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Articles 



Zombies: To Kill or Not to Kill 

Jazmine Alfahoum 

Jazmine Alfahoum created this paper in the speculative fictional manner of tales like World War 
Z and others. The imaginative "scientific" understanding of those we call "zombies" is treated 
with a pseudo-research paper approach.  This paper was nominated by Professor Brad Stiles. 

Living Dead, Walkers, The Undead, Zombies:  no matter what the name is, these words bring a 
vivid image to mind. Slow moving monsters with discolored skin and gruesome wounds are 
what I picture when I hear those words. With the zombie genre being so big today, there are 
many types of zombies to choose from. The popular slow moving, disoriented, impulsive 
zombie is the one I am going to focus on today. This type of zombie is common in shows and 
movies like The Walking Dead and Land of The Dead.  The zombies in both of these can be 
killed one way and one way only: destroy the brain. Ever wondered why that is the only way to 
kill a zombie? Maybe it is because they aren’t exactly dead at all, but their brains are just 
misfiring, causing them to become flesh-eating monsters. With this new discovery, it would be 
inhumane to kill a zombie for any reason other than self-defense. 

The modern day zombie was born in 1968 to writer and director George A. Romero. Since then 
his living dead have morphed into a phenomenon.  The word zombie is known worldwide and 
either brings on a sense of fear or excitement. With saying like “Keep Calm and Kill Zombies” it’s 
easy to see that there is a sense of excitement circling the subject. Picture a real apocalypse, 
with real monsters attacking. The excitement would easily be replaced with adrenaline and 
fear--fear for ourselves and the people we care about, fear for what the world is about to 
become. When people are scared they act first and think later.  Mob mentality sets in and they 
start to do what others around them are doing. In this situation that would save the lives of the 
uninfected, if they are killing for their own safety. 

Dr. Steven C. Schlozman is an assistant professor of psychiatry at Harvard Medical School; he 
discovered that a zombie’s brain is the cause of the odd behavior. Their neurobiology is so 
severely damaged that it is causing them to crave human flesh. Dr. Schlozman calls this zombie 
plague Ataxic Neurodegenerative Satiety Deficiency Syndrome, or ANSD. According to 
Schlozman, ANSD affects the following sections of the brain: the frontal lobe, the amygdala and 
anterior cingulate cortex, the cerebellum and the basal ganglia, the ventromedial 
hypothalamus, and the neurons. 
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The part of the brain that is involved with "executive functioning,” enabling us to think carefully 
and solve problems in an abstract way, is the frontal lobe. Unfortunately, there's not much going 
on there if someone has the misfortune of being afflicted with living deadness. But we do know 
that zombies can see us and sense us. Schlozman concludes that zombies possess just enough 
frontal lobe activity to "listen" to the thalamus, through which sensory input is processed. But 
the frontal lobe function most relevant to understanding zombie behavior is the control of 
"impulsivity.” Without a functioning frontal lobe, a zombie is driven entirely by base emotions - 
such as rage - that are housed in the primitive parts of our brain, notably the amygdala. The 
balance is maintained by the anterior cingulate cortex, which modulates and dampens the 
excitability of the amygdala as it talks to the frontal lobe. So, when the amygdala gets all stirred 
up by fear, anger or lust, the anterior cingulate cortex steps on it a little bit, giving the frontal 
lobe time to think everything through before it sends signals toward the motor cortex and we 
act upon those impulses. A zombie would have a dysfunctional anterior cingulate cortex, 
rendering it unable to modulate feelings of anger. This would result in hyper-aggression. 

 Science may once and for all settle the debate over whether "the infected" in 28 Days Later 
could be classified as zombies. Schlozman says "no," observing that "the infected" possess 
"some sort of higher cortical function going on that allows them to hunt humans." Moreover, the 
fake zombies in I am Legend exhibit fluidity of motion. They can run, jump, climb and quickly 
change direction, all things a Romero zombie is incapable of performing. Zombies suffer from 
cerebellar and basal ganglia dysfunction. Those are the parts of the brain that make fluidity of 
motion possible. The basal ganglia helps with coordinated movement and the cerebellum 
helps with balance. In fact, the National Institutes of Health has done research on cerebellar 
degeneration (such as ataxia), when compared the symptoms match the familiar gait of the 
living dead: "a wide-legged, unsteady, lurching walk, usually accompanied by a back and forth 
tremor in the trunk of the body…" 

This is recent, cutting-edge research in the field of neuroscience. Schlozman describes mirror 
neuron theory as a "neurobiological model for empathy, which suggests, in a very hopeful way, 
that we might be wired to connect with one another." Regions of the brain are recruited in 
response to social interactions in which we watch and thus experience the experiences of the 
"other." But, Schlozman asks, what if the things we're fighting have brains that are incapable of 
connecting? In response, we disconnect from each other. A veteran of the Battle of Yonkers in 
the book World War Z says: "Shock and Awe! But what if the enemy can't be shocked and 
awed? Not just won't, but biologically can't?" At the Battle of Yonkers, the humans hit the 
zombie horde with everything they've got. But the zombies keep coming. They don't look 
scared, they don't look excited, and they don't look enraged. And that actually freaks out the 
humans more than anything else, prompting the humans to turn on each other. Schlozman 
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suggests that mirror neurons also help explain the popularity of the zombie genre among the 
living. While watching these movies, "we like the permission to look at these things that look 
human - but aren't human - and have utter and complete permission to blow their heads off." In 
other words, we get off on the thrill of guiltless violence; we enjoy a brief vacation from 
empathy. 

This temporary loss of empathy is what is concerning. In the 2004 remake of Dawn of the Dead, 
the living are trapped inside a mall due to the hordes of zombies surrounding the building. 
When they get bored they go up to the roof top and proceed to kill zombies for entertainment. 
These people have zero regard for the lives they have just ended. Had it been someone they 
knew personally, then it may have been a much different scene. Self-defense laws in the United 
States, vary from state to state. The general rule makes an important distinction between the use 
of non-deadly and deadly force. A person may use non-deadly force to prevent imminent injury. 
However, a person may not use deadly force unless that person is in reasonable fear of serious 
injury or death. Some states also include a duty to retreat, when deadly force may only be used 
if the person is unable to safely retreat. Sitting on a roof shooting at something that isn’t actively 
doing anything doesn’t qualify as self-defense in the United States.  These laws are put in place 
to protect and prevent mistakes and accidentally deaths from taking place. 

Killing a human with ANDS for any reason other than self-defense is just inhumane. We have 
laws in this country set up to protect the innocent. These people did not choose to be infected. 
They had lives filled with friends and loved ones that were stolen from them. Killing anyone out 
of boredom or excitement is murder no matter how we paint it. Despite the lack of authority to 
enforce laws during these crises, our ethics, morals, and values are still with us. Acting out of 
instinct may be great when danger is present, but when safe it is not ok to turn off our humanity 
and check out. Because when things get better, we will regret every time we pulled the trigger 
or killed an innocent. 

10



Works Cited 

Dawn of the Dead. Dir. Zack Snyder. Strike Entertainment, 2004. DVD 

I Am Legend. Dir. Francis Lawrence. Warner Bros, 2007. DVD 

NINDS Cerebellar Degeneration Information Page. Office of Communications and Public  
Liaison National Institute of Neurological Disorders and Stroke National Institutes of Health, 
May. 2010. Web  

Schlozman, Steven. The Zombie Autopsies: Secret Notebooks from the Apocalypse. New York 
City: Grand Central Publishing, 2012. Print. 

Brooks, Max. World War Z. London: Duckworth, 2007. Print. 

11



The Right to Choose Physician-Assisted Suicide 
Evelyn Hernandez 

This paper was nominated by Professor Brad Stiles. 

Every day, in the United States, Americans are exposed to society’s arguments concerning 
issues about our right to make our own choices in life changing decisions. We often hear about 
gay marriage rights, abortion rights, and even the right for equality for minorities, but rarely 
does physician-assisted suicide get a voice. Not because it isn’t happening, but because death 
is often viewed as a taboo subject and becomes even more so if it is the matter of death by 
suicide. Although physician-assisted suicide isn’t as popular as some of the other rights 
movements we hear about, it is still surrounded by much debate, because it enables a 
terminally ill person to take their own life with the help of a physician. As stated on the website, 
Medterms.com, Physician-Assisted suicide or PAS by definition is the voluntary termination of 
one’s own life by administration of a lethal substance with the direct or indirect assistance of a 
physician by providing a competent patient with a prescription for medication for the patient to 
use with the primary intention of ending his or her own life. Many would argue against 
legalizing it because so often it is viewed as immoral, unethical and anti-religious. On the other 
hand, if a person is experiencing extreme pain and suffering, it should be the person’s right to 
decide to end their life in what they believe to be a humane and dignified manner. In this day 
and age we have an advanced healthcare system and people who are terminally ill have access 
to options such as hospice and palliative care to aid in reducing the pain and suffering of their 
illness, but there are a select few whose symptoms will not be relieved by these measures and 
should be given the option of PAS. In “Physician-Assisted Death In the United States: Are 
Existing “Last Resorts” Enough?” Timothy E. Quill states, “Despite the state-of the-art palliative 
measures, there will remain a relatively small number of patients whose suffering is insufficiently 
relieved” (17). With that being said, this small number of patients should be able to decide for 
themselves if they have the will to endure their illness’ torment and continue with their life or 
put an end to their suffering. However this option should not be taken lightly and only selected 
after all other resources have failed or been unsuccessful.  

One of the biggest controversies with PAS, is that there is very little data to show why people 
with terminal illnesses want to end their life. Some physicians and researchers believe that 
many, who are expressing their desire to die, are doing so because they are depressed. In the 
commentary, “Desire for Physician-Assisted Suicide: Requests for a Better Death,” James Lavery 
states, “Why do patients want physician-assisted suicide? Surprisingly little in the medical 
literature on such suicide is based on data gathered from patients” (344). There is no data to 
confirm suspicions that terminally ill people are requesting death because they are depressed. 
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Lavery also states, “There are clearly patients who are not depressed who continue to desire 
assisted suicide.” What remains clear is that the request to die with dignity by PAS is not a spur-
of-the-moment decision. Those who contemplate this request, do so with careful thought and 
consideration. More data collection and research would be an important gauge to find out 
where terminally ill people stand on PAS and may offer insight and a better understanding for 
physicians who treat them. This would give terminally ill people the comfort they need to feel 
free to express their desire to die with dignity.  

Although Americans are divided almost equally, as shown in “Physician-Assisted Suicide 
Divides Americans Most, 2011” poll about whether or not PAS is morally or ethically acceptable, 
only 4 of the 50 U.S. states have passed measures that allow terminally ill adults to end their life 
with the help of a physician. The majority of the United States are against legalizing it. In states 
like California, Michigan, and Maine ballot questions to legalize PAS were rejected along with 
Alaska and Florida, who declared there is no state constitutional right to PAS. However in 1994, 
Oregon became the first state to pass a measure called the “Death with Dignity Act” (DWDA), 
that allows terminally ill adults, who have been determined by a physician to be suffering from a 
terminal illness or disease and who have voluntarily expressed their wish to die, request 
medication to end their life in a humane and dignified manner. A study, “Number of DWDA 
(Death with Dignity Act) Prescription Recipients and Deaths, Oregon, 1998-2011,” was done that 
compared the number of DWDA prescription recipient people and the number of deaths that 
occurred in Oregon where PAS is legal. Over the course of the years that DWDA has been 
available, there has been a fairly steady increase with the exception of two years where there 
was a small decrease in the amount of recipients who chose to accept prescription drugs to end 
their life. What the study also showed is that even though life ending medication is being 
requested by the terminally ill, not always is it used. In 2011, 114 people requested a 
prescription to end their life, but only 71 of them actually took the medication. It’s obvious that 
terminally ill people who have this option are only willing to use it if they feel the need has risen 
and their agony is significant enough to end their life.  

The American Medical Association supports the Hippocratic Oath as the code of medical ethics 
and is an expression of ideal conduct for physicians. This oath is one of the oldest binding 
documents in history and contains guidelines that should be followed for those who choose to 
practice medicine. In a portion of the oath, it states that a lethal drug will not be given to anyone 
if asked nor can a physician suggest this idea. Interestingly enough, it also states that no woman 
will be given a pessary (device to administer medication) to cause an abortion and a physician 
will not carry out surgical procedures; two practices of which are performed in our modern 
medicine world.  The antiquity of this oath does not support the medical world of today. There 
have been enormous scientific and medical changes and people have been supported and 
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given rights that had previously been socially unacceptable and deemed unethical; as is the 
case for women seeking abortion, physicians have the right to take the life of their unborn child. 
Although there are many reasons some women abort their children, at times it is done to avoid 
having a child suffer from situations such as poverty, abuse, or a serious genetic disease. In 
essence, there is little difference if a physician assisted with the death of a terminally ill person 
who is suffering.  

Many terminally ill patients ask to leave the hospital setting and go home so that they can be 
comfortable. People in the last stage of their terminal illness have the option of utilizing hospice 
or palliative care to ease their suffering. This care is given to aid in the comfort of the individual 
while he/she transitions through the end stages of their illness or disease, by keeping them 
comfortable and controlling their pain with medication. Although hospice or palliative 
caregivers, respect the patient’s right to PAS, they often do not take part in any of the steps if a 
patient has requested barbiturates to end their life.  According to Courtney S. Cambell and 
Jessica C. Cox, “The vast majority of Oregon hospice programs set programmatic, professional, 
and moral boundaries to their involvement in physician-assisted death” (27). Moreover, if their 
patients are expressing their desire to PAS, they will not handle the issue and inform the 
patient’s primary care physician about their request to end their life. Hospice and palliative care 
can be a good service to the terminally ill if they can provide them with optimal comfort so that 
they may enjoy, as much as possible, their lasts days before death. However, if they’re unable to 
ease the patient’s pain and suffering, they should not try to persuade the individual away from 
choosing PAS. 

Many terminal illnesses or diseases come with symptoms of extreme pain and malady. People 
who are afflicted with such symptoms are given pain medication to try to ease such intense 
discomfort, but often are not relieved from them. The pain can be so severe that one may 
question their will to survive and quality of life. Hence the accuracy in Susan M. Wolf’s essay, 
(“Confronting Physician-Assisted Suicide and Euthanasia: My Father’s Death”) she states: 

 My father’s death forced me to rethink all I had written over two decades opposing    
 legalization of physician-assisted suicide and euthanasia. That should not have surprised   
 me. Years ago when I started working on end-of-life care, he challenged my views on   
 advance directives by insisting that he would want “everything,” even in a persistent    
 vegetative state.  

Wolf’s father was diagnosed with a metastatic head and neck cancer in 2002, and at the start of 
his illness, his view was “spare no effort.” He wanted to live as long as his body and brain would 
allow. As he continued his battle with cancer, his condition began to worsen. He was 
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hospitalized and because of the severity of the pain he had when swallowing, he was given a 
gastrostomy tube (g-tube) to deliver nutrition and hydration. While his body continued to 
deteriorate, he questioned his physician regarding the removal of the g-tube so that he could 
end his suffering, but was lured away from this decision. Although he was lucid and coherent, 
he was not permitted to make an end-of-life decision for himself and the subject was put on the 
“back burner,” so to speak, until sometime later. He again began to ask about the removal of the 
g-tube and looked for support from his family. He made it very clear that he wanted the tube 
removed so he could die. After a prolonged decision, the physician announced to Wolf’s father 
that the tube feeding would be stopped and he would be kept comfortable until his end. Being 
a healthy and well person, we may believe that we would never consider physician-assisted 
suicide; may even call it immoral, but until we are at the other end of that spectrum and 
suffering beyond imagination, it should not be thought of as such.  

As adults it is important to have the freedom to control our own lives and make decisions based 
on our beliefs and values. Terminally ill people are no exception. They too, should have the 
freedom to choose how they would like their lives to end. As most of us do, we find it important 
to remain as independent as possible. When terminally ill people begin to lose their 
independence and rely on others for their basic everyday living needs, they may look at this as 
a form of suffering and long for hastening their death because they desire the ability to control 
how much of a burden they will be to family members and caregivers. Although this may be 
looked at as a form of depression and not so much a suffering, we can’t say for sure how we 
would be affected in the same situation. In Timothy E. Quill’s book, Death and Dignity Making 
Choices and Taking Charge, he states:  

 “If we don’t admit to the possibility of intolerable end-of-life suffering, how are we ever   
 going to explore alternatives that will respond to the real needs of patients who have only  
 death to look forward to? This borders on abandoning those whose need is greatest, and it 
 violates fundamental principles of comfort care for the dying” (24). 

It should not be frowned upon if a terminally ill person requests to die with what they feel is 
humane and dignified. Only they know what they are experiencing with their disease or illness 
and if they cannot get any reprieve from their pain, it should be acceptable to request PAS.  

The bottom line is, the terminally ill are just as much human beings as the next person and want 
to have a say-so in what treatment they will consider necessary to prolong their life, but should 
also be aware of their options to end their life if they feel that life extending measures are no 
longer helpful. By legalizing physician-assisted suicide, this will give the terminally ill the 
choices they deserve so that they may live or die in a humane and dignified manner. They 
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should not be forced to fight a battle of how unethical, immoral or anti-religious it is, but be 
given the right to decide what their best end-of-life result will be.  
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Hydroponic Farming:  Let's Cool Things Down a Bit 
Linsi Gutierrez 

Linsi is a mother of two teenagers and married to her high school sweetheart. She write, "I had 
the absolute luxury of being a stay at home mom for the formative years of my childrens' lives. 
Then one day I realized they did not need me as much and it was time for me to continue my 
education." She is a biology major and this semester is her last here at BC. She is graduating with 
an A.S. in biology and transferring to CSU Bakersfield where she will see where her education 
takes her. This paper was nominated by Professor Wesley Sims. 

Agriculture is always an important part of every society. The survival of a country greatly 
depends on the ability to grow and produce food, and the United States is no exception. 
Agriculture played an important role in the development of America from early on. Prior to the 
1800s, ninety-eight percent of Americans were farmers ("National"). Over the last two centuries, 
that number has dropped to two percent, largely in part to the industrial revolution and 
modernization offering jobs and opportunities for people to move into the cities ("National"). 
There have also been a lot of political factors that have affected the numbers of farmers and 
farms in America. Large corporations bought multiple small family operated farms and turned 
them into massive, sprawling farms, driving some of the remaining family operated farms out of 
business due to their inability to compete with the production levels of the large corporate 
farms. Today, America produces not only enough food to feed its more than three hundred 
million inhabitants but to feed countless others around the world. Production this high requires 
the estimated nine hundred million acres, currently being farmed in America ("U.S."). In addition 
to this large amount of land, many other things go into producing food at such a high level. 
There are the basic farming necessities like fertilizer, seeds, equipment, and water, but there is 
also something that is often not thought about or is totally underestimated: the amount of fuel 
and chemicals used in the agriculture industry. These two items, in conjunction with poor 
farming practices, are adding greatly to the world's detriment by way of adding to the growing 
amount of greenhouse gas that is flooding into the atmosphere and contributing to global 
warming. There is a solution to this problem although it may not be easy to implement. Instead 
of traditional farming, or rather what has become traditional farming, farmers can switch to 
hydroponic farming, which can greatly reduce agriculture’s contribution of greenhouse gas.  

Many scientists believe greenhouse gas emissions are contribution to global warming, and if 
global warming continues, agriculture, and the world, as we know it could be severely affected.  
According to Julian Cribb, author of The Coming Famine: The Global Food Crisis and What We 
Can Do to Avoid it (2010), if the greenhouse gas emissions are not reduced, the whole world 
will suffer dire consequences. If the greenhouse gas emissions are not reduced, then global 
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warming will continue, resulting in climate changes, which will render much of the land 
currently being farmed unusable (Cribb 136). This will result in massive food shortages around 
the world causing not only hunger but the massive relocation of entire populations, which can 
lead to tension and violence. Cribb argues that there will be a global shift in food production in 
which countries of the northern hemisphere will gain more farmland while countries of the 
southern hemisphere will experience the loss of farmland (142). The northern regions will then 
be responsible for providing food for the southern regions, which has been unsuccessful in 
history (142).  

The carbon levels in the air are the biggest concern to scientists currently. Scientists who study 
climate find that if carbon levels in the atmosphere reach four hundred fifty parts per million, as 
opposed to the current three hundred eighty seven parts per million, temperatures are 
expected to rise anywhere from three to four degrees by the year 2050 (Cribb 144). Currently 
the world emits approximately one part per million of carbon every four months, which means 
levels will reach four hundred fifty parts per million by the year 2030 (144). The only way to 
avoid the atmospheric carbon levels reaching this point is to reduce carbon emissions by eighty 
percent (144). A good place to start this reduction is in the agriculture industry.  

Carbon dioxide, CO2, is the most abundant greenhouse gas in the atmosphere, and agriculture 
produces ten percent of all CO2 emissions (Dendooven et al. 232). CO2 accounts for only one 
third of all greenhouse gasses emitted by agriculture (232). One particular, very old, agriculture 
practice is to blame for CO2 emissions: tilling the land. Tilling the land is the process of basically 
breaking up the soil and turning it in order to plant seed. The problem here is that carbon, C, is 
stored in the ground and released into the atmosphere any time the soil is disturbed. The 
carbon which is released into the air can now combine with oxygen, O2, and form carbon 
dioxide, CO2. This was proven in an experiment conducted by L. Dendooven and associates in 
the central Highlands of Mexico. The experiment consisted of monitoring the CO2 emissions 
that were given off by multiple plots of agricultural lands, which had been tilled at varying 
amounts, from no tilling at all, to standard tilling, to excessive tilling. The researchers found that 
the land where the least amount of tilling took place had the lowest amount of CO2 emissions 
and the CO2 emissions increased in accordance with the amount of tilling (Dendooven et al. 
236).  

The other two thirds of greenhouse gas emissions from agriculture are from nitrous oxide, N2O, 
which is also from farming practices (Johnson 4). Much in the same way CO2 is emitted, N2O 
emissions are also caused by tilling, but there are several other practices which contribute to 
the release of N2O into the atmosphere as well. Many of the chemical fertilizers which are being 
used today contain nitrogen (Johnson 4). Nitrogen, much like carbon, can bind to oxygen in the 
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atmosphere to form N2O. Another way N2O is formed is by irrigation, which is obviously a very 
important part of agriculture (Johnson 4). N2O emissions as a result of irrigation happens in two 
ways, the first being erosion exposing the nitrogen in the soil, which is then available to bind 
with oxygen in the atmosphere, forming N2O. The second is when chemical fertilizers are 
carried away by irrigation or rain and the nitrogen within the fertilizer either binds with 
atmospheric oxygen or oxygen from the water that is carrying it away, forming more N2O. 
Avoiding the use of chemical fertilizers all together would greatly reduce the N2O emissions.  

Switching from current agriculture practices to hydroponic farming can reduce the amount of 
CO2 and N2O emissions substantially. Hydroponic farming is a farming technique in which 
“ecosystems that are influenced by humans” are used to produce food from raw materials void 
of soil (Busby). Several different hydroponic farming systems fall under the category of 
hydroponic farming. The Ebb and Flow system is a system in which plants are grown in a 
“growing medium,” which consists of minerals, solutions, or fibers, as well as many other media 
aside from soil (Busby). The medium and plant are placed in a tray which has a nutrient solution 
pumped into and then drained out of at timed intervals; the drained solution is then recycled 
and used again (Busby). An aeroponic system is a system in which the root systems of a plant 
are housed in an aeroponic compartment and gently sprayed with a nutrient spray, and any 
excess spray is then collected and recycled as well (Busby). Seeing as hydroponic farming does 
not involve soil, no CO2 is emitted from tillage. N2O is also not emitted from the use of fertilizer 
because fertilizer is not used in hydroponic farming in the same way it is used in traditional 
farming (Busby). Everything the plant needs is provided in the nutrient solution, including the 
fertilizer (Busby). Since the solution is recycled, runoff does not exist, and the N2O does not find 
its way into the atmosphere. Switching to hydroponic farming can reduce both CO2 and N2O 
emissions, but that leaves the question of if a switch of that magnitude can be done or if it is 
even feasible.  

The question of feasibility in this paper is in reference to whether or not enough food can be 
produced hydroponically to support the United States and if the quality of that food is 
comparable to that of the food which is currently produced using traditional farming practices. 
Hydroponic farming can typically yield more produce per acre than traditional farming 
("Alaska"). This is largely in part to proper management and use of space. Currently, one 
hydroponic operation alone in Alaska is growing enough lettuce to provide for the entire state 
("Alaska"). Chena Hot Springs Resort in Alaska is a greenhouse that operates all year to produce 
baby salad green, herbs and lettuce ("Alaska"). The reason they are able to keep up with the 
demand of such produce is proper use of space ("Alaska"). Not only do they have an Ebb and 
Flow system on the floor of the greenhouse, they also have them mounted on the walls and 
stacked to maximize production ("Alaska"). If produce can be produced year round in Alaska 
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despite the elements, it is perfectly reasonable to say that produce can them be produced 
anywhere. There are many urban farms already up and running, meaning that farming can now 
be done in the middle of a city, resulting in more available farmland. 

As far as the quality of the produce, it is quite comparable with the ability of being superior. 
Plants intake nutrients through their roots as well as other substances that are not necessary to 
the growth and development of the plant (Raviv and Lieth 293). In the book Soilless Culture: 
Theory and Practice (2008), authors Michael Raviv and Johann Lieth argue that “soilless culture 
methods offer unique capabilities to control […] nutrient concentrations in the root zone” (292).  
The fact that the plants grown in hydroponic systems are provided with controlled nutrition 
means that the plants have the nutrients necessary for proper growth and development readily 
available, while the unnecessary substances can be eliminated. With the ability to produce an 
optimal amount of quality produce, it would appear entirely feasible, as far as quality is 
concerned, to switch to hydroponic farming.   

Initiating a change of such massive proportions would be somewhat of an uphill battle with a lot 
of possible objections to consider. The first and probably most prevalent would be the financial 
cost. It does not matter what change is taking place, but with such a sizable change, the cost 
would be astronomical. One way the cost could be offset is through government subsidies, and 
if the switch to hydroponic farming were spread out over twenty years, some of the financial 
pressure could be offset as well. Another objection that may be had is the fact the disease 
among plants spreads much faster through a hydroponic system due to the shared water 
source. With proper care, the spread of disease can be controlled. The last possible problem 
with implementing the switch to hydroponic farming, could be getting the agriculture industry 
on board in the first place. According to Dr. Randall Beeman, PhD Agriculture History, “the idea 
would have to be, not only adopted by the system, but by land grant colleges and various other 
entities, as well as the greater public (Beeman).  Basically, this means the agriculture industry, 
the government, and the public would have to agree to such a change. There are a great deal 
of people who do not believe global warming exists making the switch a very hard sell as far as 
the public is concerned. The farmers also have to be considered; many farmers are farmers 
whose families have been farming for many generations making many of them more than likely 
resistant to change. Dr. Beeman thinks the hardest sell is most likely to agribusinesses 
(Beeman). Some of the larger agriculture based companies could stand to lose substantial 
amounts of money if the switch hydroponic farming was implemented (Beeman). For example, 
less fertilizer is used in hydroponic farming, so it would be unlikely that fertilizer producers 
would jump on board and support the switch. 
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Even though initiating such a change could prove impossible, the fact still stands that 
hydroponic farming could reduce greenhouse gas emissions associated with agriculture. If the 
switch from current agriculture practices to hydroponic farming is not made, the greenhouse 
emissions associated with farming will continue to climb as the need to produce more food 
rises.  
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Good Job, Higgs 
Aeri Kim 

Aeri Kim is a student at Bakersfield College on the pre-Med track in aims of becoming an 
anesthesiologist.  This piece, however, is on the topic of the Higgs Boson discovery.  Aeri has an 
interest in areas across the board. 

The discovery of the Higgs boson particle is an incredible phenomenon that is crucial to every 
single life in this universe, and affects every single life in this universe.  This discovery helps to 
finally “validate the last untested area of the Standard Model’s approach to fundamental 
particles and sources. . .” (Greene), and also proves the existence of the Higgs field.  It would 
explain why some fundamental particles have mass when the symmetries controlling their 
interactions should require them to be massless.   

The Standard model of particle physics, also known as the “theory of almost everything,” as it 
cannot vouch for the gravitational field, is a theory concerning electromagnetic, weak, and 
strong interactions through subatomic particles.  Looking at the history of the Standard Model, 
the reason that Higgs’ theory is regarded as so important is because it is the last piece of the 
jigsaw that enabled physicists to explain the mass of particles (“Why Is the Higgs Discovery So 
Significant?”).  This became known as the Higgs mechanism. 

Mass is a vital and frequently used variable in equations to solve other pecking questions—such 
as to figure out an object’s momentum, gravitational potential energy, moment of inertia, 
sensible and latent heat, mass-energy, and Newton’s 2nd Law.  Nevertheless, one never 
questioned where mass, itself, came from, nor how an object obtained or acquired mass.  The 
Theory of Quantum Electrodynamics (QED) that describes the electromagnetic interaction 
produced nonsense results for the weak interaction that could not be fixed in the same manner, 
and did not even work for the strong interaction (“Why Is the Higgs Discovery So Significant?”).  
Mathematically, these particles, the Higgs bosons, needed to be massless to explain weak 
interactions.  The Yang-Mills theory contains components that could prove how weak 
interactions work, along with the spontaneous symmetry breaking mechanism.  However, this is 
an issue, as physicists know particles cannot be massless.  They cannot be massless because an 
object’s mass is the resistance it offers to having its motion changed (“Why is the Higgs 
Discovery So Significant?”).  This gave rise to the Higgs field.   

The Higgs field was presented by British theoretical physicist and Nobel Prize laureate, Peter 
Ware Higgs, with the imagery of a space filled with an invisible substance that exerts a drag 
force on particles when they accelerate through it.  So, if a push was placed on a particle in 
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order to increase its speed, then—according to Higgs—a drag force would result as a form of 
resistance.  Rightly, this resistance can then be interpreted as a particle’s mass.  Another way to 
depict the Higgs field is to visualize a sea of honey that fills infinite space, moving fundamental 
particles through these waves, and thus endowing them with mass.  Some particles are small 
enough to impede it, but others will interact with it, slowing down in the process—mass.  
Therefore, it is not the Higgs boson that provides mass, it is the slowing down, or the resistance, 
of a particle as it interacts or does not interact with the Higgs field.  Moreover, author Brian 
Greene, of the Smithsonian, states scientists believe the values of the Higgs field are uniform 
around the universe—“Saturn, in the Orion Nebulae, throughout the Andromeda Galaxy and 
everywhere else.”  As gravitational fields and Earth’s magnetic fields differ from parts of the 
universe, the Higgs field is profoundly different.   

Up until just the 1930s, only the electron, photon, and proton were identified as “subatomic 
constituents of the atom” (Braibant, et al.).  Today, there are eleven confirmed elementary, also 
called fundamental, particles—the Higgs being one of them.  These are named elementary, in 
particle physics, because their substructure is unknown—we don’t know if they are made up of 
even more, smaller particles.  Elementary particles are divided into two groups: fermions, 
described by the Fermi-Dirac statistics, and bosons, described by the Bose-Einstein statistics.  

Quarks are mass particles in a category called elementary fermions, and are smaller than 
10-19m.  To get a perspective on how infinitesimally tiny these particles are in size: imagine the 
head of a pin (which, according to a student from the department of physics at the University of 
Illinois at Urbana, can fit approximately five million million hydrogen atoms).  Then, imagine just 
one of those atoms—remember, atoms are smaller than cells.  The atom is made up of three 
components, protons, neutrons, and electrons.  After splitting up a proton into three pieces, the 
quark can be derived.  This is the size of one quark seen in perspective compared to the head 
of a pin.  In Collider Physics, authors Barger and Phillips state quarks cannot be directly 
observed because quarks cannot be isolated singularly.  They are unobservable because they, 
by default, clump together to form groups called hadrons.  The two types of hadrons include 
the mesons (one quark, one antiquark) and baryons (three quarks) (Wu, Hwang). The central 
quarks in a group cannot be separated from their parent hadron, and this is why quarks can 
never be studied or observed any more directly than at a hadron level.  Quarks have several 
inherent properties, including electric charge, mass, color charge and spin. They are also the 
only elementary particles in the Standard Model to experience all four fundamental 
interactions, also known as fundamental forces—these include electromagnetism, gravitation, 
strong interaction, and weak interaction.  Quarks have fractional electric charge values – either 
1⁄3 or 2⁄3 times the elementary charge, depending on flavor. Because e is the electric charge 
carried by 1 proton (not in atomic physics, as e, there, represents electron charge).  And since 
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protons are baryons, it will be either ½e or 1⁄3e  (Munowitz).  For every quark, there is an 
equivalent antiquark, which differs from the quark in the sense that some of its properties have 
equal magnitude but opposite sign. 

Bosons differ most significantly from its colleague, fermions, in that they can occupy the same 
quantum state in space.  Fermions cannot.   Because of this special element, bosons (or gauge 
bosons) are often force carriers, whereas fermions are typically associated with mass.  Another 
extraordinary difference is its spin.  While fermions consist of half-integer spin, bosons carry 
integer spin.  There are five known and tested bosons: photons, which are force carriers of the 
electromagnetic field; W and Z bosons, which are the force carriers behind weak force; gluons, 
which are force carriers that facilitate strong force; and the newly-added Higgs boson.  W and Z 
bosons are among the heaviest elementary particles, with masses of 80.4 GeV and 91.2 GeV, 
respectively (Beringer, et al.).  Like fermions, bosons are able to group together and become 
composite particles.  Composite particles can be a combination of bosons and fermions. 

The detection of the Higgs boson is an inconceivably rare event. To achieve a successful 
collision, to observe the decay of a Higgs boson, the chances are “[1 in] 1 trillion (1012) proton-
proton collisions” (O’Luanaigh).  This is done through the renowned Large Hadron Collider 
located in the northwest suburbs of Geneva, Switzerland.  This enormous discovery was made 
at an enormous facility.  The LHC consists of a ring of superconducting magnets that is 27-
kilometers.  CERN faq LHC: the guide brochure describes the process of how hadrons were 
sped to incredible velocities for hours to successfully accomplish a collision: 

• Hydrogen atoms are taken from a bottle containing hydrogen. We get protons by 
stripping orbiting electrons from hydrogen atoms.  

• Protons are injected into the PS Booster (PSB) at an energy of 50 MeV from Linac2.  

 The booster accelerates them to 1.4 GeV.  The beam is then fed to the Proton Synchrotron   
 (PS) where it is accelerated to 25 GeV.  Protons are then sent to the Super Proton    
 Synchrotron (SPS) where they are accelerated to 450 GeV.  They are finally transferred to   
 theLHC (both clockwise and an anti-clockwise direction, the filling time is 4’20” per LHC   
 ring) where they are accelerated for 20 minutes to their nominal energy of 7 TeV.  Beams   
 will circulate for many hours inside the LHC beam pipes under normal operating    
 conditions. 

The discovery of the Higgs boson was possible only due to the immense amount of high 
energy added to the field, where Higgs bosons are created by the investment of energy by the 
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collision in the Higgs field—exactly what the LHC provides.  The decay of these particles is 
analyzed by detectors where the particles collide.  With this specific experiment for the Higgs, a 
proton-proton collision is conducted.  The impact results in a Higgs boson, but is decayed in an 
instant to more stable particles with higher energy (“Higgs Missing Report”).  If the produced 
Higgs weighs little, for example 120 GeV, it will decay into larger particles with more mass; 
however, if the produced bosons weigh more than expected, for example 160 GeV, it will decay 
into many W bosons.  In a collision, the collision creates temperatures a billion times higher 
than the center of the sun! (The Significance of the Higgs Boson Discovery – Dr. John Ellis). 

The particle recently discovered by the CMS and ATLAS collaborations at CERN is almost 
certainly a Higgs boson, fulfilling a quest that can be traced back to the theories and equations 
from 1964.  The Higgs particle has no spin, zero electric and color charge, is its own antimatter, 
and is CP-even (or abides by CP-symmetry): C for charge conjugation, which transforms a 
particle into its antiparticle; and P for parity, which creates the mirror image of a physical system 
(Henley, et al.).  It is a quantum excitation of one of the four components of the Higgs field, and 
decay in 1.56 x 10-22 s (Asquith).  Its decay creates the Higgs particle, which is fundamentally 
different from what we know now of other particles because they present a new form of matter.  
Greene, from the Smithsonian, writes “[e]arly in the 20th century, physicists realized that 
particles, in addition to their mass and electric charge, have a third defining feature: their spin.”  
Electrons and quarks have the same spin value; photons have a spin twice that of electrons and 
quarks.  But the equations showing the Higgs particle display it should have no spin at all, and 
weigh approximately 125-126 gEV.  So more importantly, this new form of matter displays 
implications for a future towards supersymmetry if it indeed is not the Standard Model Higgs 
boson.  If this discovery is not the Standard Model Higgs, then this creates a field of new 
physics.  Dr. Joe Incandela, from the video “What Now For The Higgs Boson?,” states this will 
lead modern physicists into unfathomable possibilities with additional spacial dimensions and a 
mirror image of the universe (supersymmetry).  

Studying the elementary particles of matter will aid in seeing what the universe would have 
been like in the beginning—to the instant of creation itself, and even see before the creation.  Dr. 
John Ellis states it this way: this is the key to “unlocking the universe” (The Significance of the 
Higgs Boson Discovery – Dr. John Ellis).  A press release from Fermilab also claims this is linked 
to the Big Bang theory because, after the Big Bang, “massless particles and radiation energy 
[was sent] zooming through the universe.  Scientists theorize fractions of a second later, part of 
the radiation energy congealed into the Higgs field.”  Accelerators study particles in detail: 
weak nuclear force, strong nuclear force.  This momentous endeavor to finding the Higgs 
allowed physicists to uncover the fundamental laws of nature, because mass is important.  The 
tested and observed existence of the Higgs gives rise to what gives matter its mass—which was 
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the question that umbrellaed this entire issue: what is mass and where does it come from?  This 
is crucial to the everyday lives of every single person in the universe.  If an electron, a fermion, 
did not have mass, it could not bind to a proton, and ergo no atom.  No atom, matter, nor any of 
the stars could exist—chemistry would not exist.  It would be a world where electrons are 
whizzing off to infinity (escaping at the speed of light).  Without the Higgs boson, weak 
interactions—a fundamental interaction for radioactivity—would not be weak.  If weak 
interactions were not weak, every single thing would be radioactive, and life would be 
impossible.   

With continuous update from CERN (Conseil Europeen pour la Recherche Nucleaire) via 
meetings and conferences throughout the world, the interactions and characteristics of the 
Higgs boson particle are constantly being observed and tested.  Even up until March 14 of this 
year, ATLAS (A Toroidal LHC Apparatus) and CMS (Compact Muon Solenoid)—two enormous 
detectors affiliated with the LHC—presented “preliminary new results that further elucidate the 
particle discovered last year.  Having analysed two and half more times more data than was 
available for the discovery announcement in July. . .” (O’Luanaigh).  The data shows further 
evidence this is a Higgs boson, but it still remains an open question regarding whether or not it 
is the Standard Model Higgs. 

Despite all of this research, fame, and excitement flourishing throughout the world about this 
new discovery, the average citizen would lack knowledge of this event.  Despite the 
confirmation of crucial ideas and equations, many physicists and mathematicians let the 
mystery of what mass, itself, is slip by.  And despite the ubiquity of this Higgs field, no one can 
visually see touch it.  With a lot of blindness regarding this momentous occasion, there is hope 
that now more awareness can be spread.  The Higgs boson particle accompanies the Higgs 
field and creates an invisible omnipresence that allows matter to acquire mass.  Without mass, 
the mathematical equations that hold the laws of physics would break, the Standard Model 
would have more defects, and life could not exist.  This milestone discovery validates the 
existence of the Higgs field, the resolution to the mystery of mass with the Higgs mechanism, 
and without it, you and I would cease to exist. 
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Code for the Masses 
Lucas Michaelson 

Lucas is currently in pursuit of an engineering degree with ambitions to attend CalPoly 
University.  In his free time, Lucas enjoys building computers and informing others of their 
potential for the aid in one's cognitive development.  This interest has led him to write a paper 
stressing the need of implementing a computer science pedagogy into primary and secondary 
education. 

Engineers, programmers, and dreamers continue to uphold Moore's law with each and every 
technological advancement. That is computational devices such as phones, tablets, and 
personal computers increase in computational power two fold approximately every 18 months. 
Society has also contributed by quickly adopting new devices that flood the consumer market 
month after month. This symbiotic relationship is largely due to technology being designed to 
be user friendly. However, the general use case for technology is still approached with a 
consumption mindset. This has, unfortunately, led to facilitating individuals’ ability to look up 
answers rather than find them analytically. Thus it becomes imperative that as a society we 
consider the implementation of a computer science pedagogy, emphasizing the logic that 
allows computers to operate, into the primary and secondary education system. This will create 
a synergistic environment among individuals, hardware, and code. 

As society continues down the high-tech highway, it is not uncommon to witness children out 
maneuvering their parents on the latest smartphone or tablet. I have heard countless stories of 
children, as young as age three, getting ahold of an iPhone and calling their grandparents. Such 
technological devices have become corner stones in many people’s lives as well as being used 
as toys for children. In some instances it is disconcerting when a parent uses a tablet with a 
service such as Netflix as a babysitter. However, on the other end of the spectrum interactive 
toys such as LeapFrog’s LeapPad, a child friendly tablet, comes loaded with over 800 
applications. This device gives children access to science and mathematics based games, 
books, and even provides a platform for children to express their creativity. This supports the 
notion that technology, when used appropriately, can create an enriching environment for 
children and adults. 

Conversely, there are those who believe otherwise. Clifford Stoll, a Berkley astronomer and 
MSNBC commentator, has been very vocal about why computers do not belong in the 
classroom. Stoll, who has programmed computers for over 40 years, explains his concerns in his 
book HighTech Heretic. In the introduction he writes, “[A] bad school won’t be much improved 
by even the fastest internet links. [And] a good teacher can handle her subject without any 
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multimedia support” (XIV). He further points out that by adding computers into the classroom 
the “ecology” changes significantly. As a result, the computer becomes a primary distraction 
rather than a suitable teaching aid (66). At first glance such arguments appear reasonable and 
to a certain extent should definitely be taken into consideration. Unfortunately, Stoll has failed 
to understand the difference between simply using a computer versus learning and applying 
the theories that are used to create such intricate and complex devices. 

Keeping computers and, more importantly, computer science pedagogy out of the classroom, 
would only deprive students of the necessary tools needed to thrive in our technologically 
advancing society. According to the article “The Kindergarten Coders,” written by Michael Reilly, 
the unanimous consensus among computer researchers is that the newer generations of 
children are being introduced to various technological devices at an increasingly early age. 
Because of this, it becomes imperative for the educational system to facilitate new courses that 
will properly educate these children for a future that will continue to heavily rely on computers. 

 Reilly’s article also provides evidence children as young as four years old are capable of 
learning a graphics based coding language aptly named Scratch Junior. Reilly further explains 
that the program presents complex computer programing skills such as parallel processing, 
sequencing, control flow, and organization concepts to children before they are able to read or 
write. According to Scratch Jr. cofounder Marina Ber, “Being able to think like this can help 
children with more than just computing; math, science, even learning to write, all require 
children to be able to organize their thoughts into the best order” (qtd. in Reilly). Based on the 
children’s remarkable progress in understanding the concept of following a sequence of logical 
events, the British Department for Education will be implementing rudimentary programming 
guidelines for their National Curriculum, which will take effect by 2014. Such efforts in the 
United States, however, are not on par with other countries’ educational standards. The federal 
government has yet to recognize computer science as an important core subject and provides 
very little funding. 

Such a lack of support from our own government may be due largely to the misunderstanding 
of what computer science actually is. Boston University’s Department of Computer Science 
eloquently explains how the course provides an understanding of the systematic processes of 
how information is created, stored, manipulated and “whether such information is encoded in 
bits and bytes in a computer memory or transcribed in genes and protein structures in a human 
cell.” Due to the complexity of the material, computer science often diverges into neighboring 
disciplines such as mathematics. Boston University further clarifies what the course entails by 
writing, “The solution of many computer science problems may not even require the use of 
computers—just pencil and paper. As a matter of fact, problems in computer science have been 
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tackled decades before computers were even built.” The true nature of computer science 
courses offers much more than what it is given credit for. 

Those who oppose the implementation of computer science pedagogy, as with Stoll, fear that 
students will spend an inordinate amount of time in front of a computer screen. However, there 
are entire websites geared towards teaching computational theory without the use of a 
computer. For example, CSunplugged.org is one such website that offers teachers and parents 
“free learning activities that teach Computer Science through engaging games and puzzles that 
use cards, string, crayons and lots of running around.” Children are taught foundational 
concepts such as algorithms, binary numbers, and how data can be compressed without the 
encumbrance of sitting in front of a computer. 

There have also been professionals who have dedicated their careers to studying the efficacy of 
implementing computer science courses during a child’s developmental years. David Shaffer, 
who has over a decade of research in education practices, technology, and game science, is 
among the many individuals who advocate such an implementation. Shaffer explains how 
students can be taught to think like engineers, journalists, and lawyers with the use of 
computers as well as video games. His book How Computer Games Help Children Learn 
provides great insight into the importance and efficacy of integrating computers into secondary 
schools. Shaffer writes, “[B]eing literate in the digital age is not about reading and writing but 
about solving problems using simulations. Not learning to do things a computer can do for you 
but learning to use a computer to do the things neither I nor you could do alone” (65). It is 
imperative to understand computer science is not about sitting in front of a computer; it is 
about cultivating analytical and critical thinking skills as early as possible. 

Computer science can offer much more than the current math and science curriculum alone. 
Mathematics as it currently stands is a collection of theorems, algorithms, and principles that 
allow individuals to explain how the world operates. It is widely acknowledged that being well 
versed in mathematics often strengthens analytical and problem solving skills. Unfortunately, 
mathematics is often taught in a mundane way and rarely allows for students to exercise their 
imaginations. Science curriculum also falls into the area of observing and proving our physical 
surroundings. Students are frequently taught to repeat experiments in order to grasp complex 
concepts rather than focusing on proposing their own theories. However, computer science 
allows individuals to create worlds, programs, and bring to life ideas that are not restricted by 
the laws of physics. In other words it is a virtual sandbox that allows users to let their 
imagination run free and to create until their heart’s content.  
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Furthermore, computer science focuses on scientific theory and practical approaches of 
computation and its interconnectedness to other disciplines. Irene Lee, author of Computer 
Science K-8: Building a Strong Foundation, explains the importance of implementing computer 
science into the K-8 grade core curriculum and how it can be taught in an appealing way. She 
also brings to light how teaching computer science early in children’s education gives them an 
advantage in their future careers and brings awareness to the global ethical impacts of 
technology. Lee further explains how K-8 students are not aware that technological devices, 
such as computers, laptops, and smartphones can also be used to cultivate creativity and 
innovation. It is imperative that children learn the necessary skills to fully utilize technology to 
tap into their inventiveness in order to further advance said technology (11). 

 Computational theory will also teach children how to properly construct a logical statement. 
This is an essential concept that needs to be understood in order to create functional computer 
programs. This concept is also one that all too often gets the best of even the most intellectual 
of people. Exposing children to logical statements and how to approach problems 
systematically is a skill that can and should be utilized in one’s personal life, education, and 
career. Teaching children the intricacies contained within computer science will give them the 
necessary tools to tackle even the most complex problems that neither science nor 
mathematics alone will be able to answer.  

Integrating computer science nationally will undoubtedly be challenging. Leah Hoffmann, an 
established science and technology writer for the Communications of the ACM, brings to light 
the shortage of qualified computer science teachers at the secondary education level. In her 
article Computer Science and the Three R’s Hoffmann states that “many teachers have had no 
formal training in computer science, coming instead from domains like math, business, and 
physics” (18). However, this is a much needed problem in order to create a competitive job 
market within the education system. As more emphasis is placed on teaching computer 
science, the demand for new teachers will also rise. Current and future teachers are not alone in 
this endeavor either: The National Science Foundation has created a program that aims to 
educate over 10,000 computer science teachers (19).  

Teaching computer science in secondary schools will likely yield a higher number of students 
who will more likely choose to pursue it as a major in college. This will only become increasingly 
essential as society continues to rely upon technology. Stanford University lecturer Elizabeth 
Stark  explains the dire economic global impact of the United Sates if computer science is not 
implemented into children’s education as early as possible in her article “Commentary: U.S. Kids 
Need Computer-Science Education.” Stark writes, “By 2018, there will be nearly three times as 
many job openings requiring computer science knowledge than qualified applicants. 
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[L]earning computer science can teach problem solving skills, new ways of breaking down 
complex scenarios, and a means to build something tangible in our software-driven age.” If 
there are more individuals within the United States to fill the demand in computer science 
related fields, then the nation will need to rely less on other countries to fulfill our needs. The 
United States will no longer need to outsource technologically driven jobs. As a result the 
nation’s economy will feed back into itself and possibly from other countries around the world 
as well. 

It is truly disheartening to realize the current core educational standards for California have not 
changed since 1960. Since then the United States has sent astronauts to the moon, personal 
computers have found a place in our homes, and Apple revolutionized the mobile phone 
industry with the IPhone. In fact the IPhone has more processing power crammed within its 
casing than what powered the Apollo 11 spaceship. Such technological feats were made 
possible by engineers, scientists, and visionaries who have had an understanding of computer 
science, yet it is paid no attention to when it comes to teaching it to our children. In order to 
secure our future we, as a society, must consider the adoption of computer science pedagogy 
into the primary and secondary education system.    
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The House I Grew Up In 
Linda Mitchell 

Linda Mitchell enrolled in Bakersfield College in 2009. Her major is Administrative Office 
Assistant Associate in Arts. She will be graduating in the fall of 2015. She has two daughters, 
nine grandchildren, and eight great-grandchildren.  She writes, "I'm a African American and start 
attending college at the age 57. Growing up in a southern state, I didn't have an opportunity to 
go to college. My dream is to attain a degree.” This paper was nominated by Professor Rae Ann 
Kumelos. 

My name is Linda Mitchell and I was born in Greensboro, North Caroline on January 29, 1953. I 
have five sisters and three brothers. At the age of seven my mother, Iris, died from a heart 
attack. That’s when I went to live with my grandparents on my mother’s side of the family. My 
brothers and sisters went to live with my father’s mother. We lived in a small town located in 
Brow Summit, N.C on Glenda Road. This is the same house that my mother, five sisters, and four 
brothers grew up in. The memories of this house and my childhood will always be embedded in 
my mind for life, because they are precious to me. 

The house had five bedrooms and two bathrooms with white rimming and a large window 
facing the unpaved dusty road. Under the window sills outside was a large brown wooden 
hand-make flowers bed with beautiful pink, red, and white flower in the early spring. The front 
yard had patches of dead brown grass everywhere. In the front yard, there was a large old oak 
tree, and attached to one of its large limbs was an old brown rope and black tire that we used 
as a swing. The walkway to the front porch was very old and some of the old gray cement bricks 
were either broken or missing. There was a large garden in the back yard with big red tomatoes, 
green beans, large green cabbages, potatoes, and peas. This house had always made me feel 
safety and love. The living-room looked like a typical living room. There was a large couch and a 
small couch with pink and red rose designs. On the wall behind the large couch was a very 
large picture of Jesus Christ. That was my favorite picture, because I felt that he was watching 
over me and that made me feel very safe there. On the other walls were pictures of my mother, 
aunt, uncles, and all of my nineteen cousins. The kitchen was large with a square table that 
seated ten to twelve people and there was always fresh red and pink flowers placed on the 
middles of the table. I can remember sitting at that table for breakfast, dinner, and supper. Every 
morning for breakfast we had grapefruit, scrambled eggs, bacon and toast; for dinner we had 
vegetable soup and a cheese sandwich; and for supper we had golden brown fried chicken, 
mashed potatoes with gravy, and fresh vegetables from the garden. When we sat down to eat, 
we had to thank the Lord for this meal and our health. 
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Since I was the only child living with my grandparents, I had my very own room for the first time. 
My small wooden brown bed had a little angel on the headboard. My grandmother told me that 
my mother had sent the angel to watch over me, and that make me feel like she was there with 
me at all times. Every night one of my grandparents would come to my room and read the Bible 
to me. They were always there for me, no matter what. Losing my mother and being separated 
from my brothers and sister; I felt lonely, desperate and grief-stricken. To deal with these feeling 
my grandmother taught me a prayer, “Dear Lord, I relying on my prayer to you, I trust that my 
mother is with you and that she is enjoying your loving embrace. Lord, I know my mother still 
loves her children that are still on earth”. This prayer helped me to grown into a new and deeper 
relationship with my grandparents. 

My grandfather would take me to the country store with him where he would sit and talk with 
his friends around a large brown broken down table with a bench attached to it. I would run and 
play tag with the other children that lived nearby. My grandfather would buy me a soda pop 
which I didn’t get that often; that was a special treat to me. When we would return home, I 
would help my grandmother cook supper and set the dinner table. 

I attended an all –black school in the later 60’s. Ms. Morehead was my teacher for four years. She 
had silver gray hair which was pinned in a ball all the time. She walked with a limp because one 
of her legs was shorter than the other one. Ms. Morehead was very strict and today I’m glad she 
was. My first mistake was telling her that I could not make the letter “R”. She told me that anyone 
can do anything if they try. That speech will always be with me. In the month of May, my school 
had a special day which we called “May Day”. During the month of April, each class would 
practice a special part in the program. My class had to wrap the tall large gray metal pool which 
stood about twenty-five feet high. The ribbon was twenty-five feet long; it was red, blue, and 
white. Wrapping the metal pole made me think of braiding hair, since I knew how to braid hair, 
it was easy for me. Every student in my class had to wear snow white lace dresses and black 
patent leather shoes. My grandparents attended church every day and night. Having attended 
church so often made me a better person in life. Learning about the Lord and what he can do to 
change a person life if you believe in him. “That I shall treat everyone equal and that you shall 
love your neighbor as you love your brothers and sisters”. These quotes will always be with me. 

My grandparents taught me how to choose the right direction in life and gave me the chance to 
rebuild my life. I regained my self-confidence, finding new and satisfying goals and took a 
positive view of life again. This is how I became who I am today. I will always cherish the 
southern home I grew up in the values my grandparents gave me. 
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Deep Blue Subconscious 
David Pacheco 

David Pacheco is from Los Angeles.  He is in his second semester at Bakersfield College, and 
served in the U.S. Army from 2002-2010.  He is studying Business Administration. This paper was 
nominated by Professor Rae Ann Kumelos. 

We all have dark secrets and hide them deep inside our subconscious. We live in a judgmental 
society, afraid of what others will think of us, we keep it to ourselves. We hate nightmares, so we 
should hate anything associated with fear, right? But it’s the exact opposite; we are fascinated 
by the horror genre. Why? It’s a gateway to free our mind; also, we need the horror genre to 
vent our darkest desires. We pay to get scared, entertained, and have our dark side fed. We all 
need an escape from our daily lives and the horror genre is what most of us today use to spice 
up the routine of life. 

The reality is we all live boring lives. We need excitement in our lives and the horror genre fills 
that empty gap. The younger generation likes to be scared for the adrenaline rush they get. In 
our society today we go out to the amusement parks and pay to get scared by people dressed 
up as zombies. We look forward to the frightening feeling we get. We go to the movies to be 
entertained. We like watching movies that include zombies even though they aren’t real. Horror 
writer Stephen King has a theory of why we seek it. In Why We Crave Horror Movies, King states, 
“When we pay our four or five bucks and seat ourselves at tenth row center in a theater showing 
a horror movie, we are daring the nightmare” (King, 461). We want to be scared; we want that 
feeling of vulnerability. We want to be at the edge of our seat awaiting the sigh of relief that 
comes after it’s over. It’s the relief; it’s the adrenaline rush that we get from it that keeps us going 
back for more. 

Additionally, there is the fantasy aspect in the horror genre that many of us find intriguing. The 
video game industry is very popular. Its a billion dollar industry that floods the market with 
different fantasy worlds a player can access at any time. One of the most popular is the horror 
zombie genre.  A player can go into this apocalyptic world and is left to survive against hordes 
of zombies in any way they choose. There is something very thrilling about being left to survive 
that just captivates millions of fans out there. It’s not real, but if it was, would it be just as 
exciting? In reality, I think most people would be frightened, trying to hide and avoid contact 
with any zombie. They wouldn’t try to kill every zombie they saw. That’s the emphasis of the 
horror genre; we can live the horror and know that it’s not real. We can live the fantasy. 
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We also enjoy what the horror genre represents. To most of us death is taboo, it’s nothing we 
talk about in a conversation and most try to avoid it. A zombie is a representation of death; 
nonetheless, we find it appealing. We hear everybody talking about it, yet it’s one of our 
greatest fears. In Raising the Dead: Unearthing the Nonliterary Origins of Zombie Cinema, 
Simon Pegg says, “This classic creature embodies a number of our greatest fears… It is our 
death personified. The physical manifestation of that thing we fear the most” (Bishop, 472). The 
Walking Dead is a zombie drama dealing with a group of survivors trying to cope with a 
dystopian world where zombies have inherited the earth. It sounds terrible but viewers love it. 
The idea of death embodied in the form of zombies is one of our greatest fears, why do we 
enjoy watching them? I believe that watching it on television is our way to confront our fear. The 
other aspect to the popularity of the show is the survivors. They are easy to relate to; 
furthermore, they represent hope, strength, and love. In Raising the Dead: Unearthing the 
Nonliterary Origins of Zombie Cinema, Sigmund Freaud gives his interpretation of the uncanny 
as, “fear of the once familiar as the unheimlich… literally means un-homey but is translated as 
the uncanny” (Bishop, 465).  They live in an uncanny world, yet they try to keep some of their 
humanity by doing things they use to do. In a scene from The Walking Dead, Rick, Morgan, and 
his son Duane are about to eat dinner when Duane tells his dad to say grace. Duane says, 
“Daddy, blessing?” (Walking). Some still practice manners, and others still view “walkers” as 
human beings. There are also some who adapted to the new world and they do what they must 
to survive. I think that’s why the show is so popular, because it makes us face our fears in an 
entertaining way. In contrast, we can also relate with some of the characters and with what they 
represent.  

I said earlier we all have secrets that we don’t share and maybe it’s not a good thing. It happens, 
we all have dark desires, yet we hide them because we feel ashamed to have thought them up. 
What will happen when we don’t have a way to vent out these feelings? They grow stronger, 
eventually with enough time and other factors they can turn into desires, but watching horror on 
screen gets rid of our need to act it out. King agrees it can. In Why We Crave Horror Movies, 
King states, “The mythic horror movie…has a dirty job to do. It deliberately appeals to all that is 
worst in us. Our most base instincts let free, our nastiest fantasies realized” (King, 463). We all 
encounter stress and we all need a way to alleviate it. The movies we watch can act as a valve 
releasing the pressure when our cruel impulses are at the tipping point. 

The fact is we love to be scared out of our wits. We flock to go see the newest horror film 
knowing we will see gory scenes and walk out unscratched. It’s the anxiety we feel followed by 
the relief. We need excitement and escape from our ordinary lives. We want to be sucked into 
that fantasy world to face our fear. We use it as mental therapy to release our inner secrets and 
desires. We all need to escape our reality sometimes, and as long as we do, the horror genre 
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will continue to thrive. Hate it or love it, we need the horror genre. Horror movies help 
desensitize us from the horrors of the world and the public will always be fascinated by the 
confrontation of its own fears.  
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We'll Leave the Light On For You 
J.C. Smith 

J.C. Smith was born and raised in Bakersfield.  He is closing in on a psychology degree. This 
paper was nominated by Professor Rae Ann Kumelos. 

I agree with author Stephen King’s statement,” we’re all mentally ill; those of us outside the 
asylums only hide it a little better.”(Why We Crave,460)  King describes our darker impulses as 
creating their own body which require a regular workout, a dark twin.  The horror and sci-fi 
genres, King's specialty, are popular today due to concerns about social stability and the rate of 
change in society.  If a collapse of society occurs, most people will turn to their dark twin for aid, 
and the healthier it is the more benefits it will bestow.  The world hasn’t seemed so unstable to 
me since the 1980s and early 1990s when the term “mutually assured destruction” first showed 
up.  Now it's the giant corporations that scare me.  They seem to “live” by the motto, “Drive it 
like you stole it.”  Back then I looked forward to the collapse and watching all the normal people 
lose their minds.  My mind was ready for chaos and anarchy then, but now that I’m older, 
healthier, and invested in the game, I dread social upheaval.  I see the current interest in these 
genres as an insurance policy for the sanity of its consumers.  If the electricity, water, and gas 
stop flowing the world will look much the same but will operate under different rules.  Chance 
favors the prepared mind. The uncanny is often the first harbinger of dystopia. The bottom 
paragraph starting on page 56 in King’s “The Mist”, which is a story about a government project 
that unleashes otherworldly and deadly fauna, describes the turning point well.  It mentions the 
power outage as the beginning of, “a steadily mounting atmosphere of unease as things 
somehow…somehow changed”(56).    This is immediately followed by an unconscious herd 
mentality as everyone begins moving toward the doors and windows.  It is a textbook case of 
the “uncanny”, which Kyle Bishop borrows from Sigmund Freud to define as, “that species of the 
frightening that goes back to what was once well known and had long been familiar”(467).  A 
recent article in Popular Science was discussing the new methods of growing edible meat in a 
lab and mentioned a concept in animation called the “uncanny valley.”  The uncanny valley is 
reached when animation looks too real for people and thereby generates disgust.  The meat 
researchers seem to decide in favor of going around the uncanny valley rather than attempt to 
cross it, I think for the best.  This is what Kyle Bishop refers to as the “unheimlich,” or unfamiliar, 
in his writings on zombie cinema (468).  At the end of  the zombie thriller, “Night of the Living 
Dead,” Bishop explains that one of the characters, Barbara, is killed by her zombie brother 
because she still has not learned the new rules(472).  She sees her brother and feels he is 
“heimlich” until he starts killing her.  The only change she had to adjust to was that humans were 
no longer controlled by human minds and, even after seeing the zombies in action, she still 
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hesitates and is lost. The human appearance of vampires and zombies makes it all the more 
attractive to pretend all is normal, until it’s too late. 

I’ll return to zombies soon, now is the time of the vampire.  My vampires are taken from a variety 
of sources, but not “Twilight.”  I tried to watch the movies but they were too boring, even with 
my allegiance to Team Jacob.  I grew up with King, Anne Rice, Bram Stoker, and Mick Ferren, to 
name a few.  The appeal of vampires is due to their power and unchanging nature.  The vampire 
is not part of the world it inhabits.  Nations rise and fall but the vampire only cares about blood.  
The vampire can blend in with humans if it chooses, but is always on its own side.  A life span 
counted in centuries leaves a lot of time for learning, and many vampires also have supernatural 
abilities in addition to their wits.  I’m probably not the only person in the world who has longed 
to be free from the responsibilities of the world while still enjoying its many benefits.  There is 
also the matter of the blood.  Feeding on human blood puts vampires in the same category as 
leeches and bedbugs, but the sensual nature of the feeding is usually felt by both vampire and 
victim.  Passion and rapture are mingled with death and the orgasm, usually life affirming, 
comes with the victim’s death.  The vampire causes death and cheats it at the same time; this is 
part of the allure and the curse.  Other than undead status, the vampire and zombie share one 
trait, both conditions are reproduced through the mouth.  They both need to consume and 
have very few requirements for “life” other than that need. 

Although it is undead, the zombie is in many ways the opposite of vampires.  They are mindless 
while most vampires possess a formidable intellect.  They are insatiable, while vampires can be 
satiated.  The vampiric life seems exciting, but I don’t think many people fantasize about joining 
a zombie horde.   Zombies are not much of a threat unless encountered in a group, vampires 
tend to be solitary.  This is made clear early in “The Walking Dead,” which is about a zombie 
horde that quickly ushers in a dystopian world (Kirkman).  Zombies are uncoordinated and 
mindless, making them easy targets when they are alone.  The only thing they have going on in 
their heads is a need to feed.  At the end of the first episode of “The Walking Dead,” it is made 
clear that the zombies have a director of some sort.  This makes the zombies possible victims as 
well as aggressors, and also much more dangerous.  Another disquieting aspect of zombies is 
the aforementioned chance that former associates or loved ones will return as the living dead, 
ready to cannibalize regular humans.  This means anyone not completely devoured may end up 
trapped in an undead state with a relentless desire and little or no capacity for thought.  The 
mindlessness of the zombie is the only thing that keeps us from pitying them, because no 
human mind could be happy with life as a zombie. 

It is the unconscious condition of zombies that relates to the real world.  The last time the world 
seemed to be hanging on a thread the threat was a conscious will to nuclear war.  Our will to 
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live has so far kept nuclear annihilation at bay, but now we face a more insidious threat, the 
destruction of our planet from billions of thoughtless actions, each relatively harmless alone.  
We are the zombie horde.  Global warming and other environmental concerns are exacerbated 
by overpopulation and mindlessness. I’ve come to dislike the Nike slogan “Just Do It.”  Don’t just 
do it, think about the consequences and then decide whether or not to do it.  Henry, the main 
character from the short story “Time Enough At Last” by Lyn Venable, seems perfectly content 
with the end of the world until his glasses break and he is suddenly left without his “escape” into 
books.  All is well until reality interferes with unconscious fantasy.  There is currently only one 
escape from our planet, and even that is debatable.  I think a classroom discussion we had 
illustrates this perfectly.  One lady told a story about her boyfriend disapproving of her 
enjoyment of scary movies.  This boyfriend then gets on the phone to tell his sister that if he 
turns up dead to have the cops investigate his girlfriend.  If he really thought she would kill him 
he would probably not hang out waiting to be murdered in some grisly fashion, he would leave.  
So what is happening if he doesn’t really believe in his imminent demise?  He is exercising his 
dark twin.  Since he won’t watch scary movies, he gives his twin exercise by pretending his 
girlfriend is Lizzie Borden while he chats with his sister.  His denial of horror films leads his dark 
twin to play when he is unaware.     

The lights are on but nobody's home.  Don't go in.  In this dark, new world the light only tells 
monsters where to feed.  All we have to do in order to destroy ourselves is keep pretending it 
will all work itself out.  At the end of King’s essay he writes,” all you need is love…As long as you 
keep the gators fed”(463).  Preach on Brother King. 
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Keats' Pathway to Acceptance 
Eric Pedersen 

This paper was nominated by Professor Brad Stiles. 

There are three things in life that are sure: death, taxes, and how much it taxes humanity to 
avoid death. Of all the monolithic themes across the various media, life and death have been 
carved deep into the human culture. Musicians have long sung to both the bright, cheerful life 
and the cold, foreboding death. Writers have extolled the virtues and beauties of living and 
bemoaned the woes of a dark or mysterious death. John Keats was no exception. In his poetry, 
especially “When I Have Fears That I May Cease To Be,” “La Belle Dame sans Merci,” and “To 
Autumn,” Keats establishes a persona that steadily progresses in its acceptance of mortality. 

“When I have fears that I may cease to be” was likely influenced by the circumstances 
surrounding Keats at the time. He had by 1818 lost both his father and his mother, both of 
which were taken before their time. His father died due to a horse riding accident when he was 
age 8 and his mother died to tuberculosis 6 years later. Having been subject to these two 
experiences and being the caretaker of his younger brother, Tom, who is also afflicted with 
tuberculosis, it leaves little to wonder why Keats would be writing about “[ceasing] to be before 
[his] pen [had] gleaned [his] teeming brain” (Keats 490, 1-2). The words rightly paint a fear that, 
while out of place for most people in their prime, corresponds directly with Keats’ life. One 
writer, Stanley Plumly, suggests that Tom was effectively Keats’ soul and, having lost this soul, his 
emotions became “a melancholy mixture of fatalism, ambition, and profound affection” (169; 
170). While it may not have been a direct result, Keats’ poetry certainly increases in intensity of 
emotion and darkness. 

This growing intensity is seen the following year with the writing of “La Belle Dame sans Merci.” 
Perhaps noticing in himself the beginnings of tuberculosis or simply comparing the loss of a 
love, Keats wrote of the pale Knight and the Lady in the Meads. The love and desire that the 
knight has consumes him to the point of apparent death. However, the illness itself bears some 
resemblance to the symptoms of consumption itself: 

  I see a lily on they brow 
  With anguish moist and fever dew, 
  And on they cheeks a fading rose 
  Fast witherith too (Keats 491). 
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Should the knight truly be suffering from consumptive illness, it can be viewed in another and 
almost prophetic light, especially when compared with letters Keats wrote to his lover, Fanny 
Brawne. He wrote, “I have two luxuries to brood over in my walks, your Loveliness and the hour 
of my death” (qtd. in Chowdhury 7). The knight loitered, thinking only of the Lady and the dark 
words of the “Kings and Princes.” Keats walked, thinking only of his love he would soon be 
forced to leave and his impending death. Rather than avoidance, as so often felt in “When I 
have fears that I may cease to be,” the feeling is more neutral. The knight waits for one or the 
other, be it the return of his elfin romance or the merciless march of time. In place of a 
forgetting, there is a remembering.  

That remembering seems to steadily change to an accepting in his “To Autumn.” It opens up 
with themes of abundance in harvest, telling of the “mellow fruitfulness” and honey that has 
“over-brimm’d” (Keats 493). Summer has ended and autumn has begun. It is a time for fruit to 
be gathered and stored against the winter. The poem characterizes autumn as something to be 
found “on a half-reap’d furrow sound asleep” and watching the apple press for hours (Keats 
493). Keats by this time had begun his own battle with tuberculosis which he had already seen 
take his mother and brother. He knew how the disease will progress and that there was little 
time for him. Yet, he persisted in using words of plenty. The poem feels warm. It bemoans the 
passing of a season but fully welcomes the harvest that summer has provided. Perhaps this 
sense of security is overlooked. The choice of farming metaphors is not accidental. The first four 
lines of “When I have fears […]” read: 

  When I have fears that I may cease to be 
  Before my pen has gleaned my teeming brain, 
  Before high piled books, in charactry, 
  Hold like rich garners the full ripened grain (Keats 490). 

In this, “To Autumn” falls into a form of succession, superseding “When I have fears […].” This 
new poem gives closure to the original line of thought. Perhaps there was some resentment or 
some feeling that the season came early as evidenced by the “mellow fruitfulness” or the 
“conspiring” of the sun (Keats 493) However, like the year, his life was coming to an end.  

Fall arrived and Keats had begun to put up his fruits against the winter. It may never be known if, 
at his final moments, he considered his harvest sufficient to last. He may have ceased to be, as 
he feared, but he has most certainly achieved his goals of love and fame. They simply came in a 
later season. 
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Fine. Whatever.  I'll Just Date Myself 
Leila Cass 

This paper was nominated by Professor Rae Ann Kumelos. 

When thinking about how I would meet men, I tend to play little scenarios in my head. These 
scenarios would consist of a dashing (preferably muscular) man, walking up to me and 
introducing himself. The way of introduction does not matter to me as long as he is willing to 
put the first step forward. As the conversation continues, he would then ask me for my number. 
He would then wait two, three hours at most (which would be excruciatingly painful for him) and 
contact me in any form that suits him (preferably via text). He asks me to go to Macaroni Grill 
and later picks me up around six in his stunningly clean and beautiful vehicle. We would then 
go to dinner, everything would run smoothly, and we would end up dating for a while. 
Unfortunately, dating is the complete opposite. This is why I despise everything about it.

On the second floor of Inshape on Coffee Road, I sit on my blue yoga mat scanning the crowd 
of impressively muscular men. I look to my right and I see a handsome man coming from the 
cardio section. He proceeds to sit down on a mat and starts doing military style exercises, which 
I instantaneously recognize from doing those same exercises for the past two years. Feet tucked 
in, fingers interlocked behind your head; proper military full sit-up. For some odd reason, this 
attracted me. Now, knowing the world and understanding that men don’t approach women 
anymore for reasons unknown, I knew I had to take the first leap and catch his attention. After 
his routine was completed, he got up and started for the stairs. I can’t remember exactly how I 
introduced myself, but I’m pretty sure it resembled something like word vomit, “Hey nice sit-
ups,” or, “Hey, I noticed you were sweating.” Either way, I introduced myself, we exchanged 
numbers, and he later called me and set up a date. While talking, I noticed he had a small 
stutter, which I thought was mildly attractive. I had never dated anyone with a stutter and it gave 
him character.

Getting ready for this date, I was oddly nervous. I hadn’t been on a date in over six months. I 
thought coolly to myself, “Leila, honestly how bad can this be? He has a stutter; he won’t judge 
you on anything.” By the time my inspirational pep talk was over, Emmanuel had arrived. 
Shockingly, he had a very nice car, black with sparkling silver rims. When I opened the door, I 
immediately smelled his musky cologne and the “new car” smell was definitely still there. I 
could tell he hurriedly tried to clean his car before the date by the wipe marks he left on the 
dash, typical man, not being thorough. Strike number one.
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While in the car, he informed me that he was taking me to a small Mexican restaurant off of 
California Avenue. I don’t really care for Mexican food but I acted as if I were a starving animal 
who hadn’t eaten in days and Mexican food sounded like manna from the heavens. As the 
conversation continued I noticed he had abruptly stopped talking and starting repeating the 
letter W. I looked over and I noticed a streak of terror crossing his face. At first I thought he was 
getting ready to sneeze, but as the W’s continued, I realized he was having a “stutter attack.” 
“Wha-wha-wha-wha…” was the only noise he managed to get out of his mouth. I calmly looked 
out the window trying not to notice his misfortune. The W’s continued for the rest of the car ride 
and I found myself working harder to keep the redness in my face at bay. I concentrated on 
reading signs and clenching my hands in my lap. What was I supposed to do? I couldn’t look at 
him. I couldn’t start talking in the middle of his sentence. I couldn’t change the subject. I was 
stuck in an awkward stuttering limbo. To say the least, it was almost unbearable. And I didn’t 
think I would ever look at someone with a stutter the same. Call me shallow, but that was strike 
two.  

Frankly, I cannot explain why I felt uncomfortable, or why I clammed up after that moment. 
Maybe because it was something I didn’t expect and I didn’t like the surprise. Or maybe it was 
because I wasn’t sure how to respond in the situation. Regardless of how nice he seemed, how 
pretty his car was, or how he opened the door for me, I still felt like a turtle retreating into a 
shell. I felt as shallow as a puddle. And I’m pretty sure if I listened hard enough, I would have 
heard Karma whisper, “I saw that.” 

I used to think I was a relatively lucky person. Unfortunately luck wasn’t on my side and my 
shallowness would soon lead me into a situation where I didn’t want to be.  

By the time we arrived at the restaurant, his stuttering had ceased and we continued the 
conversation as if nothing had ever happened. We got to the table, ordered two Cadillac 
Margaritas and started talking about many different things. After two doubles, he opened up an 
interesting topic: children. Being an officer in the Army, he was looked upon as an authoritative 
figure and he expressed how much he hated undisciplined children. His exact words, “My ex’s 
son hated me and would never listen to what I would tell him.” He then proceeded to lift his 
right hand and hold it as if ready to hit someone across the face and said, “I just wanted to 
smack him in the face for being such a brat.” Strike three. In a fair world, people probably 
shouldn’t think like I do. But life isn’t fair. He was toast.

Now, I’m a firm believer in Mother Karma. She sees everything. She hears everything. Karma is 
kind of like Santa, but for bad kids. Well, more like bad adults. And for my harsh feelings 
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towards Emmanuel’s stutter, I firmly believe she noticed and decided it was my turn to have 
what I deserved.

Sitting on my perch in the same spot as always, on my yoga mat by the cardio section, I noticed 
a tall, well-built brunette man. He would always come in with his buddies all dressed in the 
same clothes: gym shorts, running shoes, and “Kern County Fire Department” t-shirts. While he 
and his friends stood in the corner of the weight room talking, I would always see him staring 
around the room. He would never focus on one certain thing. He always acted as if he was 
looking for something. My first thought was, “I wonder if he’s single.” For almost a year I’ve 
wondered that same thought every time I saw this gorgeous man at the gym.

While walking out of the gym one day, I noticed a man in the same “Kern County Fire 
Department” t-shirt as my handsome brunette. He was bald, carried a two-way radio, and had 
more lines on his face than many of his fellow shirt-wearers. I felt a sudden rush of courage 
bubbling in my diaphragm and before I knew it, I was face to face with this bald wrinkly man, 
word vomiting all over the place. “Hey is your brunette friend single?” How’s that for an 
introduction? The bald man gave me a sly smile and replied, “Oh, you mean Bill? He’s very 
single.” Does that mean desperate single? I guess we were more meant for each other than I 
thought. All that came out of my mouth was, “Ok” and I turned to walk away. By then, there was 
a crowd of about six fellow shirt-wearers and I could feel the heat on my face becoming hotter 
by the second. Two seconds passed and Bill was standing in front of me while his friends were 
encouraging us to exchange numbers.

I cannot remember what he said to me nor can I remember what I said in return. Panic 
completely drowned out any possible noise. All I heard was my heart hammering in my chest. 
My mouth went dry. I forgot how to form words with my lips. And I’m pretty sure he could smell 
me from a mile away. Truth is, I can’t even remember what I was thinking, but it was probably 
something along the lines of, “My breath smells like I ate a cow patty with a side of garlic,” or, “I 
wonder if he can smell my sweat or if he knows I didn’t shower this morning.” Full panic had set 
in. I could feel my face flushing with embarrassment. My hands started to sweat more than a 
sumo wrestler in a hundred degree weather, and I could feel my body shaking from the inside 
out. I knew the few words that I had managed to get out of my mouth, had come out in a stutter. 
After that, I started to feel my face distort uncontrollably. Mother Karma, we meet again. Every 
time I tried to smile or push words out of my lips, I felt a twitch. First in my left eye, then went my 
right cheek, next up to bat was my right eye, then my whole mouth moved. I’m not sure if he 
had seen this agonizing event, but when he asked to put his number in my phone, my hands 
were shaking harder than a 4.0 Californian earthquake. By the look on his face, I knew I had 
made it to strike three. I was toast.  
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Dating is tough. Awkward introductions can leave people scarred for life, deciding when to call 
and what to say is enough to give anyone an anxiety attack, and going on that first date is 
enough to break a poor soul out in hives. I always have a picture in my head of how I want it to 
be. But in reality, it never ends up that way. For me these two awful dating experiences are two 
of the reasons as to why I completely despise everything about dating. And don’t forget about 
Mother Karma. She’ll be watching.  
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My Place is in the Kitchen (Sexist Pun Intended) 
Amanda Earnest 

This paper was nominated by Professor Rae Ann Kumelos. 

A dark, blue-gray blanket covers the sky outside my kitchen window. I sit at the table under the 
artificial light, drinking my juice on autopilot. It's too early to be up. My stepbrother drags 
himself over to the counter and sluggishly pops a piece of bread into the toaster. He mumbles, 
"So easy a woman can use it." Then he turns to face me with raised eyebrows. "Speaking of 
which, the roles seem to be reversed here. I should be sitting down while you make my 
breakfast." I'm too tired to even muster a laugh. For decades, there has been a jocular 
stereotype that women belong in the kitchen. Interestingly enough, the companies that 
experienced the most success in selling kitchen products didn't address this stereotype. 
Instead, it is seen throughout each passing decade that in order to thrive in any economy, 
producers must have been able to incorporate current values, trends, and beliefs into their 
advertisements as well as appeal to buyers in not only an emotional sense, but a logical and 
ethical sense, too. 

The economy of the 1930s was devastated by a stock market crash and bank failures. However, 
that didn't ensure that all companies would also fail. As Tom Nicholas pointed out in his article, 
"Innovation Lessons from the 1930s," the most difficult times "can create huge opportunities for 
companies with money and ideas" (82). In one Super-Automatic Kelvinator ad, yes a refrigerator 
was being sold, but it was more than that. This refrigerator was equipped with a motor that 
regulated temperature, instead of an icebox which was the key component of most other 
fridges prior to this innovation. A new invention alone wouldn't sell, however. By using pathos, 
an appeal to emotions, the Kelvinator Corporation, the company selling in this advertisement, 
assuaged consumers’ fears. Loaded language like "rugged metal construction," "eliminating 
the least need for regulation on the part of Kelvinator users," and "lifetime of hard service" 
helped to ensure that buyers would be making a good, long-lasting investment (Kelvinator 
Corporation). This company's logos, or appeal to logic, was strengthened by advertising the 
price to be "as low as $185" and that it is "100 per[cent] cost efficient" (Kelvinator Corporation). 
If that wasn't enough, ethos, or an appeal to ethics, was used to dissuade any remaining fear by 
stating in the ad that the Kelvinator Corporation had been around for fifteen years prior to their 
publication of this ad in Good Housekeeping (Kelvinator Corporation). Good Housekeeping was 
a magazine dedicated to helping others create exemplary homes and simply being published 
in that magazine added to the company’s ethos. By remaining innovative and addressing fears 
in such a difficult economic period, this corporation was able to remain strong and successful. 
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Also in the 1930s, a woman named Syrie Maugham, an interior designer, was on the rise. She 
popularized the all-white room, which would begin appearing in many movies (Larson, 24-26). 
The Super-Automatic Kelvinator was advertised as being available in white because it seemed 
to be a very popular color. Its popularity could have been due to many factors. The color itself is 
simple, crisp, clean. Its association with Syrie Maugham and the film industry made white stand 
for elegance. Another possibility is that white could have been a symbol for superiority. Now 
while slavery was a thing of the past by the 1930s, some people still believed in white 
supremacy. It's even apparent when this ad states the refrigerator is a "cost efficient 
servant" (Kelvinator Corporation). Those three small words emotionally appealed to consumers’ 
desire for status and power. The ad also pictured what seemed to be a dinner party, which was 
a popular pastime during this decade (Batchelor 86). Displaying a lavish party with 
sophisticated people poked at consumers’ snob appeal. Taking popular culture and 
incorporating it into their advertisement is what made the Kelvinator Corporation succeed in 
this trying decade. 

Fast forward just two decades and much had changed. World War II had just ended, there was a 
baby-boom, the divorce rate remained almost unchanged, and families were increasing in size 
(Stanley 11). Home seemed to be a happier, warmer place. By the beginning of the 1950s, 
millions of refrigerators were already in use and had become a necessity in every home 
(Batchelor 343). Producers had to find new techniques to sell their products. In 1954, Frigidaire, 
a company that sold kitchen products, began advertising colored appliances that would "glorify 
your kitchen" (Frigidaire Appliances). The introduction of brightly colored kitchen tools 
separated the fifties from the monochromatic thirties and better suited the aura of happy home 
life during this time. 

Like any brilliant advertiser, Frigidaire utilized all three rhetorical appeals- logos, pathos, and 
ethos. Detailing their electric range as thirty inches wide, fifteen cubic feet, and having seven 
ways to cook appealed to the consumer's logic. Their range could fit in any kitchen and support 
the large families that were now becoming common. These appliances that sported "self-
service features" and made "chores lighter" appealed emotionally to Americans’ desire for 
more free time (Frigidaire Appliances). More women started entering the work force and they 
didn't have time to maintain a household and spend countless hours in the kitchen making 
dinner (Commuri 118). The picture in this ad features only women however, because they were 
still expected to be the homemaker. Free time was a luxury and offer no woman could refuse. 
Frigidaire urges, “See these new products Arthur Godfrey recommends on TV and 
radio,” (Frigidaire Appliances). Mentioning Arthur Godfrey, a famous television star, also 
appealed to consumer's emotions (“Arthur Godfrey”). Using a celebrity made people more 
likely to buy a product because it meant that a celebrity endorsed something they- ordinary 
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people- owned. To make their advertising argument even stronger, Frigidaire proved they 
could be trusted by stating they were built and backed by General Electric, an electric company. 
The fact that they had locations outside of the United States made it even more trustworthy 
because it meant Frigidaire was a large, established company. The collective use of all of the 
rhetorical appeals and relation of the ad to current times is what helped this company succeed. 
Offering matching refrigerators, ranges, and freezers only boosted sales. 

Jump ahead almost three decades to 1982 and advertisers yet again had to find new ways to 
entice consumers. Just like producers had to shift gears in the fifties when refrigerators became 
standard, so did producers in the eighties when it was considered strange not to own a 
television and women started working more hours (Commuri 116). Advertisers couldn't rely on 
lengthy, emotion-filled descriptions to push their products. Television had decreased 
Americans’ attention spans. They wanted all writing short in length and for everything to include 
some type of visual stimulation. In 1982, KitchenAid, another company dedicated to the kitchen, 
advertised a dishwasher in an ad that seemed dominated with writing. However, it was 
presented in a clever way. Each section had a bold headline that is just a little bit bigger than 
the explaining text below it. Also, each section was accompanied with a relevant picture, 
appealing to the shortened attention span of consumers. This enabled readers to quickly 
understand the gist of the advertisement without reading through the whole thing. 

While KitchenAid had to devise new ways to advertise, they also used the tried and true 
methods of rhetoric. They established their ethos first by promising to buy consumers any 
dishwasher that was better than KitchenAid's. Doing so first thing caused the reader to start off 
viewing the ad with trust in this company, which is an effective technique because a consumer is 
more likely to buy a product from someone they trust. Then KitchenAid reeled the reader in 
through emotional appeals of loaded language such as "high pressure multi-level system" and 
"heavy duty" (KitchenAid). They also addressed any fears consumers might have by advertising 
the dishwasher's durability, perfect temperature setting, and backup valve in case the first one 
messed up. Just as the consumer started to think this would be a good buy, KitchenAid 
introduced the logic. Its racks are "100% usable [with] large capacity" (KitchenAid). Water 
temperature is maintained at 150 degrees Fahrenheit and the motor contained 1/2 horsepower, 
which was more powerful than any other leading brand had at the time (KitchenAid). The ad 
ended with an ethical appeal, by offering a triple protection warranty to strengthen KitchenAid's 
credibility. KitchenAid's method of advertising persuaded the increasing number of working 
mothers (Commuri 116) by promising that their washer would result in less time spent slaving in 
the kitchen. The presentation of information in the ad matched the speed of delivery that a TV 
commercial would provide. 
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I haven't moved from my spot at the kitchen table. I blankly stare straight ahead, frozen, unable 
to even blink. Pale, blue-white light forces itself between the cracks in the blinds. The artificial 
light isn't needed anymore. I move to turn it off while my stepbrother is at the sink washing his 
dishes, laughing to himself. "'So easy a woman can use it,' that'd make a great advertising 
slogan for any kitchen appliance." That's when I have my first critical thought of the day: 
advertising is everywhere. It's on the juice carton we drink from in the morning. It's on the 
clothes we dress ourselves in while getting ready. It's even on all the billboards and signs as we 
drive to school. Companies and producers have been advertising as long as consumers have 
been purchasing, especially when it comes to the necessities like kitchen products. Whether by 
using emotional, logical, and ethical appeals or infusing current events into its persuasion, 
advertising will always find a way into our lives, even if it’s through the early-morning, sexist 
thoughts of a stepbrother. 
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Wandering 
A. C. Norman 

Alma C. Norman was born October 20th in Bakersfield, California in 1993. She loves her family, 
and being raised by her step-dad and mother with her younger brother has always brought 
exciting memories to her life. Growing up, Norman experienced many different environments 
due to the fact that she comes from a multi-racial home. She often finds herself saying "When I 
was younger I hated being mixed, I never fit in. However my parents and extended family have 
successfully taught me to embrace myself for all the races I am. It's important to know that you 
don't have to limit yourself to be just one thing." Taking that advice to heart she applied it to 
everything she did. Norman graduated from Bakersfield High School where she joined in 
activities like choir, softball and AFJROTC. She then graduated in 2011 and began work at The 
Home Depot as a sales and freight associate picking up her second job at Beale Memorial 
Library in support services. Norman is working for her AS in engineering at Bakersfield College 
currently and hopes to one day make it down the path to mechanical engineering. This paper 
was nominated by Professor Rae Ann Kumelos. 

Being a normal teenage girl is hard enough, how about being a teenage girl flunking in high 
school and trying to understand her own sexuality? As far as school, it wasn’t that I didn’t care 
about my future, I loved to learn. I guess at the time I just didn’t love myself? Not enough 
anyways. I just had other things on my mind. Things that haunted me, in my sleep and even 
while I was awake. Things that made me feel weak and helpless. Add on a heavy case of falling 
in love with a flamboyant gay pride girl and having to pray for forgiveness every Sunday during 
church, is it more understandable now? That, however, isn’t what’s important; what’s important 
is that sometimes in life we get so caught up in our feelings that we forget to see clearly. We 
think we are walking in the light on cloud nine when really we’re just walking blind and helpless 
in the dark. How do we find ourselves? Do we find ourselves? If we’re lucky, we may even have 
someone come looking. 

  “Get the fuck out of my face! Don’t you ever come back!” those were the words my mother 
yelled at me just seconds before I bolted for the laundry mat door. As the cold air began to 
slowly numb my face, I took a look around in the parking lot. “Sparklean Laundry”, the sign was 
lit up so bright. I looked to the right and saw the next two buildings. The first one was old, dark 
and closed. During the day it was a transit center for people from out of town I suppose? I could 
only guess as much because earlier during the day I had seen people of all different races 
hopping off of a bus to be happily reunited with loved ones. This one woman had a beautiful 
flowery red scarf. It wrapped around her head and draped over her shoulder. She also had a 
long black robe around herself. “Was she Indian, Islamic or Arabic?” I thought to myself. A man 
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had then approached with wide shoulders and a brown rugged beard. He held his arms open 
as if to say, “Come here.” She quickly ran into them tears rolling down her face, similar to the 
ones now rolling down mine. The difference was at least her tears were of joy, mine were filled 
with only sadness. My mother had just moments ago told me to disappear because she wasn’t 
going to have a gay child. I quickly snapped myself out of it and continued on my surroundings. 
To the left I saw the Golden State Mall. I said to myself, “I must be on Golden State Avenue?” 
even though I had been to this laundry mat every weekend so far this summer, I was still a 
sixteen year old girl with a horrible sense of direction. I heard in the distance a group of boys, 
maybe men? I realized it didn’t matter, it was pitch dark and I’m now homeless. “Run!” I yelled at 
myself.  

I had no watch, no phone, no way of telling what time it was and how long I had been running. It 
felt like forever, my fear had finally settled in. “I’ve got to find some place to go,” I thought over 
and over to myself.  I was no longer freezing, despite the fact that I was in just a t-shirt and 
sweats. My adrenaline had me sweating instead. I had already passed the DMV then Carl’s Jr. 
Hearing briefly a driver asking “Can I get a Western Bacon Burger?” I’m now reminded of how 
starving I am. “Keep running. You can’t stop.” I said over and over until finally, I had to stop. I was 
lost. I’d gone down an alley and now in front of a railroad. “Fuck!” I screamed, and then my 
voice cracked. Mainly I had been out of breath, secondly because the cold air felt as though it 
was cutting through my vocal cords. Now my chest burned. I thought to myself about how the 
universe must hate me. Here I am lost and freezing on the only cold summer night we’d had? If I 
were in my own bed I’d usually be woken up by the heat. My throat and lips were now dry “Get 
it together, pay attention to your surroundings.” My thoughts came to a sudden stop when I 
started to see a shadowy figure in the distance. He started coming to me faster, is he running to 
me? “No! No! No!” he keeps shrieking. I didn’t hesitate and ran back through the alley. As I ran, I 
looked up and saw the Fox Theater tower all bright and red, I ran towards it. Bakersfield High 
School is around there. 

 I’m not sure how but I ended up at San Joaquin Community Hospital and I honestly didn’t 
care. It wasn’t where I was aiming to be, but there was a phone. I went in and immediately 
started looking for payphones. I found one when I searched the side of the building then 
stupidly forgot I needed money to make my call. I went inside; everyone stared as I walked in. It 
had slipped my mind that I was in an oversized pajama shirt that went all too well with my dirty 
grey sweats. I saw one woman’s eyes roll up from looking at my shirt. I kept on walking unsure of 
what she could be staring at. I strolled down this long hallway with navy blue carpet and dingy 
white walls with nothing but doctors’ photos and founding photos of the building hanging. I 
was looking for a security guard and finally saw one past the brown recently stained doors of 
this oddly long hallway. Just before I stepped through, I caught a glimpse of myself in the 
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mirror. I noticed finally why my head had been warm all this time and why that woman from 
before  stared. I thought “Well at least you still have your hat.” It was, after all, my favorite. It 
made me smile for a second.  Mostly cause it read “Twinkies, Twinkies, Twinkies.” It made 
everyone laugh including myself. Plus the yellow, red and blue lettering complimented each 
other so well. Remembering I needed to make a phone call, I said goodbye to my reflection. I 
asked the security guard if I could use the hospital phone, he seemed reluctant to help me out 
but then just rubbed his big belly secured underneath his baby blue uniform and showed me 
how to dial. There was only one person I wanted to call. I listened as the phone rang, the 
anticipation killing me. She said “Hello?” “Hey, it’s me” I responded quickly. “Ashley?” she asked. 
My heart dropped, shattered into what seemed like at the time a million pieces. Quietly I 
answered, “No, that’s not my name,” then hung up, cutting her off. I paused for a moment as the 
grief filled me. Why her name, of all names? I had no time to sulk; although my heart was 
broken, I was still homeless and now truly alone. There was only one other number I knew by 
heart. I dialed. “Arianna?” I asked. “Hello?” she said. “It’s me Rayven, I need help, please?” I cried 
in desperation. “What’s wrong?” her voice had gotten higher, expressing her concern. I told her, 
“My mom kicked me out but I don’t have a place to go. Can I stay with you tonight?” Arianna 
hesitated but then said, “My mom is coming for you, where are you?” I replied, “San Joaquin 
Community Hospital.” Twenty minutes passed before her mom finally arrived. I didn’t even get a 
word out before she said, “Don’t worry about it. I can see you’ve had a rough night.  We’ll take 
care of the rest tomorrow.” I felt embarrassed and guilty. I didn’t really consider Arianna a friend, 
but she was the only other person whose number I remembered by heart. Instead I 
complimented her car by saying, “This Prius is amazingly quiet and I love the color. Teal is it?” 
The small talk continued for another five minutes before it had reached a complete silence. I 
looked up from my hands and strangely felt excited. I realized that her car, like all cars, has a 
clock. As she said “We’re almost there.” I noticed it was 1:43 am. How long was I out there? 

 I hadn’t even settled in for thirty minutes when Arianna came in with her phone saying “It's 
your mother.” At first I wondered how she knew I was here and then it occurred to me she had 
my phone and was probably calling every number in there until she located me. I ignored it the 
first few rings but then for a reason I cannot explain I answered it. She had been crying; I could 
hear her shallow breaths through the phone. She begged me to tell her where I was and I 
denied her the answer twice before giving up. Something about hearing mothers’ tears can 
make a heart go soft no matter what the situation may be. It was 2:03 am when the police and 
my mother showed up to do a police report. I was sitting out on the edge of the driveway when 
I saw the police lights flash above me. The first officer to step out was a tall Caucasian man 
named Jones, or at least that’s what his name tag said. He had a female partner who was almost 
equally his height, maybe 5’8 or 5’9. “Do you realize the paperwork we have to do now because 
of you?” Jones said, clearly frustrated for reasons I could really care less about. After everything 
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I had been through in one night; his comment was the icing on the cake. Unable to hold my 
tongue I rebutted, “I’m sorry I thought a pencil pusher like you might enjoy a nice night out on 
the town!” He looked stunned, as if he expected me to be quiet while he made such an 
insincere comment. I could see him getting ready to puff up his chest when my mother stepped 
in and apologized on my behalf. My dad picked me up shortly after while my mother talked 
with the officers. When I got home I received the last beating my parents would ever give me. 
My parents were never too shy about hitting me growing up. The more I resisted, the heavier 
the hand. When my dad finally got to the door, he punished me with no restraint and no 
conviction. After every hit to my face and my body, thinking that this might be “it,” I still got up. 
He cried afterwards, after all the harsh things he yelled while I was down, after all the screaming 
he did. I forgave him. I felt like I had deserved it. Which, I know now, that I didn’t. I didn’t 
deserve any of it. However in my eyes, I had torn my family into pieces, had run everyone 
through hell and back over someone who couldn’t even recognize my voice.  

 It took my family a long time to move past that night; I’ll admit, some things are still kept 
secret or just aren’t spoken. A lot of wrongs were done in one night. However, I realized that no 
matter where we may have started, my family and I are much stronger as a unit. It took one wild 
night in the city lost and confused to understand that in the end blood is thicker than water. My 
mother came looking for me because she loved me; my dad had to discipline me because he 
loved me. Although neither one is perfect, I think, they still did well with all the trouble I had 
given them growing up. I’m not sure any of us imagined I’d be working two jobs and going to 
college, trying to major in engineering. That I’d graduate from high school on the honor roll and 
be a part of my high schools AFJROTC program. I was headed down a road I’m sure I wasn’t 
prepared for. I realize that everything happens for a reason. Recognizing that on that night, in 
that very moment when I decided to stand up, it wasn’t an act of rebellion, anger, pride or even 
madness, but merely an act of courage. I needed to hit the bottom, to make that call, to be 
disappointed and to realize that the people who matter to me the most in my life are the ones 
who come searching for me in the darkness, till the sun rises. Who would help set me right 
when I’d gone so far? Love all the people in the world, but also love yourself. We won’t see who 
truly loves us until life gets real. Sometimes the ones we think are holding us back or putting us 
down are really the ones who are standing behind us day in and day out. We will never know 
until times get tough. When they do, I remember those guys are in my corner and they’re there 
to stay.      
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Fishing for Relaxation 
James Ronnow 

James Ronnow is looking forward to an AS Degree in Culinary Arts from Bakersfield College, 
come May 16, 2014.  He is excited to have his first published essay, as well as a new found love 
of writing.  "Fishing for Relaxation" was written about a real fishing trip, but as with all fishtails it's 
slightly exaggerated. This paper was nominated by Dr. Rae Ann Kumulos. 

I have always loved to fish; there’s something about being in nature that is just relaxing.  For 
many years I have made it a point to spend my birthday fishing.  No stress of a party, no 
expectations, so no let down.  This year would be no different; my annual gift to myself would 
be a trip to the lake. 

My usual spot is just by the Sheriff’s Tower, a bright orange tower in a sea of evergreen trees 
overlooking Bass Lake.  The closer I get to the lake the more excited I become.  My truck 
weaves back and forth through the narrow streets and quant little cabins.  I turn the radio down 
and listen to the sounds of nature.  I can hear birds calling as the sun filters through the trees 
and dances across my windshield.  It’s early March but still cold from a late winter, and 
everything is still wet from a recent rain.  I can smell the fresh air and wet pine forest as I crunch 
across the gravel toward the lake.  I always loved being here early morning; there is almost no 
one in sight.  I can see two or three fishing boats scattered across the lake.  The water is calm, a 
motionless sheet of glass, only broken by the occasional jumping fish. 

As I get close to the water’s edge I drop my gear.  I unfold my chair, and pop open my tackle 
box.  I keep my fishing pole ready to go, one small weight with a treble hook on a small lead.  I 
add a dab of rainbow colored Master Bait to my hook, walk to the water’s edge and let it soar 
across the lake.  The water swallows the tackle with a loud gulp, then silence.  Happy with my 
cast, I shove my pole into the mud; I reel some slack out of the line and begin to wait. 

After a brief moment of watching the line stretched motionlessly into the water I turn to walk to 
my seat, I open my ice chest and grab a beer on the way.  I look at the Sheriff’s Tower where 
there would normally be a uniformed figure peering through binoculars out across the water.  It 
is the off season for the lake, there is no one there this time of year; it is safe to drink.  The quite 
atmosphere is broken once again as I crack open my beer.  This all too familiar sound echoes 
back at me, as if the mountains are enjoying a beer with me.  I continue to wait. 

I reach into my vest pocket and pull out a pack of Camels.  I pull one out and rest it between my 
lips, something I have done too many times.   After replacing the pack in my pocket I pull out 
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my lighter and fire up my cigarette.  I’m still waiting.  My focus never leaves my fishing pole for 
more than a moment.  After my cigarette has expired and my beer has emptied, I reel in my line.  
There is nothing on the hook but the rainbow bait.  I cast my line again into the water, this time 
in a different spot.  Once again I grab a beer as I walk to my seat.  It is time to wait, again. 

After several hours, lots of casts, a half-dozen smokes, at least as many beers, and I have no fish.  
The lake is beginning to wake up, there are more and more figures scattered along the water’s 
edge.  Just as I’m settling back into my chair, after another cast, I hear the crunch of the gravel in 
the distance behind me.  I turn to look; there is a man with fishing gear and a pole walking 
toward me.  A short moment later I hear the usual fisherman’s greeting, “Any luck?” 

“No fish yet, but I’ve caught a buzz.” I reply, holding my beer up as one might do to say cheers. 

“You’re doing something right,” he jokingly replies, “you been out here long?” 

“Not long.” I lied.  He doesn’t need to know I’ve been getting skunked all day.  We exchange a 
few short pleasantries, ending with the usual “good luck.”  I focused back on my pole, cracked 
another beer and waited. 

My new friend settled about thirty yards down the shore.  Much like I had done, he baited his 
hook, cast his line, and settled in to wait.  It was only a few minutes, ten at most, before his line 
jerked tight, his pole bent, and he jumped to grab it.  He pulled it from the mud and began to 
reel.  I could see him almost struggle to bring the fish in, this could only mean it was a large fish.  
The fish was caught, he pulled it from the water, and it was indeed a good sized fish.  He 
retrieved a well-used pair of pliers from his front pocket.  With them he reached into the fish’s 
mouth and smoothly removed the barbed hook.  With his new prize safe inside an old white 
bucket, he baited his hook and recast into the lake, something he seemed to have done many 
times before. 

“Beginners’ luck,” I cursed under my breath, but oh how I was wrong.  My new friend pulled 
trout after trout out of the lake, right next to me, quickly catching his limit.  My nice relaxing 
fishing trip was not so relaxing after all.  I don’t usually fish to catch fish, it’s strange, but that’s a 
bonus.  I fish to enjoy the quiet relaxation of nature.  There is something about watching 
someone effortlessly catch fish, while getting skunked, that broke my relaxation.  I found what 
was a peaceful stare waiting for my pole to move with news of a hungry fish was replaced; 
replaced with an angry glare.  A few moments later the intruder, my “friend” was leaving, with a 
bucket full of my fish.  As his footsteps faded away into the forest I pulled in my line, grabbed 
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my stuff and shuffled over to the spot he had just left.  My routine started again, bait the hook, 
cast the line, open a beer, light a smoke, and wait. 

Somehow, at the very spot I just watched six fish plucked from the lake, there was nothing.  By 
now there are boats buzzing around the lake, the sun is beating down at me, and I might be a 
little drunk.  The hours had passed by, and I had no more luck in my new spot.  I opened the ice 
chest, dug around the empty cans in desperate search of a beer.  I was in luck, floating among 
the almost melted ice and crushed aluminum was one last beer.  I cracked it open, I lifted it 
toward the mountain and said sarcastically, “Cheers to you, keep your fish.”  Not a moment later 
my fishing pole dipped.  I was in shock, something I had waited all day for was happening.  The 
line pulled again, the pole dipped even farther.  I set my beer down to run toward my pole.  The 
fish pulled again, this time harder, releasing my pole from the mud.  It slapped against the water 
as it fell.  I grabbed my pole just before it slipped into the water.  Then the tug of war began. 

I reeled my line, feeling a monster pulling and jerking at the other end.  The battle was short 
lived, I finally had my fish.  I reached down to claim my prize, a beautiful shiny dark fish spotted 
with pink and blue that seem to change with the sunlight.  It wasn’t the monster I’d hoped for, a 
rainbow trout just big enough to keep.  As I delicately removed the hook from my fish’s mouth I 
thought of how long it took to catch it.  I also thought about the fight this little guy gave me.  I 
walked to the water’s edge, bent down and gently placed the fish back into the lake.  After a 
second of shock the fish darted with a splash into deeper water.  It took hours to catch, and only 
a second to disappear, “See you next year.” I said to the fish.  I walked back to my waiting beer, 
and lifted it once again to the mountain, as if to say thank you.  I fished for a bit longer.  I didn’t 
have any more luck, but I was back to my relaxed state.  I was back to why I fish. 
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My Morning View 
Sarah Rhodes 

Sarah Rhodes was born and raised is Bakersfield California. During childhood, her songs could 
be heard echoing from room to room.  She is now a singer songwriter, music producer, single 
mom and returning student at Bakersfield College.  Sarah is planning on getting her AA in 
Business Administration from BC and continuing on to get her Bachelor's degree in Marketing 
from Cal State Northridge. This paper was nominated by Professor Rae Ann Kumelos. 

Whether we crawl under the covers as soon as the alarm buzzes or pop up three minutes 
before, we all have to start the day.  I used to be the kind of person who violently hit the snooze 
button every morning dreading the mundane sequence of coffee, shower, coffee, makeup, 
coffee, kids, coffee, coffee, Jimmy Dean breakfast sandwich, and more coffee.   Now that I'm 
actively looking for joy in the most routine parts of my day, I have discovered a higher purpose 
in life. So when 5:00 AM comes I say, "Bring it on!"  because I can't wait to see my morning view. 

The darkness creeps through my cheap, aluminum blinds as the light from my lamp fights for 
my attention.  I move slowly and quietly, like a kid sneaking in past curfew, to the master 
bathroom.  I breathe shallowly, desperately trying to keep from waking my one-year-old 
daughter, Sophie.  At a snails pace, I close the pocket door and let out a huge breath of relief 
and whisper, "No crying babies this morning!" I have won the first challenge of the day.  I 
proceed to the shower and commence my transformation from "Mommy-stein" to "Sarah."  This 
process lasts until about 5:45 when Sophie's cries alert me to the time.   

Sophie wakes up crusty and hungry, but when I open the door, her smile makes me weightless.  
I swoop her up into my arms and we float down the hallway.  I place her in her hand-me-down 
high chair and smother her with kisses as she rubs her watery eyes.  "Click, click." I snap the tray 
into place and pour whole milk into a purple sippy cup.  As I throw a k-cup of extra bold 
Starbucks into the Keureg, I stare at the beauty God has blessed me with.  My baby has only 
been on this planet for fifteen months and as I look into her eyes I see untarnished curiosity and 
wonder.  I think about how I can try to see the world today the way Sophie sees it.  The spitting 
of the coffee maker jolts me back to reality and I roll Sophie back down the hall so she can be 
with me while I brush on my makeup. 

I tap the Pandora app on my new Galaxy phone and Sophie and I start our morning dance 
party.  Sophie is giggling and dancing.  She is the best dance partner a girl could ask for; she 
even claps when the song ends!  Duchess, our black and tan weenie dog, starts slithering out 
from under the covers, stretching and grunting, "Good morning."  She wags herself over to 
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Sophie's highchair and looks up with a huge, hopeful grin.  Sophie eagerly complies and drops 
her milk so Duchess can have a lick.  "Du-chesssss!" Sophie squeals and claps.  I bend over to 
pick up the cup when a herd of feet come stampeding down the hall. 

Frankie and Dylan are awake; it must be 6:15.  I roll Sophie back to the kitchen, and with half of 
my hair done, I start making lunches.  The older two kids eat Cinnamon Toast Crunch.  I think to 
myself, as I’m pouring the sugar society calls cereal into oversized bowls, “I should make them 
an egg or oatmeal; what kind of mother am I?” but the clock is moving faster than me so I keep 
moving.  In a frantic frenzy I throw some Jiffy and grape jelly on two slices of Wonder Bread 
while I ask the kids about their dreams and how they slept.  Frankie explains a vivid dream she 
had and her connection of the symbolism from her dream to her life blew my hair back.  My 
heart fills with astonishment at the wisdom of my twelve year old, and in my awestruck state, I 
feel the dog licking the peanut butter knife I'm holding at my side.  I come to and all of us burst 
out in laughter at Duchess' endless struggle to swallow.  Sophie's delighted applauds echo 
through the house. 

Dylan carefully brings his milk-filled bowl to the sink.  I look at him and can't believe how fast he 
is growing.  Eight years ago he was in the same highchair as Sophie.  They look so much alike 
it's scary.  Deep brown eyes, a smile that catches me in the throat and hair the color of milk 
chocolate fudge.  Neither one resembles me at all but I don't mind because they are divine 
perfection to me.  Dylan hugs me tightly before he goes off to his room to get dressed.  His 
arms wrap all the way around my waist and his left ear is pressed to my heart.  For a minute, I let 
myself melt into my little boys embrace until Frankie comes into the kitchen with a wildly 
inappropriate outfit clinging on to her.  Dylan looks at her sideways and runs to the bathroom.   

I remember being in 7th grade and trying to find my style, but what Frankie is wearing would 
warrant a call to child protective services!  I can't help but chuckle, and all I have to do is point 
toward the hallway and she stomps off to change into my normal, jeans and t-shirt Junior High 
beauty.  The clock hits 7:00 while I am putting a fresh pink onesie on Sophie.  I still have to 
brush my teeth and make a to-go cup of coffee before I can start my day.  I am late as usual, but 
I take a deep breath and tell myself not to stress. 

Getting the day started alone, with three kids, and one dog is a challenge to say the least.  To 
add to the craziness, I'm not even Frankie's biological mom, but I love her the same as my other 
two.  I often wonder why, at such a young age, I have been blessed to raise such extraordinary 
people?  Sometimes, when the responsibility overwhelms me, I try to think through the eyes of 
my baby; for my knowledge of purpose is infantile compared to the universe.  By thinking this 
way I feel relief.  This way of thinking allows me to see beauty when my vision could otherwise 
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be clouded with frustration.  Actively seeking joy in everyday life is a conscience choice I have 
made to change my life for the better.  I practice this choice every morning, sprinkling it into my 
morning routine of coffee, shower, coffee, makeup, coffee, kids, and more coffee. 
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With Scars and All 
Kathleen Azevedo 

Kathleen Azevedo is an unassuming introvert who enjoys losing herself in the world of literature. 
She studies psychology, for good reason.  She enjoys looking at the moon.  Writing healed her. 
This paper was nominated by Professor Chris Doyen. 

No Name 1 

Peeking through 

In frost-frozen crystal, 

Cold and blue. 

Weeping touch of angel dust  

Dances darker on the skin. 

Seeping into calling veins— 

Soft, fading—  

Warm milk, vapor sight, 

Synchronized mating, 

Swept away daylight. 

Nebulous hole in a mind, 

That is it. 

Truth from heart be blind. 

Blinded, 

Blinded 

Fetal dolt of beggar’s cloth. 

Cathartic blossoms birthed upon the contradicting disenchantments of— 

‘Not’s, 

Ever,  

Never  

Not. 

Not telling you apart 

From a poisoned apple heart. 

To a heaviness of morning brilliance 

And God appears a glorious but weary sight 
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For the eyes have it— 

Void of emptying delight. 

Come, 

Evening of the magic and wondrous, 

None but you would understand 

The starved  

From the hungered. 

Come, 

Take my hand, 

And in darkness we will meet. 

Come, 

Take my hand, 

And sing me to sleep.  

No Name 2 

One: 

It makes one sick inside, 

This feeling. 

This sometimes foreign emotion 

Of such sentimental vulnerability 

Exposed 

And raped. 

Raped 

By the very same who once cupped your heart in their hands. 

Hands— 

Flesh that has curled back and ashen into dust  

That travels the wind around you. 

Dream of such a world. 

Desire it 

With every frustratingly aching atom of your body. 

Scream 

And in the process 
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Accidentally bleed your lip. 

Curse the heavens for setting this fate. 

Rip yourself open 

After he’s done so with such brute.  

A phoenix rises with the fire it once set to itself. 

Sleep, 

Let her call you. 

You didn’t ask for this. 

I’m resentful  

And hateful for you. 

Two: 

Must be true— 

That it is not life and time that heal our sad scabs and wounds. 

Rather, 

Death heals in the only way it knows how to comfort 

And that is to make you grieve. 

Break, 

Then sigh. 

Three: 

It does get boring, doesn’t it? 

Having to dwell and yearn, 

Pray 

And beg. 

Question 

And break. 

Keeping yourself there does get old 

And very, 

Very tiring. 

Take this time to let your mind 

Communicate  

With your body and your body to your soul and your heart to you. 

It is easier to do this when alone 
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And even more difficult. 

You will lay there, 

And be. 

Be what? 

It is different for everyone. 

Stare into a void  

Without realizing time was ever a natural state. 

You are not done healing. 

Merging 

You write as if you were lonely and begotten  

(There is a knife that plunges)  

You speak as if you were a great contributant  

(Straight deep into my heart)  

You think as if you had pondered all the mysteries of man  

(An inevitable death arises)  

You feel across the overt spectrum of what is in defining stance  

(Omnipresent from the start)  

I cannot tear my eyes away from your cadaver  

That slithers in the dark 

Deafening Quietness 

 It is comforting to be in a place called home, 

Thought as home. 

Where energy is drained from the ports of an already lethargic body— 

Furthering a downward spiral into a comfortable abyss. 

Bland,  

Throbbing currents of electricity 

Faintly purging the unseen 

Martyrdom of dead yellow petals that fall unknowingly from themselves. 

Mindless drone— 

Puffy cotton clouds drift heedlessly passed windows in a little room of drowsy inertia, 

75



Evidence that life carries on without our christened virtues— 

Idealistic Gods, 

The Saintly majesties— 

As the trees sway to-and-fro, 

Accommodating to the breeze that beats against those leaves. 

And all at once  

It seems too vibrant. 

Exploitation of the senses,  

Blind. 

Colors dance around in a drunk foggy haze, 

Blending together in the melting, spoiling, rotting warmth of catatonia. 

In utero. 

Interruptions are a constant. 

You feel you are home. 

Here, 

You are. 

You feel. 
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Two Poems 
Roshelle Czar 

Roshelle Czar was born in Karachi, Pakistan and moved to the US at the age of nine. Coming 
from a different land and culture, she felt isolated, but eventually became very fond of California. 
 She lived in San Francisco for ten years and moved to Bakersfield right after her graduation from 
Washington High School on June 15, 2012.  This is her fourth semester at Bakersfield College 
and she is an English major.  Her love for literature ignited at a tender age when she began 
taking frequent trips to bookstores with her dad.  Currently she is the president of International 
Student Association Club on campus and tutors for American Youth Literacy Foundation. 

Poem # 2 

You left suddenly and unexpectedly 

I was still a child blinded by the dark light 

There were lessons left to be taught 

And mistakes to repent over 

But you told me it would be alright 

The monsters would come taunt me at night 

Whisper that you would never come back 

I opened the map and pointed 

Where you would be, a finger- length away 

Mommy said it was thousand miles away 

I laughed and told her it was a misconception 

Because you would always be right by my heart 

She had a mask yet couldn’t conceal 

The aching of your need, your presence 

It was a vulnerable war 

 I waited patiently and forever 

Always believed in the stars above me 

Even as the world grew quieter 

And my heart sank lower 

Years flew by and I patched up the spaces 

Sewed the sorrow and kept the hope 
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I know we will be together one day Daddy 

  

Poem # 3 

He rushes past you, memories slipping away. 

Happiness, sadness, your childlike giggle 

His warm breath, your apprehensive heart 

His mellow voice, your soulful eyes 

Then uninvitingly darkness crept in 

It was the stranger’s game 

The arrows were pointed, words burned into flames. 

No chances were given, just divergent directions 

 With nowhere to flight I took a part of you 

And you must understand, please understand 

That I will always look after you 

That I will always look after you 

  

In midnight I slowly glide away 

Into a world which we created 

Where our souls linger forever 

I will meet you in the midst of it all 

The right and the wrong 

And all the rough edges in between 

We will curve them smoothly 

And mold it into something sweet 

You are carved within me 

And you must understand, please understand 

That I will always look after you 

That I will always look after you 
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Scribble 
Trisha Juan Farinas 

Trisha, originally from Delano, CA, is currently majoring in English. Through written expression, 
she hopes that she can creatively use her words and experiences to reach out to her readers. 
 Much more than she enjoys writing, she enjoys "spoken word" as a way to share those words. 
 "Scribble" is a piece that shares some of Trisha's personal experiences.  Bounded by fear, she 
scribbles some of her desires--from an ordinary life to a daring teen--from innocence to violence. 
 All in all--developing herself, her thoughts, her ideas, her culture, her madness. This paper was 
nominated by Professor Chris Doyen. 

I wanted to ride that earthquake on rollerblades 
-You and me- 
Laughing with our middle fingers up in the air 

Instead, you ran down the street and got a  
Piggy back ride from the neighborhood bully 

I wanted to cha-cha with your bad moods 
-Back and forth- 
Again and again 

Instead, I stood still against a mirrored wall 
Counted squares on the disco ball 
Got mad at the DJ for playing that stupid song 
Again and again 

I wanted to take the night train from  
Silence to Singing from 
Blues to Kissing you, from 
A-Bit to HELLA, from 
Magma to Obsidian 

Instead, I stayed in bed all night and 
Couldn’t remember a single dream in the morning 
(As usual) 

I wanted to swing from vines and  
Catch serpents with you 
Not snakes, but serpents 
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Instead, I looked up exotic places online 
Saved cool pictures while whispering 
Someday, someday 

I wanted to melt a certain syllable into your mouth 

Instead, I chewed on some ice 
Licked some sour Mexican candy and  
Closed my eyes 

I wanted to cut a rooster’s neck and 
Sprinkle salt everywhere 
Rub crushed bone onto your chest with my lips  
But… 

Instead I knelt alone in some 
Catholic Church in some 
Catholic prayer 

I wanted to burn the stiff winter off of your 
Earth hands 

Instead, I cut down your favorite trees and 
Tucked my splintered finger into my 5th pocket 

I wanted to wax your legs for you 
Wane your frown 
Shape a star ‘you know where’ 
Watch your super and nova 

Instead, I dug up your garden smile 
Let the crows peck at your  
Blue-corn teeth and 
Summer dimples 

I wanted to stitch petals and  
Good soil into your wounds 

Instead, I borrowed them,  
Reddened them,  
Yellowed them like the 
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Scars of North America 

I wanted to weave some baskets with you 
Wrap your feet in banana leaves and 
Dance- while 
Remembering our manners 
Our ancestors 
Our history 

Instead, I called you my enemy on the streets and 
Pushed a knife into you 

I wanted to learn our language 
I wanted to triumph with you 
I wanted to cry for you 
I wanted to set you free 

Instead, I SCRIBBLE, 
     SCRIBBLE, 
     SCRIBBLE, 
     SCRIBBLE, 
For your 
All for your.. 
Damn MADNESS!! 
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Story -- Hummingbird 
(Lee) Charles Ransbury 

Lee came back to school at 55 years of age to become a Web Development major, with an 
emphasis on Graphic Design.  He soon discovered an aptitude and enjoyment for art, which has 
become his primary major. 

This work was produced for ART B25 -- Typography. 

Lee wrote the text and produced the typography as a project of this class. 
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They Say 
Matthew Salkeld 

All Music & Lyrics: Matt Salkeld 

Please follow this link to hear Matthew’s music.  
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Breaking the First Rule of Fight Club: An Existential Examination 
Alia Hussein 

Alia Hussein likes philosophy and Fight Club. This paper was nominated by Professor Anna 
Poetker. 

A film with a title like Fight Club naturally leads viewers to believe that they can assume what it is 
about. Though underneath the high levels of testosterone, flying fists, and bloody fights with 
the winners banging on their chests lies much more meaningful themes of the human nature to 
examine. The fighting itself is not used to glorify violence or promote the use of actual fight 
clubs but instead it is meant to represent the resistance against conforming and the struggle to 
find identity and self-worth. The film Fight Club can be analyzed and interpreted in many ways 
but I choose to view the film from an existential perspective in which the unnamed protagonist’s 
inner conflict stems from not having truly created his “essence” yet, as Jean-Paul Sartre and 
other existentialists would say, and feeling that his existence has no meaning or purpose. 

Jean-Paul Sartre states that “…existence precedes essence…” (Sartre 500) and this is a central 
claim of existentialism but what does this mean and why is it so important? “It means that, first of 
all, man exists, turns up, appears on the scene, and, only afterwards defines himself.” (Sartre 
501). This claim reverses the traditional philosophical idea that nature or essence of a thing is 
more fundamental than its existence. The existentialist believes that human beings create their 
own values and essence free of any predetermined nature or inherent identity. The unnamed 
protagonist, who I will refer to as Jack like written in the film’s script, leads a normal life with a 
stable job and lives in a nice apartment in a big city. However, his life also feels vacant and he 
finds himself becoming more lethargic as time goes on since he lacks individuality and defines 
himself by the things he owns instead of his beliefs or actions. At one point in the film he admits 
“I’d flip through catalogs and wonder ‘What kind of dining set defines me as a person?’” (Fight 
Club). His life had consisted of failed attempts to define himself with objects like expensive 
furniture and the nice apartment he lived in but in the end he was still left feeling apathetic and 
detached in his existence.  This is because Jack has not yet realized that his very logic is flawed 
and he must understand that his essence cannot be found within inanimate objects and the 
only thing that can truly define his essence or nature is himself. His lack of action and his 
uncertainty when it comes to his identity have lead him to exist with a false prefabricated 
essence which he cannot bear “I am Jack’s wasted life” (Fight club). Even though Jack is vaguely 
aware of his passive existence he continues going through life on autopilot, that is until Tyler 
Durden comes onto the scene. Tyler quickly becomes the key component to Jack’s awakening 
and gives him the last push to finally venture into his existential journey. 
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Sartre explains “Man is nothing else but what he makes of himself. Such is the first principle of 
existentialism.” (Sartre 501) and Jack must recognize this before he can make significant 
changes in his life. Meeting Tyler on a flight coming back from a business trip and coming home 
to find that his apartment was destroyed by an explosion sets this discovery in motion when he 
decides to meet Tyler for a drink afterward. He is almost panicking now that everything he 
owned, the very same things he used to define himself, are all gone. “That was not just a bunch 
of stuff that got destroyed it was me!” (Fight Club). Tyler makes him realize that those things he 
owned did not define him as a person they defined him only as a consumer. “Things you own 
end up owning you.” (Fight Club). With this Jack is at a loss and more confused than ever. If all 
his belongings, the only things his life consisted of, actually meant nothing what can he do to 
creating meaning in his life?  “There is no reality except in action… Man is nothing else than his 
plan; he exists only to the extent that he fulfills himself; he is therefore nothing else than the 
ensemble of his acts, nothing else than his life.” (Sartre 506).  Tyler appears to agree with the 
sentiment that a person can only be defined by themselves and cannot replace identity or 
essence with anything else stating “You're not your job. You're not how much money you have 
in the bank. You're not the car you drive. You're not the contents of your wallet. You're not your 
fucking khakis.” (Fight Club). After Tyler forces Jack to examine his life he soon realizes that it 
was not of his choosing and that he must provide meaning for himself and that this must be 
done through actions otherwise he would not be defining himself adequately. Tyler then 
challenges the idea of God and what role he would play in life if he did exist. 

There are both existentialists who believe in God and who do not. However, in both cases it is 
still thought that existence precedes essence and that each person must make independent 
choices, which then shapes his or her existence. Tyler does not necessarily dismiss the idea of 
God’s presence but he believes that God is entirely unimportant telling Jack “You have to 
consider the possibility that God does not like you, never wanted you, and in all probability, he 
hates you.” (Fight Club). A statement like this is distressing and even the existentialist would 
agree. When Jean-Paul Sartre spoke of forlornness he meant “… that God does not exist and 
that we have to face all the consequences of this” (Sartre 503). With the idea of God’s 
nonexistence, or even indifference, comes the overwhelming feeling of total freedom and the 
crushing burden of complete responsibility. “Indeed, everything is permissible if God does not 
exist, and as a result man is forlorn, because neither within him or without does he find anything 
to cling to. He can’t start making excuses for himself.” (Sartre 503)  This only reaffirms the idea 
that a person is alone in defining themselves and that their existence precedes their essence 
because without God there is no human nature “…since there is no God to conceive it.” (Sartre 
501) and you must then take all responsibility for who you are. After challenging Jack to 
examine his life, how he defines himself, and casting the significance of God aside, Tyler has 
succeeded in helping Jack gain a new perspective. Now that Jack feels that he is in the process 
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of creating his essence with the help of Tyler they move on to acting on their shared beliefs and 
ideas. 

Sartre believed through choices not only does an individual determine or create what they will 
be but that they choose according to what they believe a person should be. “I am creating a 
certain image of man of my own choosing. In choosing myself, I choose man.” (Sartre 502).  
Sartre claimed that by their actions humans create an image of mankind that they believe is 
right, since they are unable to choose evil. In their decisions they are putting a universal value to 
their acts by deciding in accordance with the belief that all persons should act in the same 
manner. After starting and expanding their fight club Tyler and Jack begin to spread the word of 
materialism and consumerism limiting freedom and repressing individuality. They project their 
set of beliefs onto others and try to convince them that their way of thinking is the correct one 
and should be adopted as their own way of thinking as well. Jean-Paul Sartre stated “… in 
creating the man that we want to be, there is not a single of our acts which does not at the same 
time create an image of man as we think he ought to be.” (Sartre 501) and this holds true in the 
cases of Tyler and Jack in this film. What someone believes and how they act on those beliefs 
can spread and this is exactly what Jack and Tyler strived for. Although in doing this you also 
discover that you must bear not only the responsibility for your actions but everyone else’s as 
well. “And when we say that a man is responsible for himself, we do not only mean he is 
responsible for his own individuality, but that he is responsible for all men.” (Sartre 501). Jack 
has now formed his beliefs, began acting on them, and felt that he was finally making choices 
and living as opposed to just existing. But things quickly get out of hand and he is forced to 
deal with the consequences of some of the choices he’s made.  

Sartre declares that existentialism “…prompts people to understand that reality alone is what 
counts…” (Sartre 506) but Jack soon discovers that his reality has been altered. After Tyler 
initiates a series of urban terrorist operations, which was labeled Project Mayhem, a botched 
mission he sends members on costs a man his life. Tyler was also in the process of completing 
his ultimate plan to erase all debt by destroying buildings that contain credit card companies' 
records.  Jack felt that things were escalating and wanted to put a stop to it. In attempting to do 
so he comes to the frightening realization that he and Tyler are not two separate people, but the 
same.  Tyler is Jack's actualized identity, and this discovery supports the existential idea that we 
are ultimately our own creators. "Hey, you created me. I didn't create some loser alter-ego to 
make myself feel better. Take some responsibility!" (Fight Club). This pivotal scene of the film 
also visually depicts Sartre's notion of the anguish that comes with the knowledge that not only 
do we create our essence, but we must accept responsibility for it as well. “… in the bright realm 
of values, we have no excuse behind us, nor justification before us. We are alone, with no 
excuses.” (Sartre 503). The physical fight that ensues between Jack and Tyler, i.e. himself, 
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portrays the internal struggle Jack is enduring in accepting responsibility for his actions. 
Forming the idea of Tyler, all the crimes committed by Project Mayhem, the death of his friend 
because of those crimes, and even his mundane existence before creating his alter ego; these 
are all results of choices he made and he now realizes that he is solely responsible for all past 
events in his life leading up to this moment. 

Only after coming to terms with his actions and accepting all responsibility does Jack take 
control of the situation and rid of himself of “Tyler” so he can start to put the pieces of his life 
back together. At the end of the film Jack’s future is unknown and after everything he endured 
and the realizations that were made it seems that he might be lost once again. But as Jack had 
said, as Tyler, earlier in the film "It's only after we've lost everything that we're free to do 
anything." (Fight Club).  Now that he is enlightened I believe he knows that he is “condemned 
to be free” as Sartre would put it and though he did not choose to exist “… once thrown into the 
world, he is responsible for everything he does.” (Sartre 503). In the end, Jack realizes that his 
life is ultimately in his hands and he will continue to define himself by his actions and accept 
responsibility for who he is. “At first he is nothing. Only afterward will he be something, and he 
himself will have made what he will be.” (Sartre 501). I believe Jack’s character is a true example 
of existentialism in that he created his own essence that most certainly came after his existence. 
This discovery was by no means an easy one and involved a struggle, despair, and anguish just 
as the existentialist would predict. 
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Feminist Care Ethics 
Bryn Moore 

Bryn Moore is a freshman at Bakersfield College. She is majoring in philosophy with the intention 
to transfer to a UC in the fall of 2015.  She hopes to attend law school. This paper was nominated 
by Professor Rene Trujillo. 

Most regard ethics as a universal and objective set of moral principles to guide one’s behavior. 
However, some feminists argue traditional ethics are not universal because of a male-bias that 
was present in the formation of the ethical theories. These feminists argue that traditional ethics 
demean and diminish values associated with women, such as care, responding to the needs of 
others. Feminist care ethics challenge theories of ethical development to account for women’s 
moral experiences and moral voice, a voice that emphasizes relationships and responsibilities. 
(Tong)  I argue that Carol Gilligan, the founder of feminist care ethics, presents a stronger care 
doctrine than Nel Noddings, an advocate and defender of feminist care ethics. In proving my 
argument, I will present the ideas and criticisms of Carol Gilligan’s moral theory and Nel 
Noddings’, “response to the summons for an improved feminist ethics of care” (Tong).  

In constructing her ethics of care, Gilligan first castigates Freud’s psychosexual theory, the 
Oedipus complex. Gilligan argues Freud’s theory, formulated around the experiences of male 
children, is not applicable to female children; girls do not fear castration from their father as 
some boys may. Gilligan asserts that instead of adapting his theory to include females, Freud 
assumes because girls do not fear castration, they do not learn to take responsibility for 
themselves and thus are slower to see themselves as individuals. From this, Freud concludes 
girls do not honor laws and justice as boys do (Gilligan). The alleged flaw in Freud’s theory is 
attributed to a failure on behalf of females and Gilligan contends, “as long as the categories by 
which development is assessed are derived from research on men, divergence from the 
masculine standard can be only seen as a failure of development” (Gilligan, 69-70). 

Gilligan proceeds to criticize Lawrence Kohlberg’s Theory of Moral Development. Kohlberg 
outlines a six-stage ladder of development, each stage involving an increasing level of morality. 
As development increases, abidance with universal laws and principles becomes progressively 
more important as the standard for judging one’s morality. In gauging morality Kohlberg 
devised Heinz’s dilemma. Heinz’s dilemma involves a man deciding whether or not to steal an 
expensive drug in order to save his wife’s life. (Gilligan) Reasoning that engages universal 
principles and laws is more likely to be highly ranked in Kohlberg’s ladder of moral 
development. Gilligan questions the universality of Kohlberg’s theory, since it posits that 
females generally only make it to stage three, where interpersonal relationships receive value. 
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Conversely, men make it beyond to stages four, five, and to stage six. Gilligan argues females 
are not less morally developed than males; she instead asserts that Kohlberg’s theory harbors a 
male-bias that cheapens a female’s moral experience. Formulating her moral theory, Gilligan 
interviewed twenty-nine women and questioned them regarding their abortion decision. 
During the interviews Gilligan presented Heinz’s dilemma to each woman and recorded their 
reasoning. After the interviews, Gilligan constructed her own theory of moral development, 
which reflects, “this distinctive moral voice...that speaks a language of care that emphasizes 
relationships and responsibilities” (Tong). According to Gilligan, the language of care she heard 
during her studies is not accounted for under Kohlberg’s theory or in traditional ethics. The first 
stage of Gilligan’s moral doctrine involves women thinking and caring only of themselves. The 
second stage involves women thinking and caring entirely about others, ignoring their own 
needs. And in the third stage, a female is able to balance both the care of her needs and the 
care of other’s needs. It is once a woman is at stage three that her thinking “is fully and properly 
feminist” (Tong).  In the context of Gilligan’s abortion study, a woman in the first stage would 
make her abortion decision only considering herself, in the second stage only considering 
others, and in the third stage considering what is best for her and others.  

Many accept Gilligan’s care ethics while others criticize and question her theory. Gilligan’s 
theory of moral development has come under attack for being no better than Kohlberg’s theory 
as she simply addresses women’s morality as opposed to human morality Although Gilligan 
argues care is not only strictly associated with females, in formulating her theory Gilligan based 
her findings off the abortion study- in which only women were interviewed. In response to 
criticism, Gilligan took the initiative to conduct studies concerning male’s morality in order to 
understand and explain why males may encounter more difficulty in speaking the language of 
care (Tong). Others attack Gilligan’s care ethics on the basis that justice, as an ethical practice, is 
more dependent and reliable than care. Meaning, principles such as duty and justice are more 
constant than care and do not lean on particulars of a situation (Tong). These critics argue that, “ 
Constant principles are more reliable action guides than ephemeral feelings…When justice and 
care conflict, considerations of impartiality should trump considerations of partiality; my 
children’s fundamental rights and basic needs are neither more nor less important than anyone 
else’s children.” (Tong) Moreover, some feminists take issue with Gilligan, arguing that 
associating females with the act of care encourages women to abandon their own needs in 
order to care for others. (Tong) 

 Addressing the criticisms directed at Gilligan, criticism that claims her theory solely focuses on 
female morality is reasonable as in the formation of her theory she only interviewed women. It is 
understandable why Gilligan only interviewed females; only females can undergo an abortion. 
However, Gilligan seeks to prove that her theory is applicable to all. Now, “the primary aim of 
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Gilligan’s new studies is to demonstrate that Level Three thinking is, after all, the kind of thinking 
that should guide moral deliberation” (Tong) Additionally, Gilligan was seeking women’s 
previously unaccounted for moral voice. Gilligan’s efforts to discover why males struggle to 
speak the language of care acknowledges criticism and appropriately suggests her Level Three 
thinking as a moral guide for all, not just females. I consider the argument that justice, as a 
moral principle, is more reliable than care, as a conceited criticism. The criticism falls in line with 
both Freud and Kohlberg’s theories, the very male-bias Gilligan opposes and challenges. Their 
criticism presupposes the universality of the language of justice and the superiority of the 
male’s moral voice. To quote Gilligan, “The failure to see the different reality of women's lives 
and to hear the differences in their voices stems in part from the assumption that there is a 
single mode of social experience and interpretation”(173). Addressing, the feminist’s criticism 
that argues associating care with females hurts females overlooks one of Gilligan’s fundamental 
points. According to Gilligan, the most morally developed thinking involves one thinking of 
their needs along with others needs. Under Gilligan’s ethical theory, if one is fully morally 
developed, one would not sacrifice caring for themself in order to care for others. Additionally, 
one can argue that care is not strictly associated with women.  

Turning to Nel Noddings, she seeks to provide clarification and an improved take on care 
ethics. Noddings suggests that care ethics deals with two parties: the caregiver and the one 
who receives the care (Tong).  However, Noddings believes one does not need to care about 
the welfare of everyone. Under Noddings, “True care does not consist in proclaiming one’s 
universal love for all humankind. Nor does it consist in sending aid to victims of war, famine, or 
natural disasters…real care requires actual encounters with specific individuals; it cannot be 
bestowed from afar upon individuals in general” (Tong). Within her position, ethical care and 
natural care are distinguishable, where ethical care requires a concentrated effort to care, and 
natural care is instinctual. Noddings argues one must make time for those one loves and 
preserve existing relationships. Similar to the ideas of Gilligan, Noddings likewise believes that 
there must be harmony between caring for one’s self and others. (Tong) 

  I believe Nel Noddings, who sought to improve care ethics, made care ethics easier and 
but did not necessarily make it better. Although Noddings made care ethics something one 
may conveniently implement in everyday life, she also trivialized care ethics. According to 
Noddings, ethical caring should be reserved for only the people one actually knows. Noddings’ 
selective application and negative simplification is not an improvement of Gilligan’s care ethics, 
but rather weakens care as an ethical practice. For example, under Gilligan’s theory, care is 
extendable to anyone, provided the needs of the caregiver are met. Care, such as charity, is 
possible under Gilligan’s interpretation, but not under Noddings unless one personally knows 
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who is receiving the charity. Because of technology it is increasingly easier to care for and 
impact people one does not know. Caring for strangers should not be sacrificed.  

The fault in Noddings’ theory is the limit she places on care. Gilligan’s theory makes the 
strongest case for care ethics as she finds a reasonable and universally applicable balance 
between caring for one and others. Care is best implemented as she suggests, as “an activity of 
relationship, of seeing and responding to need, taking care of the world by sustaining the web 
of connection so that no one is left alone” (Gilligan, 62). 

  

95



Works Cited 

Gilligan, Carol. In a Different Voice: Psychological Theory and Women's Development. 
Cambridge, MA: Harvard UP, 1982. Print. 

Tong, Rosemarie and Williams, Nancy, "Feminist Ethics", The Stanford Encyclopedia of 
Philosophy (Spring 2014 Edition), Edward N. Zalta (ed.), URL = <http://plato.stanford.edu/
archives/spr2014/entries/feminism-ethics/>. 

96



Featured Works 

97



Untitled Ethics Essay  
Finalist for Philosophy Department Student Colloquium  

Emily Lyons 

Emily has lived and attended school in northeast Bakersfield for her entire life.  Free time is spent 
with her husband and son.  She works at the mall and has no hobbies.  She explored a few 
majors at BC before deciding on philosophy, and she is undeniably sure there is nothing she 
could enjoy more.  She plans to transfer to CSUB in the fall.  Beyond that are plans to move north 
and continue school. 

There is vast disagreement among those have studied ethics, as to possible ways to apply a 
single ethical rule or system to any given situation.  No ethical theory previously presented has 
been found to be practical in every situation.  The resulting belief for some philosophers is that 
the application of such a system is not possible, and there is no way to determine the moral 
value of any action.  I will argue that those who find the contemplation of moral law a waste of 
time are underestimating human ability.  Rather than aligning with a single theory and opposing 
all others, which challengers will find many faults in, or abandoning the study of ethics 
completely, focus should be given to developing a way to make use of the basic ideas in all 
ethical systems. 

Nora Hamalainen makes an excellent case in defense of moral anti-theorism, in "Is Moral Theory 
Harmful in Practice?—Relocating Anti-theory in Contemporary Ethics," arguing the limitations of 
moral theories are dangerous.  Hamalainen explains anti-theoretical thought, that “such 
constructions can even be destructive of our fairly advanced everyday capacities of moral 
reflection” (541).  Of course a strict inside-the-box following of a single moral theory could be 
detrimental to the decision-making abilities humans are gifted with.  It would be the ultimate 
crime to strip a person of the opportunity to reason.  However, I cannot agree when Hamalainen 
explains that the studying of morals should be one of depiction rather than something that 
commands actual moral decisions.  “Moral philosophy should at most be a descriptive project 
which indirectly affects our moral practices.  Any attempts to theorize, or systematize, our 
understanding is bound to distort the actual moral competence which we rely on in practical 
moral thought and action (141).  Referring to work by Baier, Hamalainen presents the argument 
that Hume’s writing (as well as Aristotle’s) should be interpreted as descriptive.  Accordingly, 
from this perspective Hume’s work is meant to guide a person to reflect on the way they make 
their own moral decisions causing them to act more carefully in that decision making process 
rather than mapping out specific rules for decision making (141).  Reading about various moral 
theories will expand a person’s mind and help to see alternative options that otherwise may not 
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have been considered.  In understanding how we as humans tend to categorize what is moral, 
we may do a better job of properly being moral in the future.  I do not believe a person can take 
in all that these theories have to teach without reading and contemplating with such an open 
mind that there is hope that it could be the ultimate truth. 

 To begin with, one must find what makes each moral theory so ingenious, and know where it 
falls through.  Naturalism is a beneficial ethical system in that it takes into account cultural 
differences.  In America, animal activists and vegetarians aside, the general population does not 
find it immoral the way in which we slaughter thousands of cows for food.  This same situation in 
India where cows are not eaten, or in other cultures where the animal should be blessed or 
given respect prior to its death, could be an upsetting immoral disaster.  Differing cultural 
beliefs should be taken into account, as one single culture cannot claim to have the authority to 
dictate what is correct moral labeling over another culture.  Naturalism cannot hold on its own, 
as explained by R. M. Hare, due to two issues.  However, it has a key concept that should always 
be considered when reasoning about morality.  Hare explains that even though it is a 
descriptive system, it collapses into relativism (65).  A prime example of this relativism 
manifesting is with two people who have opposing moral views and come from different 
cultures.  Each person could be correct within a naturalist perspective, and so it is relativism.  
The second issue, which Hare touches on, is that naturalism, being culturally reliant on 
definitions of morality, makes the assumption that all people within a given language or culture 
will be in agreement on what is moral (67).  This is of course untrue, for if it were, all of the 
English speaking Americans would be in agreement on moral-political issues on voting day. 

Consequentialism aims to do the best for the largest amount of people, so the reason why one 
would want to take it into account is self-explanatory.  In consequentialism “an action is right if 
and only if its total outcome is the best possible.” (Mautner 81).  On one hand it seems like you 
couldn’t argue with such results, however, the general rules provide criteria for the outcome 
without a well-paved path to reach it.  It also disregards intention when judging whether 
something is moral, which leaves people guilty of accidents.  Utilitarianism, a form of or 
sometimes equivalent to consequentialism, which is rooted in the word utility, connects morality 
with what is useful.  David Hume goes into detail about this in An Inquiry Concerning the 
Principle’s of Morals, stating that “moral obligation holds proportion with the usefulness” (22).  
He argues that what people call moral goes hand in hand with what they find useful.  However, 
this is not equivalent to a claim that he believes people should make ethical decisions on what 
is right by what is useful.  The problem using this as a rule lies in determining who it should be 
useful for and weighing one person or groups needs against others. 
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The reasons behind excluding ethical theories from moral reasoning are many, but such 
reasons fail to realize that there are other options outside of absolute following of a single 
theory.  Hare claims these people are too fast to give up (46).  Although Hare defends that all 
moral theories contain gems of truth, he also settles with a final single theory to conclude what 
he believes works best; he asserts that the answer to moral reasoning is found in rationalism 
and his interpretation of Kant and the categorical imperative (131).  The categorical imperative, 
to always act in such a way that you could will your action be a universal law, has application 
failures as well.  Every single situation varies slightly from every other, and every person making 
a decision has circumstances no other person can match.  Determining where to draw the line, 
who to separate and categorize together as having similar enough circumstances to defend or 
reprimand actions, is not so clear.  Kant’s rule fails as a clear guide and leaves the person falling 
back to rely on no more than their own original reasoning process. 

The use of a single ethical system is incredibly limiting to human potential.  People have the 
ability to be innovative and make complex decisions.  In “Ethics Beyond Moral Theory,” Timothy 
Chappell compares a person’s following of a specific ethical system to that of using the Bible to 
make every decision.  

 Suppose we agree that it is boring to make your decisions solely by reference to the   
 question “What does the Bible say?,” and that it is humanly diminishing – hence, corrupting 
 – to move from richer and more natural modes of deliberation, to the mode that uses that  
 question and nothing else. It is no less boring and diminishing to give up the glory of our  
 natural deliberative life for the exiguous “couple of ideas” that are involved in the kinds of  
 deliberative life that depend on The Master Questions “What would promote utility?” or 
 “What is universalisable?” Either question has, when you get down to it, not that much to   
 recommend it over the Master Question “What does the Bible say?”  Chappell 208-209 

A person who uses the Bible to solve every moral dilemma may arrive at a conclusion that he or 
she would otherwise have previously not considered a moral answer.  For instance, 1 Timothy 
2:15 would lead one to believe a woman who does not bear children is acting immorally.  If 
your son is behaving defiantly, Deuteronomy 21:21 gives the clear answer to have him stoned 
to death.  However, there are numerous teachings in the Bible that would guide decisions down 
a generally agreeable moral path.  The task then may be to comb out and separate instances 
where the Bible may be applied, to arrive at a moral conclusion, from the situations where 
reference to the Bible needs to be rejected.  This same teasing and separating could possibly 
be applied to moral systems.  This is where that deliberation Chappel speaks of becomes 
important.  People have the ability to reason excellently.  It would be a shame if people were 
given a set of perfect square rules and had no reason to contemplate decisions. 
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Finding faults in ethical systems does not mean the application of these systems should be 
exempt from consideration as valuable tools in moral reasoning.  R. M. Hare in Sorting Out 
Ethics, lectures on the ethical theories of naturalism, intuitionism, emotivism, rationalism, and 
utilitarianism.  While discussing that faults are present in each ethical theory, which in turn has 
caused many philosophers to discount the study of finding a workable theory, Hare recognizes 
that all ethical theories “reveal different parts of truth about morality” (45).  It is understandable 
why a person would not want to rely an entire life’s decisions based on one rule.  That could be 
disastrous under any of the ethical theories if applied to incompatible situations. But that is not 
to say that these should not continue to be considered, studied, and developed. Do not 
misconstrue this as inconsistency, where a person picks and changes belief in ethical theory 
with changing situations as it fits immediate needs, nor is this the case that a person should find 
the theory that best fits a previously defined conclusion.  There is order to be found when in 
accordance with appropriate reasoning.  

A thorough understanding of all existing ethical theories opens new doors of thought up to 
people whose exposure had previously been limited.  Study of all ethical theories is necessary 
to expand the mind.  People cannot make sound moral decisions without a background.  The 
key is to use the ethical theories to build mental abilities up rather that cage one’s self in. Hume 
gives an analogy similar to this when he discusses the learned ability to “feel the proper 
sentiment” (3).  Intuitions in morality may be void if there is not trained logic and reason 
structured behind them. 

All theories should be considered in moral reasoning; otherwise the path is too narrow and the 
doors that lead toward many options will remain closed when they should have been explored.  
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Ethics of Manipulation 
Finalist for Philosophy Department Student Colloquium  

Andrew Martin 

Andrew Martin grew up in the country side of Plymouth, Indiana, and the city of Bakersfield, 
California.  He is currently pursuing a degree in philosophy and hoping to eventually acquire his 
masters and PhD.  Ethics is of particular interest to him due to it undergoing massive changes as 
a result of increasingly secular societies being formed and the technological revolutions that are 
occurring within genetics, robotics, and nanotechnology.  Other areas of interest include ethic's 
view of people diagnosed with having an antisocial personality disorder and the implications 
and application of radical life extension. 

Education is thought by many to be the path to guaranteed success and wealth.  While this idea 
is not fermented in the minds of all, and there are alternative means to achieving success, it is 
agreed that education to some extent is necessary.  Home schooling or graduating from a 
public or private institution displays that an individual has acquired guidance throughout their 
youth regarding beneficial skills. Ensuring that children are not just informed but rather 
educated yields benefits for the individual and society.  To inform means to give someone facts 
or information, e.g., approaching a preschooler and telling them that two plus two is equal to 
four is how one could inform the child about a rule of mathematics, but it does not stand to 
show that the child has learned the concept of basic addition.  Educating is to give intellectual, 
moral, and social instruction or guidance; which is accomplished with the involvement of 
instructors and peers throughout a person’s life.  Educators utilize critical thinking when 
teaching students skills deemed vital to their lives amongst their community. While a multiplicity 
of skills presents benefits, critical thinking is universally malleable due to its ability to transcend 
culture, age, and ideas.  Without it a society can descend into wars, starvation, and engage in 
unethical and cruel practices.  A party’s ability to observe, gather information, and act 
accordingly to make a beneficial decision is a vital mechanism for the progress of society; 
through this we must acknowledge that manipulation is not only a social necessity, but is an 
ethical means by which benefits for parties involved can be achieved. 

Manipulation’s strongly negative connotation causes people to designate those who use it as 
unethical or a bad person.  However, Oxford defines manipulation as to control or influence (a 
person or situation) cleverly, unfairly, or unscrupulously (“Manipulation”).  To be clever is 
synonymous with possessing intelligence, which does not implicate one as unethical. 
 Manipulation, therefore, cannot in all scenarios be harmful to implement.  If a party implements 
proper guidance or control over a situation this does not render their actions to be 
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automatically harmful, but rather displays their ability to understand a problem from different 
perspectives, e.g., a parent who is aware their child has a fear of dogs and decides to avoid 
attending parks with a high frequency of dogs.  The parent does not need to inform their child 
that they drive to a different park because of their fear, for revealing the truth can cause the 
child to feel burdensome or that there is something wrong with having a fear, but rather the 
adult will manipulate the experience to yield the greatest benefits for both parties.  Should the 
child inquire about why they are attending a different park the parent may resort to dishonesty 
by painting the park without dogs as a more enjoyable, nicer environment, with a larger variety 
of possible activities, then, without mentioning that the other park has more dogs, the parent 
will describe the dog park as dingy, unsafe, boring, and unclean. As a result the child is inclined 
to pick the former.  Additionally the child does not have to experience distress, and the parent 
does not have to spend time calming the child nor feel neglectful for allowing such distress. 
 Due to the perception of what it means to be manipulative an individual will avoid using the 
tool for two prevailing reasons. Firstly, if one is being manipulative then it is made all the more 
difficult should people be aware of your attempts at control due to their unwillingness to trust in 
you, which is the primary reason manipulation is often implemented in secrecy.  Secondly, due 
to manipulative parties being designated as harmful they are either avoided or confronted by 
members of their society who are attempting to negate the manipulation with honesty, which 
can result in a worsening of the conflict.  While manipulation and dishonesty are separate tools, 
they are often used in combination to achieve a goal.  Deception, however, is not recognized to 
be wrong in all situations, which is why we should use dishonesty when it is beneficial to all 
parties involved.  When asked if a patient should be told of a cancer diagnosis, 89% of African-
Americans and 87% of European-Americans thought that the patient should be informed.  Only 
65% of Mexican-Americans and 47% of Korean-Americans supported informing the patient. 
 When asked about a patient’s right to know if diagnosed with a terminal prognosis, the 
numbers dropped significantly amongst all ethnicities: 63% of African-Americans and 69% of 
European-Americans stated that the truth should be divulged while Mexican-Americans 
dropped to 48% and Korean-Americans remained the least likely to desire the truth at 33%.  The 
reasons for being dishonest or withholding information ranged from it being cruel, perceptions 
that a patient will die faster if informed, some people simply can’t take it, and that the truth 
should be substituted for hope of getting well (Blackhall, Frank, Murphy, Michel 25-31).  This 
strong cultural disagreement on when the truth should be made known reveals that honesty is 
not held as the highest priority by all, rather two other ideas are thought to be of greater 
significance.  Happiness, it being considered cruel to tell a patient the truth and we should 
avoid cruelty, and progress, the patient has a chance of getting better, which is to say they will 
make positive progress with the illness and that advancement is more important than their 
awareness of the truth.  If one was to insist that honesty must always be adhered to, despite 
other cultures insisting it does not, the honest party would  be making a claim to superiority by 
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assigning their moral judgment to possess greater validity than others.  Additionally, due to the 
parties changing their answers when a different question was asked, and their never being a 
group to agree 100% on withholding the truth, we cannot insist that honesty should remain a 
constant.  It has been asserted by some philosophers that an ethical action can still include a 
selfish desire or benefit, e.g., carpooling saves a party money, yet it is also beneficial for the 
environment. Should the preserving of finances be the only reason for carpooling it does not 
render the impact on the environment any less significant.  I extend what it means to be ethical 
by asserting that honesty is not required.  The ethical stature for the parties involved is 
determined by avoiding or reducing suffering and creating benefits that will be greater for 
those involved. 

Recent decades have seen an increase in global education for children through numerous 
programs: Save the Children, Head Start, and the High Scope Foundation, to name a few. 
 Recently an initiative known as ‘learning through play’ has been implemented in preschools 
through Developmentally Appropriate Practices curriculum. This entails significantly less focus 
on standard academic practices regarding mathematics, reading, and writing through testing 
and worksheets and replaces the structure with an environment in which children play with a 
variety of products that benefit them (Gestwicki 33). The play environment is pre-planned and 
under the control of the educators leading the children to unknowingly develop while they 
think they are playing freely.  Upon seeing children playing rather than learning, a frustrated 
parent will often confront educators asking how this environment is benefitting their children. 
During this conflict the educator informs the parent how their child is learning a variety of 
important skills through play.  An explanation is then made to the parents that what they are 
witnessing is not the standard ‘play’ they are acquainted with, but that the Developmentally 
Appropriate Practices curriculum has created a new definition for what it means to play and that 
it is limited to what is deemed to further develop the students. While the child thinks they have 
the freedom to do as they please they have in reality been restricted to healthier alternative 
activities that will yield greater benefits.  It is understandable for children to be unaware of how 
they are benefiting from their guided education due to still developing cognitive skills, but for 
adults to be unaware of the means to which their children are learning displays the level of 
complexity that has been implemented in manipulating children to acquire socially desired 
skills.  This is not to say that the parents are unintelligent but rather that educators have created 
a highly intricate system of guided manipulation to educate the child rather than inform them. 
 Ethically beneficial manipulative practices are used by children as well.  Researchers have 
discovered that toddlers who attempt to comfort another child who is distressed or upset often 
do not possess the capacity to display empathy due to their brains still developing. The child is 
often mimicking behavior they have witnessed other caregivers provide (Poole, Miller, Church). 
Should an educator be aware that the child does not possess empathy or feelings of sorrow for 
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their peer they will be allowed to continue the behavior due to it being mutually beneficial 
despite not being honest.  Child educators will often meet accusations of manipulations with 
scorn due to the idea that manipulation is a heinous act. They will reply that they do not 
manipulate but instead offer carefully crafted guidance; of which the child does not need to be 
aware.  What is occurring is an individual with power over others is altering the environment 
and programs in an extremely clever way as to yield the greatest benefits to those involved: 
educators, parents, children, and ultimately society.  This is manipulation in its purest ethical 
form and displays the benefits of utilizing it as a tool. 

Education aims at creating a healthy, productive, thoughtful, and successful population that will 
help those who have come before them and still be certain to maintain society for those who 
will come after them.  In order to accomplish such a feat critical thinking is championed as proof 
to education’s ever lasting benefits.  This is reinforced in the college environment by professors 
when they inform students that it is not the major that will help them in finding a job but rather 
an employer can determine that the individual they will be hiring completed a college 
education and have been thoroughly taught in the ways of critical thinking.  But what does it 
mean to implement critical thinking as a usable skill?  The National Council for Excellence in 
Critical Thinking described it as: 

 “The intellectually disciplined process of actively and skillfully conceptualizing, applying,   
 analyzing, synthesizing, and/or evaluating information gathered from, or generated by,   
 observation, experience, reflection, reasoning, or communication, as a guide to belief and  
 action” (“Defining Critical Thinking”). 

There are other manners of thinking aside from critical, such as faith based thinking or egotistic. 
 Neither of these are taught in schools, nor are they valid structures of thought.  Egoism is 
avoided due to excessive selfishness being its driving force, often causing parties within 
proximity of a practicing egoist to feel unvalued and left to suffer while the egoist is the only 
individual to benefit.  In matters of faith, critical thinking is still the dominant and preferred 
means of dealing with problems.  Faith based thinking is commonly championed by religious 
institutions as a means to achieving happiness and success often arguing that if you do not go 
looking for what you want it will in turn find you.  Yet should the members of a congregation 
appeal to the institute’s leader for assistance in personal matters it is not faith that is asked for, 
but rather guidance in hopes that an answer can be discovered to the conflict. Consider the 
results should a religious leader instruct the party that the process of believing in a solution is 
what causes it to take form;  no guidance has been offered other than suggesting they wait and 
remain faithful.  Now should the leader present alternative solutions to the problem through 
experience, reflection, reasoning, communication, and guidance, going so far as to even 
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reference the preferred holy text, creating comparisons, and expressing how they might 
implement certain aspects of the story to their own problem, will render information unto the 
party that can then be applied to the conflict.  The desire for an individual who is capable of 
critical thinking is due in part to our day-to-day lives, in which we are confronted with problems 
that involve people who have different backgrounds and mentalities from ourselves and if we 
are unable to see a solution to the problem we recruit additional members of society to consult 
in hopes that they will be able to assist.  It is not enough to know how to solve a problem, it 
takes action on the acquired information.  Furthermore we do not make all that we know 
available to people who we find ourselves in conflict with, but choose carefully which 
information to implement in hopes of yielding the best possible result.  Withholding 
information from people is perceived as harmful due to it reducing the number of available 
choices.  We have come to think that having more choices results in a greater happiness; this is 
one of the primary arguments for why freedom creates joy. As an individual I should have the 
greatest amount of freedom for then I will have the greatest amount of choices and with those 
additional options I will be happier.  This fallacy in thought displays why manipulation is 
necessary for a happier life.  Findings regarding freedom of choice display that with too many 
choices comes paralysis and unhappiness for those involved.  The paralysis is caused by the 
overwhelming number of choices that the individual is presented with and their inability to 
decide which option to go with.  Worse still is that due to the overabundance of choices 
available should a party make a decision and any disappointment or distress result from their 
choice, despite still reaping benefits, the individual will view all the other options as superior 
and feel worse about their decision than they would have if there were fewer options to pick 
from (Schwartz).  Manipulation allows an individual to implement critical thinking and guide 
people to a limited number of beneficial options. It is not absolute freedom that creates a 
happier life, but controlled freedom that recognizes excess of choice is harmful and a limit is 
needed to guide parties to the best decisions available. 

It is thus evident that manipulation plays a crucial part in society. However, it is possible to 
regularly utilize this tool ethically.  Let us revisit the example of carpooling, for selfish but still 
ethical means, in greater detail.  We are presented with you, wanting to save money and 
deciding to carpool, and a coworker who lives near you but is known to be unfriendly and often 
unwilling to perform favors for people.  Firstly, you can appeal to their selfish desire to save 
money through carpooling, but this method will only succeed should their desire to save funds 
be greater than their desire to avoid assisting you.  Should the coworker have less interest in 
saving money on fuel due to the possibility of having greater finances than you, then you will be 
met with a ‘no’.  Equally possible the coworker may consider his lack of dependence on others 
as important and will not wish for any assistance from you.  However, should you get to know 
the coworker through communication, observation, and reasoning you will place yourself in 
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higher regard by them thus a favor becomes far more feasible than it was at the onset.  If you 
were to have no intention of carpooling at the beginning and later on acquire this benefit no 
one would call into question your actions, not even you. Yet, when an outcome is consciously 
desired we are met with criticism from our peers and often ourselves.  It cannot stand to reason 
that you have acted unethically for no cruelty or suffering was rendered through the process, 
but rather you assessed that there was a problem, spending money on driving, found a solution, 
carpooling, and went about acquiring this solution in the best possible way, befriending a 
coworker.  You have manipulated a scenario in order to acquire benefits for not just yourself but 
also your co worker and the environment; these are ethical results of your actions.  People have 
needs and wants that they try to satisfy through the mental and physical tools they have 
acquired over time.  Through these desires conflicts arise and mankind is met with two options 
of resolving their problems.  Firstly, a party can deny their want or need and give in to the will of 
another which often results in suffering.  Secondly, humans can use tools to assist in conflict 
resolution that yield benefits; the extent of the benefits and who receives them is determined 
by how the tools are used.  Acts of violence and theft cause suffering, while manipulation results 
in mutual benefits.  Humans do possess the abilities to control others and rig social scenarios to 
their parties benefit through manipulation, betrayal, and harmful deception, causing the results 
and process to be unethical.  This does not show deception and manipulation to be a harmful 
tool, rather that the tools are being used inappropriately.  Mankind uses harmful and destructive 
tools to achieve its goals for if we did not then fire would be abandoned by society.  Fire 
spreads and destroys all in its path, though, with the destruction comes a more vibrant and 
rapid expanse of life, and with some environments a wildfire is required to make way for new 
growth.  Despite its destructive capabilities we still use fire for its benefits. Manipulation must be 
afforded the same consideration and utilization. 
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On What Women Should Be 
Tiffany Dauner: Winner: 2014 David Arthur Memorial Scholarship Prize 

Tiffany is currently finishing her Associates degree in Philosophy at Bakersfield college. She is 
attending California state University Bakersfield with a goal of obtaining her Bachelor’s degree, 
also in Philosophy. Her daughter is her greatest inspiration, and reminder to never allow others 
to silence you or treat you as less then you are.  

Women by May Swenson  
Women                                 Or they  
   should be                              should be  
      pedestals                              little horses  
         moving                                 those wooden  
            pedestals                              sweet  
               moving                                 oldfashioned  
                  to the                                    painted  
                     motions                                 rocking  
                        of men                                  horses  

                        the gladdest things in the toyroom  

                           The                                       feelingly  
                        pegs                                     and then  
                     of their                                 unfeelingly  
                  ears                                     To be  
               so familiar                            joyfully  
            and dear                               ridden  
         to the trusting                      rockingly  
      fists                                    ridden until  
   To be chafed                        the restored  

egos dismount and the legs stride away  

Immobile                            willing  
   sweetlipped                         to be set  
      sturdy                                 into motion  
         and smiling                         Women  
            women                                 should be  
               should always                        pedestals  
                  be waiting                              to men 
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The poem “Women” by author May Swenson accurately and beautifully employs metaphors to 
depict the objectification that most women struggle against in life. The “things” we, the reader, 
are told women “should be” in the poem echo the limiting and controlling voices that many 
women hear either out loud, or maybe worse, in their own head. The poem uses the phrase 
“should be” to discuss how women are treated in American culture. All persons should be  
recognized as autonomous (self-governing) agents (one who acts). Unfortunately, for many 
persons this is not realized. My focus will be the objectification of American women by not only 
men, but by women as well. Professors Martha Nussbaum and Rae Langton have each written 
extensively on the topic of objectification. Nussbaum created the seven ways she feels people 
are treated as things, and Langton expands on this list. When viewing Swenson’s poem through 
their guidelines, recognizing how women are treated as things becomes easier while also 
highlighting the damage that objectification does to women’s ability to both be, and to be 
accepted as, autonomous agents. 

Swenson does not believe women “should be” any of the things she describes in her poem, 
and yet she recognizes, rightly I would argue, that things or objects are exactly what women are 
made to feel they “should be” (stanza 1). Treating a woman as an object is treating her as 
something other than the person she is. In the poem women are told, “Women should be 
pedestals moving pedestals moving to the motions of men” (stanza 1): Here a woman is a table, 
an object, used to lift up a man and move in ways that elevate his status or serve him. She is not 
being treated as an autonomous agent; she is being treated as something she is not, an object. 
Martha Nussbaum, a professor of law and ethics at the University of Chicago, argues in her 
essay “Objectification” that “in all cases of objectification what is at issue is a question of 
treating one thing as another: One is treating as an object what is really not an object what is in 
fact, a human being” (218). Essentially, there is no insult in calling an object a “thing”. A chair is a 
chair; it cannot feel or express its desires, as it does not possess these abilities. A chair is not an 
autonomous agent acting on and of its own volition. A person, more specifically an adult 
woman, does however have the ability to express herself autonomously. When she is not 
attributed these abilities, she is being treated as an object. An example of this type of 
objectification would be the trophy wife. This is a married woman who is very attractive. She 
does not need to be smart or interesting. She elevates her husband because she is viewed as 
beautiful by other men and women. She is a prize or thing he has won, and he now can show off 
as his. The “pedestal” or trophy wife exists as an object to raise up her husband and allow 
herself to be beneath him. The idea of beauty being used as a means of objectification of 
women goes beyond the trophy wife, though, and is one of the more common ways women are 
treated as objects.  
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Women are objectified by men and other women when they are limited to their physical 
appearance. In Swenson’s poem, women are told how they “should be” in how they should 
look. She uses the metaphor of a small, painted and sweet toy horse to stand in for women 
(stanza 2). Rae Langton, a philosophy professor at Massachusetts Institute of Technology, in her 
essay “Autonomy-Denial in Objectification”, writes on this type of objectification as part of her 
list of ways to identify when a person is being treated as a thing. She says, “Reduction to 
appearance: one treats it primarily in terms of how it looks or how it appears to the 
senses” (229).   When using the poem as a view of current beauty standards for women, women 
are told in order to be considered beautiful to men, or in general, they “should be” petite, wear 
makeup and be visually appetizing. Also, they should do all of this while remaining an object 
unable to move on their own (stanza 2). These ideas of beauty leave many women to feel they 
are not beautiful as they do not fit these standards. In telling women they should look certain 
ways, they are not being allowed to make autonomous, self-affirming decisions about their 
beauty or their body. Furthermore, when reducing a woman to her appearance, it is not 
uncommon to associate certain personalities or ideas with certain looks. For example, the pretty 
girl cannot also be the smart girl and the skinny girl is the lucky girl, because everyone wants to 
be thin. This is a very damaging way to objectify women as it involves not only others limiting 
women’s autonomous decisions but also women limiting themselves. By evaluating a woman 
only in her appearance she is not being viewed as a person. Not only are the women who do 
not fit the ideal beauty standard harmed by this objectification but also the women considered 
beautiful. When a woman is limited to her appearance, she is being limited as a person.  

When men treat women as objects, even as beautiful or special objects, they are still treating 
them as an object. In Swenson’s poem, this is evident in the loving use of the horse. She writes, 
“…their ears so familiar and dear to the trusting fists to be chafed” (stanza 3). The “ears” trust the 
“fists”. The ears belong to the horse, an object that is loved. So much loved that parts of it are 
being rubbed raw from use. In applying this metaphor to a man’s treatment of a woman, it takes 
on a frightening implication. The woman trusts the hands and the man behind the hands 
enough to be with him in either a sexual way or simply in a trusted relationship, and he abuses 
that trust by harming her he is treating her as an object. Worse still she is an object that is 
acceptable to abuse in favor of his pleasure. This entails one of the forms of treating a woman 
as an object that Nussbaum includes in her list- treating an object as “Violable”. Nussbaum 
writes, “Violability. The objectifier treats the object as lacking in boundary integrity, as 
something that is permissible to break up, smash or break into”(218). The woman, like the 
“ears”, have been treated as breakable. While the woman may be loved, and the repeated use 
may indicate that she is favored, the fact that her body can be used to this point indicates she is 
being seen as an object and not valued as a person. Her ability to be used is what a man values, 
and that is a form of instrumentality.   
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One of the most significant ways men objectify women is by instrumentally using them. 
According to Nussbaum, instrumentality involves turning a person into a tool to use for one’s 
purpose and no longer recognizing them as a person in and of themselves (223).This use is 
commonly viewed in the sexual setting. Swenson writes of woman used and dismissed in this 
way when she writes of the rocking horse, “To be joyfully ridden rockingly ridden until the 
restored egos dismount and the legs stride away” (stanza 4). Once satisfied the man physically 
abandons the women with no concern for her autonomous desires or satisfaction. The line 
“egos dismount and the legs stride away” is literally written on the loins of the womanly shape 
in the poems form (stanza 4).  She has been objectified for his satisfaction. This idea of sexual 
instrumentality is not new, and is evident according to Nussbaum in Immanuel Kant’s criticism 
of sex. Kant, according to Nussbaum, believes “sexual desire is a very powerful force that 
conduces to the thing-like treatment of persons, by which he means, above all, the treatment of 
persons not as ends in themselves but as means or tools for the satisfaction of one’s own 
desires” (224). This treatment most often applies to men’s treatment of women. When women 
are viewed as a means to an end of men’s sexual desires. When a man reaches his climax that 
often signals the end of the sexual experience. Women are told by men that they take too long 
or are too difficult to bring to climax and so their needs are left to be satisfied at their own 
hands or not at all. Ultimately, women are being told they “should be” satisfied in their ability to 
be a tool used to satisfy a man. In that moment, as in other moments, if a woman says nothing 
about what she needs or wants, or if she does and is ignored, then she is being silenced.  

 If a woman is silenced either by being told she should not speak, or that when she does her 
voice does not matter, she is being denied her rights as an autonomous agent to be heard.  
Swenson tells women in the poem that they “should be”, “Immobile Sweetlipped sturdy and 
smiling women should always be waiting” (Stanza 5). The word “sweetlipped” is implying a 
woman should not speak against a man because that would not be a feminine or “sweet” way to 
act. Moreover, women should look happy about it. The woman’s true feelings have been 
silenced, they are not important and if silenced for too long that woman may give up her voice. 
Langton feels strongly about speech in relation to  women being treated as objects. This is 
apparent when she says “Speech is a distinctive capacity of persons, just as distinctive perhaps 
as autonomy and subjectivity” (229).  People communicate through speaking. It is an important 
way in which we connect with others or how we do not. To be autonomous requires one to 
make decisions. Speaking gives a voice to those decisions and allows for them to be, hopefully, 
acknowledged and acted on. Often times, in the context of education, girls are told that if they 
speak too often they are being opinionated or domineering. While a man who speaks up is 
asserting himself and taking charge. In telling girls this we are telling them to deny themselves 
the right to speak and be heard. Their autonomous right to make decisions for themselves and 
give voice to those decisions is being destroyed. If a woman is silent men, or other women, will 
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speak for her and what she truly wants, as an individual, will not be known. If a woman does 
speak but what she says is used as a means to harm her, then she is being silenced in a different 
way.  

When a woman is silenced because a man disregards, or goes against her autonomous wishes 
she is having her autonomy violated. In Swenson’s poem women are told in the last stanza that 
they “should be” “willing to be set into motion by men” (stanza 6). Willingness implies a choice. 
However, in telling women what they “should be willing” to do for men, women are being told 
that, really, they have no choice (stanza 6). At no other point in “women” has it been questioned 
whether women would be willing participants in deciding how they “should be” (stanza 6). By 
placing the word “willing” at the end of the poem it makes it clear that what is expected of 
women is acceptance of their role as the “pedestal”. Langton writes of this particular form of 
autonomy denial when she says, “someone is ‘treated as an object’ in part by attributing 
autonomy to them in one way- so that autonomy can be denied a different way” (234). In 
Swenson’s poem acceptance is encouraged, but it does not dictate how the women will be 
treated. If women do not want to be the table they will still be the table if men want them to be. 
Langton’s example of autonomy violation is a rape case where the rapist demands to hear the 
woman’s cries of “no” in order to more fully satisfy his need to violate her. This type of autonomy 
denial is clearly disgusting. We have laws against rape to help guard against this type of abuse. 
There is another form of autonomy denial, though, that Langton highlights as also important. 
Non-attribution of autonomy. Non-attribution is damaging to women’s autonomy much like 
autonomy violation, and yet its application is more subtle and thus it goes more often unnoticed 
and unpunished. 

A harmful way that women’s autonomy is denied by men is when it is not even attributed to 
them. The poem as a whole is an example of this type of autonomy denial. The title “women” 
indicates this poem is directed at women. Not one woman, but women as a plural. From the first 
line “Women Should be” Women are being told how they “should be” because they apparently 
cannot figure it out on their own (stanza 1). It is assumed by men that they can answer this 
question for women and so the question need not be asked explicitly. Women’s autonomy is 
not being denied overall, it is not even being taken into consideration. Women are not being 
asked what they feel they should be. They are being told what they should be by men. They 
“should be” objects, like pedestals, rocking horses and immobile pretty toys (stanzas 1-6). 
Langton views non-attribution of autonomy to be “primarily a matter of attitude” (233). This 
approach to autonomy is assumed by men when they treat a woman as incapable of making 
choices for herself. When a man decides that a woman does not even need to be attributed 
autonomy he is saying she does not need to be given the opportunity to govern herself. 
Therefore, that man will tell that woman what she “should be”.  As Langton writes, 
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 “ the basic problem has been that women have been cast in the role of human tools, as 
Aristotle described slaves; women have been treated as beings whose nature is to be directed 
by another, and whose purpose is instrumental; women have been treated as lacking in 
autonomy, and have had their autonomy systematically violated or stifled. This links the idea of 
oppression with that of objectification: when women are treated as tools, they are treated as 
things, items lacking in agency” (241).   

Women have been regulated to the status of object by both men and women through having 
their autonomy denied, violated or not attributed. Women have been treated as tables used to 
place men above them or used as little legless horses only moved when a man decides to ride 
them. The form of “Women” is that of a shapely female body stripped down to her shoulders, 
breast, stomach, vagina and legs. In eliminating her head the woman shaped by the poem 
cannot speak for herself. She has no feet so she cannot move on her own. She does not have 
arms and therefore will not be able to reach out or touch anyone. In forming the poem this way 
Swenson is visually reminding the reader of the confining way women are told they should look 
and act according to men and occasionally other women. This form also makes the poem 
harder to read at first glance. It requires one to look closer to appreciate the complexities 
involved. In this way Swenson is speaking to the complexities of women.  

Swenson is denying anyone’s ability to judge this poem, this representation of women, without 
reading carefully. If women can be treated and considered this way; recognized, accepted and 
heard as human beings and not viewed as objects limited by their body or usefulness to others 
than they can first and most importantly see themselves as autonomous and second be seen 
and accepted by others as autonomous. 
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Millennial Generation: Possibly the Greatest 
Edvin Benitez 

Edvin is 18, living in Bakersfield, CA.  He is a first year student with an undeclared major.  He also 
wants a career in law enforcement, with an aim to be a fish and game warden. 

Millennial Generation 

The Renegade Rip 

Bakersfield College 

Bakersfield, CA 93305 

Dear Editor, 

Millennial generation is known as the “me me me generation,” but are we all about the “me me 
me”? Technology, different cultures, religion, and social media have made it possible for 
Millennials to grow into the greatest generation or the worst, in other generations’ opinions.  
There is much belief that they are narcissistic, lazy, and entitled, but the Millennial generation is 
much more than that. Like other generations, Millennials have their pros and cons. 

Millennials are not considered new species; they have mutated to adapt to different 
environments.  According to Joel Stein’s article “The New Greatest Generation,” army recruiter 
Gary Stiteler was more impressed with Millennials than other groups he had worked with 
because “ This generation is think, think about it before you do it” while others were “do, do, 
do.” Stiteler also mentions that they are three to four steps ahead in life. Millennials have 
adapted to planning for the future because society is constantly changing, so then Millennials 
have learned to prepare for any challenges that will come in the future. Therefore, a millennial 
goes into life saying, I want to do this, after when I’m done with this, I want to do this. Millennials 
have not only become adapted to planning for the future, they have become independent 
compared to other generations. Other generations created establishments that lead to the 
industrial revolution, which has further empowered individuals by giving them technology to 
compete against organizations. Today, Millennials who are hackers compete against 
corporations, bloggers vs. newspaper, YouTube directors’ vs. studios and etc.  Other 
generations say they have become lazy because other generations fear that Millennials do not 
need them and they do not. Millennials made it possible for other generations to be 
independent after them and even for generations before them.  To add, there is more pressure 
for Millennials to get a higher education than the generations that were born before them. 
According to Howe and Strauss (Helen Bland), Millennials are the first generation since 1945 to 
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face more pressure of academic standards than generations before. Millennials have to 
succeed in high school in order to get into college or a university. They have also made it 
possible for 64% of women and 60% of men to go to college after graduating high school 
(Bland).  The Millennials demonstrate that going to college is not only for elite or those with 
money, it is for everyone. They created benefits and made it possible for generations after us to 
advance.  

The Millennial generation is not perfect; like other generation we have our cons. Other 
generations feel that Millennials are entitled, and they are correct. For example, in the 1970’s, 
parents wanted to improve their kid’s chances of success by installing self-esteem (Joel Stein). It 
turned out that was great for getting a job but not keeping a job.  This was a mistake because 
instead of boosting self-esteem, parents boosted up narcissism.  And with that Millennials self-
esteem lead to disappointments when society refuses to award him or her from how great they 
are. Therefore, Millennials feel that they should be rewarded for our great achievement in jobs. 
For example, they go into a job expecting so many results and to be treated with respect while 
being handed everything. The reason Millennials go into a job with big expectations is because 
they feel that they deserve an award for even showing up for the first day of work or even 
getting a raise in a month. For example, another imperfection that Millennials face is 
technology, which has become so advanced that technology is such a distraction to them that 
they are not aware of their surroundings. Millennials have developed a bad habit of 
interactions, which it is mainly interaction through a screen. For instance, Larry Rosen, a 
psychology professor at Cal State Dominguez Hills states that 70% of Millennials check their 
phones every hour, and many experience pocket-vibration syndrome, which is a behavior to 
reduce their anxiety.  The reason they check their phones every hour is because they are deeply 
anxious about missing out on something better. They have to constantly be updated socially, in 
order to have something to talk about, or even make them feel special for knowing certain 
information, or even establishing a life through twitter, Instagram or Facebook where he or she 
has 5,000 friends and followers, which they feel like a micro celebrity (Stein). For the Millennial 
generation, having more followers and friends on Facebook or Twitter is more important than 
deciding who the next president is. And this shows how Millennials generation could care less 
about political issues, which they have less political involvement and civic engagement 
compared to other generations. Millennials demonstrate that the other generations are correct, 
they can be narcissist.  

Millennial generation will always be viewed in various perspectives, good and bad. Even 
though humanity is still young and new generations are yet to arise and there is more criticism 
yet to be talked about each generation will always bring pros. Today, I believe that the 
millennial generation will still remain the greatest because our generation is the one that is 
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revolutionizing the world faster than ever, and even though we might have our cons we still will 
improve and keep moving forward. 

Sincerely, 

Edvin Benitez 
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The Impact of Music 
Stephanie Blevins 

Stephanie Blevins is a dedicated student, and she wants to teach children as a preschool teacher 
with an Associates degree in Science and Family Services.  Stephanie really wants to enrich her 
community and be a positive part of her community. 

Opinion Section 

The Renegade Rip 

Bakersfield College 

Bakersfield, CA 93305 

Dear Editor: 

As an advocate for music in Kern County, I support the positive influences that music can have 
on people. I love music because it can be a driving force for many to express their most inner 
emotions. No matter who you are or where you come from, music is there to be an inspirational 
instrument in one’s life.  Music can be interpreted different for each listener and can move a 
person to a positive reaction or negative reaction; whether a person is familiar with the music or 
not, people still connect to music. And as people connect with their inner selves through music, 
they can begin to benefit from the positive effects that music can bring. These outcomes, 
however, depend on the listener and how they choose to incorporate the appreciation of music 
for themselves and their community.  Our community looks to music from the past for guidance, 
like Beethoven, Mozart, Berlioz, and looks to the future within our children and younger 
generations to keep music alive in our society.  

Our community already recognizes some of these benefits, and you can see this attempt from 
the local activities in the great city of Bakersfield; for example, the Bakersfield Symphony, in an 
effort to get as many people as possible to be familiar with the wonderful experience of music, 
lowered its ticket prices, and with our community wanting to make music available to all people, 
sponsors open concerts at public parks for various genres of music.  As citizens or visitors of 
Bakersfield, you can visually see the importance of this declaration from the east side of this 
wonderful city on Mt. Vernon, to the west side on Rosedale Highway; there are billboards 
proclaiming that the concepts of music influence people to grow as a community, to be rich in 
culture, and gives the impression that music can be beneficial both emotionally and 
intellectually.  
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In Kern County there can be a lot of negative influences and outcomes on our young people 
and the community, for example, the low economy, the lack of jobs, the violence, the poverty, 
lack of education, and the lack of compassion for one another; however, within our community 
we want unity and compassion for our families and young ones to thrive not just academically 
and financially, but emotionally as well.  And as adults we learn to interact with one another; we 
must be able to clearly express and connect with our emotions. Music can help us to figure out 
what those feelings are, and help us to choose to apply the skills that come from being 
educated by music within our community. We have many diverse upbringings with conflicting 
and correlating morals and values that affect us all, yet with all this difference and the 
unfortunate things that happen; where do find our common ground?  Music could be this 
ground; it could be the connection with each other through a universal language that everyone 
can understand including our community, so music can help us as citizens to become more in 
tune with ourselves. 

Balancing values in our community and accepting sometimes new and influential elements, 
such as music and we take into an account that music is influential, if not anything else. 
However, not every connection to music can benefit the listener, and not every experience is 
positive. The content within music can sometimes be unacceptable to some people due to the 
lyrics or due to the intensity of the instrumental compositions for a community. Our children are 
the most impressionable and are open to the greatest interpretations that the art of music can 
bring. What might be the benefits of music, and how can musical education help us? An article 
from PBS.org by Laura Lewis Brown states, “Researchers have found that learning music 
facilitates learning in other subjects and enhances skills that children inevitably use in other 
areas.” Music then can be a constructive tool that does the following: enhances language 
development, increases IQ, helps the brain to work harder, connects to spatial-temporal skills, 
and can improve test scores. 

Children aged two to nine are at a developmental stage that decodes sounds and words, and 
music helps to enhance these natural abilities. Studies from the University of Toronto at 
Mississauga, published in 2004 issue of Psychological Science, found an increase in the IQ’s of 
six-year olds who were given weekly voice and piano lessons, and research also indicates the 
brain of musicians even young musicians works differently than that of a non-musician (Brown). 
In accordance with to these findings, J.W.N Sullivan states in Beethoven: His Spiritual 
Development, “…What art does do is to communicate to us an attitude, an attitude taken up by 
the artist consequent upon his perceptions, which perceptions may be perceptions of factors in 
reality. It is characteristic of the greatest art that the attitude it communicates to us is felt by us to 
be valid, to be the reaction to a more subtle and comprehensive contact with reality than we 
can normally take” (Sullivan 19).  As citizens of Kern County we find ourselves wanting to 
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experience and recognize the musical universe of an artist who gives superior organization to 
music: We want to connect with the attitudes of music in some sort of way.  

As patrons of music, we want to connect to the music that we listen to; therefore, music can 
move us to tears, bring happiness, or even the absence of sound with in the music can make us 
more aware of our surrounding and emotions: “And yet we recognize his [the artist’s] universe 
and fund his attitudes towards it prophetic of our own. It is indeed our own universe, but as 
experienced by a consciousness which is aware of aspects of which we have but dim and 
transitory glimpses” (Sullivan 20). And with this connection to music, we begin to understand 
that this art comes from individuals who are at an entirely different level of understanding and 
comprehension of the music itself. The artists allow us the privilege to be a part of their world of 
music, and in turn, we are compelled to react. 

 In a study led by Ellen Winner, professor of Psychology at Boston College, and Gottfried 
Schlaug, a professor of neurology at Beth Israel Deaconess Medical Center and Harvard 
Medical School, they found changes in the brain images of children who underwent fifteen 
months of weekly music instruction and practice. Students who received music instruction had 
improved sound discrimination and fine motor tasks, and brain imaging showed changes to the 
networks in the brain associated with those abilities, according to the Dana Foundation, a 
private philanthropic organization that supports brain research (Brown). 

Music, over time, can help to develop nonmusical skills, and through these multistep skills, 
music can educate and better prepare a person to multitask within their own community. Skills 
that can be gained through music’s rigorous and crucial concentrating-based tasks could be 
applied to mathematical subjects. The structure of music is highly mathematical, and in order to 
have a cohesive understanding of music, you must first understand the structure of it, and have 
an appreciation of its foundations.  Such an understanding could be instrumental to the 
acquiring of skills and occupations in architecture, engineering, and computers, all of which are 
skills that our community can benefit from, so as our citizens are educated and influenced by 
the art of music, it becomes more useful, but not just in the practicality of it, but on a personal 
and psychological level as well. Music has positive effects on people and the culture in our 
community. Look at the Symphony, the Jazz halls, and the outdoor concerts; music is an art that 
is immersed in our society.  It gives us a better understanding of ourselves and a better 
understanding of our community and the world. We all can benefit from the art of music.  

Sincerely, 

Stephanie Marie Blevins 
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PETA is Murder 
Milagros Cabrera-Razo 

Milagros is 22 years old, working on an AA in Art, and writes, "Dr. [Keri] Wolf has inspired me to 
write and made me enjoy reading and writing.” 

Opinion Section  

The Renegade Rip 

Bakersfield College  

Bakersfield, CA 93305 

Dear Animal Activist,  

As a member of the Humane Society of the United States (HSUS) community, I respect and 
show kindness to all animals, as well as support other animal rights groups and ideas. Being an 
advocate for a nonprofit organization is fulfilling and takes time and money. There are many 
animal rights groups out there, which people donate money to. But do you know who and what 
you are supporting? I used to be a part of another nonprofit organization called People for the 
Ethical Treatment of Animals (PETA). I joined this organization thinking it was the best animal 
rights group because they were determined, caring, and loyal in helping to save and protect 
animals’ lives. The horrible truth about this organization will not only shock you but also disturb, 
and disgust, most. According to PETA’s website, they were founded March 1980, they have 
3,000,000 members and supporters; their headquarters is located in Norfolk, Virginia, and their 
motto is, “Animals are not to eat, wear, experiment on, use for entertainment, or abuse in any 
way.” However, this community is nothing more than a group of hypocrites. The website PETA 
Kills Animals says, there are proof documents that you can find in public records that shows 
each year PETA kills thousands of innocent animals, mostly dogs and cats, at its headquarters 
each year. It has been accounted that PETA has taken life of more than 29,000 animals. They 
should feel shameful that their so called animal shelter is their own slaughter house. In 2012 
new records proved PETA killed almost 90% of their adoptable pets. Thus, PETA continued to 
kill about an average of 30 adoptable pets a week. Even though PETA has a 36 million dollar 
budget, they make little attempt in finding homes for the animals that they kill every year. When 
PETA was asked to stop murdering animals, they argue in saying that it would mean cutting 
down on press stunts and celebrity photo shoots. The President of PETA Ingrid Newkirk says, 
“We could become a no kill shelter immediately. It means we wouldn’t do as much work.” They 
are more self-involved in getting A-list celebrities to pose naked for their no fur rather go naked 
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campaign, on top of their offensive ads and public stunts they put on for the press. PETA is 
known for attacking people that wear fur by throwing red paint and flower ruining the fur. Yes, 
the fur was taken from animals but they are not a dictator to say what other people can wear. 
PETA is nothing more than a gang of bullies. In 2008 Kid Rock defended his love for fur, and 
attacked PETA for hurling household items to get its message across. “To throw paint on 
someone is just wrong.”-Kid Rock.  

PETA has been classified as a terrorist group by the US government. With treats and extreme 
protest PETA has made itself one of the most controversial actives groups’ operating today. 
PETA is known for extreme tactics going to government building, farming factories, and 
laboratories and attacking with: homemade bombs, hateful sings, and vandalizing. PETA is so 
against people owning pets that pet ownership, as well as Seeing Eye dogs, should be a crime. 
PETA believes that breeds of animals should not exist; therefore, they feel justified in the 
extermination of an entire species of domesticated animals, feeling that those breeds should 
never have existed. PETA declares they are genuine believers for all animal liberation. 

PETA has no hesitation in harassing places that kill animals that are raise as food, yet they kill 
every pet that they can get their hands on. They have become so brash and outrageous that 
they have even reproached Obama for killing a fly. PETA tells people to kill parasites like ticks, 
lice, fleas, heartworms, leeches and mites, etc from our pets. Though many of these parasites 
have nervous systems and can feel pain, right? Pain and suffering are big concerns for PETA. 
Still, you might say because they harm other animals, yet the same can be said about other 
animals’ that are carnivores but should they be destroyed, NO! Perhaps this helps explain the 
paradox of PETA’s actions. 

PETA would rather see human meat being sold in stores and people being skinned alive other 
then animals being harmed and abandon. PETA should really rethink some of their quotes, “Fur 
is Murder,” but the truth is PETA is murder. PETA is an evil organization; they do not protect 
animals, they are liars, and a terrorist group, which need to be stopped. 

Sincerely,  

Milagros Cabrera-Razo 
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Teenage Pregnancy 
Adriana Guerrero 

Adriana Guerrero is majoring in Radiology.   

Opinion Section 

Renegade Rip 

Bakersfield College 

Bakersfield, CA, 93305 

Dear Editor: 

Why is teenage pregnancy important in the community? In the article called “Statistics on 
Teenage Pregnancy” by Carmen Fears, the author indicates that in the year 2010 there have 
been 365,000 births from ages 15-19. Also there were 66,800 repeated births. Teen pregnancy 
results from different social issues such as poverty and income, education, and overall child 
well-being. The purpose of this letter is to persuade young teenagers to not get pregnant, to 
become well educated, and to enjoy a normal teenage life. There are many ways to prevent 
teenage pregnancy, and some of them include more sex education classes in high school, 
having parents talk to teenagers about the consequences that can occur if having unprotected 
sex, and birth control methods.   

Many teenagers ask themselves questions after they are intertwined with the situation they are 
in. There are a lot of teen mothers growing up wondering, what if I would have stayed in 
school? What could I have become? Would it have made my life easier if I had thought first? 
Will there be any consequences to my actions? Will my child be successful with me? Will I have 
the support that I will need?  

To help young woman avoid having to ask themselves these questions, high schools should 
have more sex education courses. There should be a class specifically that teaches teenagers to 
take responsibility about taking care of a child on their own. For example, having speakers like 
me, a teen mom, and other teenage parents can provide information to students about how 
pregnancy can radically change a teenager’s life. For example, they should experience and 
spend time with children by feeding them, changing their diapers, and bathing them in order to 
understand how difficult parenting is. One program in Minneapolis called “Teenage Pregnant/ 
Parenting Program” (TAPPP) is already paving the way, and their mission says, “It is the goal of 
the program to provide a structured consistent environment for the children and their parents 
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that is safe, stimulating and encouraging. TAPPP believes that young children learn most 
effectively when they can explore a variety of materials and situations through play and hands-
on experiences” (1). Should our local community have a similar program?         

Another way to help prevent teenage pregnancy is simply good communication between the 
adolescent and the parent. Because of poor communication, there are always problems that 
occur between the families. When parents are not open and do not teach their adolescent 
about the consequences of having unprotected sex, there are different outcomes. For example, 
I never knew the way to talk to my mother about my problems. I never had the confidence to be 
open to her because she never took the time to communicate with me. I ended up pregnant at 
the age fifteen; I didn’t know what I was getting into. I was still a child; it was like a kid taking 
care of another kid. I have struggled through because I didn’t have a bond with my parents; 
they were always busy with other things. I ended up pregnant because I wanted to leave my 
parent’s home, and I used that as a scapegoat to get out of my parent’s home. I was tired of 
being ignored, so I thought getting pregnant would be a good choice. In reality, it was not the 
best choice, but now I’m stuck with a six year old and a four year old who have changed my life. 
Good communication with parents can make a difference.  

Birth control should be the number one priority to sexually active teenagers who need to 
prevent pregnancy. There are about at least twenty different birth control methods. For 
example, there is the shot that is recommended every three months, there are pills that are 
recommended to be taken daily, and there are female and male condoms. If one contraceptive 
doesn’t meet the need, there are other several ones to choose from. There are no excuses by 
any one because there are different organizations that help with these methods, and they are 
confidential.   

Making the right choices in life can make a difference in the future. Teenagers don’t want to ruin 
their careers by having a child at a young age. There are other things teenagers should be 
thinking about instead of having unprotected sex and having children. Teenagers do not know 
what they are getting into when having a child. That’s why there should be programs and 
courses that can help these teenagers rethink about the choices they are going to make. As a 
teen mom, I am attending college, working, and taking care of my children. Although I am 
taking care of what is needed, I still struggle here and there. There are times I wish I had made 
better choices.  

Sincerely, 

Adriana Guerrero 
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Valley Air Quality 
Westin Hubbell  

Westin Hubbell is a Business major, and when he's not doing school work, he enjoys the 
outdoors and sports.  The reason he is submitting this to Roughneck Review is because he feels it 
is significant to the residents of Bakersfield as well as Bakersfield College. 

Opinion Section 

The Roughneck Review 

1801 Panorama Drive 

Bakersfield, CA 93305 

Dear Editor: 

As a citizen of the Central Valley of California, one of my biggest concerns about living here is 
the air I breath every day. In a recent study by the World Health Organization, as they measured 
air quality in cities all over the world, they found that of the ten worst performing cities, five are 
located in California’s Central Valley. The report specifically looked at the concentration of 
particles that could  get into the blood stream and cause disease. The Central Valley is made up 
of cities like Fresno, Bakersfield, and Modesto, mostly farming communities that grow a large 
portion of our country's fruits and vegetables. Is this big wide valley the cause of  much of our 
problems with air pollution? Some experts say it is because we are surrounded on three sides 
by mountain ranges, and this is why the Central Valley acts as a collector for pollutants 
produced by the region’s large population, its industry and its large agricultural community. 
Which causes these emissions to get trapped in the valley by the warm air layers.  I worry that 
not only may my health be at risk, but I may have to raise my children in such an environment. I 
love the Central Valley of California, but I may have to reconsider my residency if nothing is 
done about our air quality. 

Besides the polluted air, another problem is Valley Fever with the technical name for Valley 
Fever is Coccidioidomycosis, Valley Fever is caused by Coddidioides immitis, is a fungus that 
lives in the soil. The tiny spores are picked up into the air and are inhaled into the lungs, where 
the infection starts. Valley Fever is not contagious, and  after one exposure, the body develops 
immunity. For some, it may feel like a cold or flu. For those sick enough to go to the doctor, it 
can be serious, with pneumonia-like symptoms, requiring medication and bed rest. If left 
untreated Valley Fever could be fatal. Recently, Valley Fever has finally gotten some much 
needed attention from federal health officials. Thanks to people like Congressman Kevin 
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McCarthy, attention is now being focused on valley fever. McCarthy has been pressuring the 
U.S. Centers for Disease Control and the National Institutes of Health to focus more on the 
causes, detection, and treatment of Valley Fever. It makes you wonder how long people have 
been suffering while the government  does nothing. It has only been in recent years that our air 
problems have been addressed. Living in the Valley has major factor to other illnesses as well. 
One illness that the majority of the Valley's inhabitants have to deal with is Asthma. 

As a young person growing up in the Central Valley, something that has become all to real is 
Asthma. I suffered from asthma as a child growing up in Bakersfield. I made routine visits to the 
family pediatrician to make sure I was able to maintain an active life. However, as an athlete, I 
was more susceptible than most to breathing irregularities when I played. 23ABC News cites 
the Bakersfield Californian as reporting, “one in five Kern County kids has Asthma, which leads 
to high hospital emergency room visits, hospitalization, and loss of days from school.” People 
think that Asthma can be cured or that a child will grow out of it. However, this is not true. 
Asthma cannot be cured, but it can be controlled. Many Kern County residents don't properly 
control their asthma. How do we educate these people on the dangers of Asthma? The more 
we treat ourselves with medication, these numbers will decline. The question is how we provide 
our residents with the healthcare needed to resolve these problems. Is Obama Care going to 
provide the necessary funding  needed to help our residents, or are we going to continue to be 
exposed to the dangers of leaving these breathing symptoms untreated. If left alone, these 
things can lead to serious health problems, lung damage, and even death. According to 23ABC 
News, “In the Bakersfield City School District, $1 million in funding was lost due to missed 
school days from Asthma-related illness,” reported Deborah Wood, RN, the district’s 
coordinator for School Health and Neighborhood Support Programs. “Some factors that can set 
off Asthma, called 'triggers,' include inhaled allergens from dust and pollen, exposure to 
tobacco smoke, air pollution, and even exercise. Everyone has different triggers.” Back in 2006, 
my parents took me down to Cedars- Sinai Hospital down in Los Angeles, for some Asthma 
related problems. What we found was that a number of things were triggering my attacks. The 
main cause of my attacks were over-exercise and air pollution. 

Living in the Central Valley has created many alarming effects to the health of its inhabitants. 
How are we to continue to live in these conditions? According to LA Times, “Among those who 
say they're suffering the consequences of air pollution is Fred Dukes, 82, of Bakersfield. The 
retired high school principal has lived in the valley more than 50 years, and now suffers from 
emphysema. He never smoked and figures bad air is the likely culprit.” It worries me to think 
that I may have to raise my children in such an environment. How do you explain to a child that 
they are dying a little bit each day by just breathing the air. I love the Central Valley of California, 
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but I may have to reconsider my residency if nothing is done about our air quality. I hope things 
will be done to bring healthier air to the state of California.                                                                                                                    
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Got Money? 
Daphne Martin 

Daphne Martin has been attending Bakersfield College since January, 2009.  She is studying for 
her AA and later plans on transferring to Loma Linda to pursue her dream of being a physical 
therapist. 

The Renegade Rip 

Bakersfield College 

Bakersfield, CA 93305 

  

Dear Editor, 

Bakersfield College has stated part of its commitment is “supporting the diversity of people.” 
This statement means supporting the cultural diversity of the people as well as the financial 
differences of the people in the Bakersfield College community, but I feel the cost of tuition, 
fees, and books is too high to support all of the Bakersfield College community. This semester I 
was turned down for financial aid because my mother, Evette Ennis, makes too much money. 
The problem with that is I work and live on my own, with a roommate. My mother does not take 
care of me under her roof anymore nor does she pay my bills or other expenses; I provide for 
myself. So when I was denied financial aid because of my mother’s income, the tuition and fees 
made it practically impossible for me to cover everything on my own and still keep my 
apartment and pay my own personal bills. It basically came down to my apartment or school; I 
did not want to give up either. I had no choice but to turn to my mother, who stepped in and 
helped me cover everything. I am currently taking only one class, so it came as a huge surprise 
when my total after student fees and units came out to exactly two hundred and two dollars. My 
books came out to approximately one hundred and thirty dollars. Call me crazy or frugal, but I 
truly believe that, that is extremely steep. 

Even for those who receive aid, price is still a problem. Another student, Gloria Barriga, states 
that she actually receives financial aid but it was late getting to her. So just like me she had to 
pay for her classes and books upfront, but she paid out of her own pocket because she did not 
have help like I did. She too has her own apartment, plus she has a car and other bills that she is 
responsible for. Having to pay for school, which she was not even financially prepared to do so, 
made her “short on cash” that she needed for her own personal bills and necessities outside of 
school. A third student, Christopher Lee Robinson, had this to say: 
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I filled out my FAFSA towards the end of the last school semester during summer school. When 
I started school this fall, I was told that there was no record of my FAFSA being filled out and 
submitted in the school database. I was told first rudely by the financial aid staff that there was 
nothing they could do and that I was pretty much on my own. Then I was told I could reapply 
and just get my money late, which I did, but I am still waiting for my money and it has yet to 
show. I had to drop one of my classes because I could not keep up with the work due to lack of 
financial aid support. Another class that I kept will most likely be a bad grade due to the fact 
that I could not afford to buy the book for the class. Bakersfield College’s financial aid is not only 
slow but ineffective and the school itself offers little help to students who apply and qualify for 
financial aid. If they mess up your money, it is not their fault, it is yours and that is simply 
unacceptable. 

So three different stories have the same conclusion; the prices for books and tuition and 
student fees are too high even for someone receiving assistance. The situation is worse for 
students without financial aid like me. Since I do plan on staying in school, I have to work 
another job. One is to pay my bills, and the other is to pay my mother back. The main reason for 
the second job is so I can save up for next semester so I do not have to rely on my mother. 
Paying for my schooling is a big burden to put on her, even though she will never admit it.  

 Situations like mine and those of my other two sources are the things that Bakersfield College 
should consider when trying to support the different people that attend the school. I am not 
suggesting that all students attending Bakersfield College have financial difficulties, but I feel 
the school should have more consideration for those who are not fortunate enough to be 
financially stable or receive financial aid. For example, a better schedule for the financial aid 
distribution might help students who, for some reason, receive their financial aid after classes 
already start. Bakersfield College should get a different or better fraud screening so people 
who actually need help are getting aid. I understand there are some issues that are still being 
resolve as far as layoffs and budget cuts, but if students cannot get the help that they need for 
school, fewer and fewer will attend college. With this information, hopefully Bakersfield College 
will see how the tuition, fees, book prices and financial aid negatively affect students.  

Sincerely, 

Daphane Monsherri Martin 
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Sex Trafficking: Who's at Fault? 
Patrina Watt 

Patrina Watt is studying communications with the goal of transferring to CSUB. Afterwards, she 
plans to attend a Christian college to study Biblical Psychology. She aspires to be a public 
speaker to raise awareness and change society's stigma of mentally Christians. She Loves the 
Lord, is involved with Intervaristy Christian club, and leads regular Bible studies at home. She 
wants to invest her life to bring knowledge of God, hope, and healing to the hurting and down 
trodden. You can see her studying in the library, writing her devotional book, or ministering on 
Friday nights on Union to sex trafficking victims. 

Dear Editor: 

“What is the fastest growing crime in the world?” asks Pastor Doug Bennett, founder of P.A.T.H. 
(People for Abolition of Trafficking Humans). He answers, “Human Trafficking.” Human trafficking 
has two components: one, labor (like dishwashers, magazine sales agents, and people standing 
on the corner selling flowers) and two, sex. Sex trafficking is a major concern wherever one 
goes. Sex trafficking victims can be found in rural towns and in urban cities, in free, affluent 
countries like America, and in third world countries like the Philippines. So with this letter I hope 
to raise public awareness of the problem with sex trafficking, with hopes of increasing 
community support for the women. I also desire to educate public officials to crack down on the 
traffickers instead of punishing women who are helpless victims.  

To achieve this, we must first address a few key questions: Is it really a big deal in Bakersfield? 
Why is this, now, a problem that needs to be addressed? Who’s to blame? What is the current 
duty of law enforcement and how can they improve their commitment to help enforce the law 
on the behalf of the victim? How can we, as a community, deal with sex trafficking? This topic is 
important to me because I have witnessed sex trafficking up close while living in this town for 
going on two years. Also, my childhood best friend was involved in this lifestyle and I have 
encountered sex trafficking in many different places, such as Las Vegas, NV, Florida, South 
Korea, and even the Philippines by being involved in various ministries. It breaks my heart to 
see so many women who are left without the knowledge that they can escape and get away to 
reestablish a better life for themselves. Many women lack the confidence, courage, skills, and 
help from the outside to escape their traffickers. This is why I feel obligated to raise awareness 
of what goes on behind closed doors, what the women are really going through, and how to 
help out as a community to end sex trafficking, one woman at a time. 
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Sex trafficking is defined on PolarisProject.org as “the recruitment, harboring, transportation, 
provision, or obtaining of a person for the purposes of a commercial sex act, in which the 
commercial sex act is induced by force, fraud, or coercion, or in which the person induced to 
perform such an act has not attained 18 years of age.” Polaris Project describes itself as an 
organization that fights to end human trafficking globally. They work to push for stronger laws, 
operate their hotline number, host trainings, and provide much needed services to victims of 
trafficking. 

Sex trafficking victims have no voice; therefore, I have taken it upon myself this year, along with 
a group of likeminded, compassionate people, to stand up and advocate for women. I am 
involved in a ministry that seeks to rescue sex trafficking victims called Magdalene Hope, 
founded by Pastor Doug Bennett. Since I became involved with the ministry, I have realized that 
sex trafficking is a problem not just in bustling cities like Las Vegas, commonly referred to as 
“Sin City,” or in Southeast Asia, but in smaller, virtually unknown towns like Bakersfield, 
California. As revealed on caseact.org, a website to promote Proposition 35CA (California 
Against Sexual Exploitation), it states “three cities in California – San Francisco, Los Angeles, and 
San Diego – are recognized by the FBI as high intensity child sex trafficking areas.” Bennett says 
law enforcement and the community of Bakersfield as a whole, not to mention all across 
America, may not be aware of this crime because “people are just finding out about it. Human 
trafficking is just now being brought into the light of the government. The U.S. Government 
didn’t recognize sex trafficking until the year 2000 when they passed the law for foreigner 
victims.” It didn’t reach national awareness as being a problem within the States until 2004. 
Prostitution is a career some women choose for themselves, once they realize how easy it is to 
sell their bodies for hundreds of dollars in just an hour, but most don’t have the free will to 
choose that way of life. They are prisoners caught in a nightmare, a scary world, where they are 
being pimped out, seeing none of the money, and being forced to work for a malicious man. 

Many uneducated people assume, when they see women dressed scantily and working on 
street corners, that the women want to be there, but they are often working against their own 
freewill. Why do most people treat those women as lower than scum, shouting at them from 
cars that drive past them, spitting on them, mocking them, and speaking insensitively about 
them? I believe it’s because they don’t realize the severity of the situation these women are in. 
The trafficker uses three types of methods to get the women to obey them. He either forces the 
women into selling their bodies, manipulates the women by the lies he tells them, or uses 
coercion (threatening violence against the victims and causing the women to fear physical harm 
against themselves, their friends, or their family).  
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Sex trafficking is a challenge in Bakersfield with pimps bringing women into the hotels on Union 
Ave. from cities as near as Fresno and as far away as the Bay area, Arizona, and between Canada 
and Mexico. The hotels rent out whole blocks of rooms in a weekend for the pimps to line their 
women up in their rooms and have them stand in the doorways, dressed in sexy, revealing 
outfits, waiting for the “Johns,” otherwise known as men who want to buy time with the women, 
and pay for their services. The sex trafficking victims are mostly young teenagers, as young as 
twelve or thirteen (or sometimes even younger), and adult women forced into this lifestyle. 
However, the victims may also be men. The victims are not limited by gender, age, citizenship, 
or socio-economic background. The women usually work at night, standing on street corners 
along Union Avenue, and renting rooms in hotels, posting ads for “Johns” online to attract men 
to their room. This is a significant problem in Bakersfield and needs to be brought to the 
community’s attention, not in a condescending or condemning way but approaching it in a 
manner that cultivates compassion, sympathy, and concern for the women, having citizens 
willing to actively stand up for these women, and bringing them help from within the 
community to escape from this undreamed-of, unasked for, unwanted life. 

For a long time the government refused to believe that human trafficking (both sex and labor) 
was an issue they needed to address in the States, primarily because they did not want to admit 
it was a problem. However, once they could not deny it any longer, they started implementing 
laws against it. “In November 2012, voters passed Proposition 35 (the CASE Act) with over 81% 
approval, making it the most popular initiative in California history and the first initiative to 
receive over 10 million vote,” as mentioned on caseact.org. It goes on to say, with. the 
government aware of human trafficking as a problem, the California Against Sexual Exploitation 
canvass that was passed will imprison traffickers for longer prison terms, require convicted 
human traffickers to register as sex offenders, and increase fines from convicted human 
traffickers (and the state of California will use the funds to help support the escaped victims), 
along with other disciplinary measures. 

Some ways in which people can assist with a sex trafficking case is to get involved in their 
community. Bennett advises if a person desires to get hands on with the women they should 
enter a career as a service provider. “We need hair dressers for women because they like to get 
their hair cut, styled, dyed, and weaved. We need tattoo artists, as the traffickers like to brand 
the girls. We need doctors for regular checkups, dentists, counselors, mentors to help with 
making a budget, balancing a checkbook, adjusting to life in the States, as many of the victims 
come from Burma, India, China, Japan… and they need help adjusting to life in America.” There 
are many ways to help. I suggest going online and researching sex trafficking. One website that 
can assist you is PolarisProject.org. You can print flyers out, share the National Human Trafficking 
hotline number with your friends and family, give the number to women you find on the streets 
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who may exhibit some possible signs of victimization, contact legal authorities about girls you 
may see and assume are being trafficked, and more. People can be creative in coming up with 
some of their own ideas how to help. 

Pastor Doug Bennett says what he “wants to see from law enforcement is differential from 
prostitution and human trafficking. Prostitution is by choice. Human trafficking is not.” Bennett 
explains in the interview that the reason why sex trafficking is such a big deal, bigger than 
before, is because crooked people realize that, yes, the dealer can sell drugs and make large 
sums of money, however he can only sell that drug once before  having to get more. But, with 
sex trafficking, he can sell the same girl over and over again. Therefore human trafficking, an 
ugly world of modern-day slavery, is the fastest growing crime in the world. We must do 
whatever we can to stop it, whether that means being a voice for the voiceless, being an 
advocate, getting involved in a ministry outreach to victims, being open to talking to victims 
believed to be in crisis, sharing information with friends and family, or just being aware of 
possible opportunities to help out any small way, as any way helps. Thank you for your time and 
consideration.  

Sincerely, 

Patrina Watt 
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THIS I BELIEVE  
with  

Professor Paula Parks 
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Hard Work Pays Off 
Reina Amaya 

Reina Amaya is a Biology major. 

I believe hard work pays off. My father had me at a young age; he was seventeen when I was 
born.  I didn't hear this story from anyone because I lived it.  My father has worked since before 
he was eight years old. He struggled and struggled, and through his hard work and 
determination I saw him grow.  My father is now a co-owner of his very own company.  

Struggles are merely obstacles that one must overcome to become successful.  When I was 
born, my father worked three jobs at once, and he had to drop out of high school.  He worked 
in the fields, was a mechanic, and worked at McDonalds.  By working hard, he managed to 
move my mom and me out of his parents' home.  He moved us into an apartment.  After a 
couple of years passed, he worked harder to purchase his own home.  By this time, my sister 
and brother had been born. 

Later an opportunity opened up.  He was given the chance to work for Golden Empire Concrete 
as a mechanic.  He started from the bottom, and through his hard work and determination was 
able to become a mixer driver. 

It was there, in 2005, that the idea was born.  As the aggregate work started booming, my father 
and two family friends came up with the not-so-crazy idea to start their own business.  All three 
of them saved and put thousands of dollars into purchasing equipment.  They didn't sleep.  The 
most sleep they would get a night is about two to three hours.  We wouldn't see them for days 
or even weeks because my father would come home after we were in bed, and he would leave 
before we had to wake up and go to school.  It became hard on us because while growing up, 
we needed our father.  Even though he was there financially, he wasn't there emotionally.  At the 
time, I could not understand that my dad was sacrificing for us to have a better future.  After five 
long years of sacrifice, hard work, sleepless nights, and more than $300,000 of investments, he 
and his partners began their company. 

The company was off of Union and Hosking.  When the company started getting bigger, they 
relocated to a plant called Ready Mix, which is where they are located now.  Rhino Ready Mix 
Trucking, which is my father's company, is a rental outlet for mixers.  They own aggregate trucks 
right now that can be seen working throughout Bakersfield.  One of the biggest jobs that my 
father has acquired through negotiation was the repair of the 99 freeway.  The company is 
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taking different kinds of materials to the freeway construction project going on throughout the 
region.  

This I believe, hard work pays off, and I know first-hand that dreams can come true.  Sometimes 
things have to be sacrificed like sleep, money, or even family.  I admire my father for the hard 
worker he is.  He has never complained about all the work he has put into the company and into 
our family.  If anything, he has shown us never to give up on something when you start.  You 
always have to finish what you start.  
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I Believe in Music 
Carina Araceli Amaya 

This paper was nominated by Professor Paula Parks. 

It all started with a single note, a note that grew into a melody, a melody that changed my life.  It 
all started around the age of 4, when my uncle was over at Christmas time.  I watched him play 
and sing beautiful songs on our piano.  From the moment I saw him play the piano, I knew I 
wanted to play music.  I started playing whatever came to my mind, and then later on, I learned 
how to read music.  As a child, I was often shy around other kids, adults, and even family 
members.  My mother would ask me why I was so anti-social, and I would tell her that I didn't 
know.  Deep down inside I wanted to speak.   I just couldn't express myself like other kids.  I 
believe that music is a way of expressing people's emotions, souls, and speaks where words 
cannot be spoken. 

Music became my way of expressing myself.  It allowed me to emerge from my shyness and 
speak without speaking.  Whenever I was happy, I would play bright melodies with plenty of 
notes.  Whenever I was sad, I'd play strong chords that would bring emotion into any of my 
family members listening.  After playing the piano, I also learned how to play the clarinet and 
percussion.  Whenever I was frustrated or mad, music was my escape, both listening to it and 
playing it.  To this day, it still relaxes me to just sit down and play.  It didn't stop there, though.  
By playing music, I was connected to other people in band and choir, who shared the same love 
for it; through music I have met some of my greatest friends.   Through band in high school, I 
was fortunate enough to meet one of best friends, Orieth.  Countless memories at rehearsals 
and competitions made me love and enjoy music even more.  I remember at one band 
competition that my Orieth and I spent the whole time laughing and talking on the bus. One 
memory I will never forget was getting the 1st place trophy with the band my freshman year.  

One of my greatest challenges was auditioning for the Kern County Honor Band and, then later 
on, for the BC Drum Line.  After doing drum line for a year in high school, I decided I'd audition, 
with not much hope of making it.  To my surprise, I got a spot and competed at a level I'd never 
imagined. We traveled to World Championships in Dayton, Ohio, where we place 13th in our 
division, missing finals by less than half a point.  Through participating in the ensemble, I 
learned about hard work, commitment, teamwork, time management, and most of all, giving it 
my best in everything I do. 

Music still affects me and billions of people around the world every single day.  Whether it's 
playing an instrument, singing a song, or even keeping tempo to the car's blinker at a stoplight, 
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sound is all around us.  Whether you live in the United States or Japan, music is a universal 
language that brings people together.  Music brings people together through both performing 
and listening.  Ensembles, trios, duets, and solo artists perform various concerts around the 
world in a variety of genres that bring people together no matter what race or socioeconomic 
status.  Music is universally enjoyed by people of all ages and personalities.  Different sounds 
can bring joy and tears to people's hearts, as the music brings emotion with every note.  
Whether it's a simple Christmas carol or a symphony of solace, music has the power to change 
people's lives.  I believe that is a way of expressing people's souls.  Music speaks where words 
cannot be spoken. 
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I Believe in Santa's Magic 
Kenia Barrios 

This is Kenia Barrios' first year attending college, and this will be her last year in California. She 
writes, "I will continue school no matter what happens because promised someone very special 
to me, and I keep my promises. Even though I was struggling with my classes, I put all my effort 
into them. To me getting an education is very important for my future."  This paper was 
nominated by Professor Paula Parks. 

Santa’s Magic was something I believed in when I was a little girl. My parents got me into 
believing in Santa because of all the stories they would tell me about Christmas and Santa. They 
would tell me that if I didn’t behave well, I would not get any presents from Santa. They would 
tell me that if I didn’t behave, Santa would know because of my parents; therefore, I behaved 
well or a just tried because I wanted to get my presents. Thanks to all those Christmases, my 
family problems went away, and everyone enjoyed spending time together with no problems. 
That’s something I will never forget because they are great memories of happiness. All those 
Christmases are always going to be in my heart because Christmas was what brought my family 
to forgive each other for all the bad situations. 

I remember of how hard my little sister, my little brother, and I would try to do our best to 
behave well. We even helped my mom clean the house because she said that, Santa would 
bring us more presents for helping her out. I remember always wondering where Santa had 
come in from, since we don’t have a chimney. My parents would tell me he had key to every 
door and that was his way of coming in our house. When I was a little girl, I enjoyed writing 
letters to Santa.  I always wanted to write my letters, even though I wondered how Santa got to 
read all the kids' letters. I always wanted to sleep in the living room to see Santa, but that never 
worked out so well. 

The second thing that made me believe more in Santa was watching movies, which made me 
believe in flying reindeer in Santa’s powerful sleigh. When it was the 24th of December, I 
remember I always trying to  do something nice for my parents and trying to behave so that my 
parents wouldn’t tell Santa about me misbehaving. My parents and I enjoyed going to the big 
houses to see all the beautiful decorations; we would walk down the streets and enjoy the 
bright lights, and the one thing I loved doing was putting the Christmas tree up with my 
parents, sister, and brother. 

I wish I could go back in time because I miss getting whatever I wanted from Santa/ sneaky 
parents. As a little girl it was fun and amazing believing in Santa. When I have children I want to 
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be as sneaky as my parents were and  get to trick my kids like my parents tricked my brothers 
and I. Believing in a fantasies  was fun because thanks to all those Christmases I had, I still have 
a nice amazing time with my family.  
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Family is Family, Never an Enemy   

Natasha Flynn 

My name is Natasha Flynn and I’m a General Biology major. One day I would like to pursue the 
career of a Pharmacist. I have two amazing girls named Braileen Ruth and Nataliya Jen. They give 
me strength to live and succeed. Every good I do is for them and me. 

I believe a family’s love triumphs everything. Growing up, I have witnessed a lot of situations 
between family members. Even though no one told me I was right, I just understood what was 
going on at a young age. My grandma is a mother of 9 kids, grandmother of 32 and counting, 
and great-grandmother of 28 and counting. She’s our Queen Bee. My grandfather  passed away 
before I was even born. I was told that a lot changed around the house after his death. My 
grandma started to be bombarded with nonsense from left to right even betrayed by her own 
blood.  

Those who betrayed her were talked about heavily and forgotten but not for long. My grandma 
didn’t like to be overrun. My uncle decided to go against her will and stole from my grandma. 
He had taken a lot of valuable things that belonged to my grandfather. My uncle didn’t stop 
there; he also blamed it on his younger brother. My grandma praised my uncle that was being 
blamed, but had no choice but to put him out. I couldn’t believe how she didn’t hesitate to get 
rid of him. He wasn’t seen around my grandma's for months, but during that time my grandma 
found out that it was someone else who had been stealing money from her bank account.  

Finally the truth caught up and my grandma was livid. I have never heard her scream so loud 
and say so many curse words at once. My uncle that caused the issues was banned, and my 
other uncle was able to come back home. After two weeks, we get a call that my uncle, who 
started the problems was in a car accident. Without even thinking my grandma rushed over 
there. Everything that he has done went out the door. Even when he was well, she just left it in 
the past. 

Just like that my grandma forgave him without saying it. She knew it was a possibility that he 
could steal again but it didn’t matter to her. All the family members she had gotten into it with 
find themselves back on good terms with her. It can take weeks to months to years; eventually, 
they are welcomed back. 

Similarly, my mother and I have had our own altercation. One day I found myself to be in a 
horrible situation with my mother. It came down to choosing her side or my boyfriend’s, but of 
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course I didn’t choose and I just ignored them both. She didn’t like the fact I didn’t chose her 
side , so she told me I didn’t care about her and her feelings and had chosen a fool over her. I 
explained that I hadn't chosen him, for I believed they were both wrong. She ignored what I  
told her and still went on saying I had betrayed her.  

My boyfriend wasn’t just any fling; he was the father of my child. We had been together for 3 
years at the time. The entire conflict was about money, which we didn’t have. Eventually time 
blew past; I moved away and didn’t speak to her for a very long time, but if I learned something 
from my entire family, it’s no matter how bad the person had hurt you, you still look out for one 
another. Later, my mother was hitting rock bottom, and I stepped in without her asking for help. 

Instead of bringing up old issues, I ignored it and moved on. Why dwell on the pain that 
separated us?  I would rather just move forward. My family is far from perfect, but there’s a lot of 
love there. Never would I disown or ignore a family member forever. No person can break the 
bond that’s not visible between us. I believe family’s love triumphs everything no matter what. 
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A Smile Can Go a Long Way              

Elizabeth Hernandez 

Elizabeth Hernandez is a business major and currently working in an after school program at an 
elementary school. This paper was nominated by Professor Paula Parks. 

School and work can be overwhelming, when nothing seems to go right. When I have too much 
homework, I take a quick break and smile to keep myself motivated. Going to work right after 
school can be a hassle because I only have a few minutes to eat and get ready for work. 
Regardless of my situation, I believe a smile can go a long way and change anybody’s mood 
tremendously.  The last thing I need to do is add negativity to myself and frown the entire day, 
so I smile instead. Smiling has many benefits in my life; it changes my mood, relieves my stress, 
and exhibits my kindness to others.   

Being overwhelmed with too much homework can be frustrating because I have many essays 
due at the same time and reading assignments as well; despite of all my complications, that 
attitude is not welcomed in my working place. Since I work with children, I need to keep a 
positive attitude for them and for me. My job becomes more enjoyable as I share a smile with all 
the students. Exposing children to my frustrations will only make them change their mood for 
the worse. Placing a smile on my face, even if I am not in a good mood, changes my attitude 
and reflects a positive outlook towards the children.  Always keeping a smile makes me feel 
accepted and even more alive when I am at work. So take the time to smile; it can change your 
attitude and others. 

If I am feeling stressed, the best thing I can do is smile. It is the most effective process that I 
know; it reduces my stress in half. The more I stressed over any school assignment, the more 
difficult the assignment is. As I disguise my stress with a smile, I notice how quickly I am able to 
complete my assignments by making myself stay focused and positive on myself. The next time 
you're stressed with your homework assignments, don't freak out. Take a few deep breaths and 
smile! It will surely make a difference on all your outcomes. 

A smile is one of the most powerful tools in our body. Smiling is contagious; if you see someone 
upset, you should share a smile. I make the effort to smile to others every day, to bring a smile 
to their face. This could be a colleague, a friend, a family member, someone working in a store, 
or a total stranger. No matter the situation, all it takes is a smile out of kindness without 
expecting something in return because it can bring joy to the other person.  Smiling not only 
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makes you feel good, but can also make others happier while making the atmosphere more 
cheerful.  

A smile is something precious. My smile not only influences others around me, but it also has a 
greater satisfaction in my life. It makes people around me feel welcomed and appreciated. The 
next time you are feeling down, try putting on a smile, and there is a good chance your smile 
will change your mood and someone else’s for the better. 
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The Simple Act of Human Kindness    

Yessica Lopez 

This paper was nominated by Professor Paula Parks. 

I believe in human kindness. 

About a year ago, I was traveling to Merced, California to visit my sister and godson. The drive is 
about three hours long from where I live. It was January on a winter day. It was so cold outside 
that I wasn’t even able to feel my fingers. I usually go with my family, but this time I was going to 
go by myself for the very first time. When my family and I go visit them, we always take the same 
roads, same freeway, and we always leave at about the same time in the morning. Since I knew 
the roads, I was pretty confident I could make it to Merced by myself. I had just gotten my 
license a few months before, and even though I was a new driver with little experience, it didn’t 
stop me.  Every time my family and I travel to Merced, there is always so much traffic. It was 
different as I drove because there was absolutely no traffic. It was as if everyone had slept in. It 
made me very nervous knowing there were no cars besides me on the freeway. 

I was about half ways to Merced going about 65 mph on the freeway. As I was listening to KRAB 
Radio, I heard a big loud pop. I felt my steering wheel shaking and pulling me to the opposite 
side of the road. I didn’t know what to do. I held the steering wheel with a tight grip until my car 
came to a complete dead stop. I tried my best to pull over to the side. 

I got out of my car and took a look at my tire; the tire was gone, blown to bits. It was a very scary 
feeling to go through because I felt like I was losing control of my car.  

Shocked by what happened, my first instinct was to call for help. When I reached over to get my 
cell phone, I realized me cell phone had no battery life. 

So there I was with no cell phone in the middle of nowhere, feeling scared. Freezing by the 
winter breeze, thinking to myself what was I going to do,  I opened the trunk of my car to get 
the spare tire and try to change the flat tire. I had no clue how to even start,  but as I was looking 
in the trunk, I saw there was no spare tire. I had no idea where it was because I was pretty sure I 
had one, and now it was gone. I wanted to cry, and I will admit it; I did cry a little.  

Finally I had made up my mind to walk to the nearest ramp, which was about a mile away.  Just 
as I was about to leave my car, I heard a pickup truck pull over to the side. I wasn’t sure what to 
do. I didn’t know these people, and I sure didn’t know whether I should trust them or not.  
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In the truck was a family of four. A man and woman that were around their mid thirties and their 
children in their preteens. The woman rolled down her car window and asked me if I needed 
help.  I hesitated about whether I should accept their help or not.  A few seconds passed, and 
they were still waiting for an answer. I finally agreed. I told them I didn’t have a spare tire and 
that my cell phone had no battery life.  They also didn’t have a cell phone. 

We decided to push my car to the nearest exit ramp, a mile away. As the family pushed, I was 
steering the car.  After  we finally got to the ramp,  we pushed the car to a gasoline parking lot. It 
took us about an hour with the talking and pushing of the car. At the gasoline station, I called 
my sister and help was on its way. 

As I saw the family drive away, I realized they were total strangers willing to help another 
stranger, in this case, me. The only thing I remembered was their names, which were Josh, Lisa, 
Joel, and Amanda, and all they knew was my first name as well. 

Since that encounter,  I have realized that human kindness still exists. So whenever I see a car 
pulled over on the side of the road, I take the time to offer them help even if I just let them use 
my cell phone because I believe in the simple act of human kindness.  
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A More Equal Opportunity 

Kevin Martinez 

Kevin Martinez is undecided about his major.  He is passionate about education and equality.  
Equal opportunity must be fulfilled one person at a time. This will make America beautiful. This 
paper was nominated by Professor Paula Parks. 

I believe in equal marriage. 

There have been issues in this country that helped determine what kind of country we are, 
whether it’s conservative, liberal, etc. For the instance of equal marriage, the issue can be seen 
from many angles; in a high school government class, we debated  the issues in a detailed 
manner. 

When my teacher Mr. “Smith” brought up the topic, instantly I contributed with a simple “Just let 
them be happy”; other classmates began their contribution as well.  The most common defense 
that came up was religion.  I took it upon myself to not anger my classmates about their religion, 
but question their belief to the best of my ability.  I, for reiteration, believe that all men and 
women are born with the anatomy of a human and should be able to fulfill their pursuit of 
happiness. 

I asked in a general concept to the class, “What makes a homosexual man different from a 
heterosexual man besides his orientation?”  As responses burst, one student got the 
opportunity to say “the homosexual is not a human, the hetero is.”   I did not follow up on his 
opinion, but I asked him if he believed that according to his personal belief or his religion.  I was 
not surprised that he answered “my religion believes this so I believe it as well.” 

‘You shall love your neighbor as yourself.’ There is no other commandment greater than 
these.”Mark 12:31. “This is my commandment, that you love one another as I have loved you”. 
John 15:12. This is what the bible says; this is what should be practiced. If you follow God, you 
will follow his commandments. 

A human consists of organs, veins, a brain, etc., the common anatomy of a human per say.  If 
you poke a straight man and a gay man, what’s the difference of the skin?  Only the color.  If you 
cut a straight man’s arm and a gay man’s arm, what’s the difference? T hey are both men who 
happen to lose an arm. Same goes with women; they have the anatomy of a human, and all 
women do, so why treat someone who is a different orientation like an alien? 
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Because Mr. Smith could not contribute to the topic due to school policies, he let the class 
converse about equal marriage.  

When I had another chance to speak, I told the class what I had just said previously.  Bob, a 
homophobic, disagreed with my belief because he finds homosexuals disgusting.  I asked, 
“What’s so disgusting about them?” in which he replied “everything”; he is just another person 
who cannot come up with enough facts to say that homosexuals do not deserve to be as equal 
as everyone else. 

This issue can be related to the Jim Crow era, when African Americans were legally segregated 
for a period of time in the South.  We are treating them as if they are “separate but equal”.  We 
don’t want to segregate homosexuals; so how is an issue like equal marriage even being 
disputed ? It’s the separation of church and state that needs to be recognized. 

What kind of United States will be generated when we cannot let every citizen have their 
opportunity at equal rights? 

If we believe in a better America, we will believe in equal opportunity, human rights, and life. 

I believe we must come to our senses of our own personal beliefs, put religion aside, and 
handle this issue more maturely rather than a simple “they are disgusting” opinion. 

I believe in a better America; I believe in equal opportunity. 
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Make Me Proud  

Yadira Miranda-Mendezn 

Yadira Miranda-Mendez is a high school graduate who is attending Bakersfield College and 
hopes to one day transfer to the University of California, San Diego and major in biology and 
chemistry, perhaps mathematics She hopes to become a pharmacist and later go back to school 
and obtain a business degree and open up her own pharmacy in my home town to help out her 
community. She lost her parents at a young age, but she fights for them every single day she 
wakes up. This paper was nominated by Professor Paula Parks. 

I believe that everything happens for a reason. I believe that God has a purpose to everything 
he does, and I believe that he knows everything before we do something. God knows us before 
we are born;  He is one to know that we are alive in our mother’s womb. He sees all and forgives 
everything. When I was little, I went through a bad experience. I had lost both my parents.  My 
mother was diagnosed with cancer before I was born, and she gave her life to have me; 7 years 
later she passed away. 

I believe that God does what He does because He teaches us right from wrong and makes us 
stronger to learn from everything we have suffered through.  God is one who knows and sees 
all, even before we think of it. When my mom passed away, I thought my life was over; I didn’t 
know what I was going to do.  I was only 7 years old; I needed my mother to be there for me 
and watch me grow by my side like she did with all my other brothers and sisters. I thought the 
world was against me because He took the two people that I loved the most in life.  

I believe there is a God. God is there watching over all his children because He is our heavenly 
father and created us all equally. Without a God, there wouldn’t be humanity. Without a God, 
there wouldn’t be happiness and love. Most importantly, there wouldn’t be faith. I lost faith in 
God for a while because He had taken my mother away from me, but then I realized that he 
took her for a reason. As much as it hurt me to see her go, I knew that God had taken her to 
heaven, so she wouldn’t suffer anymore, so she wouldn’t be in pain, and so we wouldn’t see her 
only get worse than she was.  

I believe that there is an afterlife and that one day when I am done doing what God has planned 
for me, I will reunite with both my parents in heaven and we will be together forever. Only God 
knows what is best for us, and He has our life planned out. He knows when our time is up, and 
He knows our every move before we make it. 
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I believe God has been there for me since day one and that He will be there for me until my last 
days. Everything in life has a purpose; He takes those so they won’t suffer anymore and make 
them angels to watch over us, and He guides us. Sometimes we take the wrong path, but He 
lets us correct it and learn from it. 
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Where It Began                 

Eduardo Salgado 

This is Eddie Salgado's first year attending Bakersfield College. His major is English Literature. 
He writes, "I have strong faith in myself that I can conquer any given task, big or small.” This 
paper was nominated by Professor Paula Parks. 

I value the great teachings of my elders.  They’ve taught me to respect others and what true 
love was.  My grandmother was the one who taught me the importance of respect. Respect can 
get me far in life, granted that I respect others as they respect me. She  also told me stories of 
her past when she was in love with my grandfather, who is now deceased. She told me that 
telling someone you love them isn’t enough; you have to be faithful.  

While under the care of my grandma when my parents were away, my little sister and I, shouting 
and smacking each other, would fight over toys causing havoc in my grandmother’s house.  My 
grandma would pull us apart; she’d sit us down and question us “why do you hurt each other 
over a toy that’ll be there tomorrow?”  My sister and I would turn to look at each other and 
shrug our shoulders not knowing why. My grandmother carefully explained what it was to 
respect.  She said “respect can take you far in life. Fighting won’t get you anywhere. If you two 
respect one another, you two won’t have to hurt each other over a toy and could do other 
things while you waited for your turn to play.” This was a revelation to me and my sister; days 
after that incident my  sister and I became respectful towards each other and my grandmother. 
We were quiet and took turns playing with our toys. Today we’re respectful to everyone and 
anyone we meet; because of my respectful behavior, I have advanced in my job. 

 I was also taught what the meaning of true love was by my grandmother. My grandmother’s 
love lasted for many years. She’d tell me that telling someone “I love you” was never enough; 
you had to stay faithful. She told me a story of how she and my grandfather had met in an ice 
cream shop in their hometown of Ventura one summer afternoon in the 1940s. She’d 
emphasize the white dress she wore and curly bob hairstyle she had. She described my 
grandfather with precise detail: pressed white shirt, plaid pants, and suede black leather shoes 
with a comb over hairstyle. She’d go to the ice cream shop every day after school and she’d 
always see my grandfather there.  He’d spend his time there with his friends after school she 
told me. The ice cream shop was the favorite hangout of the teens at the time. He introduced 
himself, and they began going out a week later. He’d pick her up in his red pickup truck 
everyday to take her to the ocean to sail in his parent’s boat and feel the ocean breeze. My 
grandmother got ill one day following an outing due to the cold weather. My grandfather would 
visit her every day after school and before work. As her condition worsened and she was 
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hospitalized, he devoted all his time to her. She said “your grandfather was always by my side 
even when he was sick.  He didn’t need to tell me he loved me because he proved it by visiting 
me every day.  Whether I was sick or not, he made time for me.” After her long recovery, my 
grandfather proposed to her in nearby park by their school. She told me that he told her 
“spending time by your side whether you were sick or not, I’m the happiest man to live. You’re 
the woman I want to spend my life with”. Many months later, they were married and to this day 
my grandmother still remembers her adventures with my grandfather. I learned that true love is 
a beautiful feeling because when you’re truly in love with someone you’ll stay by their side no 
matter if your extremely busy.  

I’ve always thought I knew what true love was and respect was. My grandmother’s stories and 
morals gave me a whole new insight in how to respect and love. True love is being faithful to 
someone, making them your top priority. Respect is respecting someone whether it’s your 
sibling or a random individual, and it can help me get far in life. I’ll be liked by more people due 
to my respectful nature, and having friends in many places will be a great thing career wise. 
Listening to your elders can be a life changing experience if you give them a moment of your 
time; you never know what knowledge they can pass onto you. 
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Amores Immortalis 

Writing Center Creative Writing Competition: Winner 

Varden Frias 

Varden Frias is a Forestry major at Bakersfield College and has a passion for authorship and 
creative expression in written form.  "Amores Immortalis" is one of the many works this artist has 
carefully crafted. This work won the Creative Writing Club contest for the month of February, 
2014.  

 “You are hereby banished from the Kingdom, Princess Rachel,” the King announced as 
we stood in the village square for all to see. Little did it matter that this princess was to be 
thrown to the peril of the shadowy forest known as the Red Realm. What mattered was that I 
had caused this separation, that I had brought forth onto her this uncanny anguish.  
 The morning sun, scattered through the branches of the bare apple tree behind us, cast a 
dappled cone of light onto her bare shoulders as I surmised our imminent doom. She offered 
a wry smile, the curly fingers of the cold breeze teasing the tips of her hair in little spirals.  

 On our way out of the tall brown gates lining the perimeter of the kingdom, rotting 
vegetables and fruits were cast down onto us from the open doors of the gate. I dared not look 
and see the troubled countenance of the princess as we ventured on amidst the rain of 
shameful sentiment brought about by our former peers. We stopped near the edge of the 
wood, a spectrum of knobby trees colored like cinnabar cast out as far as our eyes could see.  I 
felt her heart trembling next to me, felt the rise of the hairs on the smooth skin of the back of 
her neck.  Neither of us said anything and with that our journey began.  

 *      *     * 
Above us, glistening red branches spread out to hide us from the bright winter sun that had 
only moments ago bathed us in its radiance. For a time we walked in silence, each of us 
contemplating what I knew to be the same topic. After a time, the Princess decided to speak of 
it: 
 “Varden?”  
I kept my eyes on the trail before us, lest we lose our way and be forever stranded in this dark 
abyss of the unknown before ever hoping to reach the end.   
 “Yes, Rachel.”  
 “Whatever becomes of us, I don’t want you to feel at fault for what has happened.”   
I cleared my throat, scratching the neck of my shirt. My, that wool was becoming increasingly 
itchy!  
 “Nor will I want you to share in that sentiment.” Before either of us could say much more, 
however, a low rumble sounded through the trees and caused the ground to tremble below 
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us. We both halted in our tracks at this. Instinctively, my hand flew to the hilt of my saber but I 
could not bring myself to unsheathe it. My breath caught in my throat as a sudden and 
deafening roar flooded our ears from our left side. I swerved and caught sight of the crimson 
scales and black wings before I took hold of Rachel’s arm and ran from our hunter. We crept 
behind a tree, hidden in its bulbous frame from the draconic being that lurked in the shadows 
not very far from us. I turned to her, those eyes the color of the sea heavy laden with the 
burden of fear staring back at me. Our punishment for an alleged crime had descended upon 
us, sent by the King himself. I withdrew my sword from my side hilt and flinched when I saw her 
hand reaching over her shoulder and withdrawing a sword from a sheath strung to her 
backside.  
 “We are each other’s guardian,” she told me. We stepped from out of our hiding place 
and met with the golden eyes of the beast. With an inward breath, it summed up the inferno of 
its belly and exhaled to engulf us in its fiery plume. I thrust my shield in front of us and 
clenched my teeth against the pain of hot metal against my aging gloves. The flame receded 
and we both charged for the beast and ran our swords into its mighty chest. In a deafening 
roar, the wounded monster turned and with the swarm of a mighty tempest flapped its great 
wings and shattered the canopy of red branches above us to reveal the sun that peaked from 
behind darkly gray clouds and sent light down to the browned grass at our feet. With the 
greatness of its wings, the dragon had created a clearing in that seemingly eternal expanse of 
trees.  
 After continuing through the Red Realm, passing through groves of trees clumped closer 
and closer together, we emerged into not a clearing but a valley. Over our heads twinkled blue 
stars in the velveteen sky and beneath our feet lush emerald grass waved in the cool breeze.  

We looked to each other, a brief reprieve, and allowed our gazes to mingle in the other’s 
eyes. I laid a gentle hand on her soft cheek, feeling the warmth of her essence through my 
gloves. She placed her hand on mine, then attempted to tug the glove off. Startled, I stopped 
her and told her: 
 “My lady-” 
She interrupted me with the shake of her head and inquired of me, “You are my lady as well, 
aren’t you?”  
Hesitating to answer, knowing fully well that beneath the knight’s shirt were particular objects 
that the King happened to stumble upon and found it to be of strong repulsion and not 
something he wished his Princess to mingle with. I parted my lips at last to tell her: 
 “You are my guardian and love, as I am yours.” 
She removed my glove and placed my hand on the breast over her heart and looked into my 
eyes. 
 “Then I see no reason why to call this a crime.” 
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Red 

Writing Center Creative Writing Competition: Runner-Up  

Monique Hansen 

A new day 

A sign its ok  

A red dawn 

A greener lawn 

In your neighbor’s yard 

A Valentine’s Day card 

With a ribbon, with a bow 

I love you, and it says so 

Red with embarrassment 

Secret admire sent 

Lovely wonderful day 

When the sun comes out to play 

A red heart beats 

And Loves Company greets 

Life is what you see 

Life ends without a you for me 

Red as the rose, in full bloom, on a spring day 

Red as the bomb fire, that shoos the sun away 

Love endures for another day 

Love captured and will it stay? 

MHG 2014 
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Buddha Sat                  

Portia Choi 

Portia Choi is a published poet and promoter of poetry locally through Kern Poetry Foundation. 
 She completed her formal education forty years ago, majoring in the sciences.  She now returns 
to college to learn various writing styles: fiction, non-fiction, drama, and poetry. This work was 
nominated by Professor Brad Stiles.

I traveled alone in Japan; took the bullet train from Tokyo to Hakone.  I lunched on a hillside 
restaurant; white tablecloth, white napkin and lacquered black chopsticks.  At the next table 
were two Japanese men in dark suit, negotiating.  They looked over at me, at times.   

I then journeyed to Kamakura.  On a street, there was a lantern midst bamboo stems and 
leaves.  I arrived at the bronze Great Buddha about 40 feet high.  Inside the Buddha, other 
tourists and I climbed a ladder.  Within the head, near the eyes was a tiny Buddha.  

    Like a lotus, 

    small buddha sat, 
    the inner Truth 

of outer Reality.   
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Hands                  

Portia Choi 

It was a chilly spring afternoon.  Young-min stirred the soy bean paste soup and quickly 
sliced the green onions.  “Ow!” she hissed, feeling the sting in her left forefinger.  She had 
sliced through her fingernail into the tip of the finger.  She took a ladle of clean water from a 
jar and poured it over the finger, watching a reddish-pink stream splash onto the dirt floor of 
the kitchen.  “Oh,” she took the inner part of her apron, wrapped the forefinger, pressed on it 
firmly.  “Got to slow down; got to hurry up, get dinner ready,” thought Young-min.  Her 
grandmother had told her “Tonight will be a special dinner.”     
 She kept pressing her finger.  The sting was less.  She peeked under the apron to see if 
the bleeding had stopped.  She found a clean, white cloth and tore a piece and wrapped it 
around the finger and tied the strands.  She looked at her hands.  They were reddened and 
chapped.  She remembered, as a little girl, her grandmother would play with her hands, “How 
smooth and velvety.  Not like my wrinkled, old hands.”  Young-min remembered playing with 
her grandmother’s hands, making the tortuous veins and tendons that stick up from the back 
of the hands; pressing them to make them disappear. 
 The grandmother shouted, “Young-min, wake up!  Daydreaming again, hey?  Your 
mother will be here any minute.  Hurry up!” 
 Young-min finished slicing the green onion and set  it aside to use on top of the soup.  
She checked to see if the rice was done.  She picked up the lid, and dropped it.  It was hot.  
The steam and fragrance of the cooked rice escaped from the pan; and Young-min inhaled 
the warmth.   
 “Young-min, Young-min”, a woman shouted from the yard.  Young-min rushed out from 
the kitchen to front yard.  There were three chickens running about and pecking at the 
ground.  There was her mother and surprisingly, also a man in a uniform.  He had on black 
pants, a brown jacket, and black cap.  When they stepped up to the wooden porch, he took 
out a pair of very white gloves, took the one bag in to the one large room of the house.  The 
mother explained that he was the top chauffeur at their boss’s home and they were planning 
to marry.   
 After setting the bag to the side, the mother lay down in the middle of the room and 
stretched her arms and legs.  She invited her fiance to lie next to her. 

The room was all-purpose; it was the living room during most of the day, then a dining 
room for the meals when a portable table was brought out, and finally a bedroom when the 
table was set aside and comforter brought out for sleeping.   

The room had the traditional Korean ondol floor of thick masonry.  In the wall between 
the kitchen and the room, a hole was made from the kitchen’s side.  The hole connected to a 
cavernous area under the floor of the room.  It was heated by the burnt wood and ashes that 
were pushed in from the remains after cooking.  The floor was built so that there was a stone 
slab, clay and an impervious layer such as oiled paper where people sat or lay down.  The 
floor heated up, it was warm and comfortable  
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 Young-min’s grandmother sat at the corner of the room, smoking a foot-long pipe with a 
metal bowl.  She sucked in the smoke, which seemed to calm her.  Young-min had seen other 
men smoke a pipe like hers in the public, but she had never seen another woman smoke.  The 
grandmother looked over at her daughter and the fiance and just nodded her head and kept 
smoking. 
 Young-min brought out a wooden black table with a lacquer finish.  The leg came out 
from under the table, and was about a foot high.  Carefully, Young-min placed two bowls of 
white-steamed rice and two bowls of soy-bean paste soup on the table.  The soup had bean 
curd with pieces of seaweed and green onion.  She laid a stainless steel soup spoon and pair 
of chopstick next to the rice bowl.  She brought out small plates containing a side dishes to 
eat with the rice.  The side dishes were pickled cabbage (kim-chee), salted black beans, pieces 
of dried fish, green salad, bean sprout salad, and steamed eggs.   
 After her mother and the fiancé had eaten, Young-min took all the bowls and plates off 
the table to the kitchen.  She filled two new bowls with rice and soup.  She refilled the small 
plates with more side foods.  She placed them on the lacquered table where the grandmother 
was sitting with one leg drawn up to her chest, and the other leg steadying her under the 
table.  After her grandmother had finished her dinner, Young-min cleared the bowls and 
plates.  She folded the table legs and took the table and stored it against the wall of the room.  
As she was clearing the table, the man noticed her wrapped finger and asked, “What 
happened?”  Young-min quietly said “I was hurrying to prepare and cut my finger.”  Her 
mother quipped, “Such a careless girl.”  Young-min lowered her head.  She had not seen her 
mother in over a year.  

Her mother used to always visit during the nicest seasons, the spring and the autumn.  
The spring was colorful with delicate white-pink apple blossoms, trees with the yellow-green 
leaves, the yellow butterflies fluttering on flowers, the earth with green edible weeds pushing 
through the dirt.  The sky was a clear blueness with wispy clouds.  The children were running 
around, picking edible sprigs, and swinging on roped wooden slats rising higher and higher 
into the spring air.  The autumn was crisp with clear blue sky and rounded clouds above the 
hills.  There was harvest everywhere.  Cabbages in mounds to make kim-chee which would be 
salted and spiced with garlic and red pepper.  Then the seasoned cabbage would be 
squeezed into large earthen jars large enough to hide a person.  The jars were dug into the 
ground.  Kim-chee would often last the whole winter, as it was preserved with salt and the cold 
from the snow-chilled earth.  Turnips leaves were dried to make soy-bean soup.  Rice kernels 
were made ready for storage.      

Her mother had gone to Seoul (the capitol) to find work after the Korean War.  Her father 
had joined the army during the War, and never returned.  During the war they were homeless, 
always walking to escape the fighting.  They were often hungry and  searching for a place to 
rest.  Sometimes, the American soldiers would give away packets of rice for them to cook.  
Many times, the missionaries helped with food and clothing.  They had survived the war. But 
with the war over, there would be no more hand-outs.    

Now that her grandmother, her mother and the fiance had eaten, Young-min would be 
able to eat soon.  There was enough food left, as she had saved bits of food for herself.  There 
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was plenty of rice in the pan and soup left.  She ate in the kitchen, as she usually did.  She was 
almost finished eating, when she heard her mother from the room. 

Her mother said, with a smile, “Young-min, I have brought presents for you.  I am tired 
now, so lay out the bedding and I will show you tomorrow.”  Young-min brought out the 
comforters and laid them in the center of the room, the same spot that they had eaten a little 
while ago.    

In the morning, Young-min had woken up before the others.  She went to the kitchen, her 
place in the home.  It was a typical Korean kitchen.  The floor was of dirt.  The walls had dried 
radish leaves in clumps hanging, threaded garlic, and dried squid.  There were jars of rice 
kernels and dried black beans.   

“Young-min, more ashes.  It’s cold in here,” her mother shouted. 
The twigs had burned orange-redness to black with white ashes.  Young-min pushed the 

burning twigs into the space under the floor.  She had boiled water in the rice pan, with 
browned rice stuck to the bottom. The rice water always tasted roasty.  The rice water was 
sipped, and the softened rice was eaten with bits of the side dishes left over from the night 
before.   

After breakfast, the mother brought out the package that she had brought with her.  
Young-min had never seen the items that the mother was taking out.  There was a brown loaf, 
she called “bread,” a fruit she called an “orange” and three yellow curved rods she called 
“bananas.”  The mother said, “These are foods that are from America.”  She asked for a plate 
and a knife.  She sliced the loaf.  She cut away the brown crust.  She had brought what she 
called “jam” and spread it on the bread.  Young-min smiled after tasting it, and murmured 
“Mother, this is delicious.”   

The mother brought out a large tan cloth bundle.  She untied it carefully.  On top was a 
red Korean dress made of silk, with a gold emblem with the characters for happiness and 
good luck along the lower edge of the long skirt.  As she was taking out the dress, she 
thought about her sons who had died as toddlers after intestinal infection.  These sons would 
have taken care of her in old age.  She only had this one daughter who would one day marry 
and become part of that husband’s family.   

“Young-min, this is for you” said the mother quietly.     
“It is so beautiful.  And so soft,” Young-min became lost in the feel of the silk.   
“This is for you to take with you, when you are married.” 
“When will I marry?” asked Young-min. 
“When you will be married, child,”  the mother said in exasperation.  
Under the dress was a bright yellow comforter with images of purses embroidered in 

blue, green and red.  “I have given your grandmother some money to give to her husband’s 
family.” 

“Mother, who will I marry?” 
“So many questions!  When there is a nice family that you can marry into.  You can cook 

and you work hard.  You will be a good daughter-in-law. “   
Young-min still wondered what was going on. 
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The mother spoke again, after a pause.  “I am going to stay in Seoul.  I may not be back 
to visit for a while.  So I am giving this expensive clothing and comforter to your grandma until 
they are needed.” 

Tears welled up in her eyes.  She thought, “So this is why.  The new man friend.  The gifts.  
I will not see my mother for a long time.” 

When she looked up her mother and her fiance were already at the porch with the bag.  
Her mother just looked at Young-min.  Then she quickly put on her shoes and left with her 
fiance.   

                                                       
Young-min’s life was a life of routine.  She woke up when she heard the chicken cackling 

outside.  She put on the water in the rice pan from the previous night, and made rice soup.  
She pushed in the burning kindling and ashes into the hole under the floor.  After breakfast 
and washing the bowls and plates, she left for the market.   

There was a route that she always took.   
One day she thought she saw a man next to a fence urinating.  The next time, he had his 

thing sticking out, big and firm.  Then the next time, he was standing with his fists on his hips 
and wagging his firm thing at her! 

She decided that she had get to the market by a different route.  The only other route 
was past the American army base.  She was told never to go that way because the American 
men were . . .  well, young ladies were not to go that way.  She had no choice.  

The next day, as she was taking the new route, she heard music.  It was beautiful.  The 
music became louder as she approached a large building.  The front door was slightly 
opened, and she slowly pushed the door to look.  There were people singing, then mumbling 
together and ending with “Amen.”  Another day, she arrived as all the people were leaving.  
She went inside the building and sat down on a long bench.  It was so quiet.   

She walked from the building past the American army base to the market. 
At the market, she looked over the green onion and radishes that were picked that 

morning and the farm ladies had laid them on straw mats on the ground.  At the market, she 
had looked at the women with infants tied to their backs; bending over to examine the 
vegetables.  She saw woman with a baby suckling from the breast as the woman rustled about 
carrying her groceries in both hands.  The Korean dress was made for woman to be pregnant 
and carrying for infants.  The big skirt was full and long and did not show a sign of pregnancy.  
The top of the skirt was tied around at breast level with a blouse that went over the top of the 
skirt.  The skirt was such that the breast could pop out from over the skirt and beneath the 
blouse.     

From the market, Young-min hurriedly walked back home.  When she started seeing the 
metal fence and the small hut where the American soldiers were in their uniform and their 
rifles, she lowered her head and walked quickly.  As she walked by the base, she thought she 
heard army men calling out, “Miss, miss.”   

Another time, as she was hurrying past the base, one of the soldiers shouted out, “Hey!  
I’m David, what is your name?”  She looked up at him.  He was tall. He had on soldier’s 
uniform, boots and a cap.  He had a rifle which he held upright in his big hands.   She walked 
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even faster.  She tried to forget this soldier.  But he was on her mind.  On some of the days, as 
she was walking past the base, she would look up slightly.  There was the soldier standing very 
still and upright or he would be wiping his rifle with a cloth.     

Young-min’s new routine was walking to the building first and going inside and being 
very quiet.  One day, the woman who was played the music spoke to her.  “I’ve seen you come 
often.  How are you?” 

Young-min replied, “I’m all-right.” 
The woman explained, “People come here to this church to unburden themselves of their 

troubles.  They become filled with the Holy Spirit.  I am a teacher of the word of God, a God 
who cares and loves each person. You are very important to God who even knows the 
numbers of hair on your head.  Everyone and you are a child of God.”  Young-min did not 
understand what this teacher was saying.  

Young-min returned day after day sitting in the quietness of the church.  She closed her 
eyes and began to cry, feeling hopeless about her life.  Weeping, she started to pray, “God, if 
you are real, help me.”  She wiped away her tears and snot.  She felt angry about her life, and 
also defeated.  Young-min decided to give God a chance.  After a few moments, she felt 
better.  She felt freer and hopeful.    

One day, the teacher asked Young-Min if she could come on Sundays and help teach 
Sunday School.  Young-min agreed as she liked this kind teacher so much.  Now, Young-min 
had a different routine on Sundays.  She went to church and helped out at Sunday school.  
Young-min had always wanted to study, like the teacher.  But her family did not have money 
for tuition, even for elementary school.  The teacher gave her a book to study hangul, the 
Korean alphabet.  She took the book home.  She would study early in the morning and 
between her chores.   

Young-min would go to church early, so that she could hear the teacher practice the 
church songs on the piano.  When she got there really early and no one was around, she 
would push the white and black keys.  She watched the teacher play chords.  One day, the 
teacher took Young-min’s hands and said, “You have hands of a pianist.”  After church, the 
teacher asked Young-min to sit on the piano bench.  She brought out a book for beginning 
piano students.  Young-min was so happy; she sat and played.  Then she took that piano book 
home.  She pretended that the wooden ledge in the kitchen was a piano as she practiced the 
notes. 

After church on another day, she looked up and was surprised to see the same soldier, 
David, from the American army base at the door of the Sunday school room.  He was staring 
at her and said, “An-yong ha seh yoh (how are you)?”   She did not say anything.  She did not 
know what to do.  He was at the door and she had to get home.  Just then the teacher came to 
the door, and she said to him “Hello, soldier.”  He just nodded, tipped his cap to the teacher 
and left.   

She was walking home another Sunday, when she saw the soldier following her.  When 
she arrived at her home, the soldier came to the edge of the yard and left.   

Young-min quickly went into the kitchen.   
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Her grandmother had seen the soldier and shouted at Young-min.  “You bitch.  What are 
you doing with the soldier!  They only want one thing, a good time.  You know only whores go 
around them.  You will never marry a good Korean man.”   

“But grandma,” 
The grandma slapped Young-min across her cheek.   
Young-min did not know what to do.  She wept, breathing fast and deep, in spasm.  She 

ran and ran to the only safe place she knew.  She ran to the teacher’s home.  There the teacher 
gave her hot rice tea and listened to her.  The teacher said, “In the Bible, Jesus said ‘Blessed 
are they that mourn, for they shall be comforted’.”  The teacher explained further that not all 
soldiers were the same.  Some were very faithful and married a Korean girl, taking them home 
to America.  The teacher told her to obey her grandmother and do her duties and be silent 
about what happened. 

Young-min returned to her routine in the kitchen, shopping at the market, and studying.     
On another day, David showed up at the church while Young-Min was practicing piano.  

He came in with the teacher.  He was explaining through the teacher that his time at the 
military base was over.  He would try to return to the same base, however.  He moved very 
close to Young-min and took her hand into his enormous hands.  She felt the roughness of his 
skin.  It was very warm.  Her face flushed.  She pulled her hands away.  She did not look up.  
She did not say anything.  When she did finally look up, he was gone and only the teacher was 
standing in the room. 

After Young-min got home, she was in a hurry to prepare dinner for her grandmother 
and herself. 

Her grandmother looked at her and said, “Young-min, you are day-dreaming again.  The 
kim-chee is cut all wrong.  The black beans are not in a perfect mound.  What’s gotten into 
you?”   

She only said, “I’m sorry grandmother, I will try harder to make you happy.” 
             
The days, weeks and months passed.  Young-min became better at playing the piano.  

She learned to read and write Korean well.  She even learned some English.   
Her life still followed the same routine.  Her mother had not come to visit in over two 

years.    She was noticing how her breasts were becoming rounder and fuller.  She decided to 
go to the market by the previous route.  She did not want to walk past the American army 
base.  The man who had exposed himself was no longer at the fence taunting her.   

At the beginning of summer, when the heat was becoming humid with the rains, the 
church had a revival.  There would be services every night for a week.  This was a time for re-
dedicating one’s life to God, and to attract new converts. 

Young-min asked for permission from her grandmother to go to the revival.  Her 
grandmother consented, saying “Now, everyone will know you are a fine, religious girl 
bringing honor to me and to any family you marry into.”  Yet Young-min had no thought of 
marriage in the Korean tradition.  She would be trading one life of routine at her 
grandmother’s home to another one at the home of her husband.  A life of cooking, shopping 
and cleaning.  She wanted to learn to play the piano, well enough to play at the church 
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service.  She wanted to learn English and read literature like her teacher.  She wanted to 
devote her life to God like her teacher.  She also remembered the missionaries, who were so 
kind and helpful to her and her family during the war.  They all seemed so contented.   
One night during the revival, she was sitting at the long bench next to her teacher.  Her hands 
were raised in prayer, her palms gently pressed together.  She felt a person sit next to her.  
She looked over and sitting there was David, shyly glancing at her.  He had returned!  She 
kept silent, and as she turned her head toward the altar he raised his hands in prayer. Young-
min wondered whether David was that different kind of soldier that her teacher had talked 
about, the faithful ones, who would take her to America to start a new life.  She smiled slightly 
and kept her hands raised in prayer.     
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A Fairy Tale  

Catherine Evans 

Catherine Evans is a recently declared English major.  After switching out of biology, Catherine 
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of the fairy tales that she grew up on and the belief that one is never too old to read and enjoy a 
fantastical story. This paper was nominated by Professor Brad Stiles. 

It’s a quarter till midnight and I know they’ll be coming soon. Mom tucked me in and said 
goodnight four hours ago. After braiding my sleek, coppery hair into a single plait, she had 
sung my favorite lullaby and rubbed my back until my feet stopped fidgeting (an obnoxious 
habit that I had picked up from my dad, she would always tell me). I had reluctantly drifted off 
to sleep with the simple lyrics from the song playing over and over in my head. I probably 
would have missed out on the party too, if it had not been for my rather fat calico cat, Snickers, 
who had leapt suddenly onto my bed and had begun to attack an apparently very suspicious 
crease on my comforter. Any other night, I would have scolded her, scooped her up into my 
arms, and tossed her outside, but doing so would have completely blown my cover. As far as 
mom and Auggie know, I am still fast asleep, and have been since nine o’clock.  
 Tonight is different though. Tonight, I blearily smile down at the cat that sat staring up at 
me, her claws still sunk into my bed, and scratch her along the jaw line where I know she likes 
it. She quickly gives in and falls over onto her back, showing me her puffy, white stomach. 
Absolutely no dignity. Even with Snickers’ broken, wheeze-like purr filling my ears, I don’t trust 
myself to not fall back asleep.  

My eyes scan my lime-colored room for something to do. They soon fall on the bag of 
baby carrots that I had accidentally forgotten to put away earlier in the day. As quietly as 
possible, I lift the bag off of my nightstand and begin munching away. They’ve been my 
favorite snack food since I was introduced to them in preschool. Auggie always teases me and 
tells me that if I kept eating them as frequently as I have been doing these days, my skin will 
soon turn as orange as my hair.  

Around the crunching noise of the carrots, I can hear the soft hum of the TV in the other 
room, so I know my mom is preoccupied. She probably dozed off in the middle of one of those 
sappy romance movies again. Auggie is the one I have to watch out for now. He would suspect 
me to be up at this hour.  

With that thought ever present in my mind, I continue with my usual routine. I eat my 
carrots and begin counting the glow-in-the-dark stars on my ceiling. I already know that there 
are exactly fifty of them, but counting them always seems to make time go by faster.  
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Dad had used the entire sheet of stick-on constellations when I first moved into my own 
room. Mom had argued that they would only keep me up at night, but dad had insisted. He 
would leave on business trips and be gone for weeks on end sometimes. After he had finished 
decorating my ceiling with the stars, he had turned to me with a broad smile on his face, 
clapped his hands together, and said, “There, my darling Buttercup. I have left you your own 
court, as every princess must have. You have your very own knights posted in every corner, to 
keep evil at bay and various courtiers, here and there.” He had frowned down at me then for a 
few seconds and then simply shrugged and whispered conspiratorially, “They’re really only 
there to just gossip and take up space. I don’t much care for them, but it’s your court dear.” He 
had then smiled and ruffled my then short hair before he had continued, saying, “No suitors 
allowed, of course…” and then, with a gasp, he had pointed to a spot above my head and said, 
“And if you look directly above, there’s your court jester whose sole purpose in life is to put a 
smile on that lovely face of yours.” Crouching in front of me, he had cupped my face in his 
hand and said, “Now, if you are ever afraid and I am not here to comfort you, all you need to do 
is look up to the stars, and think of me.”  

He was the closest thing to magic that I have ever encountered. Anyone who met him felt 
the same way. I think that’s why mom fell in love with him. He had a way of bringing any dull 
situation to life. I never understood why he had the job that he did. I always thought that he 
should write books, what with all the fantastical stories that he would tell, instead of working for 
“big business corporations,” as Mom called them. She tells me that I get my crazy imagination 
from him. 

By now, I have lost count of my stars. I stare up at the court jester, one eye shut and one 
finger tracing the outline of what I have always imagined to be a velvet, emerald-colored hat, 
dotted with tinkling golden bells atop his silly head. My thoughts are swiftly interrupted, 
however, when a beam of light falls across my face, causing me to squint and shield my eyes 
with my arm. The clouds have finally cleared from around the moon and my room is 
illuminated with a lattice-work pattern from the bay window to the right of me. I check the clock 
on the wall across from me. It reads 11:56. I gasp and leap out of my bed and begin to tiptoe 
toward my window. I am almost there when the door to my room suddenly creaks open, 
causing me to spin around quickly, my braid whipping across my face. My older brother 
Auggie stands slouched in the doorway looking both bored and ticked off at the same time.  

“What are doing Avery?” he asks. As I open my mouth to speak, he silences my response 
with a dismissive wave and says, “Save your breath actually, I think I already know what you’re 
doing. I wish I was wrong, but I have a feeling that I’m not.”  

He is silent for a moment, before he sighs and says, “Can we please not do this tonight? 
Mom has another interview in the morning, so I’m the one who has to come in and get your 
grumpy butt out of bed for school.” Seeing me open my mouth to protest once more, he cuts 
me off again. “Yeah, I know what you’re going to say. Seriously, though Aves save your breath. 
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Get back in bed. You were supposed to be asleep hours ago. You know how much trouble 
we’d both be in if mom woke up right now?”  

He looks more tired than usual tonight. His thick honey-colored hair that usually lays flat, 
just like mom’s, was sticking up in strange places on his head. He must have fallen asleep 
doing homework again. His green eyes which match mine are out of focus and very visibly 
fighting the urge to close. Taking this all in, I decide to push my luck. I cross my arms, raise my 
eye brows, purse my lips and turn my head away from him, chin up, just like the ladies do in 
mom’s old movies when they disapprove. I underestimate him.  

He huffs and narrows his eyes at me and begins striding towards me across the room, 
suddenly very alert. “No, please Auggie! It’s the last night,” I say, as I jump back to avoid his 
outstretched arm, which freezes once I speak those words. He retracts his arm and begins 
again, more calmly this time. “Look Aves. I know that you want to believe in this and it was fun 
when we were young, but they’re not--.” He cuts off when he takes one look at my shimmering 
eyes.  

“I just haven’t seen them since--.” Auggie sighs and runs his hand down his face. In that 
moment, he looks years older than seventeen. “Whatever,” he says, tiredly. “Just don’t wake up 
mom. Stay quiet, and don’t open the window like you did last time. This house is cold enough 
to begin with, without you letting in the night air.” And with that, he turns and begins walking 
towards the door. As I begin to turn back around to go to the window, I hear him stop halfway 
through to closing my door behind him. “You know if you keep eating those,” he points to the 
strewn bag of carrots on my bed, “your skin will be as orange as your hair. I give it two weeks. 
Three tops.” At my smile, he sighs again and smiles back half-heartedly and says, “Night 
Buttercup,” before closing my door softly behind him.  

As soon as the door shuts, I spin back around and cross the space to my window, being 
careful not to slip on the hardwood floor in my socks. As I sit down in my usual spot, I take in 
the scene of our backyard. The moon is shining especially bright tonight, as if it has come for 
the party as well. Our entire backyard is bathed in its light, as is the field beyond the fence. 
There used to be a school back there, my mom told me, but all that could be used of it now 
was the playground, which Auggie and I would use almost every day when we were kids. We’d 
race each other to the jungle gym, running through the tall grasses that used to come up to 
our waists. Now they only reach a few inches above my knee.  

Suddenly, a different kind of light flashes in the corner of my eye. If not for its pinkish hue 
and elaborate flight patterns, I would have assumed it to be merely a firefly, and I would have 
gone back to bed, just like Auggie suggested. I know, however, that this night is worth staying 
awake for. I try to follow the light, but it’s too quick for me and soon I’ve lost it completely. I 
scan our backyard again looking for something in particular this time. Most of the flowers that 
my mom and I planted in our backyard line the sides of the fence, the brick patio, and the area 
just below mine and Auggie’s windows. I can already tell that tonight is going to be one of the 
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better parties for me, as I don’t have to look very far to find what I’m searching for. There, in the 
flower bed just below my bay window, I see them. Fairies.  

They must have processed in while I was talking to Auggie because, from the looks of it, 
the festivities have already begun. After looking over my shoulder to make sure Auggie hasn’t 
snuck in without me knowing, I turn back around and quietly lift my window open a few inches. 
The cool night air rushes in. Even though our house is more than forty five minutes from the 
ocean, the air smells and feels as if we’re only seconds away.  

The sound of music drifts through the window, almost painful in its inhuman beauty. 
Snickers hears it too, as I just now notice her perched next to me on the sill, watching the 
spectacle below us with eyes completely dilated, ears twitching, and white-tipped tail flicking 
back and forth. Down below, the court has already begun to dance. They’ve cleared a small 
space in the garden, being careful not to crush the freesias, chrysanthemums, and stock that 
bloom every spring. Like the fairies, the flowers always show up at the same time of year. With 
a sinking feeling, I remember that these fairies are only passing through, as spring is coming to 
a close. The spring fairies have always been my favorite, with their elaborate parties and outfits. 
The winter fairies have always been too disinterested and dull. I don’t see much of the fall 
fairies, as they come and go with the wind, which we get much of here, living so close to the 
coast. And summer fairies are too self-absorbed and hot-headed for me to even want to 
interact with. The spring fairies, on the other hand, have always been so full of life and joy. I 
scan the crowd below me looking for one in particular now.  

The musicians have been placed to the left of the queen. They wield their instruments 
with effortless skill. Their energy is infectious and those on the makeshift dance floor leap and 
twirl with reckless abandon and elation. The queen sits on her regal throne and looks out at the 
crowd before her with a radiant smile lighting up her face. She is exactly how I would picture 
Sleeping Beauty looking in real life, with her alabaster skin, lips the color of a rosebuds, and 
luminescent hazel eyes. Her glowing golden hair is woven in a loose braid with a single vine of 
jasmine, the tiny white flowers glowing in the moonlight. The vine curves around the top of her 
head to form a crown of sorts. She is clothed in an iridescent gown (made of the finest spider 
silk, no doubt) that is coated with shimmering droplets of dew on the train and the bodice. She 
is the most beautiful thing that I believe I will ever see in my lifetime. I turn to the mirror on the 
wall to the left of me and quickly try to tuck back in the stray hairs that have already managed 
to sneak out of my braid in an attempt to make myself look more presentable. When I turn 
back around, I see the queen looking straight at me. I instantly feel the heat creep up my neck. 
Taking note of my embarrassment, she laughs and shakes her head at me, before one of her 
subjects steals her attention. Thank God. I continue my search for my friend.  

Fairies of all different colors, shapes, and sizes crowd the space beneath my window. 
Those who are not dancing, stand off to the side with fine, glittering goblets in their dainty 
hands. None of the ladies’ gowns are as beautiful as the queen’s, but some come close. Thanks 
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to my mom and the time we’ve spent in the garden, I can identify a few of the flowers that 
make up the sweeping skirts that I see before me, some just by smell alone. Lilies, hyacinths, 
irises and roses of all different shades clothe the ladies of the court, while daffodils, marigolds 
and carnations make up the more demure dresses of the younger girls. The men wear fine 
suits that look exactly like what my dad used to wear to work. Instead of cloth though, the fairy 
suits are composed of various dyed leaves and/or reeds. And every single fairy has a pair of 
wings, as equally unique and vibrant as their outfit of choice.  

It is easier to find my friend just by looking for his wings. Finally, my eyes land upon a set 
of familiar flame-colored dragonfly wings. As easily identifiable is the shock of flame-colored 
hair. He is dressed in a navy-dyed reed suit with dark blue eyes that match. He is fair skinned 
and has a mouth that is moving at a million miles per second. At the moment, Tinder appears 
to be chatting up, not just one, but three of the higher-up ladies of the court. As I watch him 
and his elaborate hand gestures from the other side of my window, I can’t help but shake my 
head and smile. He has always had a way with the ladies. Whatever crazy story he is telling the 
women right now, they seem to be enjoying it. Their butterfly wings flutter behind them 
excitedly and their eyes are alight with amusement. I don’t believe anyone else in the spring 
court, besides Tinder, could issue such a positive response from those particular three. To me, 
they’re as icy as the winter fairies and just as snobby, if not more, than the summer fairies. As 
they throw their heads back and laugh at something Tinder has said, he takes that moment to 
glance up at my window.  

When his eyes meet mine, his face breaks into a broad smile. He then turns to the ladies, 
says his goodbye, and sweeps into a ridiculous bow, which causes his coat-tails to flick out 
behind him and me to roll my eyes. The ladies’ eyes follow him as he goes, and when they see 
me at the window they sneer and begin to turn. Before they do, I make sure that they see me 
stick my tongue out at them. They gasp in unison and then, tossing their hair behind, they fly 
off, in pursuit of a safe place to gossip no doubt. Tinder arrives just in time to see my smug 
smile.  

“Why do you antagonize them so?” he asks, his tiny hands on his waist. 
I sigh and say, “I don’t know why you hang out with them. The only people they like are 

the ones that fawn over them and they gossip more than the mean girls in my class. They’re 
really only there to take up space if you ask me.” 

“Oh come on Avery. They’re really not that bad. You’ve never even met them.” 
“As much as I would love to meet them, I doubt I would enjoy them anymore than I do 

from a distance, plus I’m not allowed to go outside at this time of night.” I look beyond Tinder 
to the party that is still in full swing below us and wish that I could join in the merriment.   

As if reading my thoughts, Tinder sets one delicate hand on top of my pinky. The window 
is open just enough for my fingers to poke through and feel the chill of the night air. To my left, 
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I just now notice Snickers trying her best to take advantage of the space as well. Her front left 
paw is stretched out onto the sill and is desperately trying to bat at Tinder.  

“I’m sorry,” I say. “I could lock her outside my room, but she would only start yowling and 
wake up mom and Auggie.” 

“I have a better idea,” Tinder says with a mischievous grin. He quickly unfurls his wings 
and flies down to the nearest flower, which just happens to be a freesia. After rummaging 
around for something inside one of the flowers, he comes back with a handful of what I 
assume to be pollen. He begins to swirl it around in his hands until the dull yellow clump 
changes into a small, glowing ball of light, which he then hurls suddenly at Snickers. It shoots in 
under my window and hits her right in the nose. She sneezes twice, and then her body sags 
and goes still. 

I sit in shock with my mouth wide open and stare at the ball of fluff sprawled next to me, 
“You, you, you…” 

“Relax dear,” Tinder says, saving me from further struggle. “I only put her to sleep. She’ll 
be awake in a few hours,” he says, with a wave of his hand. 

“Oh… okay. That’s okay. She’s okay. I’m okay. All good.” 
“You thought I killed her..?” At my silence, he throws his head back and laughs. He lets 

himself drop onto the sill and I watch him roll around for a minute or so, clutching at his 
stomach, before I can’t resist joining in. After we compose ourselves, we sit in comfortable 
silence. Down below, the musicians have stopped to take a quick break. My forehead rests 
against the window, while Tinder reclines against the sill. We seem to be both lost in our 
thoughts for what feels like hours, until the music breaks the silence once more.  

“He can’t hear it anymore.” 
“I know,” Tinder says softly. “Daphne misses him so much.” 
We both look down at the same time, to stare at one of the Queen’s young handmaidens. 

Although every bit of her is beautiful, her hair is her most remarkable feature. Its deep violet 
color makes her green eyes practically glow in the dark. She quietly stands next to the Queen 
tonight with her delicate hands folded in front of her. She seems to be focused on nothing in 
particular and stares blankly at a spot at her feet. I realize that I’m as worried for her as I am for 
Auggie. 

Tinder’s touch on my finger causes me to jump suddenly. “She’ll be fine Avery. I’m 
keeping an eye on her,” he says with a small smile. 

“Okay,” is all I say, before I think to tell him, “Thank you.” 
We fall back into quiet again, before he asks, “And how are you?” 
I know exactly what he’s talking about, but I give him a questioning look anyways. Not 

missing a beat, Tinder raises an eyebrow and looks at me pointedly. 
“I’m fine. Better than mom and Auggie at least,” I say with a shrug. 
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Tinder hesitates before asking me another question. “Do you miss him very much?” He 
takes my silence as a sign and quickly says, “We don’t need to talk about it at all. I just thought 
that maybe you would want to, now that time has passed a little.” His voice becomes quieter 
towards the end, as if, for once, he doesn’t know how to handle the conversation. 

“It’s fine,” I tell him, with emphasis.  
“I’m fine.” At that he gives me a disbelieving look. “I’m serious Tinder. I’m fine.”  
And it’s the truth. Since dad’s been gone, that’s all I’ve been feeling—just fine, indifferent, I 

suppose, to the whole thing. I think of that day; it was windy, but the sun was shining bright. It 
was his kind of day, happy and beautiful, with just enough craziness to keep things exciting. I 
didn’t even cry. I was the only one. It was so strange. 

I must have said this out loud, without even realizing it, as Tinder is looking at me now 
with the kind of worry that I usually only see in mom’s and Auggie’s eyes.  

“I’m fine,” I say again, a bit more exasperated this time. I try to reassure him with a smile, 
and it seems to work briefly, before he begins to look sad again. I stand up from my spot at the 
window and tiptoe to my dresser on the other side of the room. When I arrive back at the 
window, Tinder looks at the stack of books clutched in my arms and asks “These all new?” 

I smile and bob my head up and down, excited to show him. The subject of my dad is 
thankfully forgotten for the moment, as I open my window more, inviting Tinder in to take a 
closer look at my collection. 

For the next hour or so, I read him my favorite parts of my new favorite books. He falls in 
love with the collection of Hans Christian Anderson stories that my mom gave me for 
Christmas. After I finish reading a few of my favorites from that book, we move on to the usual 
routine. He tells me about the places that he has visited in the past year and about all the 
different kinds of people he’s seen and languages he’s heard. I tell him about how I’m thinking 
of writing books when I grow up. Books about fairies, one in particular, I tell him with an 
exaggerated wink. He makes me promise to read them to him before they get published. I tell 
him he’ll be the first.  

In that moment, I think of my dad. I would give anything to have him there to read my 
books when the time came. No one knew how to tell a story like he did, not even Hans 
Christian Andersen.  

“Hey,” Tinder says, with a light touch on my finger. “It’s almost time for me to go.” 
“How far can you fly?” I ask, clearly surprising him with my question, as a dumb-founded 

look crosses his face. 
 Finally, he says “I can fly anywhere I want really, for as long as I want. Why?” 
 “How far can you fly up though?” 
 He cocks his head for a moment, thinking. “I’m not sure. Honestly? I’ve never tried to fly 
away from earth before.” 
 “Do fairies go to heaven? Or can they fly there?” 
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 “Well heaven’s a very far distance away from where we are now, that I know for sure.” He 
glances back at his wings, which quiver faintly with every passing breeze. “I don’t know if these 
could make that journey,” he says with a small laugh.  
 I can’t help the crestfallen expression on my face after hearing his words.  
 “I knew your father very well. I don’t need to fly all the way to heaven and back to tell you 
that he’s there. You don’t need me to either. You knew him better than most did Avery,” he says 
quietly. 
 I duck my head and give him the slightest nod then, afraid of what will happen if I meet 
his eyes and try to speak. I feel his small hands on my chin then and the slight breeze from his 
wings as he floats in front of me.  

“Please don’t cry,” he says, his dark blue eyes looking up into mine, his mouth curved 
downwards. “It will only make it more painful for me to leave you.” 
 I nod again, still not trusting myself to speak.  
 “Spring will be back in no time. That is a guarantee. And I will always come back to you. 
That is a promise. Do you believe me?”  
 I nod once more.  

“Good,” he says. I see him look behind him, before he makes a shooing motion with his 
hands. I stare at him in confusion, until he whispers “Go!” Stunned by Tinder’s brusqueness, I 
stand up then, scoop up the snoring cat beside me, and go climb into my bed, setting Snickers 
in her usual spot at the end. The cold sheets bite at my skin, but my body is already numb. I rest 
my head down onto my pillow and force myself not to cry. I have never been good at 
goodbyes. 
 “I will have you know that this is very much against the rules,” a familiar voice suddenly 
says next to me.  
 I smile at him, gratefully, before saying, “I know.” 
 A flurry of motion in the window catches my eye and I turn to see the spring court 
beginning to fly away. 
 When I turn my head back to Tinder, I see him smiling down at me. His eyes betray him as 
they shimmer slightly in the moonlight. He does not move or say anything for several 
heartbeats, and then he gently bends over and kisses me on my forehead. “I will be back when 
the first flower begins to bloom once more under your window.” 
 “I know you will,” I tell him, giving him the best smile I can muster. 
 With that, he turns and flies toward my window. Once he’s on the other side, I hear him 
say “Goodnight Buttercup,” before turning back around and flying towards the faint, rainbow-
colored patched of light that is rapidly disappearing behind the brightness of the moon. A 
spot of red is the last color I see before they are all gone from sight.  

I feel suddenly very exhausted. I turn over and lift my head slightly to check the time. The 
clock reads 2:37. It’s going to be a long day tomorrow. I think of everything that happened 
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tonight and smile. It was all worth it. I sigh then, and look up at my ceiling. There’s the court 
jester, in his usual spot, with his funny hat and his crooked smile. I smile sleepily up at him 
before I feel my eyes begin to close completely, and I give in to sweet dreams. 
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A Witch is a Witch 

Fabiola Madrigal 

A witch is a witch, 
a darling little bride 

who couldn’t grow up compliant 

A rose made of hearts 
thornless specter; still vicious in parts 

A prince is a prince 
a sturdy little page 

who could grow up gallant 

A head made of crowns 
tireless noble; no time for gowns 

A demon is a demon 
a delightful little angel 

who couldn’t grow up virtuous 

A sword made of fears 
ruthless charmer; same dance for years 

A princess is a princess 
a pitiful little maid 

who could grow up perfect 

A mouth made of restrictions 
deathless entity; always dying in revolutions 

A demon can save themselves 
 a wilting little prince 

who could grow up quiet 

A shield made of accusations 
heartless doll; time served in incantations 
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A prince cannot save a witch 
A steady little princess 

who couldn’t grow up brave 

A chest made of swords 
hopeless thing; fought for their words 

A witch cannot save a prince 
a dirty little demon 

who could grow up loud 

A coffin made of lies 
selfless duelist; only safe in sighs 

A princess can save herself 
a daring little witch 

who couldn’t grow up wrong 

A heart made of roses 
fearless person; the end she knows 
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