
Question: What can Americans do to redefine masculinity for our sons? 
 
!!!MAKE THE SOLUTION GLARINGLY OBVIOUS!!! 
____________________________________________________________________ 
Friends (~400): 
 

Good looking young Noble figure walks through slums every week (name day) with 3 
women following him (athletic ability, status, sex)(need a reason for walking thru). Notices a 
young beggar one day who does something to catch his eye(woman is being attacked or 
something and the beggar helps out), noble brings him to the castle. Beggar internalizes the 
nobles customs/view on society/behavior/arrogance (noble never talks to the beggar, all they do 
is ‘sex and drugs’). Time goes by (3 mo/yr/seasons). Beggar returns to streets when the nobles 
destructive behavior gets him in trouble/hurt/killed. Beggar continues with the behaviors he 
learned from his noble friend and somehow gets permanently crippled (doesnt have to be 
physical crippling). 
 
Solution: Friends learn from each other. Friends should strive to teach eachother and help each 
other when they need it. 
 
Parents(~400): (this one could be with animals) 
 

Repetition of bolded “(It's there go find it phrase)” young boy chasing something 
symbolic of emotion through something that symbolizes life (doesnt understand what it is). Both 
parents have seen the artifact, but they have no idea what it is. Dad saw the artifact in a 
different form a long time ago, makes him angry that he can't get to it (short tempered) 
(closedness about his shortcomings). Mother has seen the artifact as well, but only encourages 
her son to find it(stereotypical you can do it). Doesnt overtly* help son. Son finds the artifact but 
it has led him to a crossroads. Without the knowledge from his parents he takes the wrong path 
and dies. 
 
(son is always unfulfilled by the answer from his parents) 
 
Solution: father should have been open about his weakness, mother should have tried to help 
boy from his point of view. 
 
Teacher/Mentor(~200): 
 

 
_______________________________________________________________________ 
 
Other shit: 
 



Poems: 
 
Ragnar the Rouge: 
 
Adages:  

1. “I am indebted to my father for living, but to my teacher for living well” Alexander the 
Great 

2.  
  



 
F: The Friend 

A long time ago, there was a young nobleman who lived in a castle. Whenever he got 
bored of being in the keep, he would walk through the slums with three beautiful women 
following behind him and throw gold coins at the feet of beggars just to watch them fight for it. 
On one of these days he noticed one young beggar in particular who would fight for the coins 
and then spend every single one on medicine for his elderly neighbor. Curious as to why 
anyone would do this, he approached the young beggar. 
“I am the wealthiest noble of this castle. I demand to know why you do not keep the gold coins 
for yourself,” he said in a very regal voice. 
“I must care for my neighbor for she is very sick, my lord” the young beggar explained. This 
intrigued the young nobleman. 
“Come with me to the keep. If you do I will make sure your friend receives the medicine she 
needs.” 
The young beggar accepted the nobleman's offer and followed him to the castle keep. When 
they arrived, the nobleman showed the young beggar around the keep. The first room they 
walked into was full to the brim with gold coins and precious jewels and artifacts. The young 
beggar observed in awe. The second room they walked into was full of young, beautiful women. 
The young beggar continued to observe in awe. The third room they walked into was the 
biggest room yet. It was a massive and ornate stadium for a combat arena. The young beggar 
continued to observe in awe. After the tour concluded, the young nobleman invited the young 
beggar to stay for as long as he wants. Much time went by while the nobleman spent gold on 
fine items, bedded whichever woman he pleased, and sparred in the combat arena. Three years 
passed. One day, the nobleman’s greed caught up to him. He bet all of his money on a fight 
with him and the rival nation’s prince. If he won, the prince would have to give up his wife. Not 
wanting to be slighted, the prince agreed to the fight. So they fought. And the prince won, but 
the nobleman did not stay true to his word. This caused the rival king to launch an attack on the 
castle, and after a lengthy siege, the castle was captured. Under the new crown, the young 
beggar was thrown to the streets once again. His friend was not as lucky and was beheaded. 
The young beggar returned to his neighbor who helped him come to terms with the nobleman's 
death. 
 The young beggar returned to his sickly grandmother who once again needed medecine. With 
the little gold he was able to take from the keep, he headed to the healer to buy his grandmother 
medicine. On his way to the healer, a woman in scarlet robes caught his eye and beckoned him 
into her store. Not able to resist, he spent a portion of his gold and was on his way. When he 
arrived, he approached the healer and offered his gold for the medecine, but it was no longer 
enough. He rushed home to his sickly grandmother, but when he got there she had already 
died. 
 
 
  



 
 
P: The Son 

A long time ago, there existed a village with high walls and many warriors to protect it. 
The eldest child of the village’s chieftain was a boy. One day, the boy explored beyond the high 
walls of the village. His young curiosity took him far away from his family and his neighbors. He 
explored the woods and the swamps and the fields and the mountains and the deserts and the 
rivers and the ocean. When he returned to the village that night, he told his parents of 
everything he had seen and learned. He told them of the animals in the woods, and he told 
them how he waded through the murky waters of the swamp. He told them of the wild grass 
swaying in the meadow, and he told them of the view from the top of the mountain. He told them 
of the cacti in the desert and of the rainbow fish in the river. And he told them of the smell of the 
breeze from the ocean and how he thought about what was beyond it. He told them everything 
he could remember about his adventure. After he was done telling his story, his father stood.  
“Son, you are never allowed to leave the safety of the walls. The people of the village need to 
be able to trust you when you are chieftain. If you run away all the time your people will not 
respect you.”  
His mother did not speak. 
He said, “Why can’t the village respect me if I leave the protection of its walls?” 
His father said, “Because that is the way it is.” He stayed within the walls of the village for the 
next season. There was not a day that past when he was not thinking about what awaited 
beyond the walls. But as a young boy does, he succumbed to his curiosity once again. He 
escaped the confines of the village and explored as much as he possibly could. In the woods he 
saw a bloody struggle between two bears and in the swamp he saw lurking crocodiles. In the 
meadow he saw dead and wilting grass and the view from the top of the mountain was blocked 
by dark clouds. The cacti in the desert had dried up and the fish in the river were gone. The 
ocean smelled bitter that day. He returned that night but did not tell his parents about what he 
had seen. Another season passed before he ventured out again. This time his adventure 
brought him through the woods and past the swamp. It took him by the meadow and around the 
mountain. He walked across the desert and swam through the river to the ocean. On the beach, 
he started thinking about what the horizon hid. He walked into the water until it covered his 
knees. And then until it covered his belt. And then until it covered his neck. And then until there 
was none of him left above water. 
  



 
M: The Pupil 

Once there was a genius commander whose enemies all feared him. His calm demeanor 
and precise orders always gave his soldiers an advantage over their foes. In the midst of a long 
campaign, he fell gravely ill. He knew his time was coming so he called for his second in 
command who had studied under him since a young age.  
“The only thing that would make you a better warrior than me is if your arrows were as true and 
precise as your mind.” On the eve of great battle, the young commander could not sleep. In the 
morning, the clash began. Maneuvering his troops under immense pressure, the young 
commander was able to split and route the enemy army. His success with the campaign brought 
made him a hero to his people. 
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Additional help not cited: 
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https://elderscrolls.fandom.com/wiki/Ragnar_the_Red    (tune for Ragnar the Rouge) 
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