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Introduction

his is the tenth year in which the Writing Across the Curriculum program has published this magazine in

order to recognize both the wonderful writing produced by William Paterson University students in all
disciplines and the assignments created by our faculty to nurture this writing. Ten years: a decade of celebrating
student writing! The support of our students, faculty, and administration has allowed this little magazine to
outlive most literary and scholarly publications in America.

Within these pages you'll find a selection of the best student writing produced on campus in 2008-2009. Each
piece here was selected, first, by a faculty member because in some way it fulfilled the teacher’s highest
expectations for that assignment—most gracefully written, most creatively imagined, most meticulously
researched, most insightful. And then each piece was selected again, by a faculty jury—this year, Jennifer DiNoia,
Sociology; West Moss, English; and Sarah Valentine, Nursing—that had the time-consuming, but very rewarding,
task of reading nearly fifty very fine pieces of writing and then choosing these twelve to represent the best work
produced on campus this year.

This year the writing selected for inclusion was produced, for the most part, in General Education and in
English courses, which reflects the fact that 60% of the submitted work was from English courses, and nearly 70%
from GE. Next year, we hope that a broader range of student writing will be submitted. Nevertheless, there is a
striking diversity in the writing here. There is, for instance, Nick Dimichino’s riveting oral history, “Unassuming
Hero,” which traces the minute-by-minute experience of a NYC fireman who narrowly escaped death in the
World Trade Towers. There are two wonderful memoirs, Alexa Baird’s very moving piece about a child’s
confrontation with illness, absence, and death, and Julie Minicozzi’s powerful essay about her decision not to bear
children. There are a pair of delightful short poems—by Kelsey Romond on the death of Harry Kalas and by
Adam Cooper on the Periodic Table—and a pair of fine short stories, by James Budd and Jenn Taylor. And there
are, in addition, five academic and research essays, from Brian Saccomanno’s well-researched film script to several
wonderful pieces from Anthropology, History, and Macroeconomics. All in all, a wonderful introduction to the
best of what is taught and what is written here at William Paterson. Every piece in this collection will reward you
for reading it.

Pay attention also to the teachers’ prefaces to each essay. The creativity of these assignments in focusing on the
development of student thinking and imagination, as well as the wit, humility, and generosity of the faculty
reasons for valuing their students’ work, should make us at William Paterson University proud.

Finally, a thank you to the people who made this publication possible and who made working on it fun.
Thanks to the three judges who devoted hours to the thoughtful reading of so much fine student writing. Thanks
also to the Provost’s Office for its continued support of the WAC program for more than two decades, and
especially to Provost Ed Weil and Associate Provost Stephen Hahn. And thanks as well to Isabel Tirado, Dean of
Humanities and Social Sciences, whose belief in all of our WAC programs has helped sustain us for many years:
she is retiring as Dean this year, and we will miss her deeply.

And thanks, finally, to the many faculty and students who offered their work to the contest. Nearly fifty
wonderful submissions, all of them good enough to publish, including the ten listed at the end as First Runners-
Ups and Honorable Mentions: too good to be neglected, but our budget couldn’t support a longer publication.
Read the contest rules on the back cover, and next year we hope to see even more fine writing submitted by
students and faculty from all departments.

Jim Hauser, English Department
Director, Writing Across the Curriculum, 2008-2009
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Course:
Writing Effective Prose
(ENG 110) l.

Assignment:

Memoir Writing (Second Assignment):
Memoir writing is a compilation of snapshot memories. These memories are rich in

by Alexa Baird

detail and description and so you'll be building on the descriptive skills you've

Professor:
Gillian Hettinger, English

practiced. Write a subjective description of someone you know well—again, use
sensory detail to make that person come alive on the page.

Then, put the person you wrote about into a setting, using all your descriptive skills

and combine it with a memory.You will bring the memory to life by describing it in

Student:
Alexa Baird

. Memoir:
“This Stop Is—”

“real time,” as if you are in the moment. You may focus on a moment, or series of
moments.Why are these moments important enough to share? Draft your response.

3. Asa final step, polish your memoir, making sure it is rich in detail and description.

Instructor’s Comments:

From the start, Alexa was an outstanding writer. In terms of this particular assignment, she
more than fulfilled my expectations, writing with a skill remarkable in a freshman. In this

short piece, she includes the sensory details | was looking for and, in addition, her use of
dialogue is first-rate. She comes obliquely at the subject of her father’s death, something
which had wounded her deeply. The tenderness of the relationship between Alexa and her
father is evident. | also like the pacing of this memoir and the way in which she broke it
into short, vivid vignettes.

t had been nine oclock on a Friday; I remember the hour
hand on my father’s Rolex and the pale, almost translucent
skin of his wrist caught under his watchband.

The part I always remember best about my father are his
hands. Large and calloused, with a jagged line on his left that
stretched from the base of his thumb to his wrist before ending
in a twisted, angry knot of skin; a scar from the night when he
put his fist through our kitchen window.

“Is this our stop?”

« NO .»

I

My grandmother died long before anyone else, I don’t remember
hér smile or her smell but instead ber fat, edematous legs and the
sight of her wheelchair folded and abandoned next to ber bed.

The passenger car lurched forward with a great jump.

I had stayed home from school with a fever that morning. My
father in those days worked a night shift, seven to four, so time
with him was something elusive that you had to work for, wait
for. That day I had entertained the notion that our trip was a
grand adventure. Wonderful and secretive, in that while other
adults worked and other children sat in desks, each of them
confined to their daily routine, my father and I were on a train
going somewhere. The whole broad world was laid before us
and there was a mysterious sense of potential there.

e e ——— e
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“We get off here”

He pulled himself up slowly as the conductor repeated, “this
stop is—."

We made our way to the front of the car. Arriving at the door I
stuttered to a halt, momentarily taken aback by how far the
train was from the platform.

“Come on, Champ.” He grunted as he patted my back roughly.
[ took a leap, petrified; the cold, stale morning air whipping

around my face.

Working one summer I overheard one costumer tell another how
a girl they went to school with had apparently killed herself

“She just took some pills and yeah.”
“Shit, really?”
(()/ea h' »

I can't believe it. Weird. I had homeroom with her for like ever.”
She flipped closed her issue of Vogue and reached for People.

Mrs. Ellis was an elderly woman who knew our family
through a series of connections and acquaintances. A trail of
social bread crumbs I had trouble understanding in those days.

I was often left in her company when my parents’ schedules
conflicted.

e e

e

e




“Can’t we go to the park?” I asked eagerly from my spot behind
my father’s legs

“Not today,” he answered ruefully, “Maybe next time, how’s
that sound?”

We were interrupted by the squeal of the screen door on its
hinges. Mrs. Ellis wore a high collar white blouse and a grey
skirt, her arms folded daintily around herself as she made her
way towards us. I ducked my head shy and embarrassed. I
constantly suffered under the impression that I was a bother to
almost everyone I came into contact with, although in my
defense that woman never really did anything to discourage
that notion.

“Just till one, right?” She unfolded her arms and glanced at my
father looking slightly uncomfortable.

“Yes” He answered with a sort of wryness as he handed her my
coat.

Bending down he hugged me close to his chest, and I could
feel the rhythm of his heart beat. Thump, thump, thump.

“Ilove you, very much.” The whiskers of his beard tickled my
cheek, and I felt as if I was missing something important. His
hands trembled as he squeezed my shoulder one last time
before he stood. He nodded to Mrs. Ellis, then turned and
started back across the lawn. I was sad to see him go.

(|| B

My friend Julian’s mother died during bis final exams week.
Liver cancer, 8.3 cm was the largest tumor. “The size of your fist,”
he explained to me.

He chose not to view her body before they cremated it so he could
instead take his Psych exam as it was scheduled, just as the Dean
of Student Affairs had suggested to him.

I awoke later to the sound of voices in the kitchen. I had fallen
asleep in the living room, the clock on the mantel piece read

eight twenty-three.

Someone was playing with my hair. It was my mother, still
dressed as she was when she had left our house for work this
morning. Her hair done up and mostly hidden under a plain
scarf, while her eyes remained unreadable behind a pair of dark
teardrop sunglasses. My mother in those days often reminded
me of a movie star, she was beautiful, poised, and just as
untouchable. In a way I guess my parents were similar in that
one aspect, they were both rather fierce and lonely in stature.

As her fingers ghosted over my scalp a warning signal sounded
somewhere deep in my subconscious. My mother was not one

for physical displays of affection.
“Where’s Dad?”

There was a sigh and then, “Your father has been taken to the

hospital,” she stated solemnly.

I sat up quickly, “What’s wrong? Is he okay? Is he coming
home?” I blurted.

“When he’s better” If I had not been seven years old and on
the verge of a fit I may have found it funny which question she
had selected to answer. I know I do now at least.

“Can we see him? I want to see him. I want to see him now. I
want Dad.” My voice breaking as I could feel hot tears
beginning to build up. I was working myself up into a panic.

My mother calmly removed her glasses, folding them neatly in
her lap before she reached forward and caught my chin
between her thumb and index finger. Tilting my head up, she
demanded, “Look me in the eye.” Her eyes had a dull reddish
hue about them and her lips quivered ever so slightly before
thinning into a tight frown.

“I need you to be calm. Are. You. Calm?”

There was a long silence that fell between us, interrupted only
by the pathetic little hiccupping noises that continued to
bubble out of me. Eventually, light-headed and embarrassed, I
wiped my nose with my shirt sleeve and nodded.

“Your father is sick, he needs help.” She tucked a stray hair back
behind my ear. “He needs to rest, and when he’s done resting
he’ll come home.”

“Do you understand?”

I nodded again.

V.

I spent a lot of time waiting it seemed, waiting for my heart to
break and for the crying to start. Waiting for it to become real,
waiting for the anger you're supposed to feel: the betrayal, the
pain.

The young woman in the mirror stares back dry-eyed then looks
at the far wall and waits. Wait.

Nothing comes.

Days later while outside with my godfather Tommy I came

across a dead newborn baby bird. Its tiny wings splayed out,
bathed in the red and deep golden light of the late afternoon.

Tommy glanced up, one hand cupped to shield his eyes from
the sun as he squinted, and then pointed up into the branches,
“Must have fallen””

It was an ugly little thing, mostly featherless, but staring at it I
was left with a horrible lonely and unknowable feeling. Uneasy
and petrified with the sudden realization of just what I was.

In that moment death made its subtle entrance. @




Course:

Introduction to Literature (ENG 150)

Professor:

Doris White, English

Student:
Kelsey Romond

Poem:

“Ode to Harry Kalas”

A city

Mourns in your loss,
Harry Kalas,

The man,

No myth,

Legend.

Your voice,

Fresh,

Exciting,

Cuts through
Speakers,

Radios,

And televisions.

In spring,

A reminder,
Baseball is here.
Philadelphia,

The United States,
Baseball country,
Hold your breath,
Because,

It,

Is,

“OUTTA HERE!”
No longer,

Will your voice

Be heard.

Like a harsh,
Unwanted,
Divorce.

A separation,
A void,

That no one
Can fill.

Yer,

Grass will
Still grow.
But not

As green.
And baseballs,
Will be

e ———

Ode to Harry Kalas

e e ————— m—

Kelsey Romond

Assignment & Instructor’s Comments:

As our class studied poetry, we also wrote our own poems. A
particular favorite was the ode.We concentrated on the odes of Pablo
Neruda and Gary Soto as we explored possible subjects, forms, word
choices. My assignment was to pick a person, thing, experience worthy
of praise: ode-worthy. Students chose family members, Blackberries,
shoes. Kelsey chose Harry Kalas, the announcer for the Philadelphia
Phillies. Although | had not heard Kalas announce (being a Met fan), |
felt his voice in Kelsey’s ode. In fact, | became emotional as Kalas’s voice
faded from Veterans Park and took its place among the stars. Kelsey
described that transformation poignantly. “Ode to Harry Kalas” is
lovely,and | have urged Kelsey to send it to The Phillies. 'm sure there’s
a place for it in one of their publications.

B e e T

Nation.

We honor
It,

As we,

The fans,
Will forever
Honor you.
You now,

Will announce

Amongst the stars.

Looking up

At the

Clear blue
Hit, Summer sky,
Caught, We thank you
And thrown. As you guide
And the fans Our team
Will come To victory.
To see their Harry Kalas,
Phillies. You,
Their Are,
Red, The man.
White, So long
And blue Good friend.
Uniforms. Philadelphia
Colors, Says goodnight.
Of our

R R —

image source: http://tonybruno.files.wordpress.com
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Human Violence
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Course: Introduction to Anthropology
(ANTH 130)
Professor: Catherine Just, Anthropology

Assignment:

Reaction Paper:

A Controversial Issue in Anthropology: This assignment should
demonstrate your understanding of a controversial issue in
Anthropology, your ability to appraise the arguments, assumptions
and evidence that support clashing views, and to advocate for a
particular viewpoint.

It requires that you read selections by Wrangham and Peterson (Yes
side) and Sussman (No side) on a long-term anthropological debate,
“Are humans inherently violent?” Read closely the excerpts
provided and evaluate the soundness of each side of the argument.
For example, you might ask:

a) What assumptions guide each side? How reasonable are these
assumptions?

b) What evidence supports each view! How strong (complete,
reliable) is the evidence provided?

c) What are the major knowledge gaps/weaknesses of each
argument?

Your paper will be evaluated using the following criteria. A score will
be assigned to each criterion indicating the level of proficiency
accomplished (5 will denote “exemplary accomplishment” and 1 will
denote “low accomplishment”).

Form:

I. The paper has a clear; well-defined structure (introduction, body,
and conclusion)

2. The paper has a coherent, logical flow (separate paragraphs with
opening sentences followed by details and examples; effective
transitions between paragraphs)

3. The paper is well written (good sentence structure, no spelling or
grammatical errors)

4.The paper includes quotations, citations and bibliographic
references using the MLA style.

Content:
I. Identify the clashing views
2. Briefly describe the key arguments articulated by each side

— e rr————

he modern human race is roughly 200,000 years old by

o n e s gt

our Jatest estimates. Homo sapiens are the dominant
animals on Earth, with a population of over 6.7 billion, and
yet not a day goes by when there is no human on human
violence. The reasons for human on human killing range from
abstract concepts like nationalism, through personal
vendettas, to simple, sadistic pleasure. Our world has been
shaped by violence. The foundation and preservation of our
country, the United States, were only possible through
violence—we displaced the aboriginal people here to gain
more territory, purchased the Western half from a desperate
Napoleon financing his own war in Europe, and fought the
Revolutionary War to gain independence from the British

e

Jonathan (Gi-Hyouk) Lee

Student: Jonathan (Gi-Hyouk) Lee

Research Essay: “Human Violence”

3. Compare and contrast the assumptions guiding each view and the
quality of evidence

4. React to the debate, reflecting on the most striking weaknesses of
each side in terms of knowledge, underlying assumptions and
evidence.

5. Persuade the reader of the best response to this debate (support
yes/no side or reject both)

Documents provided:
Endicott, K. and R. Weisch. 2005. Issue 2: “Are Humans Inherently

Violent?” In Taking Sides: Controversial Views on Controversial Issues in
Anthropology, edited by Endicott and Weisch. NY: McGraw-Hill

Sussman, R. No.“Exploring Our Basic Human Nature.” In Taking Sides:
Controversial Views on Controversial Issues in Anthropology, edited by
Endicott and Weisch. NY: McGraw-Hill.

Wrangham, R. and D. Peterson. 2005.Yes. “Demonic Males: Apes and
the Origins of Human Violence.” In Taking Sides: Controversial Views on
Controversial Issues in Anthropology, edited by Endicott and Weisch. NY:
McGraw-Hill.

Instructor’s Comments:

Writing backed by relevant examples is a hallmark of clear thinking.
In his paper, Mr. Lee has gone well beyond the scope of the
assignment to demonstrate his understanding of the topic. His essay
does an excellent job of discussing the controversy surrounding the
biological and cultural nature of violence. Mr. Lee’s comparison of
human and ant society is one example:

“By linking ourselves to ants on the basis that we both have the
unique ability to wage war, can we look to ant biology and society to
answer all of our questions concerning human violence?”

The Anthropology curriculum at William Paterson University
encourages students to examine people, their cultures, and their
behaviors from both the insider and the outsider perspectives and
‘to think outside the box’. Mr. Lee has demonstrated this process by
looking outside the ‘primate box’ with his inclusion of the
entomological example.

Crown and the Civil War to maintain national unity. We
gained the status of a superpower after the end of World War
I1, and then became the only superpower when the Soviet
Union fell. Violence is a part of our culture and a cornerstone
in our entertainment, where it serves as by far the most
popular vehicle to drive the themes and inspirations of our
films, books, paintings, music and video games.

Violence seems universal to the human race regardless of
culture, but does this necessarily mean that the willingness to
resort to violence is our genetic legacy? The ancient
philosophical inquiry into whether ethical behavior is a
natural knowledge or a nurtured one has now become a




.

source: http://www.scienceinafrica.co.za

biological question for Richard Wrangham and Dale Peterson,
who claim that violence is an inheritance we received from our
closest relatives, the chimpanzees. Supposedly, chimp males
have been observed using violence to solve disputes and assert
sexual dominance. However, Robert W. Sussman contends
that this view was created simply to mesh with the traditional
Judeo-Christian view that humans are born inherently sinful
and therefore prone to violence. Sussman maintains that our
closest primate relatives were actually docile, and points out
the pacifist Semai of Malaysia as proof that the propensity for
violence is determined by the culture rather than the genes.
Both arguments have their merits, but both arguments are also
flawed in their unwillingness to compromise, and so the best
answer seems to lie somewhere in between.

In a small chimpanzee village named Kahama, a male named
Humphrey wrestled and assaulted another male named Gobi.
After hours of fighting, Humphrey emerged the victor, and
Gobi lay heavily bruised and battered. Wrangham and
Peterson point to this as evidence of our genetic predisposition
to killing, but the circumstances of what warranted such a
violent action were never explained. Furthermore, Sussman
countered these arguments by referencing The Chimpanzees
of Gombe, a book written by Jane Goodall discussing her time
with the Gombe chimps, whom she called “far more peaceable
than humans.” In her findings only 10% of the attacks between
chimps were considered violent, but this argument for chimp
docility seems to defeat itself — although the violence may have
been negligible (only 10%), violence still did occur, and the
classification of what acts should be considered “violent” seems
arbitrary since no explanation of what counts as “violent” was
provided by Goodall. Furthermore, Sussman has cited studies
of fossils and artifacts in the 1970s and 1980s that reveal “early

humans were not hunters, and that weapons were a later
addition to the human repertoire” (1997:30). In fact,
anthropologist Raymond Dart who declared that
australopithecine were savage hunters (and therefore prone to
violence against each other) was later debunked by the very
fossils of violently killed australopithecines he based his claim
upon, determined by C.K. Brain to have met their demise at
the fangs of leopards rather than spears. Sussman also
suggested that modern hunter-gatherers are peaceful, although
he never offers an explanation of this.

We have reached an impasse. Both sides insist that their
evidence is credible, but we are ultimately left to our own
research to determine an answer. Wrangham and Peterson
cited the Kahama incident, where Humphrey’s attack on Gobi
was obviously violent, but Gobi’s death went unconfirmed. No
information was revealed on why it happened or how the
chimps reacted afterwards. Were the chimps unfazed or
horrified? Was any pity given to Gobi or disgust directed
towards Humphrey? We are never told. Sussman used Jane
Goodall’s observations of the Gombe chimps as proof of their
docility, but what exactly passed for a violent act or a non-
violent act was never discussed, and so it is impossible for us to
know unless we were there to decide for ourselves. And if the
nature of a hunter-gatherer is supposedly violent, Sussman asks
why dancing is present in every human culture. This raises the
possibility that dancing itself may be a natural manifestation of

.a peaceful disposition, but this presupposes that dancing is a

gentle ritual, which is far from the case. Is the Cherokee war
dance, used to excite and embolden bravery before battle, a
celebration of passivity? Or what about Capoeira, a martial art
begun by African slaves imported to Brazil, who disguised the
fighting discipline as a dance to avoid suspicion from their
Portuguese masters? None of these cultural protocols can be
determined and judged so simply, and here we find the fatal
flaw in both arguments.

It is ironic that anthropologists pride themselves on being part
of a holistic science, but Wrangham & Peterson and Sussman
have entrenched both of their arguments firmly in the
behavior of apes. Looking solely at monkeys to see why we are
violent is incredibly short-sighted and doomed to failure. The
truth is what is consistent with all the facts. The truth should
take into account all the evidence available, and not simply the
behavior of apes, which are indeed very similar to us, but both
sides seem to forget that apes are very different from us as well.
Chimps may form life-long friendships, mourn their deceased,
go through menopause, perform simple math, and care for
their young like we do. But they do not dance, and they are
also incapable of speech, abstract thought, reasoning, music,
and going to war. Of the previous similarities between humans
and chimps mentioned, we may be the only two mammals to
have those characteristics, but the ability to go to war, perhaps
the ultimate form of violence, is something we share
exclusively with a species utterly alien to us — ants.

Ants have a regimented command structure. All ants serve the




Queen: the workers provide for the colony and the soldiers
defend. Ants go to war, like most human societies, over the
competition for resources in an area shared by an enemy
colony. If the bounty is plentiful, there is peace. When
sustenance begins to run dry, they will fight, and when they
fight it is in formations and with complex strategies. Platoons
of soldier ants will feint attacks to fool enemy soldiers into
charging, then a second platoon will strike the enemy in a
pincer attack to cut their support and destroy their formations.
If a soldier ant gets injured during battle, there are designated
ants that will drag them back to the safety of the colony—
these are an exact parallel to the combat medics in our own
militaries. There is a species of army ant made up entirely of
soldiers and no workers, endowed with large bodies and
enormous pincers unsuitable for anything but combat, and
they survive by attacking other colonies for slaves that rear the
army ants’ children and gather food. In Greek antiquity, every
Spartan male was a soldier by profession, unlike the other city-
states whose soldiers were culled from sons of potters and
blacksmiths. The majority of Sparta’s population was made up
of helots, or slaves, who worked as farmers, tutors, craftsmen,
and laborers for their masters.

No apes display this sort of behavior. No gorillas have been
observed routing an enemy formation by drawing them out
into a line and then having allies collapse upon their sides in a
pincer. No bonobos have been seen enslaving a rival group to
gain their labor and service. No chimpanzees organize
themselves into strict battlefield roles by designating soldiers
and medics, and planning a course of escape to funnel out the
injured. In some ways, ants are much more similar to us than
apes are, but are we then to assume this similarity extends to
the possibility of us having a shared lineage in hive minds,
exoskeletons and antennas at some point in the past? We can
link ourselves to ants because we both have the unique ability
to wage war, but can we look to ant biology and society to
answer all of our questions concerning human violence? The
conflicting, unverifiable nature of the evidence presented to us
by both sides, the simplistic approach and the adamant refusal
of either side to find a holistic explanation, has driven me to
consider a much more plausible answer.

The ability to perform violence is present in every human
being — adult or child, male or female. However, the potential
to be non-violent is there as well. Is it so outlandish to propose
that if all human beings are capable of being both violent and
docile, then it must be our nature to be both? Logically this
must be so, or else we would have to be absolutely violent or
absolutely docile. It is not in a chimpanzee’s nature to read and
write, and no amount of tutoring will enable one to do so. But
every human child can learn how to read and write if they are
educated early enough, because by their nature they all contain
the capabilities of speech and writing. Violence or docility, just
like any human behavior, can only be nurtured and manifested
because they are also a part of our nature.

If it is our nature to be both violent and docile, this inevitably

begs the question of which disposition humans naturally tend
towards. That would be violence. There is not a single culture
among humans which does not contain a moral code, derived
either from formal law or tradition, and its purpose is to
control and curtail the use of violence to resolve disputes.
Although the pacifistic Semai are often cited as an example
arguing against the naturalness of human violence, the Semai
maintain their society of pacifism because it is ENFORCED.
Pacifism is not a naturally occurring phenomenon, because if it
was there would be no rules needed to enforce its practice in
the first place. There is a concept amongst the Semai called
“Bood.” When a Semai child is being coerced into doing
something it does not wish to do, it can say “I Bood” to free
itself from any further badgering from the parent, and the
parent’s demand must be dropped immediately. However, the
concept of Bood exists because the natural tendency for a
parent is to force a child, usually through violence. As
mentioned before, if Bood was naturally occuring, there would
be no need to enforce its sanctity. Also, every child in every
society (including the Semai) must be tutored against being
selfish, against throwing fits and using violence for personal
gain.

Violent behavior can also be reactionary. Christianity and
Buddhism were both religions that encouraged compassion
and non-aggression. Jesus was the humble son of a carpenter
born in a manger, far from what the Jews expected, who
envisioned the Messiah as a vengeful, noble-blooded warrior-
king that would free them from the tyranny of the Romans.
Not only did this simple carpenter declare himself the Son of
God and the promised Messiah, but he told the infuriated
Pharisees that they should love their Roman oppressors rather
than rise up against them. Gautama Siddhartha, the founder of
Buddhism, was a sheltered, carefree prince who renounced his
royalty after seeing the suffering of the world and preached
that all people must free themselves from desire in order to
achieve enlightenment, because desire was the source of all
violence and pain. The tenets of these religions were
reinterpreted as a self-defense mechanism in hostile societies.
The sworn men of the barbarian lords who conquered chunks
of the fallen Roman Empire mingled with the native Christian
population. Soon these sworn men on horses took vows to
both their liege and the Christian God, and were henceforth
referred to as knights. Bodhidharma was a former member of
the Kshatriya warrior caste in India who came to China to
spread Zen Buddhism. When he happened upon a little
temple called Shaolin, he noticed the monks there were in low
health unsuitable for the rigors of monastic life, so he
meditated in a cave for ten years and returned with scrolls
filled with the first animal styles of Shaolin Kung fu. The
story, of course, is an apocryphal myth, but it does not change
the historical fact that Shaolin monks were to become
hardened warriors. Both Christian and Buddhist monasteries
were large, landed estates constantly in danger of attack from
bandits and warlords during the tumultuous times of medieval

Europe and the Three Kingdoms period in China. In both




cases, the monks had to reinterpret their religions to justify
the use of violence in order to protect themselves from hostile
invaders, or face extinction.

Primatology can give us some insight into our origins, but as
anthropologists it is a mistake to believe it can provide a full
answer. If the spirit of this science is the discovery of truth by
ensuring all the available facts are consistent, then it is
disconcerting that the very human-centric fields of sociology,
psychology, child development and history were left out in
this quest to discover our nature. If anthropology is the study
of humanity, why are we secking our answers in monkeys? As
I have said, though primatology provides a part of the picture,
ultimately apes are not humans. Can it account for our species
being the only one to produce serial killers, who perform
consistent, brutal acts of violence for a wide range of reasons?
Some serial killers come from broken homes, but the vast
majority of people raised with unforgiving lives do not turn
into serial killers. Some serial killers come from fantastic
homes and seem to live completely normal lives until they are

caught, and the majority of children raised in happy homes go

'Sherman’s Worla

on to make happy children of their own. What all serial killers
share is the very human, complex thrill of taking the life of
someone in his or her species with a total lack of empathy,
which allows them to kill and torture their victims without
any guilt or remorse. However, we also care for our elderly,
infirm and injured. Skeletons of our prehistoric ancestors
found in caves with missing limbs, have features that indicate
extensive healing which could only be possible if they were
cared and provided for. This compassion towards the weak is
virtually non-existent in the rest of the animal kingdom.
Sacrificing one’s own life for the good of the many, like a
soldier jumping over a grenade to protect his unit or a
firefighter saving a family of complete strangers from a
burning building, is an act of heroism restricted solely to our
own race due our ability to create and understand abstract
ideals like deep camaraderie and self-sacrifice.

The biggest pieces of the puzzle concerning our nature will be
found not in distant relatives, but within ourselves, who, by
our unique nature, are capable of both great kindness and
great horror. @

James Budd |

Course: Assignment:
ntrodauction to Literature is assignment asked students to look at three pieces of writing across the |
Introduction to Literat Th g ked stud look at three p f g he |
(ENG | 50) literary genres of poetry and fiction, and then to write a creative piece of their |

own in which the characters discussed or grappled with the political, social,
or cultural issues that linked the pieces they chose to work with. :
Professor: |

;
| Leslie Rapparlie, English Instructor’s Comments:
|

After examining the greater meaning of the pieces he chose, James crafted this
| Student: well written short story that clearly illustrates the issues the pieces |
| l ames Budd confronted. Through his creativity and the careful use of humor and fantasy,
| James produced an excellent literary work, and one that provides a unique
| approach to literary interpretation. E

' Short Story: _
“Sherman’s World” _f
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e stepped out of the bar on the Spokane Indian
Reservation and ran right into the sun. It hit our eyes

I really was not sure what was going on at this point. I had
asked the bartender to call me a cab. He said, “You're a cab” and

straight on and would not stop. J.C. was prepared for this like
she always was, one step ahead with her Ray-Bans on. I fumbled
around for my shades, blinded by both the sun and the fog
from playing cards for fifteen hours. I could have sworn it was
dark when we went in, was it really fifteen hours? I was still
fumbling when a car pulled up. It was a ’65 Malibu, a little run

down with no windshield, but definitely a classic.

“You call for a cab?” the Reservation Cab Driver said as he
leaned over the seat.

“That’s us,” I replied, still looking for my glasses. Did I leave
them inside?

reached for the phone. Indian humor I guess, or just bartender
humor. I really wasn't sure, and at this point wasn't sure of
much. I just went along for the ride.

J.C. climbed in the back and slid across the seat. I got in, closed
the door, and looked at the driver. “We left our car down the

road at the mechanic yesterday. How far is that?”

“About a six-pack and a half dozen smokes. Be there in no
time.” The Reservation Cab Driver put the car in gear. We
proceeded out of the parking lot when a young girl, who
looked to be around seventeen, jumped in front of the car and

began waving her arms. She had long black hair down to the



middle of her back and could not have been more than five feet
tall. At her size she was lucky the Reservation Cab Driver had
even seen her, but he slammed on the brakes.

“You saw me, don’t try to deny it! I need a ride.” She held a
twelve pack of Coors in front of her and a pack of Marlboros.
“I can pay the fare! Stop running away!” She jumped in the
front seat and turned to look at us. “Sorry for holding you up,
just needed a ride and this son-of-a-bitch was going to take off”

“Not a problem,” I said, leaning against the window. “No need

for name calling though, it has been a long night.”

“Sorry, I just get frustrated. I can’t get these people to stop. My
name is Leni Ann. My Indian name is too hard to pronounce
and I don’t like to use it so just call me Leni Ann.” She flipped
the cigarettes up onto the dashboard and looked at the
Reservation Cab Driver. “Drive.”

J.C. had her head back into her latest Clive Cussler thriller and
was pretending she wasn’t paying attention. She had been
reading it most of the night while I was playing and was getting
near the end. The girl had caught her eye, however, and wasn’t
about to let her go unnoticed. I was still looking for my
sunglasses. Had I bet them and lost them in the game? I was
playing in a strange land with what seemed like strange rules
but I did not remember that.

“My name is Matt and this is J.C. We're just passing through.
Always good to meet new people.” I was about to let the glasses
go. This day was just starting to be too bizarre. The girl had
turned around and was looking at us with a smile. I smiled
back. “Why don’t you use your Indian name? I wasn’t even sure
you used Indian names anymore around here.”

The Reservation Cab Driver gave a snort. Leni Ann smacked
him in the arm and kept looking at us. “My father gave it to me
to keep the boys away from me. He said I could change it when

I turned eighteen. Three months and ten days to go. Until then
Ijust tell everyone to call me Leni Ann.”

I looked out the window and could have sworn I saw a fish on
the side of the road trying to get the attention of the
Reservation Cab Driver. This was getting beyond weird. It was
not too weird for him, however, since he pulled over. Leni Ann
climbed in the back between us to make room for the fish. He
appeared to be a salmon. She looked at both of us and smiled.
“It is bad luck to not give a ride to him. I need all the luck I can

get.”

“She does,” the Reservation Cab Driver said as he looked in the
mirror. “Her father named her Three to Five with Good
Behavior”

Leni Ann frowned. “And no one wants to say they got Three to
Five with Good Behavior. It’s not good karma”

The car slowed to a halt. I looked at the fish and figured, why
not? “I can see why the boys leave you alone,” I grinned at Leni
Ann and looked back at the salmon. Turns out that was his
name.

Salmon got into the front seat. I am not really sure how he
opened the door. Probably used my sunglasses to do it. He
placed four Lucky Strikes in the Reservation Cab Driver’s cup
and leaned back. “I will give you the beers when we get to the
river. I wasn’t able to carry them.” He turned and looked at us,
then at Leni Ann. “Hello folks, young lady. Sorry for the
intrusion but I need to get back to the river”

“No problemo,” Leni Ann said with a schoolgirl smile. I was
figuring out quickly why her father gave her that name. J.C.
thought the same thing. She turned her head and shot me a
dirty look from behind her book. I tried to send back my
innocent face but she wasn’t buying it. I gave up and turned my
attention to Salmon.
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My mind was already shot so I had to ask. “So what are you
doing out here? My basic biology class always told me you have
to be in the water. What gives?” Curiosity had the best of me
and probably even J.C., but she wasnt giving anyone the
satisfaction of looking up from her book. I was stuck with the

talking fish and the little girl.

“I was at a campfire last night. I had three stories to tell
everyone. One to teach them how to pray, one to make them
laugh for hours, and one to give people a reason to dance.”
Salmon leaned back in his seat. “It was a long night. Now I am

headed back to the Columbia.”

Leni Ann chirped up. “I love to dance. What did you tell them
to make them dance?” She leaned forward into the front seat.
Her name was more and more fitting. I could see her dancing
all night. Problem was, Dad made sure she was dancing by

herself.

“I told them of the stories of our ancestors. This used to be a
great land. Before the white man came, before there was a
Bureau of Indian Affairs, before diseases and everything else
took the hope away from us, this was a great land. Close your
eyes and imagine dreaming of this land. Imagine the sky a very
dark blue during the day. No haze of smog from cars and
factories spreading from the cities and the people coming out
here to ‘get away from it all. The stars lit up the night sky as
bright as the sun on some nights, not dimmed by the light
pollution coming from people watching television. This was
the land our ancestors hunted. We were not a poor people back
then, we were a tribe that owned this land. There was no
‘reservation; there were just people living. Our people today
have settled on what we have been given, but back then we
enjoyed what we had. Green trees in a beautiful forest and a
mighty blue river flowing with no dams in it and no pollution.
Just a beautiful country. We ate off the land and prospered
from it. And we celebrated all that we had, not settled for what
we were given.”

“Wow.” Leni Ann leaned back in her seat. “I wish I had been
there to see that. That would make me want to dance. Of
course just about anything makes me want to dance so Tam a

bad judge”
Salmon turned back towards the front and sighed. “That’s how

far down we have come since those days.” He looked out the
front window and hung his head. “We have gone from a great
people to a Don Henley song.”

It took a lot for me to keep a straight face. This was definitely
different from anything I had ever seen. Did J.C. have my
sunglasses? Where the hell were they? I didn’t know what to do
so I stared out the window. Curiosity was eating at me though.
I turned back towards Salmon. “How did you teach them to

pray?”

Salmon turned towards us. “I told them the story of Jesus
Christ’s half-brother James. James spent the first several years of

his life not talking to anyone. An Indian man who did nothing
but drink and play basketball raised him. He spent the first few
years just staring into space. No matter what the man did, James
said nothing. People thought that James had been through so
much as a child, with his mother dying in a fire, having his head
smashed in, and being raised by a drunken Indian, that he was
never going to talk. After several years he did speak, but he only
talked to the man. Everyone thought the man was crazy
because no one can ever remember James talking or saying
anything when anyone was around, but the man insisted.
Finally, when James spoke, he told of what the Indians should
be. He spoke of how we should take care of the land and that
the land should take care of the people. Technology hated the
land and the land hated technology, but they needed to work
together. We need to take care of the earth because it is the only
one we have and we shouldn’t ruin it. The boy was a prophet
and the people looked to him searching for wisdom.”

There was not much more you could say to that so I kept my
mouth shut. The Reservation Cab Driver had been facing
straight ahead the whole time as if he was not paying attention.
It seemed we were all waiting for Leni Ann to speak. Again she
did not disappoint.

“I know James. He is such a cute little thing. I heard he was a
prophet but I thought that was just a new way of saying he had
a lot of money,” She kept that schoolgirl grin on her face. “I will
have to see this prophet thing for myself.”

The Reservation Cab Driver pulled up to the garage. J.C. had
heard his prices and tossed 2 new pack of Pall Mall’s on the
front seat. I gave him another ten to get some good beer and
stepped out of the car. As J.C. was getting out she leaned back
into the car and looked at Leni Ann. “It was definitely an
experience getting to know you. This is ten minutes of my life I
may never get back.”

Leni Ann just smiled. I stepped out of the car and faced the
sun. J.C. came around the car and took my shades off of my
shire collar. I slipped them on and began to see everything. The
girl, Salmon, the Reservation Cab Driver, they all became
clearer. I saw what Salmon was talking about. All of the Indians
of past ages had gone and we were left on this barren land
forgotten by everyone except the gamblers. The beaury was
gone; all that was left was a run down garage and my car sitting

in the shade.

I turned back to the car and looked at Salmon. “Just for my
own curiosity, what is the story that made them laugh for
hours?”

He looked at me as the Reservation Cab Driver put the car in
P

gear. “This one, of course” He put on his own shades as the car

pulled away.

J.C. looked at me and shrugged. “No wonder there is nothing
left here” ®
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Adam Cooper

Assignment:

The requirement was to write a poem of at least four stanzas, or an allegory of
at least half a page. The poem or allegory could depict any of the concepts
covered during this semester of General Chemistry.

An allegory was defined as a pictorial device in which each literal character,
object or event serves as a symbol illustrating an idea or principle (i.e., The
Pilgrim’s Progress by John Bunyan). Students were offered the opportunity to
present their work to the class, for everyone’s enjoyment.

Instructor’s Comments:

What can | say about Adam’s little allegory when, | believe, it speaks for itself? |
really appreciated his creative use of people and human emotions to depict the
elements of the Periodic Table and to illustrate the principle of chemical bonding,
through the elements’ “desire” for stability and “nobility” (specifically, their desire
to be like the noble gases of the last group of the Table). | read the piece several

times and, with each additional reading, it became more fascinating. It was
technically sound, yet highly imaginative. | found it equally haunting and brilliant!
| trust the readers will, too.

midst a quieted hall of monoliths, Florent breathes and
teadies himself. In this Periodic Hall, he is not alone in

teachings, octet could only be reached through such offerings.

his pilgrimage. Acolytes from all regions of the table have
sought the comfort of the five. In a single hushed word, h
whispers “noble” and continues toward the great ones. So
much has been said of these heroes. Out of the chaos of
beginnings, they and only they achieved an eternal octet,
giving them stability, strength, and invincibility.

Like so many before him, Florent has come to request a
bonding. He is fortunate and doomed to be born of the
Seventh Group. His tribe has violent ways. As rumored
cousins of the Five, the Seventh Group

nearly reached octet. In their affinity for

it, they went down an evil road and

resorted to stealing.

So Florent comes in prayer to the
Five. He is the strongest warrior of
his clan and, yes, even the strong
pray. For many have been
consumed in the bloodlust for an
ionic bond. Lost in his feverish
desires, he files past the

prostrated supplicants.

In the early morning dawn, Lith

kneels low in humility and

meekness. She scarcely notices the

warrior. All of her life was spent to the

Five. As a poor daughter of the First
Group, she was taught sacrifice at an early
age. She gave of herself, for according to the

The statues silently watch.

(<

As Florent and Lith pray, the warmth of the rising sun lends
them its light and heat. In 2 moment, her restraints loosen and
a union between the two species is formed. They overlap,
succumbing completely to the transformation. Their identities
are lost to the entwining of their energies.

If it were even possible in such a place, quiet envelopes the
room. To the astonishment of all, a sixth statue has appeared. @
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G ood Morning, my European Friends. I stand before you
today with the intention of educating you about the
economic activity currently taking place in the United States
of America. I am sure that, through the news networks, you
have all heard about the stimulus package that has been
implemented in the American economy recently. We shall
discuss this in full detail, but first we shall address the
macroeconomic school of thought upon which it is based. I
will teach you about the Federal Reserve and the FDIC, as
well as various related economic concepts. Indeed, we are
about to have a very economical discussion on a variety of
topics. So let us begin.

The strategy of injecting money into the economy by way of
a stimulus package is based on the economic theories of John
Maynard Keynes. Prior to Keynes, the classical economists
believed that supply would create its own demand and that
recessions would naturally work themselves out because the
price system would restore itself to full employment. This
theory received a devastating blow with the advent of the

Great Depression in the 1930’s. The markets were not curing
themselves and supply was no longer creating demand. Thus,
John Maynard Keynes proposed that the government needed
to play an active role in the economy.

The essential concept of Keynesian economics centers on his
theory of spending multiplication, which results from an
increase in government expenditures. Before I lecture you
about the spending multiplier, I feel that it is appropriate to
go over Keynes’s ideas regarding consumption, which he saw
as the largest single component of a country’s aggregate
expenditures. The consumption function is an equation
which states that disposable income is equal to consumption
plus savings. If households choose to put a large proportion
of their disposable income towards consumption, the
spending multiplier effect within an economy will be more
significant. If they choose to save the majority of their
disposable income, then the effects of a stimulus package will
be limited or perhaps non-existent. This rate of consumption
within a country’s economy is known as “the marginal
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