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The happiness of a man in this life does not consist in the absence but in the
mastery of his passions. ~Alfred Lord Tennyson~

My pasions were all gathered sogeshir ke fingers thit mads a fist. Drive is considired aggrossion todiry: I fnew it then as
Jurpose ""»Eem ﬂw""
Be still whew you have nothing to say); whew genuing passion moves You, say what You've got to say, and
sy it hot. ~D.H Lawrence~
Ol pesting, preat passions, oax elovate the soad Vo great thige. ~ Deic Didorot™
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Nearly all men can stand adversity, but if you want to test a
man's character, give Aim power. ~Abrafiam Lincon~

115 Vernon
A7 ournal for Wnters

People, Power & fPasswn

. ﬂm .#-r. mfmmb&fo neat, ~ Jokn Lelinan~

he highest proof of virtue is to possess boundless power without abusing it. ~Lord Macaulay~

7&m¢ma&¢amﬁmﬁmdkmmtéa¢mmm&mmm of fiow 2> get men of
ma@@&mmmwmm ~Rofort 7. Rennedy~

.91 Iionest man can feel no pleasure in the exercise of _pmver over his fellbw citizens.
g ; | ~Thomas Jefferson~
: eansisbs in one's capacity to fink his will with the purpose of others, to lead by reason and a gift

of cﬂuparation -Woodrow Wilson~
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DO YOU LOVE WRITING?

The Writing Associates Program prepares
highly talented undergraduate writers {0
supplement faculty efforts in the classroom
and to expand the opportunitics for helping
writers on campus and in the community.

Students are recommended by faculty and
selected by a special committee composed =~ -
of faculty and student representatives. Those -
students selected to be Writing Associates .~ 1
take English 302, Writing Theory and .-

- beginning,
o publish - pl

FROM THE EIMTORS

115 Vernon began as the culminating project
of a student in Wrlting Theory and Practice,
the class taken by all Writing Associates in
their flest "smmsmr with the program. In the
venue for A&socmtes to

Practice, while serving as apprentice peer. ~ submis

tutors in the Writing Center, In subsequent - -
semesters, student Writing Associates may
affiliate with faculty as teaching assistants in -
many different courses—ranging from First- -

Year Seminars to Senior Seminars——and/or
work as writing tutors in the Writing Center,
in regidence halls, and in a number of other
contexts.

We appreciate current Writing Asscciates’
and faculty effort in promoting and
developing the program by encouraging
suitable students to apply. Applications---
including a personal statement, writing
samples, interview, and references--—-are
accepted each  February. Email
Christie.Kelley@trincoll.edu or call x2036
for more information.
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To Be a Writer
By
Cartlin Schiller

Before becoming anything in college, before I was a rower, a student or a
friend, I was a writer. I have been a writer for as long as I can remember. For
various reasons as vet inexplicable to myself, I've been gifted with the talent to
arrange words in a mildly pleasing if not always succinct manner that people
seem to find both marginally entertaining, sometimes artistic. I myself write
purely because I have the compulsion. I write because it's something I need to
sort my thoughts, to keep my very large feet on the ground. While it's true that
I've always been a writer, ] first became fully aware of my status as such
during my junior year in high school when I took an advanced placement Lit and
Comp course. Being around gifted and motivated students, plus being supported
by an outstanding teacher, showed my insecure, eleventh—grade self that I had
a talent with words thatmcldé ‘me-stand out from the public school shufile.
However, the truly deflnmg momc«ant of my history as a writer took place much
closer to home than -my cros: own :'publm school and certainly hit much closer ..
to my heart, After an 1nc1dent with my father there were few things that would
remain the same; our relatlonshlp, my percept:on of him, my opinion of my
alleged talent, my ideas -gbout’ mysﬁa ' all changed with a phrase that
reverberates in the back caverns of my mmcl @ven when no motion has been
made toward striking its chord. g DAERGTE

My father has never been easy on me. II&, s never really been what one
would call conventionally “nice,” either. Fle and I'have maintained a strained,
slightly indifferent relationship since what seems like the dawn of time. Indeed,
for me this may be true because he claims our mutual standoffishness dates
back to my infancy when I, the definitive squalling hellion, would morph from a
state of affected placidity in my mother’'s arms to a possessed demon the
moment he tried to hold me. [ guess that was it for him, Men really can’t stand
women crying. In any case, whatever the cause, I have never felt my dad cared
too much for me, but growing up I found him useful for a variety of things.

First and foremost my dad was fixer of all things broken. In my
adolescent clumsiness, if there was something I knocked down and shattered (a
regular occurrence from about the age of 11 through my sophomore year in
high school, also the cause of the appropriate moniker “Crash”) it fell to my
father to repair it before my mother noticed. This, for a few brief moments,
rendered my father and me co-conspirators. We were united on one thing
every few months when I broke something. | am still embarrassed to admit that
on a number of occasions I broke things just to get his attention. This turned




out to be an ill-formed plan on my part because after the third episode in as
many months, he started telling me to “fix it yourself.,” | quickly discovered
that I'm shamelessly talent—less with superglue and clamps.

The second thing for which I found my father useful was the purpose of
writing. Stephen Schiller has always been the smartest man and best writer 1
know. I feel that in the number of jobs he’s had over my roughly 20 years of
life, he’s grossly underused both his talent and brains. There is no one I've
known who can make an educational story into a riveting yarn.remembered
long past the exam date. Because of his extraordinary smarts. éi:‘ld alacrity with
a pen, up through my first eleven grades in public school, I lwccl i a kind of
terrified awe of my father’'s mind. I admired his 1ntelltgencc LC) Lhe point of
worship but feared the sharp tongue and acerbic words as: clog fears the
rolled newspaper. Because of this, for most of my years as a student I let my
father’s will and vision shape my work, too afraid to obiect, cowerlng beneath
his superior judgment and intelligence.

As I grew older, my [ather’s purpose became more editorlal than styhstlc.

Where formerly he would start me off with the germ of ‘an idea that I'd incubate
to a towering contagion, now I formed those germs myself-caught from school,
from the bus seats or. fev"'lji_shly dreamed up in my own imagination, Of course,
my father still wanted to refine them but I'd already become protective of my
little panoply of festerm deas. I would grudgingly bring my papers to his
office, mumbling “could ok it over for me?” before darting out, hating
to hear the inevitable he hat communicated to me, in a waft of cigar
smoke, “God you're & ss s0.” Then there was nothing to do but
wait. I'd try to help my ‘moth _kitchen or try to read or watch television
to get my mind off the rame__ . masterpiece. I'd sit in anticipation of
his summonmg bellow of oomed through the rooms in New
-footedly I'd tramp up the stairs
14 'that lead to the noose, and
, watch over his shoulder as
he pointed out the circles, slashes, arrow _at;ement he'd imposed
upon my essay. [ would thank him and Id'lea've ‘the paper now a repugnant
item heavier in my hand than 4 sheets of computer: paper ought to be. Next in
this cycle came the tears, because if my father hated my writing, then surely,
he hated me. Understanding it was mostly useless from the outset, but still
hopeful of changing his opinion of me, at first I would make his changes. Later,
I turned rebellious and resentful, stubbornly refusing his suggestions. I still
brought home my A. I'd let him know this, hoping every time for a smile, for a
pat on the back. His response was always the same: “Really? I didn't think it
was that good,” or “Everybody else’s must've been pretty bad.”
The criticism took its toll on me.and my father’s harsh critique of my

writing became something [ simultaneously craved and feared. I knew his
finessing of my words, his not—-so—gentle guidance made me better at my craft,
vet it hurt me every time and made me less and less certain I had a brain in my
head worth acknowledging, much less a talent worth developing. Day by day,
rewrite by rewrite, [ developed a deeper distaste for him and for myself.

But gradually, something strange took place. The comments began to
dwindie.

I would bring my papers to his office for revision and come back Wlth
only a few wiggly scrawl marks where I'd forgotten to capitalize a letter or
where my transition could have been better. This for me ought to have been a
small triumph, yet perhaps due to the years of verbal debasement I'd sustained
in regards to my writing I still assumed my work, despite the straight A’s and
laudatory comments of my teachers, was horrible and I'd reached the sort of
low in production that even my father, the man with a remark for everything,
was beyond knowing how to help. His years of disbelieving in me had
succeeded in teaching me to mistrust my every move. So I wondered: why did
the comments lessen? Either | was turning into the writer he’'d always implied
to me I couldn’t be, or I'd become something more. One day, in the middle of
my junior year in high school when my dad first lost his job, I learned which of
the two it was. ”

I don't recoliect the:subject of the paper, but I do know it was for that AP
Literature and Compos1t1on class;, It was a.raw November, and the windows in
' lastic: Wal Mart fan sucking

I rolled my eyes at hlS attltudo e inwardly cringed, reflexively
formulating an apology for being a nuisance. I knew he wouldn’t get to it
immediately, so I had some time to Kill. I..m.._nq___s_ure now where [ escaped. I
probably went for a jog around my neighborhood, hoping to outrun thoughts of
the certain doom of my paper back at 84 Whitman Ave. In any case, I know I'd
left the house because | vividly recall coming: through the back door and
hearing the sleigh-bells my mother had affixed in homage to the approaching
holiday. I chugged a glass of water on my way up the stairs to my room,
making a brief stop to check email and talk online to some friends. I finally
remembered to collect my paper from my father about ten minutes later, so
preoccupied with high school gossip.

I padded down the hall in my sweaty bare feet and mesh gym shorts,
peeking around the antique-teal triglyph doorframe, At first I didn’t know what
struck me as so odd about the scene. Everything was as it should have been—
my father’s computer was flicked on, a half-finished game of solitaire on the




screen. The phone glowed placidly in its charger. The office was cool and
damp, Wal-Mart fan still blowing in the window, the Oriental rug immaculately
clean thanks to my recent Cinderella efforts. Yetl it was wrong. Wrong enough
to turn my stomach upside down. My father sat at the pine desk he’'d made
himself, his elbows resting on its varnished surface, the balding spot on the top
of his fine brown hair eerily visible in the wan grey light grudgingly seeping
through the windows. His hands rested on either side of some type-written
manuscript, reading glasses that magnified his eyes to owlesque proportions
still resting on the bridge of his nose. He stared straight down at the document,
eves not seeing the 12 point Times New Roman with one inch margins in which
I always wrote my papers.

“Dad?” I asked quietly, heartbeat skittering in unease.

He started, looking back at me over his shoulder as if | were a stocking-
masked stranger, holding him at gunpoint and demanding all of his money.

“Yeah, Cait. Yeah.” He turned back and looked again at the paper,
pushing the glasses farther down his nose and violently rubbing his eyes. He
leaned back in his chair, flipping through the six or so pages of my prose.
Unsmiling and ashen he laoked up at me, holding out the paper. I was nervous
as I moved to take it. Both of our hands lingered over the essay, he seemingly
unwilling to relinquish possession. The changeable blue-green eyes I'd always
wished I'd inherited stared at me, hard, and to avoid their gaze I glanced down
at my paper instead. : :

“Was-was it okay?”:
him. He was still looking &
and with something I now reali

“Yeah, it was okay,” h
well as the paper for another miq
seemed to realize that whateve
office was, I had failed to grasp i
but not my eyes, his gaze chailengln
that I didn’t want to admit resembled |
quieted. He sounded like a jobless, midl

“You're a better writer than L." -/

I stood still for a moment, mind 3--'p_1-'.¢;)c;@
impossible. I was shocked down to the core of my
naked and unnatural, as though the old cloak I'd be

iwmbled, daring to dart my eyes back up toward
vith: a mixture of the disquiet I'd seen before
was defensiveness.

ved, sounding irritated. He held my gaze as
I:JUSl stared at him, confused. Finally he
mental occasion taking place in this
1 that he abruptly let go of the paper
2low: the surface something
e spoke his voice had
hastened ego.

aL seemed
old soul. I felt

to snuff" emblazoned across the chest had been rippec ”nd. I'd been
told that a new one was being made for me—that in. - i I'd have to
walk around exposed. I was confused. I managed: {0 m:the hall, to

the sensible pink walls of my own room. I quietly sink down into the
scratchily-uphoistered desk chair. Turning the pages slow o)

surveyed the copy for something familiar, a slash, a check, a violent X mark,
anything at all that would make sense of this for me. But there wasn’t a single
marking. Not one anywhere. I blinked a few times and flipped through again.
This was no visual deception. For the first time in my life I'd gone through my
toughest critic unscathed. For the first time in my life, I was good enough. I'd
won. -

As the shock melted I felt a sort of guilty satisfaction spread through my
limbs, a flush creeping up my cheeks. A grin spread across my face as the
warm, glowing feeling of accomplishment tickled the tips of the same uncertain
fingertips that had, just the night before, banged out the rhythm of the six
pages that changed my life. A giggle, disbelieving and jubilant, quietly issued
from my chest.

| There was a noise from the door and I turned over my shoulder to see
my father standing awkwardly just past the threshold of my bedroom, hands
jammed into his pockets, regarding me with something I now recognize as a
strange mixture of shame and pride. In the battle we'd been fighting for the
past twelve years of our lives;1'had come out the victor, But was that the way
he’'d always wanted it? I coulclnt b 0] Ed'o I think, could he. Our eyes
met for a moment, quietly; as equals
contact, footfalls thumping noisily d W :_nd out the back door to
take out his confusion upon our front yard via a rake and. leai blower.

Since that day in November, my father has never. talked down to me. He
has never had anything belittling to say about my writing, but this is not to say
our relationship has improved. Now, in addition to carrying the grudge against
my screaming infant self, he feels lessened by the young woman who dared to

accidentally surpass him and acknowledge it, accepting her new status like the:

athlete accepts his gold medal: with humbleness and appreciation, but with a
certain degree of pride in the knowledge that despite disbelievers, the podium
is his.

I will never know if my father loves me more or less for taking a step
toward being the writer he’d given up trying to become, I will never know how
he felt, reading over text that he couldn’t make better. I will never know
exactly what he thinks of his nearly-twenty daughter because we don’t

converse, he and I-not about anything that matters. What I do know with

certainty is that no matter what I do from now on, somewhere in his heart, he
is proud of me. Whether or not he chooses to tell me, he is proud of what I'm
becoming. This, in addition to fixing the many things in life that I continue to
break, will have {o be enough.

time, It was he who broke the |




Professor Morris: A Role Model
By Jessi Streib

I had this vision of Professor Morris as
a woIman on mission, a mission to rid the world
of inequality. When I look at Professor Morris,
I see the only female professor in Trinity’s
sociology department; I see where I want to be
in a few years. All of my life, I've felt
compelled to do something big. Something

meaningful. Something immortal. In high .

school I had dreams of ridding the world of
hunger and supplying every person with clean
drinking water. I knew these were ambitious
goals, but somehow I felt that if someone just
tried hard enough, they could make it happen.
After a few years of college, 'm not as
idealistic as I once was, but I still want to make
a difference, maybe write a widely read book
that exposes some structure of inequality in a
new way., It was with this toned down idealism,
this plan for impacting the world, and this wish
to one day be in Professor Moms shoes that T
entered my professor’s office to 1nterv1ew her
about her writing. : '

I found her sitting at her
her jeans, loose ﬁttmg sweater, a

bookcases, cover the ﬂoor and Ime
Many of them are opened, underllne___
earmarked. This too is how I want |
someday—wearing something comfortable,

encircled by books, ideas and inspiring words.
I like the look of books, the way their colorful
jackets light up the room, the way that they -

casually indicate that this is a place for learning.
By the number of books in Professor Morris’
office, [ guess that she feels the same way.

I wonder, based on all of this reading,
what Professor Morris writes and how her life
influences what she writes. I wonder if I'm
following the same path she did, or if two
completely separate paths led us to the same
desire to be a sociologist. As we begin to talk,
I discover that the two journeys were filled
with similar scenery. We both moved. into

small  towns and faced the uninviting
experience of being the new kid in the already
established social order of high school. It was
in our different small towns that we
encountered inecuality for the first time. Her
experience came from when she took a day off
of school to travel to her previous hometown to
attend a dance with her boyfriend. She knew a
biology exam was scheduled for that day, but
her teacher assured her that it was okay for her
to make it up at a time that they would agree on
later. When she returned to school, her biology

teacher demanded that she take the test that day.

She hadn’t studied; she wasn’t prepared. But
worse than the threat of a bad grade was the
feeling that she was being discriminated against
because she was the new kid. - She was being
punished for a status she couldn’t control. It
wasn’t fair.

My own first experience w1th inequality
came the first time I entered the small town that
was to become my new home. My former
suburban neighborhood was filled with

gorgeous houses, well-groomed lawns, and

even streets monopolized by mansions. Even
though it was touted as one of the most
economically diverse cities in the state, its

. appearance signaled wealth. When we first

passed through what would be my new

| . hometown, I was shocked at the houses that
- looked as though they must contain only one

room, the abundance of trailer parks, the

pattern of chipped paint on all of the houses,

the general run-down look. I asked my
if we were moving to a very poor town,
plied that this is how most of
that these deteriorating houses
ain job were the norm. I thought
t ho s ‘a rich country, and 1
wondered ho in poorer countries lived.
Something about it just seemed unfair.
Strangely - “ enough, both Professor
Morris and I left our small towns with the idea
of going into law. She was going to be a Civil
Rights lawyer, helping clients win more
welfare benefits, and I was going to be either

a defense lawyer or a judge who never sent
people to jail. But in college, we both found
sociology. One of her professors helped
confirm her divergence from the law when he
asked her if she really wanted to become one of
“them.” Talso developed a distaste for lawyers.
I refused to be responsible for sending anyone
to jail, but I also didn’t want to defend people
who had done terrible things. Then 1
discovered sociology. It was like the movie
version of meeting someone for the first time
but feeling as if you’ve known them forever.
Sociology knew my thoughts better than I did.
It could finish my sentences and understand my
ideas. As soon as I discovered this new friend,
I knew I wanted to hold on to it and make it a
central part of my life.

As I was discovering a new friend in

Sociology, I also clung to writing, a friend that.

has always been an enjoyable part of my life. I

like the way that words fit together, almost like - . students who adapt her policy of reaching out
‘10 the less fortunate, and people who are kind

- and understanding instead of critical and-

a puzzle, and how if you interlock the words ...
just the right way, you can form something
coherent, strong, and powerful. I want to touch™
people with my words. I want to make a strong.

statement. Professor Morris only partly shares
this view with me. She writes because it is part
of her job. She tells me that “publishing is not
fun.” '

But she also writes because she has hope—
hope that someone will pick up her ideas and
consider them. Hope that political times will
change and that someone will look back one
day, read one of her papers, and implement her
ideas. She has hope that her writing will one
day influence inequality. She knows that our
society’s stratification systems are too powerful
and too stable to be dramatically reconfigured,
but she hopes that one day her written words
will chip away at the structures that support
inequality.

But hope is not enough for Professor
Morris. It’s something she clings to, that she
uses to validate her work, but sometimes action
is needed when words aren’t adequate. It’s
because she needs to feel like she is doing

- something to better the world and rid it of

inequality that she makes a point of introducing
herself to people of lower social classes, offers
special help for disadvantaged students, and it’s
the reason why she teaches. What bothers her
the most, more than inequality itself is our
American ideclogy of a free and open society
where everyone has equal opportunities. She
tries to show her students that this is “so far
from the truth.” She tries to introduce the idea
of structural constraints while dismantling the
idea of American individualism and the
American dream. And, even though her oldest
son is only four years old, she is already trying
to instill these notions in him. He sees a
homeless man and asks her why he has no
home. Professor Morris gently tells him the
truth, the truth that a four year old can -
understand, “I think it’s because people don’t
share.” If she raises children who share,

defensive, then, in a way, she has done her job.
Changing the minds of just a few people is a
small but important way to keep chipping away
at inequality.

I want to believe that I'll be able to chip
away at the structures that reinforce inequality
enough to make a sizeable dent. I still have
faith, a lot of it, in the power of the written
word and the power of a book to change things,
and change things now. Professor Morris tells
me that she hopes I hold on to some of my
idealism, and I hope so too. She tells me that
it’s often the unexpected encounters and
influences that lead us in various directions in
life. My life, as Professor Morris® did, is
leading in the direction of a sociology career
and a goal of lessening inequality. But even if
it doesn’t lead where I expect, even if I lose all
of my idealism, I can still fall back on
Professor Morris’ ideas of spreading kindness,
generosity, empathy, and hope. And even
though it’s not much, I think it might be
enough. g




Saturday in George Bush’s America: Everything/I

By Dorothy Francoeur

This story was written the Saturday after the November 2004 Presidential Elections.

It is Saturday morning, and I am off work. I could sleep late, but mqtt':dd 1 dcc,idt, to hop a bus to
the Raymond Library to return a stack of overdue CD’s, which I nppecl lmm my computer’s
hard drive without a shred of regret. The ripped tracks are a small reward- fm me, and I am an
underpaid citizen who cannot afford to buy her own music discs. When l;he bus finally arrives at
Main and Connecticut Boulevard, which is the last stop before it turns for I-Iar;fo_;d. -« I pull the
cord, and step down onto the pavement glad to be outside, alive and free. Fewpeople are around
this morning, which also makes me happy. They are probably hiding from the tauﬁﬁng wind.

In the relatively quiet strects-,_'-.;f{b't_:_'g_in walking north. It feels good to walk forcefuily — to push
against the weight of a bnsk ove

: mber. wind that scatters and blows indiscriminztteiy, leaving
tossed and tattered remnants ih:i': . All around me, things are flying in this mad wind: dust,

dry twigs, dying leaves the color shreds of paper from the pbst office dumpster, and the

occasional gum wrapper. An unnatural ix of organic material and plain old filthy trash are
tossed together like a sadly use_qﬁt__lp_,._ j

" bleqaiad, over, under, and around the streets and
sidewalks. Wind devils whip the debris f

ly, provocatively, and remorselessly.
My first stop is a sensible one - Mlchael' Balc re“" he smell of fresh bread and warm
pastries beguile the passerby. Hungry and chille_ “coff 'e _and two cinnamon cake

donuts, a specialty of the house. Two older men are: all near the storefront,

arguing about the election. As I pass by, I hear ﬂothmg new gqpeatmg the same

phrases I have heard everywhere this past four days:- Bush i war, he doesn’t take

shit from anybody; Kerry has no experience, and besides, everybo ¢ _k_gqyygi_ﬁerry likes gays.

In my mind, it sounds like these men were vaccinated with a phonograph needle, and their record

is stuck in one groove, skipping over and over the same words. I want to jam, jar, and un-stick

10

their old, worn-out groove. Better yet, I want to push down hard on the tone arm, forcing it to
scrape ahead where the lyrics and language are not FOX’s regurgitated propaganda slogans. But,
I restrain myself. Now is not the right time, and maybe Michael’s Bakery is not the right place.
After Tuesday’s political reckoning, I am 51% certain that nothing will jar these men out of their
particular groove. Instead, fueled with white sugar and blood-pumping caffeine, I head back
outside again to do battle with the frisky and arrogant wind.

My next stop is the library, where I am forced to conugh up $7.00 in fines for the CDs I ripped.
With a heavy, regretful sigh, I hand over my hard-earned money to the witless book checker,
who looks to be new and unaccustomed to East Hartford’s system of doing things. He seems to
notice my slight impatience and he coughs in embarrassment as I wait. I notice that Judy, the
usual crabby librarian, is nowhere to be seen. The new guy hands me a receipt and unblocks my
account. I mutter a perfunctory “thanks”, and I then go to look for more books or CDs to take

out and rip and eventually pay fines on later, - -

Finally, I am buried in the'”];)apérba.cks stacks, where I find two mystery thrillers. Both of these
mystery thrillers are set in Arizona. This is very appealing to me, because I crave a change
from the once quaint, now boring English village-Agatha Christie model. As I look at the book,
I think, murder in Arizona? 1 try to picture a dead body sprawled at the bottom of a vast canyon, -
but I am having a hard time reconciling this image with my memories of the southwest. The
paperback cover shows a yellow moon casting ominous shadows among a forest of black
Saguaros, and all I can do is think about last wiﬁter’s vacation in Phoenix with Sephy. In the

musty-smelling stacks, I go into a dreamy reverie.

Sephy. I can see her standing ow the sun-kissed patio of her Phoenix apartment,
hair rising like black smoke in the morning air. I can hear the sound of teal-
green; shimumering hummingbivrdy dipping their beaks into- the sugaw woter troy
while we drink Starbuck’y Columbriony inv massive earthenware mugs. I caw taste

the rum-drenched, mint-laced, and ice~sparkling mohitoy that we drank every
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night, like thirsty beasty, sometimes with slice after slice of rich peanut butter
fudge - the fudge we bought while visiting Goldfield;, a tidy, towristy rebuilt
mining toww at the base of the Superstitions. I cow see Sephy dancing to- David
Bowie records, WMMWWMWWVWMPWI gowe her last Yule,
trying to- Lft and play the didgeridoo without falling over backward; while I took
digital photoy of her to-post online. Al of thiy while, her regal caty, Coymo and
Blue Moon, hid under the kitchew table until the wreckage cleawed. I still love
youw alld

Coming out of my dream, I realize it is time to check out the books. The new library guy’s eyes
are at half-mast, and he is still stow to move when I approach. I find myself missing the volatile
Judy.

Once outside again, finished with the library and wide-awake, I walk south on the East Hartford
streets and think about where to go next. Suddenly, I find myself looking forward to this
evening -- making popcorn and reading an engrossing mystery novel, instead, of endlessly

channel-surfing through cable television and its limited range of messy offerings.

Filled with determination and now used to the wind, I decide to walk the mile back to my
apartment. Strolling along with my tote bag of goodies, I pass the Riverside Nursing Home. A
sixty-something woman sits bundled up in a wheelchair - a lonely sight. Irealize she is out there
to smloke her cigarette in peace. And so, I wave. She stares at me, face twisted in some emotion

I cannot read. Perhaps she found the gesture cruel? I turn aﬁ'ray from her and walk on.

For some reason, instead of walking past it, I stop in at the South Green package store, a place I
have not gone to in years. Apparently, a Pakistani chap now owns the place. Neatly dressed in a
pale blue knit sweater and brown corduroys, he politely asks what he can get me. The sight of
him, neat, clean and articulate is a pleasant surprise. The previous owners were rude-talking,

dirty-jean-wearing rednecks.
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I don’t know why, but I tell him I want to buy four lottery tickets. He gives me the form and a
pencil. Very carefully, I fill in the numbered blocks in a rune-like pattern across four slots on the
card. Irefuse to notice what numbers I have chosen — it feels luckier that way. Solemnly, I hand
over the four dollars, and in return I get my November 9 Connecticut Classic Lotto ticket

printout and prepare to leave. The Pakistani chap says, "good luck."

Smiling ruefully, I tell him I need all the Iuck I can get. He asks why? Unbelievably, I find
myself telling 2 man I have never met — a foreigner — about needing to win because 1 want to
leave America. With that shocking utterance, the floodgates between us open up. Soon, we
know everything about each other -- like lovers reincarnated from another life. Together, we
pour out our feelings of disbelief, anger, and concern. As we speak, we both search deeply into
each other’s soul-eyes, earth-brown, and deep. We know that we can trust each other with our
Hves. This man and I,have become closer than just “close”. Our thoughts, worries, and
confusion over the state of things overwhelm us; we understand nothing except out mutual,

breathless relief at finding one another.

Finally, after some time of talking together, the co-mingling of our miseries ends. We stand in
an exhausted silence, knowing it is over. It is time for me to go to the only place I have to be — at

home. Reluctantly, I turn and leave him. He raises a graceful hand -- a respectful farewell.
Heading towards home at last, I wonder, furtively, if I should return to his store.

Like Orwell’s doomed protagonist, Winston Smith, I am relieved to have found a kindred spirit
in this, our personal corner of Oceania. As the wind (cruelly, now?) whips my back and face, I
know that I will find an excuse to return here, to commit the new, American version of thought
crime. Yes, I tell myself. I will return to talk with this quiet, dark, Middle-Eastern man again,
because he is my Julia -- and I will never betray him, Besides, once you commit thought crime,
it is already too late. Like Winston Smith, I hope we are not already dead -- and it is Saturday in
George Bush’s America and everything/nothing has changed.
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Ode to the Carillonneur

By Jamie Calabrese

A hydraulic hiss sizzles under brow-piercing quarter note squawks, not
unlike those that awoke her ten hours and twenty three minutes ago. The
kneeling of the F-Bus on Broad Street is an industrial metronome and she sets
her stride to match it in double time, woolen overcoat brushing a backbeat
against her business slacks. 7

A calm cobalt dusk surrounds them, the night-time exercisers, Mather
commuters, and she in her solitary march. The very blueness of the sky makes
this dusky air feel cool and wet. Something so infinite and beautiful could only
be temporal, she knows. Her enchantment ends in four and a half seconds.
Back to staring at her boots clack-clack-strike—the-tar, cIack- lack hands in—
pockets. : -

What was that song I heard on the radio today? Good bass.lmeaf'_' Wonder

that caught my eye and made me pick her up. Wa' :
Rae Ann played the trumpet. She playecl'l

with unabashed gusto. Yeah. Rea Ann c11

same time [ did, when the 1nstrument - WE

and she got it from her mony, I love : cause she Was never afraid to let it
out, loudly and with her head thrown back I ve ‘tried to laugh Ilke her but it just
sounds like I'm faking, -

I wrote her name on the south Wall of Widener because there were pencils
laid out so that visitors could make a mark for their lost loved ones, But that
exhibit is gone now, just like the mandala and Double Edge theatre. Thank
God— that Stacie was a real bitch to work for, but damn they make good art.
When's the next staff meeting? This Wednesday or next Wednesday I don't
remember. Shit | still owe Bea my manifesto on house managing. Okay, let’s
think sections—late seating, hiring, scheduling, meetings, dress code—God it’s
so much easier to say it as [ go along than to write it down all at once. Butl
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need the money and I told James I would. He’s nervous things won't be the
same when me and Eileen are gone.

What's the best show we ever worked together? Iris Dement was pretty
awesome but maybe I'm just remembering her because she was just here, My
favorite show I saw in college was Necessary Targets at Hartford Stage. By the
author of Vagina Monologues, Sitting in that small dusky theatre, I clung to
Neil's arm as we watched it. We both sobbed as we watched those women, but it
was the kind of cry you choke down because you know there’s no choice but to
be strong, when the sheer strength of a person makes you want to cry even
more till your throat just burns. We were crying for ourselves right along with
that woman and her dead baby (she killed it to suppress the cries) because it
was always easier for us in the dark and amongst strangers even though we
didn’t want it to be that way. He was no musician but he sang songs for me.

[ really wish Neil would be at graduation in May but [ know he can’t come.
I still want to invite him, but our words now insult what we used to be. So much
to do between now and graduation—I'm so behind on my thesis. I was supposed
to call and change which photo I picked for my senior porirait but I didn’t have
time. And when are the freakin letters for Tent City going to go out? I want to
lose at least ten pounds for graduation—to look good in the pictures—to be as
proud of myself as I can be all day long. Gotta get on the treadmill more. But I
hate the fuckin treadmill. '

I'm holding my breath, For more: Lh&n two footsteps, less than three.
More than syncopation, lessélhan-z-d_[er‘mdta All I want to do is stride and stride
and feed myself and get bacl rork and maybe get some sleep but don't get
your hopes up Jamie, T ‘4 pause, like the crest of a wave, its gentle
undertow drawmg'm f o] sWeness, swirling sand around my bare feet,
sinking me down, |

At a funeral',_

_ priest fold cloth, so slowly and carefully. A
white cloth. He must ed it twelve hundred times before. Surely he
could have been more: effici but he made each crease with the confidence
that his actions were somethmg:;warth waiting for— worth contemplating.

The pause of the carillon swirls sand at her feet. The bells have been
sounding. Before each round ringing chord of the six o’clock concert a brilliant
pause, defying the metrondrri'é,wafts aCross campus, an unassuming momentary
stop. The absence of sound means as much to her as the passing notes
themselves, and for that space of time she revels in full quietude.

L subwmlt to you that if @ yman hasw't olLSaoveraoi something he will die for, he st fit

to Live, ~Martin L uther King Jr.—
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I Go Writin’ After Midnight ¥

By Patti Maisch

A few times a week, in my old house, I hear footsteps traverse the upstairs hallway,
passing over the metal grate, traveling from the bedroom to the bathroom. On the return
trip the footsteps halt at the grate and a man’s voice whispers through the iron plate,
“Come up to bed, it’s after 2:00 A.M.” The response is usually, “I’ll be up in a minute—I
just want to finish this thought.” I am writing a paper. This is my time -after midnight.
Once the kitchen sink is empty, after the last wash is in the dryer, my ‘book bag is packed
and sitting at the back door and my cell phone is on the charger ~this.is when I write. A
Laura Nyro song seeps softly from the other room ea«smg m; mmd while e steaming cup
of aromatic ginger twist tea mfuses at cIose mngc" '- ymthls is what
helps me to write. ' : :

I’ve always been a night owi I llke the f;wt that there is no traffic ;_nmse, no barkmg
dogs, no phones ringing, and no squealing children at the bus stop. It's just me, the sound
of the hoot owl, a carousel full of eclectic music playing faintly in the. background in
cooperation with a teeny tiny idea which has such a potential for expansion. Most times
the idea begins as infinitesiral— but like the moon flower outside my kitchen window—
it seems to thrive within a nocturnal environment. It is not a tangible plant that requires
sun, water and carbon dioxide, but a little seedling flourishing by means of darkness and
brewed tea. Even the cats know enough to take their playful tumbling elsewhere and get
themselves to bed early these nights—or they spend the time exiled to the basement, This
recipe may seem simple but it is the result of hours of complex research and
experimentation conducted right here at the computer—and for a short time —at any and
all computers.

It started in the library a few years ago. Thinking that I could not forego the
distractions of home life I spent untold hours trying to concentrate in Raether. I found,
however, that the students did not share my feelings about just how one achieves focus
and I could not find peace and quiet at the Trinity College library. Even with the help of
earplugs I found it impossible to block out the “parties” of distracting study groups—so I
tried the local library. It closed at 9:00 P.M.—no good. So I came home to rework my
system. For the early evening or afternoon the earplugs work fine but there $ nothlng like
late night—after David Letterman.

The hum of the furnace plays back-up to the normal creaks and moans of my two-

hundred year old house in winter. While in summer time soft rainfall beats time onto the
tin shed roof in collusion with chirping crickets or burping bullfrogs. This only serves to
complement my self-devised process of writing. Some nights I get it written right and
some nights I don’t. Some nights when it’s very, very quiet, even if nothing else gets
accomplished I can seize the opportunity to sing along with Patsy Cline — taking poetic

liberties with her words—"e'I go writin’ after midnight, in the moonhght here on Ho-

opewe-ell Road. J’” It’s usually about then that the footsteps return and the voice says
through the grate, “Time for bed country girl.”
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“Silent Protest: A Deflant Process”

BY pavid S. Brown

This Ls my slient protest
Beginning at 12:02 a.m.
Maybe ending seconds
Before your class on

The day it's due

Lilomrg or b the
English building
Writing Center

Your domdin

Below Your

Offlee

1 wrtte

" t've watted for the sum to go dowi

Purposel.g

© The moon shines bright

tt's tech wicaLLg tovorrow
Early but too Llate for me
To ask you for

Your suggestions
Your opinions

own whiat | showld do
what | should sey and
How [ should say ut
Bvew if | wanted to

{ coutld ot aske

In vy declaration of
ndlependence '

[ write

Deliberately ignoring
what You say- '
what pou tell me

t should do whewn

t write because

These are

Not Your thoughts
tw Yy head

Not your fingers
Gripping wy pen
Not Your paper either
Mot yet

1" writing

Musie pn—no Chopin
No Debussud bt

Something ou wadld l‘lﬂté._ o
bt

itk woitd kilk
To Rwow | wipk

Listeming bo thal -

Unbeknownst to you
Betweew the Lines 15
wittew every) thing

U have done to plss
You off witle
Writing this
Double-spaeed
12-point font
Single-sidea
Black nk
1-lnch wargin
1,200 worgl
Sublindnal love Letter
That weets Hour
Bvery derwand .
Every destre
‘it veust be the My Love
And Affection format”
You say
That’s M.LA. right
(m writing

with the wotion -

That | mst

Satisfy wmy audience
MNever G.X‘PLf.cf,tLU stated
But [ Rinow

You know

We kinow

And 50 bw stlence

¢ protest

UL give you what You want
My thesis stated
tnthe first Line heve

A vaain body to die for
BuUt just know

Bvery rule was
Broken in the process.
To write Yowrpaper
With my name on it

How's that for a
conclusion?




Needleman

By Patti Maisch

Whewww—What a day!” the man
said as he piopped his chunky body
down into a chair too small for him. He
sat across from me, as I manned the
telephones at the Aids Project
Hartford (APH), a quick glance at his
scruffy exterior made me turn away
in an effort to avoid eye contact with
him. When I faced forward again,
there he was— looking right at me
with a big grin on his face. I
sheepishly smiled back., He had a
broad face, had a big pot belly, and
wore a bright red flannel shirt and
tattered jeans. His thinning hair was
pulled back in a ponytdil and he had a
strong resemblance to the late Jerry
Garcia, Having just come in from the
cold, his rosy cheeks and his red nose
were in sharp contrast to his unkempt

graying beard. First to break the
silence—I said, Hi, I'm Patti"— to -

which he responded, "I'm Gene and it's
nice to meet you." At this point I
didn't know why he was there — was
he a client, a visitor, a caseworker or
someone's ride? I wasn't quite sure
how to ask.

The phone rang enabling me to
postpone any further conversation, I
hung up the phone and after a minute
or two of awkward silence I asked,
"“Do you need any help? Are you
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waiting for someone?” That's when
Gene told me he was the "Needleman"-
- the person who goes out in an
unmarked van through the streets of
Hartford in snow, sleet, rain (and
today in  blustery  below-zero
temperatures) to distribute clean,
unused hypodermic syringes to
Hartford's community of intravenous
drug users. Each weekday he and his
driver, Carlos, take the dark blue
Ford Econoline van into two specific

neighborhood locations, Day after day,

these two men dole out the new
sterile needles along with a strong
message that shared syringes can kill.
The needle distribution program is
supported by the AIDS Project
Hartford (APH) and is a successful
tool in the fight against the spread of
HIV/AIDS. From 7:00 A.M. to 10:00
AM. Gene and Carlos park the van
conspicuously among the dilapidated
buildings at the corner of Park and
Hungerford Streets and from 11:00
AM. to 12:45 P.M. they are stationed
at the intersection of Albany Avenue
and Bedfor'd Street. At 2:00 P.M.,

after a break for lunch, Gene-o (as he
is affectiongtely known to the APH
staff) and Carlos return once more to
Park & Hungerford until 3:00 P.M.
While there, the two men dispense
syringes or “works” (the addicts’ slang
for hypodermic needle) to intravenous
drug users, as part of a “street
survival” kit. Each kit contains all of
the components necessary to

complete the process of intravenous
use such as: sterile cotton balls, clean
spoons for the "cooking” process, and
bleach for the post-use cleaning.
When I asked Gene if he thinks
these addicts are abusing the system
by sharing needles anyway and maybe
not taking the proper precautions
when it comes to sterilizing their
paraphernalia, he answers, "Well, let's
put it this way, they come out to meet
the van because they don't want to
die”. At first I find that statement
contradictory, but he then goes on to
explain that just because they are
drug addicts that doesn't

automatically give them a death wish..

To him, the fact that they come out
at all is proof enough that they do

want to live. Addicts are aware that = -
contracting AIDS can be a death

sentence, especially within these two
particular neighborhoods: where po
health is the norm, _Gan’e tells me that

exchange ulone :

program from its very mcep‘hon, théz_ o
needle exchange program has a proven -

track record of saving lives. He .

explains that he started years ago as -
a volunteer and has seen the number

of needle-exchange clients grow
exponentially. He says, "I've seen the
progress— I've been doing this for
ten years and I know it works for
sure—." "Ten years!" I say and I sound
surprised because I am. Gene-o takes
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this opportunity to lean back, place
his hands on his big belly, and settie in
to tell me how it all began for him,

As a Vietnam veteran, he spent his
time in Saigon installing
reconnaissance  equipment,  and
although he never saw "jungie duty,”
he did see, first hand, the disastrous
effect the war had on the once
beautiful cities, like Saigon and on its
citizens. When he returned to the
states, he took a job at Pratt &
Whitney writing project promotions—
and he loved it. His technical
knowledge and his army discipline
training gave him hope that he could
fit into the corporate world. But being,
as he puts it, "the non-conforming
type,” he found that too many
personality conflicts and ‘“other”

- problems made working a nine-to-five

job unbearable for him. Ultimately,

aofter several years he lost that job.
Consequently, it wasn't long before he

had depleted his severance pay and all

his stocks and investments had

diminished as well. And so, he became

- vindigent and eventually homeless.
~* After months on the streets he took
" a room at the YMCA. Since, he was .

relatively unemployable Gene decided

- to volunteer'at the AIDS Project —

and it was through community
organizations, like the APH, that he
came to be able to ensure a roof over
his head at ail.

At first the "suits” at human

resources considered him too much of




a risk. Simply, his eccentricity made
them nervous. However, Gene was
persistent. He visited the APH
offices and made himself useful
anyway he could. By willingly
volunteering his time in any capacity,
he proved his trustworthiness and
ultimately made friends at APH, and
eventually he was offered the
arduous responsibility of passing out
needles on the streets of Hartford—
but only on a volunteer basis. Even
though, the budget could not
accommodate this job monetarily—
Gene stayed on—aibeit unpaid—for a
few years. In the long run, his
performance and management of
such a demanding position, along with

his steadfast dedication to the APH

and “his addicts,” and the simple fact

were incontestable grounds for
placing Gene on the payroll—and so
he became a bona fide employee,

I am enjoying the conversation
and we continue to chat for awhile.
Unfortunately, a phone call takes me
from the conversation and before I
can get back to him I turn to see
that he has dozed off. I watch his
big belly rise and fall with each deep
heavy breath. Soon he is snoring
loudly and his unkempt whiskers
flutter with each exhalation. He
continues to nap (and snore) until
Carlos nudges him and they set out,
together, for the final van trip of
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the day. I'm alone for the moment
and I take the time to ponder this
community service T have chosen,
Once a week I spend a few
hours behind the desk answering the
phone doing what I sometimes
consider boring and inconsequential
paperwork filing. In the process,
however, T have found a redeeming
side to that random tediousness. I
am acquainting myself with the AIDS
Project Hartford, its employees,
clients and, most importantly, the
neighborhood it serves. I recognize
the importance of a program that
educates, ‘feeds, and houses those
infected with the disease of AIDS. I

“am getting to know people, like Gene,

- who are taking hypodermic needles
ct  and condoms out into the streets of

that, "After a few years they (APH) -~

realized I wasn't going anywhere,

artford as part of a process of

““saving lives. I am discovering the

irony that these wvery items,
stigmatized for so long by so many,
are in contrast, the fundamental
tools that are helping to reduce the

spread of the lethal AIDS virus. But,

I also realize that these items are
useless unless they can be received
with trust and a mutual respect.
Gene is just the man to dispense the
paraphernalia. He is a committed
liaison. He is a competent employee.

He may be an out-of-shape old hippie.

But for a few hours each day-- Gene
is da man—the Needleman.

Bad Energy

By Jennifer Tate

Lately I've been feeling like | need to
take a break from life. (And not the kind
you take by parking your SUV on a train
track). A real break—the kind where
you cuddle into a warm cozy corner and
don’t come out for a while.

Lately I'm feeling stressed in this new
America, land of the stressed. It doesn't
seem to stop, a sort of bad energy, the
sort of energy that exists between blue
state and red state. The sort of energy |
feel as a black woman who can’t get
excited about Condie Rice becoming the
Secretary of State. The energy | feel
when | realize that young Americans are
in a semi-anxious state about their
Social Security benefits, and they could
be fooled into thinking the system will be
bankrupt by 2042—will they bother o
check the facts?

Don’t even mention pre-emptive strike to
me—and I'm confused about why
Jewish Americans don get incensed
when they talk of religion in schools.

Am | the only one who grew up in New
York City?! School would never start if
everyone got time out to say their
separate prayers.

Bad energy it's all around. Just when S

you think justice mlght be served—
balloons burst and you're writing . letters
like this one to Dear Abby, talking abou
why Americans . can't even talk abcu
Reparations,

Imagine free labor in today s economym _

drivers licenses, what next, Texas and
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California? Reparations always come
back to haunt.

I'm selling my house and thinking of
what a bad retirement move It is:
Always selling and moving, never
settling. My partner is quite settled,
She makes me nervous. loves her
home, never wants fo leave. In a way,
I'm glad there’s now blue state, red
state—cuts down on my options of
places to live. My relationship is new
and the energy is good. It's become my
oasis in this miserable world.

Tsunamis and bills—fewer parking
places, even in Hartford. What is the
birth rate in Hartford anyway?

Why do homosexuals offend our
consciousness—even homosexuals
struggle to not be offended by their own
consciousness. We struggle to be
straight and get married. Some don't
though, some just want to be brought
together in a union, not for what it
symbolizes, but for what it means., We
hate paying middle-class taxes and
being treated like a wild card that
separates blue state from red state

Yea it's all bad ‘energy. hlfts in tectonic
platesmquiat rporate ©  machines
swallowin us al fund dreams.

rganic and I'm back
aybe [l figure out
ans. I'm seeing good
stine and lIsrael may
d exhausted each other.
as stood up to IBM and its
mputer technology to China.

- Outsourcing has yet to affect any of my

Oh yea, the Mexicans... f we give them ~ friends In IT. Maybe this letter will get

published




A Level Far Beyond the View of an Elementary Organic Chemist’s
By Laurel Valchuis

As | sit in Lauren’s room at 11:30pm, in the same spot | have been sitting for almost
four hours now; | want to cry. There are five of us including a senior chemistry major and our
teaching assistant for this organic chemistry class. We all continue to stare at problem
number one, as we had been for the last few hours, and still nothing. What is the point? Am
I ever going to be walking down the street and have someone shove NMR data in my face
demanding what molecule it shows? Does it really matter that the cis and trans isomers of
3,4-dimethyl, 3,4bromocyciobutane show up differently in the proton NMR? The pre-medical
track is all that is keeping me on board of this ship, and | still cannot imagine what the point
of all this stuff is- we can’t even see it! Dr. Mitzel Ph.D. in organic chemistry therefore has
perplexed me in the mere fact that he has a PhD in organic chemistry.

| often sit in class watching Dr. Mitzel construct moiecules on the board with his
assoriment of rainbow colored chalk, blocking out  all~thoughts of resonance and
hyperconjugation. | study his black and white tie deplating Einstein’'s head with various
equations floating around it, just wondering how Dr, Mitzel could have made a career out of
organic chemistry. In an attempt to answer this beyond the classroom setting, | decided to
ask him about what he actually does as an organic chemist while | normally see him in lab
on Monday afternoons, sitting in his black leather swivel chair at the infrared spectroscopy
unit and whistiing Christmas songs as he collegts data for students. The back of his shirt is
spotted with sweat as he had just returned from his daily run with the chemistry department.

Today, as Dr. Mitzel finishes a phone cail I sit patiently in a wooden chair at the table
set up in the comer of his office. In front of me a circular carved wooden Trinity emblem is
propped on the table, half painted, Above are shelves of what must be years of The Journal
of Organic Chemistry. As | turn to the left, hanging next to his Trinity cap and gown is a
white sheet of paper reading “did you hear about the chemist that fell into the
methoxybenzene reactor and. made anisole of himseli?” | laugh. Dr. Mitzel finishes his
phone call (at his desk) and takes a seat in the wooden chair next to me straightening out
the stack of blank sheets of paper in front of him, then folds his hands in his lap.

Not knowing much more than the fact that Dr. Mitzel must write in peer reviewed
journals simply because that is what scientific professors do, | inquire about this. He writes
for books, professional journals, plus general knowledge writing for texts such as the
encyclopedia for organic synthesis. “Well,” he begins, “I...well.” He quickly reaches forward
pulling out a journal from the shelf above and flips open to a page displaying several
diagrams with text filled around it. “This is an article | wrote for this journal.” He said pointing
to the page, leaning back in his chair and crossing his arms. The process Dr. Mitze! goes
through to write such articles is very similar to that in which he teaches us in class. “Draw
the mechanism first. The mechanism speaks to you like art speaks to an artist. | build a
story with the pictures and tables and then just fill in the words around that.” | nod dutifully
trying to keep up with the mechanisms he points out as my mind wanders to that morning in
class, “Now, here is Pyridine, which is a nasty smelling little thing”; Mitzel draws it out on the
board then turns to the class, “has anyone ever worked with Pyridine?” He looks at Rich, our
T.A. who raises his hand. “Ah yes, well, you will notice that Mr. Yoon is a Yankee fan.”
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In order to keep his lab going Dr. Mitzel must seek funding from different companies
by writing proposals. 1 ask about what kind of research he is doing to keep up his lab and he
quickly reaches for a piece of paper, “Well,” he pauses unfolding his hands from his lap then
turns to me, “this is actually kind of cool.” He whips out his blue ball point pen and begins
drawing enedines going through cyclization in order to form a kekule structures. | am
concentrating on his artwork, desperately trying to follow his electron flows and resonance
structures. One radical throws me off track and | am back to confusion, yet | continue nodding
my head as he moves from structure to structure. “Then if this molecule reacts with DNA,” he
peers over his glasses drawing vigorously, his slightly orange eyebrows raised, “it prevents
tumor replication.”

“Wait, really?” | ask, oh so intelligently. “So what are you going to do with that?”

“Well | actually have no interest in testing it; | just wanted to see if | could make the
bond.” He reflected upon his drawings for a minute. “And hopefully someone will pick up my
work and think it is interesting enough to use.” He hands me the white sheet of paper covered
in blue and red structures to add to my ever-expanding collection.

There is just no way you can walk into Dr. Mitzel's office and come out empty handed.
It is natural to think you may go in to ask for extra help and to acquire several white sheets of
paper filled with blue and red molecules with p-orbitals and hyper conjugative interactions
drawn in, but for an interview? Dr. Mitzel can simply not get enough of organic chemistry. He
loves it. After all, it is few and far between you meet someone that had received his or her
PhD in organic chemistry.

Lately | have been spending half my week with Dr. Mitzel; asking about a problem set,
going over an exam, or completing a laboratory experiment. Honestly, it seems like
something one would dread, and | must admit, | was not too excited about taking the class,
but it has become part of my routine. Just like Dr. Mitzel told us on the first day of class, that
after a few weeks, although it may be a struggle, we will not be able to resist the fact that we
are organic chemists. Walking in front of Mather dining hall with my head down | don’t see
hexagons neatly piaced together forming a walk-way. | see hundreds of benzenes and think
about how they are all so stable because they have beautiful resonance and are fully
conjugated, and cyclic and contain 4n+21 electrons- oh my goodness, they must be aromatic!
| can hear Mitzel’s voice in my head coming to this revelation, picturing him giving the class
two thumbs up and looking back at the board saying “cool”. When | finally come out of my
organic haze, | scurry away quickly hoping no one caught m tanding in front of the dining
hall, mesmerized by the walk way.

Yes, | enjoy going to class at 9AM Monday, Wednesda _iday. but certainly not as
much as Dr. Mitzel. in an email sent by Dr. Mitzel Wednesday October 6" at 8:12AM “Only
45 minutes to go until Organic Chemistry!l -Can you feel the excitement building?” Dr.
Mitzel's enthusiasm, although met with a little skapt ‘the beginning of the year, which
was made apparent when kids would turn to their: peers ‘and laugh nervously when Mitzel
would crack a joke. The material we learn about seems to be so trivial and tedious but, for
some reason, | keep following along just to see what Mitzel is so damned excited about when
he begins drawing some mechanisms on the board. As the semester continues, Mitzel has
succeeded in keeping my attention, as | seem to live vicariously through his enthusiasm; yet
his level of enthrallment lies so far beyond my sporadic sparks of interest that | think | will
leave the organic chemistry to Dr. Mitzel when the year comes to an end.
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Dear Jetians, By Altesandra Dimantic

Fapou smebled off Ol Spioe. aftershave, 1t beigp one of the fow Anerican fome fe o feoome aocastomed to, o had @ bald top to
s head that was abuaps tamed e The rest of hic olive ki, The hai ho did have was durk and surdy, just life gours.  Papo
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obher olsthing, even white cooking the pizzas at s restaveant. o aluags ad his toaallionad Greek worny boads ir hand, When fe
walled by me oY ( hoaod was the olisk, itk ok of the bood that His Ww,a@d with alvost mothodsally, Pypoc deove o

Cadithae that became hie second bwe, o deove that émy boat mwyw& Mo fﬂmk drove it Lo the [ewas Cafe, bis asual

baag ot spot aith the baps, Whex we drove down Mot /%M ¢ five red Cully fram withs away,
e ate a bomatr-susamber sabed that Ginyia m@_ m,g@ ve. ol and vivegar, Focompanping b sabad wes ot
bread, oves onl sume meat ~ seally park, Yigis oo ﬂ;,m be wodbh t eat angore. ebye s food Ae mush
as you bove Giagin & Goupiics, " e boved every 0 e af"‘ ” ?&M was abways @ short plass of Metara o Duzo that
pave His breath strenpth, o deark red wi s o ped wive by hand iy the basement, o ordored the
prandehiliven ts each have a ;/mwmw mz: a’ag becanse, ix His qpinion, @ 1o sehoof holliay madk. 1t okay
tr v v, G fo tho el b o wstronsly ctrrg a5 « s pi bt wth pe, { hve aspived
taste for it. Dad may wot @W'W P s & W«m bapt gui

Pupow anill e tued g s ik a0 a%; ;m af}:k funty docs, { brou o aodllse because [ wns really ohse o him,
Abbhough ko gppeared togh and stfff ke wnas a ﬁmy ad carinp pemso. o lovod 1o plly, just e a i, s is the irventom of
your faorite game whore we chase you around the hallways of thei house, 1o dif that with me for exdloss howrs, and ( Know he
wol e ploged that very sane gans with goi. Ae ol and tred as he pot, Fipna 6 pliged the shass gane besause ho wanted
5o aur taothloss emites and hear our buaphter, O buaphton o hin was goton, Ho il ve. lived Vo hoar your sty H2ths ppgle
wd your exdess soreanipp basphter, [ m positive gou wonld ve evertaatly gotten o his erves with gour lrdress, but he 3’@
eqpoyed it for the most part,

The mast stubborn man [ have cver met, Papou Kept kic Groof tomper obose to hin. Ho was dags ripht whother he

argacd about sports, relipin, politics or the United States, Mo watter what the diapreenent was about) he was rpht and he &

nike you see his site. [ thik you see that ix Ded qute ofter, Now you krow where b gets it from,  These
disagrecments were most commonly frend @t famity divners, Family diwers abwaps kad on acoompaping debate that made
ne pset as a bttt gied beoause [ dily t anderstand the yolllng. As a obill [ thupht yellng wes a sjpn of wger wnd
aggressin, (ve grown wite lo Ule lrath that yellisp s o very effective mamer of oommunisatin, [k buder someors
yellls the fetter sthers wderstund Uhe poict.  Fipou was anigue, o coulll be the bndest person you e ever ém{ o
the guistost and most gextle person.  The seoond site was asuallly soen with M granohitiren,

Papou had many jobs ix Anerica to provite for ks famity,  The one ( pemember bost was aur famitly rux piza
restuvat ir Meriten, Comectiont, Thic restawrant had beoone my dageare where { pliyed wittvess at the age of frie,
receivip @ 520 i ot the oxd of my day fram Pipoe. o wns axtremely serius i hic ek, (f [ aoted 3, ho ts me.
e Greck that [ wodl sat wosd, 1t was one of bis favarite phrases, s oo made sure o funily mondber had that plice
apen at some puint of the duy for cvery holiday, But ke dil take Gine away from the hape pliza over bo play we ir an
secasingd Paowan tonament. | don ¥ thik he. andopstood any of the diestins sivos they were v Lophth,  Toc 5o,
Fipou s edusation ondy basted antil I grads ahen ke wns seat 2o work on the froms to cppont "ﬁ*‘ wilhwed mother ard
brothers. Jou never wodd ve known the hardshipe he froed as a ol Greeae fustuse ke never. zéé thove memorics got
the best of bin, 1o Kept i stmite, workip towards a briphter fulare for b ohilirer M;maé&%z’mr /%gh that &
why ke tored aur bripht smites 50 mok, The wiy Ylagia thoks ot you when # Yuaph iy the “"’4‘9“ ho wonll ve fuoked at
you- with wller hagpivess.  They bwed to see Uheie graxdohibiven happy sivoe thein awn ohilihond was spent duving the
geare o the dprecsing it Cresce, o bnew that beotuse of b hard wark] vaoh possrativi fllouig hin wonld bo.
rowe progperous, 1 his hardworkig B Pipm orated @ bopasy of dedliation and dgppivess for b fanily, and we thank
hin for /¥ everydy.

(i sarry that you never got to meet hin but ([ Krow he wonld fave foved every part of gou, Gou and ke share
that specicl Greck tomper. ( see it sounsip throagh Dod and o We don ¢ tatl aboat Fopox much because you e gourp
ard don ¢ reatlly wnderstond, But m’myé the years you & toarn dbont Ppou s lipaoy and the man he was, ( ope this
better hebpe you come to oherich Fapon as msh as { know ke wodl kave fwed gou,

Love abways,
Aboscanda
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Dear Michael

By Edna Guerrasio

It was cleven o’clock at night, I was already on my third lap, and I had nothing. I could not think
of one single reason why I had turned him down, blatantly crushed his ego. Out loud I had chalked it up
to “how important our friendship was” or “how I wasn’t ready for a new relationship,” but I knew that
neither of these excuses were the truth. I continued to walk over the slippery planks of the wooden deck.
Tcould feel the mist of the ocean brushing up against my face every time a wave crashed into the side of
the boat. I was wearing my new navy blue dress. My mother claimed that it was the “perfect outfit for an
evening on the ocean.” The wind began to pick-up and my skin felt the chill of the Mediterranean Sea. I
draped the matching navy blue sweater over my shoulders and I could still smell the rosemary chicken 1
had picked at during dinner.

I completed the first mile of my journey, four laps and no destination. I knew why I was there, 1
even had a picture to remind myself. It was his high school picture, the one that would go in the yearbook
at the end of the semester. He was wearing a navy blue vest - it certainly wasn’t my favorite. It reminded
me of elementary school when all the boys would come to class in outfits that their mothers had laid out
for them the night before. The vest was very prim and proper, very unlike Michael. In the photograph he
had a solemn look upon_his face, qu_ite the opposite from the warmth of his usual smile. His skin was
slightly tanned from the heat of the summer and no matter which way I held the photograph it seemed as
though his eyes would never quite look straight into mine. I was searching for one reason, one reason
why 1 hadn’t let myself indulge in his smile, in his invitations or even Jjust the sweet soft spoken words he
would send me off to sleep with each night: “Sweet Dreams, I'll see you tomorrow in English.”

I didn’t see Michael at all that summer. As I waved goodbye to the sandy beaches of Barcelona,
heading towards Marseille, France, the next port-of-call listed on our cruise itinerary, Michael was
listlessly laying on the beaches of the Jersey shore; him, his family and his new girlfriend.

Over the course of two week excursion, T found that I liked to walk the decks of the ship at night.
It was a time when I truly felt that I was all by myself. The coid gusts of air that seemed to chase the
other guests away bolted my feet to the wooden planks, forcing me to pause for a moment before
completing another lap. As I wandered though the mess of lawn chairs and scattered bar stools I stopped
every so often to peer over the railing of the deck; my hands firmly grasping the slick wooden ledge as
my feet tried to balance on the tips of my toes. The eyes of a little girl would follow the crashing waves,
looking for the point where the sky touched the ocean. But I could never find it. I looked down at the

picture that was molded to the cup of my hand. The thoughts in my head rang clear with the sound of his
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voice. “Come to my wrestling match tonight. One of the seniors is throwing « party afterwards... it
should be a lot of fun. I promise you will have a good time.”

I tried to think of why I had resisted his numerous offers and gentleman-like attermnpts of courtship.
It didn’t matter, I would realize; he now had a girlfriend. Someone had accepted his invitation, taken hold
of his hand, and I should have been happy for him. Any real friend would have been. And he was my
friend — he was a great friend. My body shuddered. Tt was cold.

I remember the very first day I met Michael. It was sophomore year English class. I didn’t know
very many people in the room, so the unfamiliarity of his face just seemed to blend with all the rest. I
remember though, that he had a very distinct smile. It lit-up his entire face and, for a moment, hid the
small scar above his right upper lip. He was wearing an Indian Hills Wrestling Team sweatshirt that hung
from his limbs and did very little to hide the gaunt body beneath it.

Michael soon proved himself to be a very outgoing character. When the teacher would ask a
question about the reading that obviously none of us had gotten to, Michael’s voice, without hesitation,

would be the one to break the awkward silence. He always had some joke or sarcastic remark hiding up

his sleeve. Although the teacher didn’t like his antics, or the tendency that he had to interrupt her lessons,

the smile that she could never seem to hide showed that she appreciated his humor.

I could tell that it was‘ getting late. The couple that I passed on several of my rounds had left the
portion of railing they were pressed up against for quite some time, I stopped and sat down on one of the
many benches that lined the interior of the deck, I was in Spain, one of the most beautiful countries in the
world, thousands of miles away from home, and the_:-:c_)nly-_ tiji_ing;l could think of was Michael and the non-
existent relationship we had been trymg o deﬁnafor th@ l 08 E_.Iyt:'tlr.

As T leaned against the cold metal bats of the b‘m‘“h I looked down at the curled up photograph,

u‘;l_-'-.clqmi ';mny times before. “Our phone calls are the

asleep. His phone calls weré':_:sqméfh_. | @ame to.rely upon, depend upon, something that I thought
would never change. L - . _ |

That’s when it hit me. Irealized that I had always thought Michael would be there to look-out for
me, and carry me home at night when some other boy left me standing out side my doorstep alone.
Somehow I had expected that he would always be just standing there, in the shadow of my thoughts,
waiting to rescue me when I needed help or a shoulder to lean on. He had been a constant source of
warmth and comfort that I continually took for granted. And now, he was no longer there. He was no
longer on the other end of the telephone line waiting for me to respond to one of his sarcastic remarks.

Michael now offered his comforting words and quiet gestures to someone else; someone who had
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ad- o _h.;"li.ght ay I waited to talk to Michael before falling:




embraced the offer I left sitting on the table. I realized that I kept saying “No” to Michael and ignoring
his attempts because I thought he would always be there waiting for me to accept when I was ready, when
all of the other options had disappeared. Foolishly, selfishly, I thought that I had the only smile strong
enough to warm his heart,

My hands became fidgety, they began to forcefully tap on the metal bars of the bench. I couidn’t
sit still any longer. I stood up, my mind wandering through a myriad of thoughts and emotions, my feet
instinctively following. I didn’t know what to do. Should I confess to Michael and tell him how selfish
and naive I had been or should I respect the fact that he now has a girlfriend and keep my thoughts to
myself? For the first time in my life I felt alone. I was lost, scared and unable to turn to the one person I
needed mnost, the one I had taken for granted so many times before. I would have given anything at that
moment to have been able to pick up the telephone and hear Michael’s voice on the other end. I began
my laps around the deck once again. My mind was running in circles. I could feel the blood pumping
through my veins, clenching my hands in fists. Y had to do something. 1 couldn’t wait until I got home. I
had to dispense the raw emotions that were taking over my thoughts. I ran back to my room.

I silently cracked open the door, trying not to let the energy of my thoughts and emotions stir my
sister from her sleep. I quietly picked up the pad of paper on the dresser and the complimentary pen the
cruise line had supplied with it. 1 opened the sliding door leading to our balcony zmd once again looked
over the railing at the waves crashing against one another. For a momcnt I hstened to the silence of the
sea. I sat down in the cold rod iron lawn chair, pen 1o paper. _My thoughts were waiting to purge
themselves on the clean white sheet that read: “Royal Caubbean, Let Us ‘Plan’' a Vacation Getaway for

You” across the top line.

Dear Michael...] had nowhere to- go The nervous ache that twisted my stomach in knots
traveled to my fingertips and tried to relieve itself through the capsule of ink that rested between my
fingertips. Ihad all of these thoughts and emotions anxiously stirring in my mind, waiting for a brilliant
introduction to release them - but there was none. There was no briiliant introduction, and no screaming
cmotions. There was just me. The jumble of thoughts, words and phrases parading through my mind
came out in the same, youthful tone I had aiways known. At that moment I knew that it wasn’t going to
be a heart wrenching letter, causing overdramatic cries of love A"o'r joy. It was just going to be me, at that
very moment, using the only voice I had ever known. Now, when I look back at the attempt I made to
express the mess of emotions that were pulsating through my entire body, the words seem trite and silly —
characteristic of a high school teenage girl who is experiencing love for the first time. But at that moment

those were the words I had to write. They were the only form of release that I knew, and so I began.

Dear Michael, 8/16/99

Hey what’s up? It's me. Right now 1 am on the cruise ship and we are
sailing from Spain to France. So far the ship has made two stops, cne in
Palma Majorca and the other in Barcelona. Although both of these cvitles were
beautiful, my favorite city has been Barcelona. We sgpent two days there
before sailing to France. In Barcelona there is one main street called Las
Ramblas. The street is divided by a market. There they sell all sorts of
things like birds, paintings, flowers, drawings, crafts eke. Aleng the sides
of the market, every so often you find people acting like statues. They
paint their whole body one color, put on a costume and then stand on a podium
being as still as posgible. Then when someone gives them money they change
positions. Honest to god, they really do look like stabues. I didn't even
know that they were real people until I saw one of them move. People also
dance and put on shows and crowds gather around to wat.ah . It's actually
really cool. Las Rambalas was definitely one of my faverite parts of the
trip so far. I don't know how many time I must have walked up and down that
street just looking at all the different things being sold, and watching all
the artists paint pilctures.

Anyway, I definitely c¢an't complain about being on the crulise. The
boat is really nice and there is always something to do. In Barcelona, the
sun doesn't set until 9:30, so no one really goes out until il. The club I
went to last night J&idn't start until 12:30! people definitely stay out
until all hours of night on the cruise ship. Whether they are dancing,
drinking, gambling, or Jjust talking, everyone stays. up late do%ng
something. Tomorrow the boat is docking in France. Although T love seeing

‘new cities, my favorite times are spent either laying in theisun by the pool,

sitting on the deck cutside my roow or walking around the top deck late at
night. Actually, walking around the top deck late at night has to definitely
be my favorite. Even though it gets pretty windy up- thare, you know me, Miss
anti-social, I love being by myself just walk.l.ng.' mwmunﬁl. - It gives me a
chance to think about anything and @verythlng. T £ %L"lLk@ I have been doing
a lot of thirking lately. B ;

I have about another 8 daym t:he:m -.it:zzs:_ bag

't@-g@md old New Jersey and

teanis tryouts' (Sarcasm

pick up on things l:,ke_-:t:hat: Wellky X vy :

shore with your paren nielley 1ge __1.-wi,Ll have plenty of crazy

shore stories’ - & o U yeu get back.
Look at tha T wrote you. I am even

:Qﬁa’é"':""*i" you expected a letter from

. Now:yeu also went away, so don't
think that I expect any les h@ﬂ 1 g@t home there better be a letter
waiting for me (no sarcasm), I love the eruise and Spain is beautiful but I
must admit I do miss our phonea c:al,LsA. 111 talk to you when I get home on
Monday or Tuesday.

going to put a post  car
me because I went away an

Edna

I returned home; a week later. On the plane I promised myself a thousand times that I would wait
to call Michael. T wanted to settle in, unpack, relax and gather my thoughts. But as soon as my foot hit
the doorway of our old, colonial style home, I made a straight B-Line for the telephone. I sat on my bed
nervously anticipating the call I was about to make. Maybe he didn’t get the letter. Maybe I was
worrying over nothing. My hand slowly reached down, my fingers trembling as they instinctively
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touched upon the numbers in succession. 3-3-7-0-1-6-8. My heart was thumping loudly inside my chest.
The blood rushing to my head forced an airy, faint feeling to take over my body. I wanted to hang up. 1
wished I had never sent that letter. And then just as I began contemplating the humility that could be
caused by my actions, a voice on the other end of the line interrupted. “Hello.” My heart slowly eased
itself out of the nook it had created in the pit of my throat. The voice that I had been anticipating in my
head for the last 7 days, had finally responded. My mind was at ease and life entered back into the realm
of reality. |

“How have you been? How was the m’ﬁ? i

“Good. It was a lot of fun. I saw a lot of reaily cool places and it was good to spend time with
my family, but I am happy to be home.”

“Me too.”

Michael and I talked on the phone for the rest of the evening, and then into the early': Iii}lii‘é of the

next morning. A total of 12 hours with no breaks, no interruptions - just a 16 yaar Qld'ﬁ'wrestler"

trying to make sense of a teenage girl’s heart. Looking back that phone call is p 1) -o_gi_'e of

the most valuable memories I have. Sitting on my bed, waiting to make that call,
that I had made a fool of myself, putting myself out there for someone who"ngh
have turned me away. But he didn’t. | |

The next day Michael broke up with his girlfriend. All of his friends at school to
crazy — that I would break up with him as soon as the next guy that sparked my intéfr:égs .:B:ut
Michael and I both knew there was more than just a high schooi crush between us, )

Now, five years later, Michael still has that letter. It sits in a small box next: soard of

his bed. Every so often, when we want to have a good laugh, or take a stroll down _

out the faded pieces of paper and reads them to me. We laugh at how trivial ._Em |
sound — because we know how the story ends: boy likes girl. girl likes boy. boy an

For one human {iemg to fove another; that is perﬁcya.s the most
difficult of all our tasks, the ultimate, the last test and proof, the
work for which all other work is but preparation.
~Rainer Maria Rilke~

~and the marching sem.tmets of" the

Tonight
BY Bryce Baschuh

The clear, cloudless night
Bright with the woon’s
pale luminescence

We conguer footpaths,
brooks and trees

we are the bare feet

that walke the soft waving carpet
slipping gently

across the marble grains

We ety out our joyful songs
and shrug off
the sad wisdom. of the oaks

we swim naked
in the gregarious tides
embracing cool comfort
in the awcbewt souL

The pug m,aci,ou's bmsh
the long sweeping arms of

dunes
Al pause

A spell so stmple
A Riss

A spinining eternity of endless release
we close our eyes and dance
Spinning on a cloud

where only stone-set names sleep
we'll dawnce in an endiess midnight
of hope's conception

Love, I'lL dance with Yo awgtr,me
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The Long Walk
BY Gqwen Hopkins

On the aptly named Long walk,

a path well tvod,
{ watch swowy blankets
tuck in the quad.

People-watching
o the ng,

 size up

the passersby.

Rushing to class,

or to friends, or to eat,
or to anywhere that has
walls, roof, and heat,

unbelknownst

to me and the rest,

each harbors hopes

n the heart tn thetr chest:

beating for colors

and shapes of dreams -
but nowne of these hearts
beats for me, it seems.
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