenting had on Duncan.

However, Rosenbaum shows readers that his failure to properly confront Mila and the issues of his childhood prevents liberation from the Holocaust. Duncan falls in love with Sharon, a converted Jew, and the two have Milan. Duncan obviously still wants to contribute something to the memory of his mother—a woman who despite her many downfalls, survived—through his naming of her grandchild Milan, even though Milan is significantly different from both Mila and Duncan. It is through the birth of Milan that Duncan becomes more tightly wound to his family. These feelings of love and adoration for his new family (both his parents have died at this point) are nearly as confusing and complex as the relationship between Duncan and Mila. 
When Sharon decides they need to separate, Duncan pleads, “I have no one else. I thought we were creating a nuclear family here. Something that was safe and solid. Something that my parents never gave me” (81). Sharon replies that “nothing is forever,” which raises a key point: despite his beliefs that he has been trained by Mila to be anything but human, Duncan clings to the very things he has never had (81). Rather, Duncan seems to strive, without realizing it, to have goals and needs that his parents would not want. Ironically, the very thing he wants at this moment—a family—he cannot seem to obtain. Despite Duncan’s immense love for his family, Sharon, a character with heavy insight into Duncan’s issues, forces him to reckon with and work through the past that he has failed to confront thus far. She recognizes that having and loving his wife and daughter is not enough to work through the Holocaust and fundamentally change his life. And although some issues may have been suppressed with Mila’s death, many remain. However, they did not evaporate, and Duncan’s character is heavy-laden with a need for retribution and working-through. 

“Retribution from the wrong source”

A key indicator of the ways Duncan remains in the grip of the Holocaust (Mila’s death and Milan’s birth notwithstanding) is that Rosenbaum depicts him as pathologically obsessed with retribution.
 When Duncan walks into the wrong neighborhood in New York City one day, a man yells at Duncan to “keep moving,” signaling that Duncan is not welcome there. Still under the grasp of his mother’s training, Duncan tells the man that he cannot listen to the man’s orders, because he is “not wired to surrender” (77, 78). His failure to let things go is a part of his genetic make-up. Duncan truly cannot just let the moment pass and continue on, but must repeat the battle by fighting someone and winning, despite the fact that this man has never had anything to do with the Holocaust or his family. He has to hurt this stranger, because strangers in the Holocaust maltreated his parents so deeply that they have turned the abuse to him. Rosenbaum narrates, “Duncan…took the first in yet another preemptive but entirely misdirected step—the long familiar history of vindicating the crimes committed against his parents. Yet, as always, he was seeking retribution from the wrong source (78).”
 

Although he will never have the opportunity to fight against the very people that have ruined his parents’ lives, Duncan must do something, anything, to punish them. He acknowledges that Mila’s antics to train him were detrimental to his life, but at the same time, Duncan cannot—and does not want—to stop fighting for a lost cause. Only when he recognizes this issue and aims to fix it will he be able to gain his own identity, true liberation from Mila, and a reconstructed view towards the Holocaust. At this point though, Duncan’s single motivation is to gain retribution in any possible form. 

Duncan’s drive for retribution goes beyond violence against just anyone who angers him. He turns his need into a prosecution of those who have directly—or indirectly—persecuted his parents, and therefore him, during the Holocaust. He obtains a job for the federal government as an Office of Special Investigations prosecutor, or a prosecutor of Nazi war criminals. With this job, he searches around the country for any sort of Nazi war criminal to avenge for his parents. One man named Maloney was alleged to be a camp guard during the Holocaust, and Duncan finds himself desperately needing to give the old man the justice he deserves from his actions fifty years previous. This particular case costs Duncan his job; he goes so far as to dress as another person to get testimony from the senior citizen that he helped in the killings of Jews during the Holocaust. Because Duncan ignores the law on all accounts and targets Maloney with a personal passion, he ends up losing his career and Maloney becomes a free man. Duncan’s behavior, based on his desire for justice for his parents, actually prevents the necessary administration of justice through the legal system. Indeed, such actions are indicative of Duncan’s need to repeat the past through whatever means necessary. 

However, Duncan’s job loss, an overt signal of the severity of his issues, does not conclude his search for retribution from Maloney. Even a year after the trial, Maloney finds Duncan sitting beside him on a bench in the park, taunting him, although the courts have decided him as innocent. Maloney, whom Duncan pesters off and on over time, asks, “what do I have to do to make you go away?” to which Duncan simply replies, “A confession, just between us—between friends” (103), although he later admits  the only thing he wants from Maloney is to see him die “in a certain way” (160).
 This odd relationship for Duncan becomes more than a mere attempt for retribution, it seems. Later, when Duncan returns from Poland, he finds out that his old friend killed himself by putting his head in the oven. He wrote his suicide letter to Duncan that said, “I missed our visits. Maybe now we are both free” (296). Duncan’s response to the man’s death is only puzzlement over the questions of how their relationship could have changed when he returned from Poland, and almost sadness that he had no chance to find out. 

Maloney’s relationship with Duncan is more than one of a prosecutor and a defendant. Duncan initially wants Maloney to be punished by the U.S. government for both being a guard and killing during the Holocaust, and Maloney cannot come to terms and admit anything to Duncan, although he would not be jailed after the trial. Maloney also bestows a gift upon Duncan when he leaves for Poland—a small golden toy egg that helps him pass through the border and gives him comfort in countless, silent ways. Then, when Duncan alters his entire outlook on life in Poland, he comes back to America, content. He has no need to search for justice against Maloney, but instead is merely curious as to how their relationship, whatever it may have been previously, would have changed. 

Duncan and Isaac: Finding Salvation in Siblings


Within the first half of the text, Duncan never considers that he may not be the only person who holds the weight of his mother’s past. An only child, he is their focus as they build a life in America, beginning with the unconventional bris, attended by members of his family, a group of Jews in America with no other family after the Holocaust. It is only after Mila has died and Larry, Duncan’s uncle and godfather, that he finds out a startling revelation.
 Larry conducts a search in Poland to find Mila’s long lost son, Isaac, and only shares the truth about his existence to Duncan after he has been found and talked to. Duncan’s initial response is one of disbelief and distrust. He tells Larry that there was no possibility of Mila ever abandoning a child, even if she may have abused him, because Mila was not capable of such a thing. Larry retorts, “say or believe what you want, Duncan, but you’re no longer alone in this world. Somebody shares Mila with you” (134). With this disclosure, Duncan no longer has the burden of the Holocaust to himself. Somewhere out there, in another world is another child of Mila’s. However, this son has never known his own mother or the effects of the Holocaust on her. 


With the news of a brother, Duncan quickly makes plans to leave his remnants of a life in New York and says goodbye to Milan and Sharon in New Jersey. His plans are to travel to Poland to meet Isaac and surprisingly enough, take him back to the United States, as if Duncan’s location were to be Isaac’s rightful home. At his first sighting of Isaac, Duncan is shocked to see something he likely could not have prepared for; “Duncan recoiled as thought he had just seen a ghost. The ghost of his mother” (204). Although Duncan is a creature produced by Mila to do her bidding, there is a man that has never spoken to her or endured her treatment, but still has something of hers that Duncan can never have: her looks. Duncan seems to only ever want to have Mila as a kind, “normal,” mother, but only gets a trainer. Isaac seems untouched by her hand, with the exception of physical features. 

This entire occasion—leaving New York and returning to his mother’s homeland, along with finding his brother—is the moment that ruptures Duncan’s cycle of repetition of violence and unadulterated anger at phantom antagonists. When Duncan initially meets Isaac and stays with him before the concentration camp visit, Isaac points out the issues with Duncan that are direct consequences of his upbringing such as his stomach problems and need for the medicine Donnatal. This affliction, stemming from childhood, was one of which Mila was always disappointed. He tells Duncan that he is “blocked…nothing is flowing inside,” and Duncan recognizes Isaac’s key difference from the rest of the family is that he laughs—something Duncan never even remembers doing before Isaac (208). Duncan now recognizes that he has a new brother, a critical link to his parents’ past that he could never before obtain, despite his attempts through the OSI and his violence. Yet, he still has many moments of acting out and spurting rage that he cannot keep bottled. 


When Duncan meets and stays with Isaac in Poland, his problems are not initially resolved or even addressed. In their first few conversations, Isaac encourages him to enjoy life, to feel happiness. Duncan’s initial response is dismal—“after Auschwitz, nothing is funny” (209). He then switches the subject to retribution, believing that  because their family owned homes in Warsaw and were religious leaders before the Holocaust, then as their descendants, the brothers should rightfully claim what is theirs and take back each building, one at a time. He relentlessly has a desire to fix the past, but his modes of fixing are ill conceived. Only through conversations with Isaac and confronting his problems inspired from Mila head on does Duncan begin any reconciliation with himself. Despite Duncan’s need for independence from his parents, he seems instantly to cling to Isaac as an icon for help. At one time, children kick a ball to the younger brother, and Duncan, “desperate for guidance... searched for his brother” (217). Although Duncan works to keep the image of the impenetrable warrior, Isaac is the means to which Duncan finds his own identity, his weaknesses that he never before realized, and the ways in which he can move towards a healthier lifestyle. It is not only knowing his brother that helps, but also the brothers’ reparative, collaborative work involved in mourning the past that allows Duncan to grow.  


Isaac makes it apparent that he recognizes Duncan’s quirks more and more, whether it is that Duncan cannot hear a certain word uttered or that Isaac cannot bring up specific aspects about Mila, no matter how curious he is. Otherwise, Duncan loses his temper, or begins ranting regarding the Holocaust and his parents. Moreover, although we know that his time in Poland is what changes Duncan, there is still much to be resolved. When Isaac goes to a store to buy a gift for Milan, Duncan is furious that a non-Jewish man creates Jewish dolls for American tourists and then tears apart the store in rage. Isaac does his best to calm Duncan down, but there is no stopping him. Duncan exclaims that he is the Jew they need while fighting with many Polish police officers. It is only after one officer raises his gun that Isaac finally catches Duncan’s attention, along with the others’, who then leave the store when they recognize Isaac. Duncan, confused by the many times that people look up to Isaac, cannot understand what it is that makes Isaac so different from himself. 


After the incident in the store, Isaac finally addresses to Duncan the things needed to be done to fix his physical and psychological ailments. Isaac tells Duncan “you must break these habits, otherwise, they will continue to keep you prisoner…you need to be exhumed…unburied,” suggesting that Duncan is more than just weighed down by the Holocaust (241). Rather, his soul is imprisoned by the ghosts of the past, and in constant battle between the past and present in such intensity that Duncan cannot be content on his own nor have an individual identity. After sharing this with Duncan, he takes his younger brother to Birkenau, the place where Mila was imprisoned during the Holocaust. 

Just as the meeting of Isaac is critical for Duncan in terms of changing his life, so is the experience at Birkenau. When the two walk along the camp, they notice neo-Nazis training in the forest. Instantly, Duncan wants to attack the young men, believing “it’s about us. This is what we were put on this earth to do…Auschwitz is everything” (249). Although Duncan is in a place where too much violence and abuse occurred, much of which was aimed at his mother, he cannot forgive the past and must repeat it in his own form. Constantly, Duncan refers back to Auschwitz, which no longer becomes a concentration camp, but rather a symbol for everything that has affected Mila, and therefore, him. He feels a pressing need to fix her past, even though it would give no help to his own life in the present. Isaac reiterates to Duncan that there is much more to life than such pain, and demonstrates this with his happy demeanor, even with a difficult past. Invariably different from his brother in more than just aesthetics, Isaac wants Duncan to own himself just as Isaac does. Despite the tattoo that lies on Isaac’s arm, a constant reminder that he inherited the Holocaust, Isaac does not share Duncan’s need to relive the Holocaust. 

At the camp, Duncan has a terrifying hallucination that neo-Nazis kidnap Isaac and him. The hallucination confirms his worst fears. They shave the brothers’ heads, dress them in prisoner’s garb, and lock them in a barrack to be killed later, like the generations before them. This is Duncan’s weakest point: he loses control of himself both mentally and physically, and eventually even his control over bowel movements evades him. Although it is in Duncan’s imagination, Isaac is there to comfort him and bring the truth out in Duncan that he has been searching for in every fight and court case throughout his life. Isaac reminds Duncan, “you must mourn…The problem is: You never sat shiva, you just walked away, carrying it with you,” to which Duncan responds, “to mourn is to forget” (263, 4).

  Here, Duncan reveals a central problem: he cannot discern mourning from forgetting. Forgetting is worse than not dealing with the issues, because he would then cease to bear witness to his family’s history. It is only through Isaac that Duncan can begin to work through these issues—that mourning is not forgetting, but rather working-through, and allowing him to move on with his own life peacefully. In the hallucination, Isaac holds Duncan throughout the night, telling him “to mourn…say goodbye to our mother” (272). Although this is a hallucination, Duncan’s mindset is changed instantly; he realizes that he has been searching through ill-sought violence to repair his life and instead needs to grasp his brother’s philosophy of dealing the past through grievance and acceptance. When they leave the concentration camp, Duncan already gains a feeling of change and content, something readers have never before associated with the novel’s central character. Rather than returning straight to New York to make amends with Sharon, he stays in Poland, begins practicing yoga, and enjoys the company of a brother he never before had. 

For Duncan, Isaac acts as his link to his mother that even she seemed to resist when she was alive. This is more than just through the similar looks; Isaac helps Duncan confront the ghosts of his past, including his mother, and his own issues with not letting go. In addition, through his time with Isaac, Duncan learns to laugh again, a sign that he is finally at peace with the past. Isaac returns with Duncan to the United States to meet his family and the place where the mother he never knew lived for the rest of her life, while he grew up, oblivious to her and her new family thousands of miles away. When Duncan goes home, the people around him recognize the effect that Poland—and Isaac—had on the man. He no longer searches for a family and accepts that he and Sharon cannot reconcile their differences, but still has a deep love and affection for Milan, in the ways his mother never showed him.
 He also is content, and in the final scene, takes Isaac to Mila’s resting place—the very place where she should stay. At the cemetery, the brothers meet Mila’s nurses and confidants, who share with Duncan knowledge that he had never expected before. They tell the brothers that Mila “was sorry…she never forgave herself…and she took it out on Duncan….she was sorry about what she did to you too…it was all too late” (301). Surprisingly enough, Duncan has nothing angry to say about Mila. Instead, with the help of the others, he recites the Kaddish, a prayer of mourning for the dead. Only through constant remembering and working-through with the help of his brother can Duncan mourn properly for Mila’s death and go on living his life independently of the ghosts of his past. And it seems with the final scene of the book—at a cemetery with tombstones similar to those of Spiegelman’s parents’—that Duncan has finally had the opportunity to mourn and to remember the Holocaust. 
A Conclusion: Merging Maus and Second Hand Smoke

Both Artie and Duncan have parents that are still at war with the ghosts of their past. For Vladek, he must give Artie a constant reminder that he survived and that the past is always there, whether it be when he is fixing something as his young son cries, budgeting bills or returning cereal to the store. When Artie and his father begin to work through Vladek’s past with Anja in Poland and during the Holocaust, they open up a surprising opportunity for Vladek and Artie to work through their issues and build a new relationship and future for themselves. However, Artie’s simple resolution becomes convoluted with Vladek’s destroying of Anja’s diaries and Artie’s loss of a maternal voice for himself and for his story. At first, for Duncan, he cannot escape from Mila’s parental issues—she trains him to accept rage, or rather, embrace it, instead of living life normally and in the mode of healing. Even after her death, Duncan is bound in his own unrelenting anger and need for retribution. With his brother, Isaac, Duncan finally learns that his own cycle of revenge only reaps negative benefits, and he must accept the past and move towards the future. 


Both texts work alongside one another to demonstrate the parental pathological issues along with the children’s problems. Yet, there is an active search for resolution for both protagonists that is related to their Holocaust-born siblings. However different these texts may seem in their series of events and characters, they still speak the truths of second-generation Holocaust survivors. These truths are the issues with their relationships with parents, remembering a past that is not their own, and working-through that past in ways that are uniquely their own in order to build an identity both free from— and a part of—the past that shaped their lives. Although there is an abundance of literature that speaks these truths, because of their honesty, medium of writing, central characters and their relationships with their parents, Maus and Second Hand Smoke are two significant texts that exemplify second-generation Holocaust literature. These texts are also the means in which we can work-through traumatic pasts and understand the therapeutic effect of literature.

Between Blurry Lines: Reflecting the Inheritance of Trauma in a Mother/Daughter Relationship
“The past is never dead. It’s not even past.”
-William Faulkner
In the fall of 1987, my mother had to give up her tickets to a three-day Pink Floyd concert to give birth to me. She has mentioned this to me in passing more than once, not with animosity, but rather with a laugh, especially during my teenage Pink Floyd phase. Looking back at my baby photos—a dark fauxhawk-adorned chubby girl wearing a faded white onesie that said “Hi World!” —I do not see my mother’s features in my face. And when I study the mirror today, I see a twenty-two year old college senior, still chubby and short with faded brown hair and shiny blue eyes, but I do not see her. I see the blue eyes and smile of a ghost of a father who died seventeen years ago, a ghost that I only knew with a five-year-old mind. No matter what physical traces of her are invisible on my own body, I know she is there, however. With the sugar and spice, the flaws and imperfections, she is there, lurking beneath my white-skinned surface, stoking my paranoia about not being good enough, driving me to always please everyone, and catalyzing my resentment at those who do not work hard to understand. This is because I have inherited these characteristics from her. Even though more often than not her own frustrate me, I possess these same traits.

I am sitting here, nearing the next rite of passage in my young life—graduation. I have made plans to move home for the summer, to plant a garden with my mother, to become domesticated in ways that I had not appreciated before I went to school. Despite my eagerness to return to the simplicity of home for a few months, I am afraid that I have been distanced too far from my mother (and family) to live comfortably. Since I have associated Mom with titles other than mother, like considering her a friend first, I am afraid there will be a tension there about authority and independence. This is not saying that I am not grateful for the opportunity to return home. Rather, I am moving home to help her and to rekindle the mother/daughter relationship that has weakened with each passing year. 
So, with the fears I have about returning home, finding my own identity as a graduate living with my parents for the summer, I am finding  it exceedingly hard, no scratch that, impossible to share even the minute, trivial details of our relationship. Somehow, by doing this, I am reducing my mother to something less than my mother, acting in manners that make me seem ungrateful for her help, and likely putting too much effort into something that is natural: growing up and growing apart. Further, I think it is impossible to truly know and to understand how she has influenced me from that first day out of her womb to the present—a humid Saturday evening with The Beatles singing “Dear Prudence” in my ears. So, I will start from the beginning of my mother as I know her. Her childhood comes from the seventies, the decade where television shows with Ashton Kutcher make me think that life was innocent, simple, and yet so very American as we know it. However, my mother argues that that decade, along with the eighties, were the years that shaped all of her quirks, her mistakes, her flaws, and the ways that she is stronger than anyone my own age than I give her credit for. 

When my mother was a teenager, she learned to despise her mother in some ways. Although my grandmother is a now devout Pentecostal, God-loving and God-fearing woman, she was once a drunk. She was the kind of mother who left her children in the car while staying in the bar all night. Her husband, my (step-) grandfather, was a wonderful, generous man who made my mom French toast and took her to school every day except Tuesday mornings, because Mondays he would be drunk. Although the extent of their obliteration never exceeded a point that was detrimental to the lives of Mom and her siblings, they were threatening. Because my mother was a hindrance on the weekends, my grandma would drop her off at the roller skating rink on Friday, expect her to find a friend to stay with, and pick her up on Sunday. It became more extreme and difficult when my grandmother thought it would be a good idea for my mother to travel across the U.S. to California. However, rather than taking her herself, my grandmother sent my mom with a backpack in a car with a man that my mother, only a teenage girl, had never met before. Though nothing horrendous occurred, the thought of that trip still gives my mom the chills this day. 


And so begins the list of my mother’s past—a past, that, while not equivalent to the trauma of others throughout the globe, has impacted my mother’s character, decisions, and actions since her childhood. I feel as though here I should preface the limitations and extent of the relationship between mother and daughter; this relationship is one in which the lines overlap, blur, and fall away. Biologically, she is my mother, but since I was seventeen, I have felt as though it was my duty to take care of Mom in the ways that her own mother could not. Unlike a normal mother/daughter relationship where the parent is the older one who cares for the child in non-reciprocal ways, for us, it seems to be reversed: I am her caretaker. It’s led to a relationship that is unusual, unequal, only sometimes rewarding, but always one of burden and a desire to make up for things that could not blamed on me. And this relationship is why I’m here: I think that in order for me to find out the best means to gain a concrete identity, to be content with my plans and my life choice, no matter how trivial they may be, I need to truly get to the core of my issues. What made my mom change for me? What does it mean to me now? And where do I fit in this relationship for her?

Mom did not have the free childhood I had, where reading was a past time rather than cleaning house. I did not have to worry about finding a way home or finding food during a blizzard when no one else was there. She did not have the opportunity to attend college… I did not have to move out before I wanted to…She had children before she was twenty…I have travelled…In essence, we are different. Our lives are from different generations; I am fortunate where she is tainted. But, I am her daughter, and she is my mother. Where does this leave me today? Now, I find myself struggling to understand our relationship, which is grounded in not merely biology, but also my internalization and inheritance of her past. By taking my mother’s trauma and attempted to rectify it by protecting her, I am making the trauma my own. More and more, it becomes confusing to me. 

* * *

On my sixteenth birthday, she bought me an ice cream cake for my party that included the four people in the family and my friend Kim. As young teens, we giggled at the kitchen table, eating nibbles here and there and feeling nauseous before the night was over. We realized that Mom had bought such a large cake that we could not fit it in our freezer, so we needed to eat it before it melted. That night, Kim commented that she wished she had a birthday like mine—one full of mistakes and mishaps, because that made laughter and memories more than any photograph. I could not understand it—Kim’s father provided her with everything she needed, except, I later found out, the love and attention my mother gave me. An attention often tainted by her pessimistic moods, bad days, and confused looks, although my sixteenth birthday does not show it. This attention was honest, it was genuine, but it was not normal. 

In one of my favorite cliché movies, In Her Shoes with Cameron Diaz, there is a scene where the two adult sisters reminisce about the best memory with their mother—a day where she dresses them in beautiful clothes, drives them to a store that she learns is closed, and then goes to buy them a puppy. That day to the innocent sisters, was the best, happiest day for their family, until their father returned home and had her mother take back the puppy. Until then, she seemed completely happy, and the naïve girls, who knew nothing else, thought that it was something normal. However, years later, they learn that their mother was mentally sick, and no matter how much she loved them, something was wrong. 
* * *
I did not think anything was wrong with my mother until the day I learned there was. And my perspective of Mom evolved into to something much more complex and complicated than a daughter’s view of her mother. How vague is that? I mean, there is something innately damaged with all of us, and those wrong things can make us beautiful. Tiny freckles on our skin, a twitch, white lies that do not really hurt anyone—these are imperfect to some, and strikingly beautiful to others. And there are those things with my mother that are wrong, like her bipolar disorder, her past addictions, her inability to relate to me because too much is going on in her own life. However, do I let these flaws, these issues distract me from the beautiful, strong mother I idolized as a child?
I did not know she had an addiction until she told me. My brother, my boyfriend, and my brother’s friend and I returned home after a walk one day. On the kitchen counter was a bucket of BW3 wings my parents had dropped off for our dinner. I assumed the house was empty, because the driveway was. Being seventeen and trying to impress my boyfriend, I commented on the idea of smoking pot just to eat the chicken. Surely due to my bad luck, my mother walked out of the bathroom just as my sentence finished. I tried to cover it up with a smile, saying “Mom—wouldn’t that be a hilarious idea?” Nevertheless, Mom knew my true intentions. Paralyzed by the possibility that I would throw away my future by turning to drugs like those around me, she nearly started crying right in front of us. Instead, Mom immediately sat my brother and my boyfriend and I down (his friend quickly left) and begged us to refrain from ever experimenting with drugs. It was then that she began to share her reasons why, as I sulked in my chair, hurt that she had caught me in the wrong. 

Mom began with my father’s death. When my father died, she was only twenty-five, with two children ages five and two. She had no one to console or support her; my grandmother was busy with work and lived in another neighborhood, my father’s family shunned her, believing that his clogged arteries and surprising heart attack at an age thirty-five was her fault, and her friends were preoccupied with their own growing families. So, my mother worked at the BP gas state in the center of the small town of Hebron and returned to take care of us when the babysitter left. I am sure now that the experience of caring for two children and supporting a household for a twenty-five year old widow was virtually impossible. 
When she believed she had no other options, that her life was likely over because she couldn’t do it on her own and somehow my father had let her down, let us down, and she would eventually do the same, my mother met the wrong people. She tried crystal meth to stay awake at night, work multiple jobs, and take care of her toddler children. She became addicted, allowing the drug to run her life. I am not sure of the timeline, but eventually the stepdad who came into our lives was deeply rooted enough into the family to give my mother the ultimatum of quitting. Rather than getting any more involved in drugs and ending up having to tell her family, losing her children, or even killing herself, my mother quit. That summer day in the kitchen, I came to learn that Mom was not just my mother; she was also a flawed woman who had made bad decisions to make her life seem easier. When she finished her story in between sobs and a beginning of us to not judge her, I immediately gave my mother a hug, told her I loved her, and not to worry. 

After learning these events, I searched the archives of my memory for any hint of addiction. I found none. Mom never left us alone, hungry, or was unavailable to us as children. I grew up content and without any overbearing issues. She had food always ready for us, celebrated holidays, and encouraged us to grow up to be what we wanted. (There is of course the time I wanted to be an Olympic gymnast. After my first practice where the horn to our car broke and sounded for a endless thirty minutes, she immediately took me home and never allowed me to go back to the studio because of the embarrassment. I am no longer bitter at the loss of my dream.) I went to summer camps, after school programs, had an allowance, and visited the extended family regularly. There was no evidence of a distraught woman. There were no sunken eyes in her photos or memories of not being able to wake her up when she would crash. How, I wonder now, did she manage to conceal her guilt and desperation? 
Yet, after receiving the information, soon after, I began to despise her. I do not know the exact timeline, but I know that within a few days, I grew a deep animosity towards her. I hated the idea that my own mother could not be strong enough to just cope with my dad’s death, raise us, and move on with her life by grieving and growing normally. Even though she had not deprived me of a normal life, even though until that moment I saw her as the woman I wanted to grow up and become, she was not enough for me then. I think I despised her because she allowed herself to hit the most bottom depths of grief and not cope. She did not want to get better or continue a healthy life, but instead, wanted a cop-out. Through and through, she was weak and was not that perfect parental figure—the only one I really had left—that I could stir up in my adolescent years. 
 I was not perfect at seventeen, either. I was confused about where my life would head, if I would make it to college or even if I would last forever with my boyfriend. (I didn’t, of course.) I was debating on experimenting with marijuana and cigarettes, because everyone around me was doing it. Moreover, they wanted me to do it. However, I could not let myself get addicted, and I wanted to be stronger than that. I wanted a future that no one in my family had ever had. My mom had always encouraged me to be stronger. Yet, here she was, a woman that I looked up to, a woman that I wanted to be, a woman that could not even make it through life without drugs. I was afraid from there that if my mother could not even grieve well, then perhaps I would never be able to succeed or be happy and healthy in a troubled world. 
Now, I look back, and I am confused about whether or not I should have reacted in such a manner. I never let her know how I felt, but whenever things would happen that my mother could not control—either because of her own volition or because they actually could not be controlled—I looked down on her. I knew that if she could not take care of herself once, then she probably could no longer do it. It was up to me to be her support. In some ways, I am ashamed that I did not give my mother the support she needed in other ways, such as respecting her for overcoming an addiction. When you are seventeen, it seems that life is simply black and white, and my mother should never have let her life come to such a low point, and she should have instead focused on providing the best life she could for us. Yet, here is the problem with my seventeen-year-old mind: she did. Somehow, while being addicted, she kept my brother and me content and oblivious to her addiction. Then, with the help of my stepfather, she overcame addiction, sobered up, and continued to be our mother as if nothing had happened. So, how could I feel disgust with her? How could I judge someone in that manner when she has never not cared? Yes, I am confused. I am confused at how I should have reacted, how my relationship will continue with her now that we will be living together again, and how this affects my future, if it does. I do not think now that life is hopeless because my mother once did. Instead, I know it is sometimes impossibly difficult, and people cope differently from one another. Simply, life is not ever simple. 

* * *

Now, I see Mom differently and I cannot change how I felt, but I can attempt to change how I feel. She will never just be my mother again, but she will always be my mother in addition to anything else I think of her. I call her nearly every day, even on her bad days. I feel the need to check on her, to hear her talk, even if it is just an exasperated “I’m at work…I’ll call you back. Love you, bye!” ending in a few words from me and a click. She never calls back, so I call the next day again. I do not tell her about my own problems, such as the feeling of confusion about if my decisions about graduation are right, my struggles with flaky friends, and the complete and utter realization that I am average. I want to tell her, but she is not the mother I told everything to seven years ago. She is not the kind of mother that I can vent to, because she is so absorbed in her own issues. Although I am ashamed of how I felt, I still feel resentment and irritation here. Now, I grapple with my own identity independently of her. I know that my decisions are my own, and contrary to what I want to believe, no matter what advice or support she gives me will ever have me change my mind about the decisions I make, because ultimately, I will make them independently of any advice given to me. 

There are other faults of my mother that I have yet to be able to engage with or reflect on. She still holds the baggage of her addiction in ways that I feel as though she is not just grieving for my dad anymore, but she is grieving for her youth, for her innocence, and for a life before bad decisions. This leads to her regularly bad days, her bipolar disorder, her inability to keep the household in order, and my frustration with having to be independent and self-sufficient not because I want to, but because I have to. Still, I have to remember that my mother is—and always was—a flawed human being. Perhaps when I was sixteen and younger, I idealized her in ways that any hint of a human mistake destroyed my blemish-free image of her. After all, I did not allow myself to see that there would be struggles with a young mother of two who had no one but her children and a dead husband. Whatever the case may be, it still leaves me with questions that I am not sure I can answer about my relationship with her or with myself. I did not see these sides of my mother before I found out about her addiction. I am not sure if this was because there were no signs and only through my growing up has she become more miserable, or if it is because before seventeen I did not want to see any of her flaws, although surely, they were present. 
Her own imperfections and my reception of these flaws have influenced me to be a person in control of my life today. In preparation for any sort of experience that would mirror my mother’s when she lost my dad, I am independent. I am willing to move, to change, to grow, and to sacrifice anything monetarily in order to keep my intelligence and be able to make my own decisions. I work multiple jobs; I am the first in my family to be a valedictorian, to graduate college, and to generally succeed. I am content with my life, even though I am average, and I am proud of myself. I may have idealized the very distraught woman who raised me for eighteen years for the first seventeen, but for the last, I learned from her mistakes in preventing my own. I almost look down at the fact that while she still cannot be happy with her life, all I have to do is figure out what I want and work towards it. It then, makes me flawed in many of the same ways as her—I look down on people, I worry too much, I do not cope with breakups well, and I find it hard to be honest with anyone else. Still, there is something inside of me that has been there for the past five years after such a revelation that keeps me confused and perhaps even angry, maybe not always with her, but also with myself.
So why do I continue to call a mother back every day who doesn’t have time to talk, who doesn’t truly know the feelings I have, and who is so frustrating to me? I do not know, except that I feel an overwhelming guilt when I do not. She did not have anyone to help her before until my stepfather came along, and because I could not support her then, now I have to, even when she may not even need my support. Yet, this benefits me in a selfish manner, too. I cannot see my life without my mother in it. Although I lived in a foreign country for three months in the fall of 2009, I still bought a cell phone to call her regularly, update her, and find out what was happening in her life, which is usually little. Further, I have an overwhelming fear that one day my life will go on without my mother alive in it. It is truly my most prevalent fear. This could be because I have already lost a parent, but it could also be because I have somehow failed her. I could not help her stay alive; I could not keep her healthy on my own. Moreover, even though this is ridiculous to think, I still think it. No matter how much I call and get frustrated at her inability to talk, I have to come to realize that she did survive, even when she did not think she could. She overcame her addiction, she prospered, and she is okay now, despite her underlying issues. These issues do not prevent her from functioning; they just make her unhappy. I cannot come to terms with the idea that she can be independent, so I still call her. At some points, it makes no sense to me—I think she needs me, and she does not. I am angry with her for being unhappy and I want her to need me at the same time. Again, these feelings and thoughts complicate the relationship in levels that I do not think that she even has a clue about, because I just cannot talk to her about it. 

This leads me to question what it is about my mother that I grew to hate and despise, besides the fact that she could not cope in a healthy manner and move on and care for her children. At another point in my life, my mother mentioned that my father did drugs before he died. Although his death—a heart attack—was not directly a result of his use, I am sure it affected his body multiple times. I even feel more disconnected with my father, because the only things I know about him are his flaws and his unhealthy lifestyle growing up. If he was too focused on being irresponsible, then he did not have the ability to take care of her two children. Further, with my mother knowing the effects of drug use—irresponsibility, lowering your health, and countless other consequences such as death, I cannot believe that she was willing to try the drugs. Or, I could not imagine that moment in her life when she felt so helpless that they were the only answer. Nevertheless, there was that time, a time when she was not first a mother, but first a woman with no other viable option and her children were not first, but accomplishing it all was. And when I realized that, I realized that she was not a perfect mom, even if it seemed that way when I looked at her with my innocent, naïve eyes for seventeen years. 
Yet, when would the right moment be that I would confess to my mother that I despised her weakness in the worst parts of her life and then that my resentment turned into guilt? Because it is what it is: guilt. I feel guilt, because she experienced this horrendous thing and could not cope, because she had no one, including me. I feel guilt, because when I could have been there to support her at seventeen, I was silently judging and considering her unable to be independent or healthy. I am guilty, because my own life, a life of contentment and normalcy, has impaired me from empathizing with her in the appropriate ways. I can never be sure when this guilt transpired, or when it turned to hope, except that small realizations influence such a change, like when she told me she was saving up money for a gift for me for graduation, when I know that extraneous expenses are the last thing she needs to worry about. Yet, here she is, always striving to please me, to keep me happy, and to remind me how much she loves me. Now, I can only hope that when I move home, I can rectify this guilt and be there not only by phone for her, but also always as a shoulder and an escape from her past. I hope that I can become the woman she wants me to, because she did not have her own chance to do such a thing. 

* * *

Today, my mother admits that one of the most noticeable flaws I have is that I look down upon people. One day when I corrected her grammar and laughed about it, she was genuinely hurt. Although my mom was the means through which I have succeeded, she saw me as looking down on her because she never had the opportunities I had. I thought nothing of the incident, and laughed it off, but continually, she has brought it up. I have had the fear that I do such things, but she finds it more often from me, I think, because she looks for it. On the contrary, when I live forty minutes away from her or when I live fourteen hours away, I look down on no one around me, but instead find the beauty in even strangers. At college, I may be frustrated with other students or even my classes, but I find that, especially in my own major, the work and intelligence of my peers and elders is fascinating. Some have an impeccable knack for eloquent language, while others compose a flawless story with a climactic plot and deep characters on the spot. Some can argue a philosophical ideal to their own beliefs without struggle, and others can produce a portfolio ranging from one hundred to two hundred pages. Judging them seems intrinsically wrong. 

I do not think that she thinks I am only judgmental to her, because she has seen the ways in which I get irritated with the decisions or ignorance of other people I know, not with merely grammar or schooling, but with life choices, namely, the inability to be happy or to be independent. My cousin Catherine is a thirty-year-old woman who had a ten-year-old daughter and parents that have given her a house to live in. She is addicted to pills, ignores her daughter, and cannot and will not have a job. Instead, she waits for help from the government or her parents and grandparents. Still, somehow, my cousin is thoroughly confused at why she is not happy. I believe she chose her path and had the opportunity many times to get out of it, but instead, procured the easiest means to survive. Of course, I judge someone who has support from everyone she knows and still cannot make it while I struggle weekly to be independent and I am still content. My mother sees that I am not judgmental towards only her, or judgmental in a superficial manner. 

Instead, she does not know how I cannot fathom how people can be so willingly miserable or how they are unable to grieve and grow properly. So, the manners in which I judge my mom are because of her unwillingness or her inability to change her life for the better. In truth, she is miserable and struggles every day to find happiness in a job where her coworkers do not appreciate her, her husband is cold and impassive, and her family is distant and focused on their own lives. Although she tries to find happiness, she feels that she cannot ever obtain it. However, to me, happiness a choice, and as long as we have the ability to search it out, we should and will find it. She does not see it as a choice, but rather as something that will happen if it does, and it usually does not. Again, herein lies my guilt in my inability to empathize with her difficult past. 
Because I am the daughter of my mother, I have inherited her past. I know that she lived a childhood I have never experienced and had a traumatic event of losing her husband and support. With this, I know the consequences of a fear of trusting others, a fear of being happy, and a general feeling akin to misery. With that bearing witness to trauma, I have felt this divided need to shake her and yell “just be happy!” and a need to protect her, to let her be herself, and to allow her to live vicariously through me. Our relationship is not simple, it is not merely a mother-daughter relationship, and it is not perfect. It is complicated, often painful, and frustrating. But, it is one that is real, that is being worked-through and repaired, and it is allowing me to become my own person, separate from and a part of my mother and her past. 

In short, I have inherited my mother’s past, and I am her daughter. Not only from hearing her stories, but also from her behaviors, choices, and relationship with me do I know the effect of a traumatic past. Although I will never know the fear of traveling cross-country with a stranger to a place I have no concept of, I know that it leads to a woman who is hesitant to trust anyone. I know it leads to her fear to travel, and her own over-bearing sense of motherhood when I was not allowed to go on vacation or travel with anyone that she did not really know. So, what does this mean for me? Animosity at her unwillingness to just move on or to change? Fear that somehow I will have the same issues that she does? Guilt that I cannot change her life for her and frustration for the same reasons?
Perhaps. Perhaps not. I know that it is not right for me to think of my mother in these manners, because she is human. She only has me to inherit this past so that I may learn from her life and possibly even understand and empathize with her. However, we all know that until I have experienced it myself, I do not understand it. And, I have not experienced my mother’s past. I have experienced my reception of her past, which is an experience unique from my mother’s past. From here, I have to grow up, acknowledge that she lived this way and that I lived another way, and it will influence our lives, but we can adjust to such things. I will no longer be the naïve child that idealized my mother, but I also will not be the teenage daughter that resented her, or the growing woman who felt guilt about her. I will be hopeful that things will someday change, even if that change is miniscule. Our relationship is one of complexity, but it is one that should be relished for what it’s worth. My mother’s past will always be prevalent in her present, and in my present.  
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Figure 1: The growing distance between Artie and Vladek mirrors their relationship. 





Figure 2: Artie’s thoughts after his mother’s suicide. 





Figure 3: Spiegelman, portrayed as a man wearing a mouse mask. 








� In Maus I, the epigraph reads, “The Jews are undoubtedly a race, but they are not human.” –Adolph Hitler. In addition, the epigraph in Maus II states, “Mickey Mouse is the most miserable ideal ever revealed…Healthy emotions tell every independent young man and every honorable youth that the dirty and filth-covered vermin, the greatest bacteria carrier in the animal kingdom, cannot be the ideal type of animal...Away with Jewish Brutalization of the people! Down with Mickey Mouse! Wear the Swastika Cross!” –newspaper article, Pomerania, Germany, mid-1930’s. These epigraphs illustrate Artie’s relationship with a Jewish identity even more than his own language choice does. 





� Here, I should clarify the term second-generation survivors. In “Transmission of Memory: The Post-Holocaust Generation in the Diaspora,” Ellen Fine identifies second-generation survivors—“the term second generation is used to characterize the generation born after the war, generally referring to children of survivors…who have come to endure the psychic imprint of the trauma. They are designated as “the post-Holocaust generation.” Fine goes on to say that her own description of second-generation survivors encompasses “those born during and after the war” (186). However, for my own essay, I use the term second-generation survivors to identify children of Holocaust survivors that were born after the Holocaust, not during it. 


� In Children of Job, Alan Berger argues that the memory these children have “assumes the form of the presence of an absence, over which the second generation keeps guard” (184). This presence of an absence is intriguing to say the least; it indicates that children know that with a traumatic past comes the presence of something inherently missing. This may be the reason for my need to parent my mother and the reason why I could never fill the void no matter my efforts. 





� From here, the name Artie will be used to designate the character in the text and the name Spiegelman will be used in reference to the author. 


� Ellen Fine takes the analysis of this idea even further. In her essay, she argues that the second-generation survivors, “haunted by history [,] feel obliged to accept the burden of collective memory that has been passed onto them and to assume the task of sustaining it” (187). Later in my essay, I will address the manners in which Artie and Duncan each deal with this notion of collective memory, or the memory of the past for all Jews, beyond their parents. 


� Efraim Sicher, in “The Burden of Memory,” believes that Spiegelman, “the artist [,] feels castrated by his father’s very ability to survive. His father’s role model as survivor makes him feel small and incompetent” (50). Sicher’s belief is one that Spiegelman fulfills in his illustrations along with Artie’s own voice through the dialogue. 


� In In the Shadow of the Holocaust, Aaron Haas says, “because of some survivors’ powerful need to forget past humiliations, they react by demonstrating an exaggerated intolerance for human weakness. Only the weak or debilitated need psychological help, they believe” (20-21). Vladek shows such intolerance when Artie comes home as an injured child, identifying that either Vladek is still wrought in the past or that Artie is weak. We find through the narrative that the past is Vladek’s 


� In Helen Fremont’s After Long Silence, another narrative about the experience of a second-generation Holocaust survivor, similar anxieties between parent and child arise. These include the ways that parents always compare a child’s issue to their own along with the pressure of children to grapple with who they may have been if the Holocaust had not affected their family so deeply (125, 129). 


� For more information about the subtext of “My Father Bleeds History,” see Michael Levine’s “Necessary Stains,” which gives a detailed analysis of Spiegelman’s word choice of “Bleeds.”


� I am indebted here, of course, to Freud and the basic wager of psychoanalysis. Vladek, as Spiegelman depicts him, exemplifies a common patient in Freud’s “Remembering, Repeating, and Working-Through”: “one who reproduces…not as a memory but as an action; he repeats it, without, of course, knowing that he is repeating” (Freud 150). In this manner, as in many others, Freud’s work in “Remembering and Repeating” tells us the ways in which Vladek and other Holocaust survivors suffer from their pasts. It is through his collaborative work with Artie that Vladek can finally work through the memories.


� Another instance of Vladek’s acute attention to detail that frustrates Artie is when he decides that he does not like the cereal he bought, so he tapes the box back up. Vladek attributes to Hitler his own frugalness for saving items he has no use for, admitting “I cannot forget it…ever since Hitler I don’t like to throw out even a crumb,” and then wants to return the cereal to the store for a refund later (Maus II 78). Artie can only respond by prompting his father to return to the subject of Auschwitz. Auschwitz is the only subject that matters at this point, because it gains access into the overwhelming questions of why Vladek acts in the manners he does. Artie tries to find some way to relate to his father, so he may gain access into the causes of Vladek’s oddities and into a world that he could not otherwise, including his own mother’s past, erased with her suicide and the burning of her journals, which is further addressed later.


� Further, the comic gives us insight into a perspective of the Mother that he did not have any other way, especially because Vladek burned the diaries. This is addressed later in the text. 


�  A similar instance in the text when Artie seems to struggle between feeling guilt and anger is when his wife makes a point that Vladek may need a place to stay when the two separate. Artie trembles at the thought, exclaiming, “Stop! I feel guilty enough already!” (Maus II 120). Even though his father needs people to be around him in his old age, Artie still cannot forgive his father’s coldness throughout his life. His anger is obviously directed to his parents, yet at the same time towards himself; Artie should understand, but that feeling is difficult to obtain. For another reading of the mother’s role in Maus, see Michael Levine’s “Necessary Stains.” 


� In Nancy K. Miller’s “Cartoons of the Self: Portrait of the Artist as a Young Murderer—Art Spiegelman’s Maus,” the writer seeks to understand why Artie “keeps the quest of Anja alive from the beginning to the end of the memoir” along with understanding his real reasons for interviewing Vladek (52). Miller wonders if Artie’s true motivation is to own his mother’s presence again, which is a different interpretation from my own. 


� Because the tattoo is a permanent addition to the body, the image of the tattoo is something that survivors constantly refer when speaking about the Holocaust. The tattoo, in essence, is a physical symbol, rather than a mental reminder, that something irrevocable occurred years previous that will affect that person for the rest of his/her life. For instance, in Primo Levi’s Survival in Auschwitz, refers to the tattoo himself. He even correlates the tattoo with a baptismal ideal: “I have learnt that I am Häftling [prisoner]. My number is 174517,” Levi writes, in his recollection of his initial days in Auschwitz, “we have been baptized, we will carry the tattoo on our left arm until we die” (27). Levi’s account is only one of many, and is similar in its focus. In Second Hand Smoke, Mila refers to the tattoo to strangers shortly before her death, reminding them—and herself—of its permanence and the symbolism therein. 


� This raises a key question for children of Holocaust survivors: what does it mean to be Jewish? Some battle with issues of guilt, as mentioned above, but more that they are identifying themselves with a religion that they do not truly understand. Because the children have not endured the torture of the generation before or of their ancestors, they do not truly deserve to be considered Jewish (Efraim 202). 


�In Lisa Mulman’s “A Tale of Two Mice,” she argues that “when Spiegelman decides to tell his father’s story, he literally paints himself (and all Jews) in the same image…first and foremost out for himself…the image of the stereotypical miserly Jew that is an important part of Art’s perception and representation of his father” (90). This enables Artie to inherent the past as plainly as any other witness; however, he is not an individual, but merely another stereotypical Jew. This illustrates Artie’s own anxiety about sharing his father’s (and his own) story. 


� Ironically enough, Spiegelman eventually gains his own identity as a first-generation survivor of 9/11 in 2001. He “expands his search for understanding after traumatic events in his work, In the Shadow of No Towers, which retells his own experience when the twin World Trade Center towers fell in New York,” shares Erin McGlothlin. For more information about how Spiegelman’s role as a second-generation revolves, see McGlothin’s “When Time Stands Still” (97). 


� It is significant, also, to consider that Book I ends with repetition. After learning his father has burned the diaries and any chance for him to gain closeness to his mother, Artie yells at Vladek, “You-you murderer!” and then later walks away, muttering “…Murderer” as the concluding word of the book, signifying that somehow Vladek has killed Anja’s memory (Maus I 159).


� Sharon, Duncan’s wife, refers to this repetition as “most vicious of cycles”; Mila guards Duncan from loss or sorrow, but sacrifices for it with an emotional, healthy relationship and a son that cannot experience emotion in a normal manner, as though he is more of a machine than a man (85). 


� In Henri Parens’s “An Autobiographical Study of Resilience,” believes that for himself, and for other survivors, it is through reconstructing a new family that survivors gain resilience and healing after the Holocaust. Although this is not such a simple case for Mila (or Vladek, for that matter), he does argue that it also takes active help from his family and time for him to heal in some manner (109). Perhaps it is because Mila has not allowed the help from her family or tried to actively heal that she is still pathologically obsessed with the past. 


�Michael Levine believes that for second-generation survivors, “many… had to come to the discovery that the stories of the first generation had already been passed on to them, that they themselves had become the unwitting bearers of a traumatic legacy” (317). Readers see that for Duncan, this is precisely the case. He has succumbed to bearing his parents’ tragedy, a burden that stemmed from early childhood. With a childhood of responsibility, Duncan has no choice but to live under the tragedy he has never encountered. 


� Ellen Fine also argues that for second-generation survivors, they are “identifying with their parents, [and] members of the post-Holocaust generation thus appear to adopt their parents’ remembrances as their own,” which, simply put, is a common trait of Duncan’s actions (190).


� Other moments of rage in the text signify Duncan’s core issues. At other points, he attends a talk show, but when someone raises his temper, he begins throwing chairs. Later, Duncan also begins beating up and tearing apart a German car in New York, merely because he is just angry enough.  


� It is significant to note that Duncan never specifies the appropriate or ideal death for Maloney with which he threatens him. 


� There is something to be said about Larry’s presence in Duncan’s life. Despite the fact that Duncan never searches out Larry for advice or comfort, Larry seems to feel an inherent need to fill in Mila’s place. This is both out of respect for Mila and for Duncan. For Mila, because she was a driving force in his life, and for Duncan, because his mother was hardly a parent, and his behavior showed his need for some role model or comfort. 


� Although Isaac—and the rest of Poland—believe that the tattoo is proof of his time in the concentration camp, Duncan realizes that Isaac is merely just Mila’s child. His prisoner numbers are the same ones as Mila’s, which signals to Duncan that although everyone looks up to Isaac as being the only child survivor of the camps, Isaac merely has a fraudulent tattoo. Rosenbaum shares with readers through Mila’s own confession that she tattooed her son to keep him somehow linked to her when she left him in Poland to escape on her own. 


� This represents one of the core issues that survivors (both first- and second-generation) face. They believe that by mourning, they open themselves to moving on and forgetting the past—both individually and historically—of triumphs and losses. However, the alternative is to stay closed off from mourning and to embrace and repeat a traumatic past. Second-generation works are valuable in the way they forge a new path. They testify the past and its effects but also reveal a working-through of a new present conscious of the past and willing to move on in the future. Lawrence Langer, as Gary Weissman writes in Fantasies of Witnessing, believes that in order to understand the Holocaust, “the survivors must confront it, and this requires having “the courage to stare into the abyss” (99). Langer also believes that confronting it is so difficult because we lack the courage and would rather find the redeeming qualities of the Holocaust, which is exactly what we should not do. However, this second statement is the subject of another essay at another time. However, his beliefs about confronting the Holocaust rings true in these instances; only when the children confront the ghosts of the past can they begin to create their own identity, free from their parents’ trauma. 


�In Jacques Barber and Hadas Wiseman’s Echoes of the Trauma, the subject of second-generation children and their parenting choices versus their parents is more deeply discussed, especially in the manners that second-generation parents become more aware of how their actions affect their children. For such a reading, see pages 190-193. 





