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WELcoMmE to the tenth volume of Best of .... For the past several years we have been
publishing student writing with the intention of both celebrating the work that our students
do and of sharing it with others for a variety of instructional purposes. Beginning with last
year’s publication, we began accepting student essays from all twelve Commonwealth
College campuses, from students in English 004, 015, and 030. The essays in the cur-
rent edition are all from students in English 004 and 015 classes.

Many of our readers have asked about our editorial guidelines, which we publish on our
web site (www2.hn.psu.edu/faculty/jmanis/bof.htm). We only accept essays produced in

the courses listed above, and the essays must be submit-

ted by faculty members from the campuses. In other words,

Editorial Scaff Best is not an “open submissions” publication.
Editor in Chief Some faculty have asked if we will accept short stories
Jim Manis — HN or poems. The answer is quite simply no. Other Penn State
publications are better suited for this purpose, like The
Editors Palimpsest Review, which serves all non University Park
Suzanne Harper — SW students. Many campuses have student literary publica-
Liz Wright — HN tions as well.

(on leave for this issue) At the end of each fall and spring semester, we send out

an email call for papers to the various campuses within

Special Edl.tonal the Commonwealth College, but our final deadline for pa-
Board Advisor _

Richard Kopley — pers is May 15 of each year. The papers must be typed
Chair, English Depart- and double-spaced, with the student’s name on them. All
ment, Commonwealth documentation should be in MLA parenthetical style and
College verified by the student’s instructor. (Please see the edito-

rial at the end.) Faculty should gather the students’ pa-
pers and send them in one envelope from each campus,
along with a singed copyright agreement form, which can

How to contact us:

Write to
Jim Manis be downloaded from our web site. (See above.) The
Penn State University student’s return address should also be included so that
76 University Drive d hi h f1h blication i hich
Hazleton, PA 18202- we can send him or her a copy of the publication in whic
1291 his or her essay appears.
We hope you like this edition of Best and that more of
Phone: . . . - . .
570.450.3189 you will participate in its production in the future by sub-

mitting essays to us. We are all very curious about how
Email: students are writing throughout the system. Best provides

jdm12@psu.edu a meaningful link between faculty and students through-
out the state. Let us know what you think about it. We
want your suggestions and help.




Best of Freshman Writing

Adrian Parkes
English 004
Hazleton

The Influence of
Work

WORK IS SOMETHING that people view in different way.
For some, work may be just a way to make money
and nothing else. For my mother, work has been more
than just the hours she was on the clock. She always
had things to do after work, and while I did not un-
derstand her struggles then, it seems clear to me now.
When my parents divorced, my mother went through
substantial changes. She gained custody of my brother
and me and because she had the responsibility of rais-
ing us as a single parent, she had to work full time to
provide for us. All in all, the one thing that stands
out to me about my mother is, although she went
through a considerable number of changes in her sur-
roundings, not once did she complain. Instead, she
was grateful for what she had.

After the divorce between my parents, my brother
and I decided to stay with our mother. My mother
had full-time jobs at both work and home, while also
going to school part-time at Long Island University.
I can recall one day when she told me, “Please, Adrian,
Mommy is very busy, please let me concentrate on
this paper right now, and I promise I will play with
you later” after she had promised me she would take
me to the park. Also when Pocahontas came out in
movie theaters, she promised she would take me to
see it after work. I will have to take you another time.”
My immediate reaction was disbelief. Why was her
work so much more important to her than me? Is she
just ignoring me now? It was not like when Dad was
around, and now that he was gone, she could not
spend time with me anymore. Things were really start-
ing to change. Being young made it difficult for me
to understand, but now at twenty years of age and
after experiencing some of the similar situations she
did, I realize it is not easy balancing everything.

The phrase “easier said than done” is well realized
here. Now, my mother works for Excel, and while
she does not make much money, she always seems to
look on the brighter side of things. Last year I brought
up the fact that she dose not make much money, yet

she works full time. The landlord always pressed her
for the rent money, and her health was regressing as
well. Although she was sitting at the computer talk-
ing to her friends on Yahoo, she stopped what she
was doing and came over to the couch where I was
sitting and sat next to me. Finally, she smiled at me
and said, “Well, Adrian, it is very hard to work and
have a social life. The landlord does press me for the
rent, and every since me and your father got divorced,
I have been single. But life is too short to worry about
the little things. I have two sons, Andrew and you.
Andrew is going to St. John’s University and you are
going to college too. It is not about the money, al-
though it is hard for me to provide much. I had to
make sacrifices in order for you and Andrew to have
a place to live and be successful. For that I am happy
an proud of the both of you and love you very much.
I may not have much material things, but I am still
happy with what I got in the both of you, and that is
what counts.”

That was one year ago. I thought my mother had
buried herself in her work because she did not want
anything to do with me? I thought that I was not
important anymore? What did she mean she worked
because she needed to provide my brother and me a
place to live? Everybody who has a job has a place to
live, don’t they? When I reflect back to when I was
eight years old and always pestering my mother for
attention, I see the big picture and have drawn my
conclusion. Work is a necessity, and I must accept
the responsibility of an employee. Unfortunately
money is the main form of support in the world and
without it there is no way to have a decent living.
Money is referred to as “the root of all evil,” and it is
best to work somewhere that is just as enjoyable as it
is beneficial. My mom only makes enough money to
pay her bills, and while she may not have what others
have, it is her happiness that makes every workday of
her life worth it.
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Alexandria DeNinno
English 004
Worthington Scranton

The King of Apple Pies

As THE SMELL OF AUTUMN fills the house, my dad gath-
ers his supplies to bake an apple pie. He smiles and
talks animatedly to the political commentator on the
radio as his rough hands gather all the ingredients.
Although he only stands five foot ten inches, his con-
fidence and the wonderful earthy aroma of apples fill
the air. My salt and pepper haired father adds cups
of flour and butter and water together, effortlessly
spinning the fork in the bowl to form dough. His
thick fingers sprinkle flour on the table and then he
leans over his built upper body covered in blue and
green striped shirt, picks up the dough and tosses it
onto the splattered white table. His upper arm
muscles rhythmically move in sequence with his fin-
gers as he kneads the dough.

As he sits down across from me, he grunts with the
effort of lowering himself back into the chair. His
fingers covered in flour begin paring and quartering
apples while he compares the current world prob-
lems with similar problems that Ancient Rome and
Greece faced. His crystal blue eyes squint as if read-
ing from a history book as he fills the crust into the
pan, followed by neatly cut apples. He shakes cinna-
mon over the pie and all over the table as he repeat-
edly points the cinnamon at me while trying to make
an important point. Then, as if by magic, he slowly
pours sugar over the top of the apples and shakes his
head remarking on the survival of the human race.
Then, with a loud contagious laugh, he slowly bends
over and puts the pie in the over to bake. After he
washes his hands and sits down next to me, he com-
ments on my lack of attention while his thin lips sip
on a glass of wine. While waiting for the pit to bake,
he tells jokes that make his off white teeth catch my
eye and I can not help with smile. Soon the kitchen
fills with the aroma of a fresh baked apple pie. Only
a moment after it is taken out of the oven there is a
steaming hot piece of pie in front of me and my fa-
ther waiting for his appraisal because he knows he
makes the best pie I have ever tasted.

Ann Smith
English 004
Worthington Scranton

A Soldier in the Making

ONE OF THE HARDEST THINGS I have done in my
life was to train to be a soldier in the United States
Army. Like so many young adults after high school,
I did not know what I was going to do with my
life. Recruiters were not knocking at my door to
join the Army, but a close family member was dat-
ing a first sergeant and I guess I can say he was my
recruiter. I had no money for school and I got
excited about joining. I knew it was going to be a
lot of hard physical and mental work, but I was
ready for it. What else was I going to do?

I remember my first day at basic training. The
mental part of this job kicked right in. Our drill
sergeants had a job to do and they wasted no time
doing it. They only had eight weeks to train us to
be all we could be. There was no time spent get-
ting to know us. Getting to know us was all in
how much we could take. My first hour there I
found out where I was sleeping for the next eight
weeks of training. A locker right next to my bed
gave me a place to store my gear and any care pack-
ages sent to me from home. The gear did not stay
in my locker long, because someone had a ciga-
rette in the bathroom of our barracks and before
we knew it, our gear was on our backs, and out in
the night we went, running our soon-to-be pow-
erhouse body two miles into the night. Sightseeing
was not allowed and when we returned it was ver-
bally confirmed, “No smoking is allowed in the
barracks.” We had to forget we even smoked while
we were there. We were told we were one big happy
family in the making and when someone did some-
thing wrong we all suffered. Coming from a large
family of nine, now I could see where my Dad got
his way of thinking, being a Marine and all.

Training started at 4 a.m. every morning. We
ran for two miles to an open field where we spent
another hour there doing physical training. This
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is where I learned to do my 50 push-ups and 50
sit-ups, the right way. They were a requirement
for graduation. The two mile run back to the
barracks only reinforced that we were up now
for the day. The brisk mornings and blood pump-
ing exercises were only the start of what could
turn into a 15-hour day.

The hardest day I trained, I can remember so
well, although I do not want to cut any day short
of the magnitude each deserved. It was a day in
April with monsoon-like rain. “Finally, we thought,
“aday off. There is no way we could train in weather
like this. We would surely drown.” We found out
that we were wrong. You see, we had to be well
rounded and be able to fight in any kind of weather.
Therefore, training was definitely on. The sound
of the heavy rain beating off our rain suits and the
sound of our marching feet kept in time with the
cadence we sang as we found our way to our make
shift battlefield. The thick, red sand absorbed the
heavy rain as we low crawled to the foxholes we
were assigned. It was useless to worry about the
wet sand that was collecting and sticking to our
saturated skin and clothing. Our only concern was
to keep the sand out of our rifles. A dirty and sand
filled rifle could cause it to backfire or malfunc-
tion. Frequent cleanings were needed, and the shots
fired all around us only reinforced the need of the
30 second time frame we were taught to pull the
rifle apart, clean it, and put it back together.

The day had an unexpected ending. Upon the
return to our barracks, we found a large pot of
hot chocolate waiting for us to sooth our soggy
bones. This was the first sign of compassion we
saw from our Company Commander and drill
sergeants. Training was hard that day, and con-
firmed by our commander’s praise. He said, “You
women trained better than any of the men to-
day.” I guess they actually had to be hard on us
and push us so we cold stay alive out in the field,
even if it was raining. There is no compassion or
anyone babying you out on a battlefield. The long
hard days of training in the U.S. Army taught
me discipline to survive and the confidence to
accomplish any challenge that faces me.

Daniel Stiles
English 004
Hazleton

Stroudsburg, PA

I GrRew UP in the city of Stroudsburg, and I loved
living there. My hometown was a crowded city, but
nothing like New York. My neighborhood is very
peaceful, and the neighbors are very friendly. The only
time there was any noise came when construction on
the roads took place. Around the area I lived every-
one knew each other. The parents called the kids the
“Stroudsburg gang.” Stroudsburg was on the boarder
of two different schools. My friends and I were all
around thirteen years old and attended Pocono Moun-
tain South. We had some memorable moments to-
gether, and we still keep in touch.

When I needed a friend there were many to choose
from. Everyone was within walking distance of each
other. On the other hand when I wanted to go out, I
needed to drive. Around the neighborhood there was
amall, a ski resort, and a water park. There were plenty
of activities in my hometown and wonderful memo-
ries to go along with them.

During the summer days the gang would spend
time with each other every day. Near my house there
was dead end where we played all the time. We even
had enough kids to play five on five hockey games.
The games started with just sticks and made up goals.
We later bought equipment and the game became a
serious sport for us. Every morning we had practice,
and on Thursdays a game was always held. Hockey
would be played throughout the day, and during the
night we played manhunt. We always played at the
same two houses because they had the best hiding
places. In the fall basketball became the main form of
entertainment. Every house had a basketball hoop.
We could play at anyone’s house anytime we wanted.
As long as nothing ever hit the house the adults did
not care if we played.

The winter for my neighborhood brought joy to
the kids and annoyance to the parents. My neighbor-
hood would have heavy snowfall, and the kids loved
every minute of it. Right next to my house was a very
steep hill. When it snowed the hill became perfect for
sledding. The ride down was fun, and the long hike
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up left us breathless. My brother and I would sled for
hours upon hours down the same hill. My next door
neighbor had a small driveway, but very steep. Their
driveway went down towards the house, so we never
worried about sledding into the street. In the winter
the plow would go down their driveway making a
large mound at the bottom. Those days when the
snow never seemed to stop, the mound grew and grew.
Sledding down the driveway gave us enough speed
to ride right over the mound. As soon as we hit the
top of the mound, we flew at least four feet off it. At
the time sledding was the best activity to do during
the winter.

My hometown of Stroudsburg was the place to
spend time for me. There were plenty of things to do
all year around. Everyone knew each other and liked
one another. Now with the gang grown up we rarely
have time to see each other. During the breaks we try
to spend time together, but nothing compared to the
time we spent as kids. The memories I have of the
gang and the development will stay with me forever.
My neighborhood has not changed much since I was
a kid other than the fact the kids are all grown up.

Jonathan Schroeter
English 004
Hazleton

A Worthwhile Place

WHAT’S THE FIRST THING you think of when you think
of Nashville or Cleveland? Most people would say
Country music for Nashville and Rock & Roll for
Cleveland. However, in the Pacific Northwest, in the
state of Washington, between the Puget Sound and
Lake Washington lies the city of Seattle. Known as
the “Music Capital of the World”, it has been the
home of such great bands as Nirvana, Pear] Jam, and
Soundgarden. With a music thriving environment,
Seattle offers many great local venues. Notably, all
the great bands that Seattle has produced all started
locally in these small venues. Specifically, The
Graceland is known for hosting today’s more popu-
lar punk and heavy metal bands and chances are that
your favorite band(s) have once, or continues to travel
to Seattle and have played at the Graceland.

When you arrive at The Graceland, a line is always
waiting to greet you. This is the perfect time to make
new friends as you await your turn to enter. You will
be very surprised by how much you have in com-
mon with individuals that enjoy the same music as
yourself. The building is made of ash red bricks and
has a plain black florescent sign with Graceland
sketched on it. Parked next to the sidewalk are the
vans and trailers that the bands travel in and you can
always spot someone, usually a female, on the top of
their toes trying to sneak-a-peak inside.

Once you make your way inside you find yourself
off balance as your eyes try to adapt to the darkness
you just entered. The smell of sweat and cigarettes fill
your breathe as you breath in. The venue, at maxi-
mum, can hold about five hundred people and the
place soon becomes packed and the atmosphere gets
hotter while the excitement increases with every step.
For individuals that prefer not to be so close to people
they do not know, you have the option of going up-
stairs where they have seats available. The walls are
painted with flyers for upcoming shows so you can
get your tickets in advance before the show sells out.
Throughout the venue you will find merchandise
booths that sell anything from t-shirts, CDs, and even
women’s underpants from you favorite band or aband
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you may fall in love with during the show.

If you're twenty-one or older, The Graceland also
offers a bar where you can get a drink and get away
from the younger crowd. The bar is filled with video
games, a diner, and most often then not you will be
able to see and meet performers from the bands play-
ing. This offers a fan the best opportunity to get a
picture and/or an autograph with their favorite mu-
sicians.

Right before the band takes the stage you can push
your way through the crowd where you are so close
that you can pinpoint every crack in the wood of the
stage. The show hasn’t started but everyone is so close
that you begin to sweat and lose your balance as the
crowd, as one, is swayed from left to right. The lights
go outand you feel the drummer’s beat hit your heart
with every hit on the bass drum. The instant the dim
lights come on the band is already on stage and per-
forming their first song. The crowd goes ballistic as
everyone begins to jump up and down. Hands from
individuals behind you can be felt as they use you to
keep their balance from the exuberant crowd. The
band is so close that when the vocalist bends down to
sing they are five inches away and you can feel their
breath blow against your face. Your attire is not com-
pletely wet from sweat as you sing along and stop
every now and again to catch your breath. You've
watched the music videos and listened to the CDs
but neither sounds sweeter then when it’s performed
live before your eyes. In between songs the band will
throw out bottles of water to the crowd in order to
help you cool down and hydrate.

As the band finishes their last song, sadness fills the
air as it will most likely by a few months before the
band stops in Seattle to perform again. As you exit
the venue, goose bumps cover your body as the cool
night air blows against your perspiring body. Walk-
ing down the street with a smile on your face and
thoughts of the flyer covered wall, you find yourself
with an extra step in your walk with the anticipation
of the upcoming bands performing at The Graceland.

Alex Sarafanov
English 004
Worthington Scranton

Noise Pollution

IT wAs 1997; many Russian immigrants fled to
America that year to Brighton Beach, famously known
as the most congested immigrant neighborhood in
New York. Brighton is a shopping center with every
culture of the world influencing it like Florence and
Milan in the 16" Century, but I would like to focus
on the unbearable noise pollution coming from the
train station and the crowdedness.

Living in a luxury two floor apartment on the beach
would seem like a dream come true, but with a train
station one hundred paces away and a market place
that runs twenty-four hours, that dream becomes
“hell.” A hot summer day on the beach where I look
for peace and quiet turns into the Champs D’Elysses.

“Coronas! Coronas! Come get your Coronas!” ex-
claims the man who wants to earn a little extra on the
side. The children occupy the water near the shore
and scream like someone is pulling on their hair. The
lifeguards are whistling to all the lunatics that de-
cided to swim to the shores of New Jersey. High school
kids are playing brutal soccer and yelling derogatory
terms which I think all of Brooklyn heard. An hour
at the beach can make Pavarotti go deaf.

The beach may be loud, but the train station is
“another brick in the wall.” The station resembles the
ancient Roman Aqueducts and it seems it’s almost as
old as them too. The rust covers the tracks like water
on the lost city of Adantis. The wheel of the train
screeches against the tracks causing your teeth to rub
against each other. The unloading of the passengers
is like the French racing to get seats at the World
Cup. They speed out from the train wagons like some-
one is trying to kidnap their first born. “Get out my
way,” yells a random woman at an old man. “What
are you, blind? 'm walkin’ here,” says the construc-
tion worker to a group of high school children, who
remain still like water in Venice. There is also a sort
of a Red Light District gathering on the second level
of the station that attracts men of all ages for a half
hour at thirty dollars. This noise level grows expo-
nentially by the minute.

Right underneath the train station is the Russian
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Jewish Market Place. Any item of one’s desire may be
purchased here. This cosmopolitan bazaar magne-
tizes people from all over the Tri-State area. Conse-
quently, the radiating clamor generated is overwhelm-
ing. The consumers love to express their fiery anger
towards the clerk that sold a fake Helmut Lang suit
for retail price —especially, when fifty percent of the
crowds are Russians and Jews. Combining these two
nationalities can make the Middle East seem calm.
The Russians and Jews love to debate over the sim-
plest of things like children in kindergarten, argue
whether the bread was baked that morning or after-
noon.

The market extends as long as a kilometer, with
people that carry themselves like angry bulls. (Pic-
ture being stuck in a Diego Rivera painting), but in-
stead of the desert atmosphere there is urban terrain.
Brighton Beach is the Charlemagne Frankish King-
dom of present day. It stands out among the most
vivid wonders of the world. Since no place in the
universe is perfect, the burden that Brighton carries
is noise pollution.

Other English 004 students whose
work was selected by faculty, but not
included in this edition:

Ryan Daugirda — Hazleton
Josh Kremer — Hazleton
Dhaval Bhalodia — Hazleton
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Joseph Marcavage
English 015
Worthington Scranton

That First Night

IT WAS A MUGGY NIGHT in early June and my room-
mates and I were doing what we always did around
six pm: watching TV. I lay there on the couch drift-
ing in and out of sleep — the exhaustion from the day
was taking its toll. Just as a dream crept into my head,
I was awakened by Tony, the older, but less mature of
my two roommates. He mentioned that his girlfriend
Mandy and her friend were heading to Shakerz Bar.
He wanted to know if I would tag along. I agreed
even though I was not in the mood to be around a
crowd. However, I found from past experiences that
nights like those produce magic. I could not have
been more right, for my life has not been the same
since.

We arrived at Shakerz around 8pm. As I stood out-
side the door waiting to pay the cover, the stench of
stale beer and sweat rose up in my nose. It made me
alittle nauseous. As I reluctantly handed over my ten
dollars, the sounds of screaming banshee-like voices
and obnoxious guitar filled the air. My head imme-
diately started to hurt, so I questioned why I had
come at all. I hastily downed my beer, and with the
carbonation still stinging my throat, we scanned the
room for Mandy.

The room was dark and misty, and there was a wet
film on everything I touched. It was extremely humid
and I began to sweat. I finally spotted Mandy standing
at the end of the bar. She was wearing blue jeans with
a pastel purple shirt. She looked plain but that was not
her draw. One could tell by looking at her face that she
was full of personality. She seemed to be alone, though,
and once again I wondered why I came. We walked
over to her and said hello. I remember saying some-
thing about being the third wheel, probably with a
hint of annoyance in my voice. Mandy chuckled and
remarked that her friend was in the bathroom. She
mentioned that her name was Rena and that she was
currently single. My stomach stirred at the comment.
I had not thought about it before, but now I realized
that I would have to make a good first impression. I
reviewed my appearance in the mirror behind the bar
and straightened myself out.

10

Just then Mandy motioned towards the door and
pointed her friend out. I remember saying “Out of
your league,” under my breath. She was gorgeous with
dark skin and eyes. Her body was more curvaceous
than slender, and she had that hourglass shape. She
walked with clumsy short strides that I found irre-
sistible. She was wearing a tan top that complimented
the highlights in her brown hair, and a pair of khaki
shorts that hugged her hips and thighs. But these de-
tails of her appearance were insignificant when com-
pared to her smile. It was big and wide, spanning
from ear to ear. Her nose scrunched upward, making
three tiny wrinkles just below her eyebrows. Her
brown eyes became small and squinted, and glossed
over. A chill ran up my spine and I realized I had
goose bumps. I quickly rolled down my sleeves.

Rena finally made her way over to where we were
standing, and Mandy introduced her to us. We all
made polite conversation for a short time just to break
the ice. Then Tony spotted a friend of his from work.
He grabbed Mandy’s hand and away they went. Rena
and I were alone, but the uneasy feeling I usually got
in those situations was not present. We talked as if
we had been friends for years. She told me about at-
tending school in Lancaster and I spoke of my ad-
ventures in Baltimore. And each time she laughed,
that beautiful smile drew me closer to her. Suddenly
the room lit up and a nervous feeling filled my stom-
ach. My heart thundered in my chest. I knew what
had to be done. I quickly mustered up some courage
and asked her politely if I could call her. She threw
her head back, smiled, and coyly said, “I don' date
Carbondale guys.” I was crushed and sat there with a
blank look on my face. But I decided to forge ahead
and whispered confidently, “Look, I'm not asking you
to marry me. I just want your number.” I felt her
smile against my cheek as she contemplated for a sec-
ond. She then quietly spoke the digits in my ear. I
took a step back; we were both grinning uncontrolla-
bly.

A moment passed and Tony tapped me on the
shoulder. He asked if I wanted to leave and I reluc-
tantly agreed. I gave Rena a hug and said goodbye.
She grinned and reminded me to call her. As we
walked toward my truck, a cool wind brushed past
us and an excited feeling overcame me. I chuckled
and Tony asked why I was laughing. I eagerly de-
scribed how Rena and I got along splendidly and how
she had given me her number. Tony remarked snidely
and joked that nothing would come of it. I told him
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how I hadn't been considering going out at first but
now glad I was that I did. I remarked, “Ya see, Tone,
good things happen when you least expect them to.”
He half smiled and nodded his head. “I know what

ya mean, Joe, I know what ya mean.”

Kerri McKevitt
English 15
Hazleton

The Comfort of Hell

It was catLeD “Hell House.” Maybe its name is the
reason I was so attracted to it. I felt like hell, so I
decided to check out the place that was made for
people like me. The house had been abandoned for
years. No one wanted to live in a place that was fall-
ing apart.

The house was perfect for me; dilapidated, run-
down, and neglected. It had no feelings; no life. I
automatically felt connected to it. This is where I
belonged, I thought, a place that I deserve. I walked
up the old dirt path that led to the old dirty house. It
was dark and damp, and I was in need of some alone
time for my thoughts.

I found my spot where I hid my candle, (under
the top step) and pulled out my matches. The smell
of sulfur burned my nose and suddenly I saw light.
The heat from the candle brought added discomfort
to my sweat dripping face. I used the candle to light
up my path as I walked toward the attic.

The attic was the worst place in the house. The air
was thick and hot. I could feel dust particles sticking
to the back of my neck. Pieces of wall-boards hung
down with sharp nails sticking out. I maneuvered
my way through what use to be a sold wall, but by
then was just a few boards, some of which I hoped
were holding the ceiling up. When I came through I
decided to sit on one of the three pieces of furniture
there. It had only two milk crates and a mattress.
The mattress had spots all over it. It leaned half against
the wall, half bent over the floor. There was a hole in
the bottom left hand corner that had cotton pro-
truding from the source. I decided to sit on a milk
crate.

The walls were covered with the signatures of
people who had found this spot before to fulfill all of
their partying needs. Rob loves Mary. Enter at your
OWN RISK. Satans playhouse. The walls told their
own story. The empty beer bottles smelled slightly,
but they were only on the left side of the room.

There was a broken closet door to my right barely
hanging on its hinges. Through the crack I could see
endless blackness that can hide only insecurities. I
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stopped looking at it and turned my gaze to the floor.
My white sneakers were then brown from dust and
broken debris. A spider crept past my right shoelace
towards the closet door. I followed it with my eyes
for something to concentrate my attention on. I
needed a divergence from my thoughts.

The spider snuck under the broken closet door,
then reappeared moving towards the gap in between
the closet and the door. Its web dangled in front of
the blackness. The candle light made it hard to see
the crisscrossing of the tiny strings flowing in between
the crack in the door. It crept its way onto its web
and hung from it. There is was, hanging onto its life,
its existence. At any given moment it could have fallen.
I sat there half expecting it to, but it never did.

I imagined the spider was committing suicide. It
hung in front of the empty blackness and swayed
slightly. The image made me think of myself; dan-
gling there somewhere in between life and death. I
hated my life. I hated the fact that I had to come to
this dirty, broken down house. But it was my only
relief. This “Hell House” had become the only place
where I could be alone; not bothered by the small
town stupidity that lurked just outside these walls.

The spider then climbed into the blackness, into
the insecurities. It had to face its demons, and so did
I. T knew I couldn’t stay in here forever, but I felt
connected to the house. It felt like home. The awful
discomfort of heat began to sooth me. I felt discon-
nected from the world, and I wanted to be discon-
nected.

I was unbearably silent. My ears had been ringing
since I arrived there. I moved slightly to stop the edges
of the milk crate from digging into me. My focus
went to the candle burning at my side. The flames
created shadows that flickered on the wall covered in
graffiti. Enter ar your OWN RISK lit up every few
seconds, as if it were flashing.

A small hallway was slightly to my left. A splintered
board carelessly fell across it, making it hard to see the
dust covered, half boarded up window that lay at its
end. The window showed nothing through it. I grabbed
my candle, stood up and began to walk toward it. Care-
fully I ducked under the board. With a closer look, I
could see that there was a faint image drawn into the
bottom left hand corner, a swastika. I realized this was
no escape. I was not getting away from the ignorance,
from the people who filled this town with their hatred
and “traditional” ways of thinking. I grabbed at the
end of my shirt and rubbed the image away until I
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could feel the glass begin to crack under my fingers.

I took my hand off of the glass and looked at it. I
was black from dirt and sweat. Suddenly I hated being
there. I quickly ducked under the board, and gave the
room a final glance. The spider sat there, doing noth-
ing. The enter at your OWN RISK words were not flash-
ing. The closet door’s crack was not lit up; showing
more beer bottles inside of it.

This place had no life. All that was left were empty
memories of the people who found the same peace
here. How ironic I though, that the very people I
despised came here for comfort; for answers. I climbed
back down the fragile steps, back into the world.
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Steven Valenti
English 015
York

A Teacher’s Influence

AT THE END of my first year of elementary school, I
was labeled a below average reader. Stamped with this
classification, I spent my summer break of 1968 in
the classroom. However, all was not lost as I trekked
off to Summer Reading School each morning, leav-
ing behind my neighborhood friends. I was off on a
new adventure. I was going to learn how to read.

As I entered into this new and strange classroom,
there were many children of whom I did not know.
But I did not let that bother me. I was focused on my
newfound excitement. The teacher was extremely
young and petite with long blonde hair. Although her
name escapes me, I still remember her gentle sweet
voice and the caring she displayed to us all as she read
passages from a book, Fun with Dick and Jane. “See
Spot run. See Dick run. See Jane run,” the teacher
read aloud. She made reading seem so easy and fun.
But would I ever learn to read?

Thatanswer came my way one day when the teacher
announced that each student would have to take a turn
reading to the class. Suddenly, my heart began to pound;
my head was spinning, creating a sick feeling in my
stomach. I was no longer able to focus on what was
going around me. There was no way to get out of it; I
was going to have to read.

“Steven, its your turn,” the teacher cried. Suddenly,
the room seemed so very quiet. It was as if all eyes
were now focused on me. Slowly, I began to stammer
and stutter, trying my very best to make sense of the
words that lay on the page before me. With a quiver-
ing voice, I gave it my best shot. Then something
amazing happened. The teacher began to coach me.
Her soothing voice instantly released my fear as she
walked me through the reading process.

“Take each word nice and slow—one at a time.”
With that said, I began to relax. As my comfort level
grew, the words in front of me were transformed, as if
a fog was lifting. I could now focus my attention on
the words. They become clearer, more meaningful, as
I continued plugging through the sentences. Every time
I ran into trouble or made a mistake, she was there to
guide me and, when I was finished, she complimented

me for a job well done.

This was an entirely new experience for me. One
so very foreign from the military-style tongue-lash-
ing my entire first-grade class had suffered from out
teacher, Mrs. Barnes, for simply not knowing or not
being able to get it right on the first try. This teacher
was different. She actually liked children, and she
loved teaching us how to read. From that day for-
ward reading came to me naturally, as I was intro-
duced to this new way of learning. Her patience and
the ability to work well with children had a strong
impact on me. She was more like a mother instead of
a teacher. Quickly, I began to make friends with the
words and sentences in the Dick and Jane books we
were reading. My confidence level grew daily, as did
my ability to read.

When I returned to school that fall, I was a com-
pletely different student. Now, when the teacher asked
for a volunteer to read, my hand was the first one in
the air. I couldn’t seem to get enough of reading with
my nose always in a book. The school library, which
in the past had been a chamber of horrors, was now
my sanctuary. Daily I made trips there to peruse the
many books lining the shelves. Sometimes, during
recess, | would sneak away from my screaming and
laughing friends on the Jungle Gym for the tranquil-
ity of our small school library. It had high book cases
that lined the walls, and smaller book shelves in the
center. There were lots of windows, which allowed
the sunshine to pour into the room, giving me a warm
feeling as I entered. I loved the coziness and the chance
to thumb through the abundant pages of literary art.
It felt good just to look at the words.

At home, I tested my newfound skill by reading to
my little sister, forcing her to sit on the bed with me
while I tortured her with continuous readings from
my two favorite books, Mike Mulligan and His Steam
Shovel and The Litdle House. When my sister wasnt
around and I had no audience, I would kidnap our
dog, subjecting him to these same tortuous perfor-
mances. If neither of them could be found—well then,
I was content reading to myself.

My love for reading continued to grow as I did.
Soon, I had amassed a collection of books, which I
neatly stacked on the shelves in my bedroom closet
according to size by the author’s last name. Titles like
The Other Side of Midnight, Rich Man Poor Man,
and Stranger in the Mirror were the favorites of my
private library. As a teenager I would tuck a pillow
behind my back, propping myself up against my bed’s
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headboard, and read these novels for hours on end.
There were days when I would challenge myself to
read an entire novel in just one day. Although I tried
my hardest, there were only a few times I actually
won this self-induced game.

Literature has had a strong hold in my life ever
since my summer encounter with that very special
teacher. Books and reading have transformed me as a
person in a multitude of ways. They have become
my closest friends during some of the roughest times
in my life. Reading and the memories of this teacher
have prompted me to write children’s books as a way
to give back what I have learned. Often, I reflect upon
that special summer and wonder where life took my
special teacher. Did she ever stop to think of the im-
pact her passion for teaching and books would have
on a student? I can only hope so!

14

Tim Schnetzka
English 015
York

Gandalf’s Fall

THE LAST EVENT I remember is Gandalf plummeting
into a crevice full of lava while battling a Balrog. I
was awoken by a sound that broke the 6:00 a.m. si-
lence of the five hundred acres of state game land.
When Gandalf and his satanic companion landed in
the vast lake, it closely resembled five-hundred sev-
enty-six pages of words that fell upon a forest floor.
My brief nap ended abruptly when I realized that I
was thirty-five feet above the ground in my tree stand.
Since I was temporarily suspended from the ground,
I couldn't propetly construct Gandalf’s puzzle of fate
because I was missing one important piece, 7he Fel-
lowship of the Rings. 1 must have fumbled the novel
and lost the nerve ending struggle with gravity.

My curiosity to comprehend Gandalf’s struggle
with gravity and the Balrog temporarily prevailed over
my interest of harvesting a trophy whitetail. I cau-
tiously stirred about my tree stand to locate my weath-
ered version of Lord of the Rings, the Fellowship of the
Rings. The novel was balanced, like an airplane in the
sky, over a branch of mountain laurel, and in the leaves
under it, lay several stray pages of the Fellowship of
the Rings. I was relieved to see that the pages were still
bound together enough to make sense of what had
happened to Gandalf.

The bound pages left me hope of being able to
read the ending, and also left me with two decisions.
The first decision involved an early end to my hunt-
ing experience in the middle of the prime hunting
time, late evening. This would have allowed me to
prematurely discover what had happened to Gandalf.
This was not a valid excuse to keep me from elimi-
nating my chance to harvest a whitetail deer on the
last day of archery season.

The second decision allowed me to stay in my stand
for the last hour of daylight of my hunting experi-
ence. This dormant hour of the evening increased
my anxiety with every expired minute because I
thought about gravities affect on 7he Fellowship of
the Rings, Gandalf’s fate, and me. I began to develop
a scenario that would match what J.R.R. Tolkien had
in store for Gandalf. I proposed that Gandalf would
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prevail in the battle, and he would become more power-
ful to help the hobbits succeed. I caught myself in a day-
dream about the outcome of the story when I was inter-
rupted by the rustling of leaves beneath me. My wildest
dreams came true when I caught a glimpse of a whitetail
trophy.

Therefore, I prepared myself for the situation I had spent
countless hours wishing to encounter. I brought myself
down from my adrenaline high after I successfully placed
a lethal shot on the deer. I clumsily climbed down out of
my tree by lowering the bottom half of my stand and the
top half shortly after, much like an inchworm. I peered
between that bars of my platform, and recognized that
the distance between me and the discovery of Gandalf’s
fate had diminished. I reached the bottom of the white
oak and planted my feet on the decaying leaves. By the
time I planted my feet on solid ground, night had fallen,
and I had to fumble around in my backpack to find my
headlamp.

After I turned on my headlamp, I searched for the out-
come of Gandalf’s fall. I sat on a soggy log and read it like
a thirteen-year-old boy would read his teen sister’s diary.
A half hour passed before I discovered that Gandalf had
died with the Balrog. They had fallen into a lake, battled
up a stairway, and struggled onto a high mountain peak
where they both fell to their death. The decision, by
Tolkien, to allow Gandalf to die did not make sense to
me at the time, but I was missing an important reason for
Gandalf’s death.

The conclusion brought me back to my senses, and
redirected my interest back to my hunting experience. I
quickly shoved the damp and tattered remnants of my
book into the front pocket of my backpack. Rain began
to fall lightly as the zipper of the pocket ripped the front
couple pages off. I was not bothered by the rain thanks to
the weather-proof apparel that my father had purchased
for me the previous Christmas. I headed out, in search of
the deer that I knew had died from an arrow projected
from my bow. After forty minutes of search, I found my
kill, and I began the process of field dressing.

When the work came to an end, I needed to clean my
hands with some paper towels that I had strategically
placed in the front pocket of my backpack. Elbow deep
in hemoglobin, I slid my hand into the front pocket to
gather the paper towels. The palm of my hand soiled the
last couple pages of my reading material, but I knew that
when it dried, it would purely provide a colorful back-
drop to Tolkien’s words.

Worried about further damaging Tolkien’s words, I par-
tially cleaned my arms and hands. I became eager to share

my good fortune with my father, who was at the
cabin approximately a mile away. The long drag
back to the cabin granted me the opportunity to
stretch my imagination. I fabricated ideas about
what Tolkien had developed for the Zivo Towers,
which is the sequel to Fellowship of the Rings. 1
believed that Tolkien was going to make Frodo
finish his adventure by himself because of
Gandalf’s absence. I couldn’t find this to be true,
granted that there were two more sequels in the
series. I just couldn’t comprehend what Tolkien
might write next in the Tivo Towers.

Knowing that I had a copy of the Two Towers
at the cabin, I scanned the horizon for the dim
flood light which hung from our shed. A low
yellow light became visible after less than a minute
of search. I finally reached the cabin and took
care of my deer. I told my dad that I was going
to wash up, and then settle down with the Zivo
Towers. He asked, “Did you lose the book that
you took with you this morning?” I answered by
showing him the copy of The Fellowship of the
Rings. 1 said goodnight to my father, reflected
upon the fall of the whitetail deer, and directed
my full attention at the Zivo Towers.

In my late night reading of the Zwo Towers, 1
discovered that Gandalf had come back to life as
Gandalf the White. This made me think about
what had happened that evening. I pondered
about how Gandalf the White provided guid-
ance to Frodo even after he had left him for a
short period of time. The thought of the evening
also made me visualize how my novel provided
me with guidance on what had happened to
Gandalf after if left me suspended with anticipa-
tion. The anticipation I experienced throughout
the evenings still affects me today. I often look at
my whitetail trophy mounted on the wall, and
imagine it to come back to life and become more
powerful and elegant, much like Gandalf the
White.
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Mike Groeller
English 015
Delaware

Tough Enough?

RECENTLY, Major League Baseball has been plagued
with rampant steroid use among many of its top
players. The sport’s drug problem has disenchanted
many of its most loyal fans and threatened the long-
held notion that baseball is “America’s pastime.”
As more and more high-profile players are now
coming forward and publicly acknowledging their
use, it has become clear to the players and those in
charge of the league that a new testing policy must
be adopted to fight the widespread steroid prob-
lem. The 2005 season will see a more rigorous ste-
roid testing policy as a step in the right direction,
many are concerned that it is not strict enough to
have any real impact on the “big picture” problem
of drug use, steroids or otherwise, among players.
There are three main points of debate concerning
the testing policy. Many people feel that the league
should test for more than simply steroids. In addi-
tion, some critics of the new testing policy feel that,
while the penalties for steroid violations have be-
come stricter, they are still not harsh enough. Fi-
nally, people believe there should be an indepen-
dent body which would conduct the testing, simi-
lar to the Olympics. Many people remain unsatis-
fied with the league’s stance on drug use among its
players and are still looking for a stricter policy.
In response to the widespread use by its players
of not only steroids, but other steroid-like sub-
stances, the league has expanded its list of banned
substances that it will test for. In addition to ste-
roids, the list of banned substances will include
steroid precursors and designer steroids such as
THG, one of the substances Barry Bonds recently
admitted to using, before a United States grand
jury. The new testing policy will also look for di-
uretics and “masking agents,” substances taken by
players to hide the presence of steroids in their
urine. Mike Koplove, a player for the Arizona Dia-
mondbacks, said, “The players are satisfied we put
in a stricter program. It’s something that can be
effective and let everyone know how serious we are
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about cleaning things up. I think fans will realize
we're doing our best to clean up what we and they
think is a problem”(Qtd. by Patrick). However,
many fans remain unsatisfied. While the expanded
list of banned substances is a step in the right di-
rection, many people feel that other drugs should
have been added to the list, namely different kinds
of stimulants like amphetamines. People feel the
testing policy attacks only one aspect (steroids) of
the main problem of drug use by players. Victor
Conte, founder of the Bay Area Laboratory Co-
Operative, voiced the opinion of many fans: “The
question is any do they not ban stimulants? It is
like attempting to reduce crime by banning the
use of handguns but still allowing criminals to use
rifles” (Qtd. by Patrick). Critics of the new testing
policy believe that the policy should ban other “per-
formance-enhancing” drugs if the league truly
wants to clean up its drug problem.

Another issue of debate surrounding baseball’s
new steroid testing policy is the varying degrees of
punishments for steroid violations. The former test-
ing policy called for one test a year, with a penalty
of treatment for the first violation, a 15-day sus-
pension for the second violation, and a year sus-
pension after the fifth violation. Because that policy
was clearly not working, the league has now
adopted a stricter policy regarding steroid use. Each
player will be subject to one unannounced test
during the season and random tests during the off-
season. In addition, selected players, presumably
those believed to be involved with steroids, will be
subject to additional random testing during the
season. The penalties are as follows: 10 days sus-
pension for the first violation, 30 days suspension
for a second violation, 60 days suspension for a
third violation, and one year suspension for a fourth
violation. All suspensions are without pay (Bodley).
Clearly, the testing policy is now stricter than it
had been in past seasons. The players and league
owners believe that the tougher penalties will be
enough to solve the problem that has plagued the
sport. But many fans are not convinced the policy
is tough enough. For example, many people point
out that the new testing policy, while stricter, is
still not as strict as the minor league’s testing policy,
and nowhere near as strict as the policy of the
Olympics, which punishes a first-time violation
with a two-year suspension. Senator Joseph Biden
summed up the general attitude of the policy’s crit-
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ics, saying, “The new testing system sounds better
than the flimsy one they had before, but the penal-
ties are weak” (Qtd. by Patrick).

Finally, many people are not convinced of the
league’s ability to enforce this new policy because there
is no independent body to conduct the testing. The
league owners and players believe that they are ca-
pable of handling the testing fairly and honestly, with-
out outside help. Therefore, they believe that paying
money to establish an independent testing body does
not make sense economically. Critics of the policy,
however, believe that an independent testing body is
a necessity if the league is serious about cleaning up
its drug problem and regaining the confidence and
support of the fans.

MLB should learn a lesson from the Olympic
movement, which years of cover-ups and inef-
fective testing until it created an independent
agency to handle testing. Otherwise, when a
body polices itself, there’s conflict of interest
that can lead to suppression of positive tests
because it’s bad news for owners and players.

(Qtd. by Patrick)

Pointing again to the Olympics, people feel that the
league should leave the testing to a professional, in-
dependent agency to ensure the new testing policy is
properly followed.

Drug use among Major League Baseball players is
clearly a widespread problem that has negatively im-
pacted all aspects of the game. And everyone agrees
that changes need to take place regarding the league’s
testing policy, people just have different opinions on
what those changes are. People disagree on what sub-
stances the league should test for. Also, many feel
that the league should hire and independent body to
handle the testing. Finally, people disagree on how
strict the consequences for failing the drug test should
be. The main issue that underlies these three disagree-
ments surrounding the new drug testing policy is
whether or not the this policy is tough enough to
clean up baseball and restore it again to the title of
“America’s pastime.”
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Will the Real God Please
Stand Up?

“SOMETIMES DEAD 1s BETTER.” These are the words
spoken by actor Fred Gwynne in Stephen King’s
movie Pet Sematary. In this movie, the words are spo-
ken to a man whose son has been killed and who
believes that burying him in an old Indian burial
ground will bring him back to life. I can not imagine
anyone resorting to such an extreme measure in an
effort to reverse death. Death is final. It is the end of
the life process, as we know it.

When does life really end? Obviously, life is over
when we are physically dead, but is life over when we
are declared legally dead? Is death better than depend-
ing on a feeding tube to feed us? Is death better than
depending on a machine to breathe for us? Is death
better than facing every day in a ‘vegetative state’ where
we can not move or communicate with the people
around us? Is death better than not being able to live
our lives? This is where the controversy of euthanasia
comes in. The word euthanasia comes from the Greek
language: eu means good and thanatos means death.
One meaning given to the word is “the intentional
termination of life by another at the request of the
person who dies” (Qtd. by Williams). In other words,
the act is initiated by the person who wants to com-
mit assisted suicide. The word euthanasia can also
mean the involuntary termination of life. This means
hastening death by stopping some kind of support.
This includes the removal of breathing tubes, the stop-
ping of medical procedures or life saving drugs, the
stopping of food and water and the withholding of
CPR thus allowing nature to take its course. These
procedures are available for the terminally ill and those
in a persistent vegetative state or coma. These are the
options that we should decide on while we are still of
sound mind and body by making a living will. A
living will, will allow our loved ones and doctors to
know our wishes and to make decisions accordingly.

The issue of euthanasia is all over the news right
now because of Terri Schiavo. Thirteen years ago, Terri
Schiavo, at the age of twenty-six passed out in her

Florida house. Her heart stopped beating and because
of the lack of oxygen to her brain, she suffered per-
manent damage. She has been living in what doctors
call a persistent vegetative state ever since. This means
her eyes are open but the part of her brain that con-
trols movement has been destroyed. She can breathe
on her own but cannot eat on her own. She is being
kept alive by a feeding tube that gives her water and
food. Without it, she would starve to death. Her par-
ents believe that she recognizes voices and can make
sounds. They want to keep Terri alive and are being
helped by the Alliance Defense Fund (ADF). This is
a non-profit group made up of attorneys and other
concerned citizens, who are committed to giving help-
less people of all ages a voice in the courtroom (Alli-
ance Defense Fund). Terri Schiavo’s husband wants
the feeding tube removed. He says she is not really
living and that she would not want to go on that way.
Since 1998, the case has been going back and forth
in the courts.

As recently as last week, Schiavo’s parents have
begged her husband to divorce her. They have of-
fered to give him everything the couple had, includ-
ing rights to any movie that might be made in the
future in return for the chance to take care of their
daughter on their own, all the while hoping for a
miracle (Brinkman).

Who should decide the fate of Terri Schiavo? Watch
television. Read the papers. Check the Internet. You
will find stories and pictures of Terri Schiavo. She is
not unconscious. She appears to be awake, and in
some pictures she even looks like she is smiling? Is
she? She cannot move. She cannot eat or drink. She
cannot speak. Is she in any pain? No one knows if
she even knows what goes on around her. Is that liv-
ing or is that like being somewhere closer to death?
Her husband says she is already dead. Her parents
say she is alive and they want to keep her that way.
Who decides? Who gets to play God? Does anyone
have that right?

God gives us life, so he is the only one who can
take it away. This is what the Right-to-Life move-
ment believes. The Right-to-Life movement is on a
mission to protect life. They do not believe that death
is a natural part of life. They believe that since life is a
gift from God, it must be prolonged, even with the
help of machines, for as long as possible (Barnes).
They believe that God and only God can end a life.
On the other sides of the issue are the people who
believe that each person should have control over his
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or her own life. If we are struck by terminal illness or
the quality of our life becomes too poor for us to enjoy
life, then it should be our choice to end the suffering,
with or without help.

As college students, probably the closest we have ever
come to the issue of euthanasia is deciding whether or
not to put a family pet to sleep. While we in no way
put the same value on an animal’s life that we put on
that of a human, the bottom line is still to humanely
put an end to the suffering of a living thing,

If the world were a perfect place, euthanasia would
not be an issue. Everyone would have a living will. Our
every wish would be in writing. There would be no
need for family members or doctors to play God. The
Schiavo case should be a lesson for all of us. Terri Schiavo
is alive but she is not living. She is stuck in limbo be-
tween life and death. I think in this case dead would be
better.
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Nan and Me at Duck
Waddle Pond

I BELIEVE that each of us is somehow touched by
another person, a particular event, or a certain in-
stant that forever transforms who we are and who
we will become. In my life, the person who has
touched me most is my godmother. Even before
my first birthday, Miss Lois, the nice, old lady who
lived next door, became Nan (as I so eloquently
named her as a toddler), but it would be several
years until I'd realize the impact shed have on my
life. There is no end to the number of memories
we've shared in nineteen years, and what she’s given
me, her wisdom, her passion for life, and even her
love of reading will undoubtedly stay with me for
years to come.

One prominent memory I have of life with Nan
is our trips to Duck Waddle Pond, the fictional
land to which we would travel in our bedtime sto-
ries. With characteristics like Mayor Phineas T.
Hogg, Miss Lucy Goose the school teacher, and
Mt. Hooty Owl the night watchman, tales of Duck
Waddle Pond were the perfect fables for my younger
sister and I to enjoy. I could picture Mayor Hogg
as large and well-rounded, dressed in royal blue
dinner coat and towering top hat. Miss Lucy Goose
was scatterbrained and endearing, dressed in a blue
polka-dot dress and bonnet. When we were curled
up together, covers to our chins, in Nan’s gigantic
feather bed, there was no moment more exciting,
no place more enchanting than Duck Waddle
Pond.

Duck Waddle Pond was a huge expanse of water
nestled in a patch of woods adjacent to the Murphy’s
farm. Farmer Murphy enjoyed spending time with
all the animals, and when he became too old to
look after his property any longer, he sold it to the
Park Association under the condition that Duck
Waddle Pond and all its inhabitants would be kept
safe. All the animals, which included ducks, chick-
ens, squirrels, rabbits, beavers, and pretty much any
other small creature imaginable, lived in this quaint
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community.

Like any good children’s story, Duck Waddle Pond
had interesting plot lines and was always complete
with a palpable lesson to learn. The stories focused
on the lives of the animals as they planned parties,
solved problems, and enjoyed life at the pond. One
such story involved Timothy Fieldmouse and his
mission to establish a governmental system for Duck
Waddle Pond. To fulfill his duty as governmental
ambassador, Timothy traveled to nearby YorK’s City
Hall where his cousin Frederick lived. There he re-
searched and explored the workings of York’s govern-
ment, and then returned to Duck Waddle Pond where
he shared his knowledge with the rest of the commu-
nity. Timothy did his part to contribute to the
community’s ultimate goal and was considered a hero
for his accomplishments.

The brilliance of Nan’s stories still astounds me to-
day because she spoke to every part of a little girl’s
imagination. As a child I adored animals, and one of
my favorite things to do was to visit Kiwanis Lake to
feed the ducks. Nan often told us about the ducks
from the lake vacationing at Duck Waddle Pond, and
now it is clear how ingenious that was. Because of
these references I was able to connect my bedtime
stories to things I saw around me, and whenever there
was a party at the pond I always asked, “Are the ducks
gonna be there, too?” And of course they would be.

It is easy to see that my love for animals as an adult
is largely due to the fondness fostered by our many
trips to see our friends at the lake and at the pond. I
believe that because the characters were animals liv-
ing like people I was able to identify with the stories
and the individuals in them. While like most chil-
dren my sister and I were fond of stories like “The
Three Little Pigs,” no other tale could compare to
our beloved Duck Waddle Pond. It was funny and
intriguing, but more importantly it brought us to-
gether. Still some of my most cherished memories
are of sleepovers at Nan’s house and Duck Waddle
Pond.

It wasn't just the stories that touched me so deeply.
It was also about what they symbolized. Duck Waddle
Pond represented the escape from a time in my life
when I was too grown-up to be a child. I was never
the kind of kid who watched cartoons and played all
day without a care in the world. I was a five-year-old
with the weight of the world on my shoulders. My
sister, two years younger than I, was left in may care
and there were always chores which took priority over

playtime and fun. Any child who came from a singe-
parent home, which a mother who worked two to
three jobs to keep a roof over her head, can surely
understand what my situation was like. I am extremely
thankful for those moments when bedtime stories
were all that mattered and I was allowed to get a tiny
glimpse into what childhood could really be like.

My Nan was always there to give me the things I
didnt have and didn't even know I was missing. She
modeled for me how to be a good person and what it
means to put others before yourself. From her I learned
acceptance and appreciation for others’ differences.
She taught me to reach out to those around me who
seemed lonely and to give to those who had less than
I did. She spent quality time with me and told me I
was special even when no one else did. To her I was
the smartest, the prettiest, and the most lovable kid
around. She took us on trips to places like Sea World
and Chincoteague Island, and played or colored with
us for hours on end. She told us stories about what it
was like to grow up during the Depression, and taught
us about places that she, as an avid traveler, had been.

Nan even managed to infect me with the reading
bug. I was a bright, idealistic child searching for an
outlet for my hyperactive imagination, and she intro-
duced me to books and passed on her love of reading
to me. I cant even remember seeing her without a
book by her side. Nan was known to read more than
one novel at a time and I had often witnessed her
finishing entire books in a single day (and I still do).
Her favorite genre is mystery, specifically murder mys-
teries like those of Lillian Braun and Patricia Cornwell.
She also enjoys biographies and historical fiction.

Maybe it is Nans genuine love of books that made
her such a great storyteller. Each story was carefully
crafted with love and it’s clear to see that some of
Nan’s best qualities are also the best qualities of the
characters in Duck Waddle Pond. Nan is compas-
sionate and warm like Lucy Goose, insightful and
wise like Mr. Hooty Owl, and passionate and sincere
like Mayor Hogg. Nan was able to put a piece of
herself into every story and wrap it up in a neat, little
package that we could take with us and always look
back on to feel her love.

Nan is nearly eighty now (and I know this because
she is almost exactly sixty years older than myself),
and somehow she still remains the loving, thought-
ful, strong woman I've always known. She still enjoys
reading and does it often, and if we ask her to she'll
even come up with a brand new Duck Waddle Pond
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story for us.

Throughout my life Nan has always been my very
best friend, and I know that someday she won’t be
around anymore. Someday, maybe no far off, I'll have
to search deep within the caverns of my memories to
recall the woman I've always cherished and respected.
But my one hope is that the exact color of her blue
eyes, the sound of her laughter, the warmth of her
hug is never too far gone to remember. If ever my
memory fails me, I can always take a trip to Duck
Waddle Pond and visit her there. We'll stroll around
the pond chatting about old times, and well find
that of all that has changed, our genuine love for one
another will still be the same.

Other English 015 students whose work
was selected by faculty, but not included
in this edition:

Julie Cassel — York
Ashley Fruscella — York
Robert Ebinger — Hazleton
Katie Harrington — Worthington
Scranton
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Jason O’Neal
English 030
Mont Alto

Language, Justice, and
Politics

IMAGINE THAT YOU are an important executive in a
prestigious firm. You rise to begin a presentation
at the latest board of trustees meeting. As you be-
gin to speak, the board members faces grow in-
creasingly confused. You become worried, especially
as the board members begin speaking to you, and
you cannot understand what they are saying. Ev-
eryone becomes more and more enraged with each
other until finally everyone storms angrily out of
the conference room. Now, imagine that you are a
student at a university. You arrive at your lecture
and take you seat, but when the professor begins
to speak, all you hear is gibberish. As you look
around the room, you find that your classmates
appear equally confused. They cannot understand
the professor or even communicate with each other.
Some attempt to write messages, but all anyone
can see are groups of strange, meaningless sym-
bols. These examples, however unrealistic they may
seem, illustrate the importance of language in so-
ciety. Whether written or spoken, based on char-
acter groupings or individual symbols, a shared lan-
guage is a necessary prerequisite for civilization.
Modern societies have further recognized the util-
ity of language and the vast power that can be de-
rived from its manipulation. When perverted for
political means, language is used to soften, distort,
and destroy reality, thereby becoming an essential
cog in the engines of injustice.

George Orwell says that “political speech and
writing are largely the defense of the indefensible”
(Orwell para. 13). One might argue that war,
though often fought for “just” reasons and thus
defensible, is the most unjust act that humans can
commit, and thus indefensible as well. However
one views the issue, it is undeniable that language
is perverted to aid in the perpetuation and even
the ignition of these events. The preceding sen-
tence itself is a mild example of euphemism, a pow-
erful tool of linguistic perversion; the topic changed
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from “war” to “events,” with the latter certainly
more generally acceptable then the former. The
military establishments and governments use this
tool much more effectively. In recent conflicts,
euphemism has been widely used to “soften the
blow,” as it were, of certain unfortunate events
when discussed publicly. The most extensively used
example is “collateral damage.” Collateral damage
refers to the destruction of nonmilitary targets as a
side effect to a military attack. This may include
buildings and the like, but today the term is more
often used to indicate civilian casualties, a slightly
less euphemistic term meaning the death or injury
of innocent bystanders. Needless to say, the final
manifestation of the term is not particularly palat-
able to most people. Another example is the “paci-
fication” of villages during the Vietnam “Conflict.”
“Conflict,” or “police action,” is usually used in
the United States to mean an illegal war, i.e. one
not declared by Congress but fought nevertheless.
“Pacification” is a term that refers to the wholesale
destruction of entire belligerent villages, possibly
including the inhabitants. These examples are all
decades old, but the use of euphemisms is not lim-
ited to history. As recently as early December 2004,
President Bush revealed a policy that would allow
“a little old lady from Switzerland” to be detained
indefinitely by the government of the United States
(Lewis, para. 1). How is this possible? The woman
must be declared, at the sole discretion of Mr. Bush,
an “enemy combatant.” This simple redefinition
of her status allegedly allows this hypothetical per-
son to be stripped of her rights. It is this sort of
distortion that goes beyond simple euphemism and
into a darker domain.

The “darker domain” of language perversion is
the use of language to dehumanize one’s opponents.
This technique, aside perhaps from nationalism,
is the most effective tool of war yet devised. Dur-
ing WWII, the United States used dehumaniza-
tion to encourage bloodlust in its young, male citi-
zens. Propaganda films depicted brave American
soldiers dutifully killing the evil “krauts” and “japs.”
In Vietnam, the enemies were the “gooks;” during
the cold war it was “Godless Communism” and,
under President Reagan, the “evil empire,” which
will remind many readers of President Bush’s “axis
of evil.” During and preceding the Civil Rights
Movement of the 1960, language was used as a
weapon of discrimination against black Americans.
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This type of language perversion is best stated by
Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. in his “Letter from a
Birmingham Jail.” King is explaining why blacks
cannot wait for a more opportune time to pursue
their rights and cites examples of how language is
used to dehumanize blacks:

when you are humiliated day in and day out
by nagging signs reading “white” and “colored”;
when your first name becomes “nigger,” and
your middle name becomes “boy” (however
old you are) and your last name becomes
“John,” and your wife and mother are never
given the respected title “Mrs.”,...when you
are forever fighting a degenerating sense of
“nobodiness”—then you will understand why
we find it difficult to wait.

(para. 14)

As the plethora of examples shows, Americans are
adept at using linguistic tricks to dehumanize oth-
ers. This is not to suggest that America by any
means has a monopoly on the practice.

Hitler and the Nazis took dehumanization to an
entirely new level. While the ultimate result of the
German campaign of dehumanization against
Europe’s Jews is well known, the methods by which
the sinister goal was accomplished are perhaps not
as well understood. The cornerstone of this ethnic
assault was the perversion of language. In her book
Eichman in Jerusalem, which concerns the Israeli
trial of a Nazi officer, Hannah Arendt gives an ex-
cellent example of the sort of euphemism employed
by the Nazis. “[ TThe word for murder was replaced
by the phrase ‘to grant a mercy death.” (Arendt
108) The removal of “murder” from the lexicon
was only one of the first steps in the Nazi regime’s
campaign to redefine the Jews. One of the most
important redefinitions was the legal definition of
Jews as “stateless.” Again, Hannah Arendt explains:
“The legal experts drew up the necessary legisla-
tion for making the victims stateless, which was
important on two counts: it made it impossible
for any country to inquire into their fate, and it
enabled the state in which they were resident to
confiscate their property” (Arendt 114). Eventu-
ally, all discussions of the “Final Solution,” the mur-
der of the Jews, was governed by a set of “language
rules.” “The prescribed code names for killing were
‘final solution’, evacuation (Assiedlung), and ‘spe-

cial treatment’ (Sonderbehandlung); deportation ...
received the names of ‘resettlement’ (Umsiedlung)
and ‘labor in the East...” (Arendt 85). After years
of euphemizing every possible term used in dis-
cussion of the Jews and other “undesirables”, the
dehumanization campaign advanced to the point
that the German people and Nazi officials allowed,
and even participated in, the Holocaust, which
eventually resulted in the murder, or “mercy
deaths,” of approximately 9 million people, includ-
ing about 6 million Jews. The role of language in
the Holocaust is perhaps the most potent example
of how the widespread use of ambiguous termi-
nology and vague euphemisms can aid and abet
the forces of terrible destruction.

The final type of language perversion is the total
obfuscation of the truth; this practice goes beyond
euphemism to outright lies, and is generally only
available to totalitarian governments, such as the
Communist party in Soviet Russia. Throughout
the 1920s and beyond, the Bolshevik government
was engaged in a campaign to indoctrinate the
Russian people by controlling the language; they
planned to craft a new national identity by defin-
ing the direction of the Soviet “language culture.”
The Communist government took full control of
the Russian language. Just two years after he rose
to power, Lenin declared that the government
would have complete authority over newspapers.
That year, “newspapers and publishing houses made
concerted efforts to bring the language of politics
to the people, publishing scores of dictionaries,
glossaries, and pamphlets with definitions of the
new vocabulary of revolution (Gorham 9). The
“culture of the Proletariat” was soon institutional-
ized in Russia. The Ministry of Education was re-
named the Commissariat of Popular Enlighten-
ment; the “Glavlit,” the Soviet censorship appara-
tus, was formed; new “Institutes of the Living
Word” were formed to teach public speaking
(Gorham 9-13). Writing in 1946, Orwell points
out a consequence of this persistent linguistic in-
doctrination when describing a political orator:

The appropriate noises are coming out of
his larynx, but his brain is not involved as it
would be if he were choosing his words for
himself. If the speech he is making is one
that he is accustomed to make over and over
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again, he may also be unconscious of what
he is saying, as one utters the responses in
church. And this reduced state of conscious-
ness, if not indispensable, is at any rate fa-
vorable to political conformity.

(Orwell para. 12)

Aldous Huxley acknowledges a similar lack of
consciousness as necessary to verbal indoctrination
while describing the other totalitarian regime of
the time, the Nazis. In Brave New World Revisited,
he describes Hitler’s oratory tactics. He writes, “The
[the masses] more masslike, more homogeneously
subhuman, he assembled them by the...tens of
thousands, in vast halls and arenas, where individu-
als could lose their personal identity, even their el-
ementary humanity, and be merged with the
crowd” (Huxley 52). It is the crowd mentality, along
with complete control of the media, that allows
totalitarian dictators to deprive entire nations of
independent thought and “subject them to the will
of one man” (Huxley 47). Thus, the perversion of
language helped two regimes to come to power,
which eventually resulted in the deaths of millions
of innocent people.

Clearly, language was and is a powerful force in
the world. It can reshape the minds of individuals,
which shapes crowds, which shapes nations. Real-
izing the power of language may cause one to re-
call and reinterpret John 1:1. “In the beginning
was the Word, and the Word was with God, and
the Word was fully God” (NET Bible). The Word
truly is God; the written word, the spoken word,
and especially the broadcast word have the power
to reshape minds and thus the world is whatever
image those with absolute power may conceive.
Language is definitely the most effective tool avail-
able to humanity, and, when perverted for evil, it
can contribute to some of the worst tragedies in
human history.
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Gregor Samsa as an

Injured Addict

JusT THIS MOMENT, I was struck by remembered words
of a friend that we in recovery had been, at one time,
“stuck in the midst of a Kafka novel.” His comment
was the initial reason I picked up 7he Metamorphosis
and Other Stories. Not having read far, I finally came
to the title story as a requirement for class. I took it as
a sign that there was something for me to learn in
that story, and I have. The story of Gregor Samsa
nearly mirrors, in a metaphorical sense, the story of
my last two years as an active addict, with a very im-
portant exception. His metamorphosis from the utili-
tarian head of his household to the shunned secret
behind the door and his eventual death was a direct
parallel, although my death behind the door was sym-
bolic; part of my family was freed and the part that
had sprung from my own body joined me in a new
birth.

“As Gregor Samsa awoke from unsettling dreams
one morning, he found himself transformed in his
bed into a monstrous vermin” (Kafka 7). As I awoke
from a few hours of unconsciousness, I found that
my dreams were not dreams; my body had become
as unfit for my role in life as Gregor Samsa’s hard
shell and spindly legs were to his desire to board the
morning train. I had suffered a spinal cord injury the
day before during a routine medical procedure and
did not yet know it. I tried to tell myself that a little
bed rest would be suffice, and I'd soon be up and
about, taking care of the business of making money
and providing for the needs of my family. I just needed
a little rest, just a few hours respite. Gregor felt the
same way, and, “He must have tried it a hundred
time, closing his eyes so as not to see his twitching
legs, and stopped only when he felt a faint, dull ache
start in his side, a pain which he had never experi-
enced before” (Kafka 7). The only difference for me
was that there were no aches that were fainter dull for
a few days yet. They were screaming, excruciating
and unlike any pain I'd ever felt in my life, though I

felt I had suffered more than any human being should
ever have to up to that point. I was soon to learn that
suffering is relative, suffering is subject to redefini-
tion, and I learned to never use the phrase, “it can'
get any worse than this.”

My cast of characters were a bit different from
Gregor’s. All were represented, though they often
switched roles, and the head clerk becomes Grete and
Grete becomes the father and the father becomes the
mother, depending on the situation at hand. A few
days into my journey, I arrived at the doctor’s office,
having lived the entire time in a blinding, white-hot
sphere of pain. The doctor immediately relieved me
with pain killers. I was at last somewhat safe, though
not ambulant, and could not understand the whis-
pers outside the bedroom door, for as Gregor, I “felt
perfectly well, apart from a drowsiness that was su-
perfluous after along sleep” (Kafka 9). The pain medi-
cation had helped me to have many long naps.

Here, my story diverges with Gregor’s for a bit. I
had begun a tour of the various medical facilities in
the area and beyond, finally settling on a nationally
renowned clinic for problems such as mine, and,
Providence be damned, the only treatment that
seemed to have any kind of effect was an ever-increas-
ing does of opiate pain killers. My entire family for a
time cared for me as Grete cared for Gregor. When it
was obvious that my previous pastimes could no
longer be enjoyed, gifts of books, magazines and video
tapes began appearing, just as Grete had laid a spread
out before Gregor attempting to determine his likes
and dislikes. Computer equipment was adapted to
my new station. An over-the-bed table appeared to
hold a laptop, and a television was moved into the
bedroom so that I would not have to stress myself in
joining with the family in the evenings. So much care
went into my comfort during this period as attorneys
were called and lawsuits were discussed. As time went
on, my financial contribution to the family became
smaller, rather than larger. The tide turned, and the
care was cursory, at best. It very well could have been
sufficient, though I, at the time, was so consumed
with my changed state that any type of adaptation or
personal responsibility was not a conscious concern.
The only thing that concerned me was living in the
state to which I was fast becoming accustomed. Soon,
the cane I had been using to hold up my injured right
side was insufficient; the disease (by this time, we knew
that it was a kind of disease; the nerve damage had
sparked a strange neurological condition that spreads
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throughout the body) had become full-blown on my
left side as well and I required a wheelchair. Here my
story rejoins Gregor’s.

The revulsion of Gregor’s mother manifested itself
in my step-son, nine-year-old Andrew. He was afraid
of my wheelchair. He associated the wheelchair as
transport for one terminally ill. He had only ever seen
its use in the very old and feeble and those who suf-
fered forms of cerebral palsy. If we take 7he Mera-
morphosis as a literal tale, I was as much a “bug” to
Andrew as Gregor was to his mother. The other chil-
dren, the ones of my own body, would come to me,
but Andrew refused for a very long time to acknowl-
edge my presence, and when he was forced to con-
front me, he would shrink in horror at my rapidly
degenerating form. My legs were becoming as spin-
dly as Gregor’s must have felt to him, and they were
chameleon-like in that vertical orientation changed
them from normal flesh color to shades of purple
and black.

There was a similar act of revulsion from the rest
of the family as other things had changed about me
as well. My physical metamorphosis was evident in
my legs and my inability to walk; my mental meta-
morphosis was not as apparent. If eyes truly are the
mirror of the soul, as the Yiddish proverb avers, mine
were the mirror of the chaos and insanity that was
developing in my soul. My mind obsessed over the
existence of a certain lock-box and the state of the
supply contained within it. There was only one thing
that made my physical existence bearable, and it was
inside that box. It allowed me to accept whatever
changes were occurring around me. It was my pana-
cea. The dose of opiates had steadily increased as I
had steadily declined, and my use of them now far
exceeded anything a doctor would prescribe. Run-
ning out meant facing the reality of my situation,
and that was not an option. Anyone hearing me speak
would observe, as the head clerk did, that I had “the
voice of an animal” (Kafka 15). My words were slurred
from the thickening of my tongue. I felt as though I
was speaking with someone else’s mouth, though I
grew accustomed, as Gregor did. “Apparently his
words were no longer understandable even though
they were clear enough to him, clearer than before,
perhaps because his ear had become accustomed to
their sound” (Kafka 15). I remember an argument,
when the pain medicine was withdrawn for a short
time and I was once again understood, that I had not
spoken clearly for months, and I had argued that only
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one time during that period had I had any trouble
with speech. I just did not know. It was a matter of
perspective, and my perspective, as the addiction took
me deeper, was forever changed. I came to see, in
retrospect, that my metamorphosis was due as much
to the pills as it was to the injury. They could not be
separated. I was as changed to my family as an in-
jured veteran returning home from Vietnam, disabled
and dependent upon whatever would still both mind
and body.

Gradually, my immediate family was no longer re-
sponsible for any of my care. They had gone on, as
Gregor’s had, with their lives. I was finding that my
long hours spent working on the family finances and
running the household, long hours I had spent with
the belief that I was the only one who could do the
job, were no divided, and the family was now func-
tioning without me. Children were doing laundry,
bills were paid by someone brought in for a few hours
each week, and the days that my partner had spent
sitting and watching me work were extended in or-
der to make the requisite phone calls and deal with
vendors and customers. Each member of the family
became independent of me. I was in a room at the
end of the hall, a necessary inconvenience to be tended
to, and even that was delegated to our own char-
woman. A woman was hired full-time to care for me
and do the heavy chores of the family, such as shop-
ping and cooking. With her there, they need not fear
I was neglected, just as “there was no need for the
mother’s intervention or for Gregor to be at all ne-
glected” (Kafka 40). As my caregiver seemed sturdy
enough to deal with me, the charwoman in Kafka’s
story “was not particularly disgusted by Gregor”
(Kafka 40).

My “charwoman” fed me now, though I rarely ate,
just as “Gregor now ate next to nothing. Only when
by chance he passed the food set out for him would
he take a bit just for fun,” (Kafka 41) I was brought a
cup of soup every day and kept supplied with a can
of Pringles potato chips (the only two things found
that I would consume, if the mood might strike me),
I rarely took more than a sip of broth and I would
hold the potato chip on my tongue for what seemed
like “hours, and mostly spit it back out” (Kafka 41).
Food revolted me, chewing seemed unnecessary and
strange in the changed shape of my mouth, and I just
didn't trouble myself to try much. She also took care
of cleaning my room, which included changed the
sheets once a week. My personal hygiene consisted of
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a shower coinciding with the weekly bed changing. I
would often resist the assistance to the shower, deter-
mined that not enough time had passed to require a
hosing down. I felt as Gregor did “coated with the
dust that blanketed [the] room and blew around at
the slightest movement,” the transformation so
gradual that I didn’t mind my hair hanging in strings
or the odor that permeated the room in the absence
of any regular bathing (Kafka 43). Just like Gregor, I
was “deeply indifferent” to my state (Kafka 43). Some-
thing had to break, and soon, for both me and my
family.

There was a moment for me that was very much
like the sound of Grete’s violin to Gregor’s ears. My
partner was standing before me, eyes and heart hard-
ened to my state, and he was flanked on either side
by the faces of my children, who were now, two years
later, nine and twelve years old. Their eyes held for
me all the beauty that ever was or ever could be in the
world, and I was the only one who appreciated that,
especially not the man standing in the middle. He
wanted only to be free. The children, I wanted to
scoop up and carry them away with me, as Gregor
fantasized about his sister. “He felt as though the path
to his unknown hungers was being cleared. He was
grimly determined to reach the sister and tug on her
skirt to suggest that she take her violin and come into
his room, for no one here was as worthy of her violin
paying as he would be” (Kafka 44). My own char-
woman was present on the sidelines, and she too,
was tired of the troublesome creature I had become
for her. I was soon to know Grete’s words when she
said, “You have to try to stop thinking that is Gregor
.... Gregor would have understood long ago that
people can’t possibly live with such a creature, and he
would have gone away of his own accord” (Kafka
47). It was discussed, and no consideration was given
to whether I heard or not. I did hear, and I did see,
and when the clock approached three, “[my] thoughts,
full of tenderness and love, went back to [my] family
... even more firmly convinced than [they] ... that
(I] should disappear” (Kafka 45). When the clock
struck three, rather than dying, as I undoubtedly was,
I reached for the telephone and called for help. I died
to them that night, and that part of them which was
a part of me, my children, were reborn with me, else-
where, so that the rest were now free. In a figurative
sense, Grete and the charwoman lived happily ever
after, or so the story goes. If Gregor Samsas ghost
returned, as mine had the next day briefly, it would

have observed, perhaps, what I had: the charwoman
sweeping away the carcass of the recent past. My bed-
room, the lair of the creature I had been for two full
years, was being packed up and swept out, ready to
be occupied or abandoned for something better.
Gregor Samsa’s experienced a transformation and
did his best to live with it. When he saw the fudility
of continuing and the pain which he had caused his
family, he surrendered and died. I, too, tried my best
to live out the circumstances in which I'd found my-
self, and I was content for a while to do so as long as
I didn’t have to feel any of it too deeply. When the
moment came that I saw my own futile state, saw the
pain of remembering in my children’s eyes and the
loss they felt, I surrendered as well, but not to physi-
cal death. Personal responsibility became a possibil-
ity for an instant, and physical death was most defi-
nitely an option, but the higher road was the choice
to live. Gregor’s story ended in his exit from his home
and on to the waste pile. Mine ended in an exit from
my home as well, but I found a new one with a colony
of beetles where I could be accepted by and happy
with beetles and non-beetles alike. I was picked up
out of the waste pile, and I no longer needed the veil

of drugs to hide my beautiful shell.
Works Cited
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A Symbolic Tribute:

A Community’s Gratefulness

As I rosE for the playing of the National Anthem on
October 14, 2001, at the dedication ceremony for the
Washington Township Memorial, I felt grateful for
veterans who fought and died for our country; with-
out their courage and loyalty, we, as U.S. citizens, would
not be able to experience the freedoms that we have
today. The Washington Township Veteran's Memorial
elicited my patriotic feelings by its history, its design,
and its meaning,

The memorial, formally known as “Freedom Lies
within the Star,” is a unique tribute to veterans of
past warfare. Washington Township formerly had an
honor roll that paid tribute to area veterans who served
in World War II; however, the tribute was removed
during the demolition of the old Fairhope School in
1942, and, unfortunately, the panels are still missing
to this day. Since that time, the community did not
have a memorial, due in large part to unsuccessful
funding. Efforts to have a veterans memorial estab-
lished were launched, a portion of a $14,000 grant
was left over from another project, allowing the town-
ship to use the remaining money to fund planning
towards establishing a new monument. Township
Supervisor John Yetsconish, when asked how the
project was initiated, stated, “The flagpole that con-
tains the American and PO.W. flags were erected,
and hat sparked tremendous interest among the com-
munity to begin working on building a new memo-
rial.”

The memorial committee asked the community
for ideas about the design of the memorial by offer-
ing a contest to residents, including middle and high
school students, throughout the Mon Valley area. The
memorial committee received a large number of sub-
missions, and without knowing any information
about the particular design, they solely made their
choice by considering which design would have the
biggest impact in both meaning and presence. The
winning applicant was Josh Cramer, a high school
student at the time, who stated, “my design was clear,

28

a star sitting upon a pentagon. It was simple and dif-
ferent.” The design captivated everyone involved, and
construction by Drew Rainy and his staff began
shortly thereafter. Once finished, the memorial — an
eloquent and meaningful piece of artwork—fulfilled
the dream of Washington Township residents and
their neighbors to establish a captivating monument
that recognizes the courage and the dedication por-
trayed by local veterans in their efforts to preserve
freedom.

The dedication ceremony for the long-awaited
memorial was held on October 14, 2001, after more
than fifty years of planning and solving problems that
arose along the way. The weather was cold, windy,
and rainy, but observing the satisfaction of those in
attendance made me feel fortunate to be a part of the
ceremonies. Witnessing the ceremony, as well as driv-
ing by the memorial every day, allows me to say that
“Freedom Lies within the Star” is the most unique
memorial in the area, and it will become more elabo-
rate as future plans become a reality.

The memorial is located high atop a hillside along-
side Route 201, overlooking the Monongahela River
and the Mon Valley below. As a visitor approaches
the sidewalk leading up to the monument, the most
evident sight is the plaque that states, “Dedicated on
October 14, 2001.” The visitor continues along the
sidewalk and notices the collection of nine-by-four-
inch granite bricks that line the sidewalk, engraved
with the names of businesses and residents who pur-
chased the bricks to help raise additional funds for
the memorial. The visitor then approaches the base
of the memorial, where the unique design and its
features can be closely viewed.

The most noticeable feature is the huge star that
lies in the center of the memorial. The star escalates
up towards the sky (if looked at from the base of the
memorial outward towards the hillside), like an
American Bald Eagle ascending into the sky, resem-
bling the way America has continuously risen out of
perilous events that the memorial commemorates,
becoming a strong and more unified nation in the
process. This star is undoubtedly the key feature of
the memorial because it escalates from bricks engraved
with the names of those men and women who served
our country to the American flag high above, linking
the veterans to their reason for fighting: the red, white,
and blue of American patriotism.

The star is situated in the middle of five penta-
gons. These pentagons are created from sidewalks,
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red river rocks, bricks inscribed with the names of
local veterans, marble, and stamped concrete. An-
other plaque located in this formation of pentagons
states, “FREEDOM LIES WITHIN A/*STAR*/
DEDICATED TO THOSE/WHO HAVE
SERVED.” Cramer’s reasoning for including penta-
gons in his design was to “symbolize military power
and intelligence.”

Seven flagpoles have also been erected around the
perimeter of the memorial to fly flags that pay trib-
ute to our country and our various military branches
and associations. The flagpole located at the top point
of the star supports the American flag as well as a
Prisoners of War/Missing in Action (POW/MIA) flag.
Continuing clockwise, the flags shadowed by the
American and POW/MIA flags honor the six
branches of the military: U.S. Coastguard, U.S. Army,
U.S. Navy, U.S. Air Force, U.S. Marine Corps, and
U.S. Merchant Marine.

The Washington Township Memorial is a very in-
triguing memorial because it does not depict just one
wat, but it instead collaborates the courage and loy-
alty of local veterans who served in any of the major
conflicts that took place during the twentieth cen-
tury. “Freedom Lies within the Star” pays tribute to
all veterans at once, showing that each and every one
of their services is equally appreciated. This memo-
rial brings key symbols of America (the star of the
American flag, pentagons, and flags honoring our
country’s military branches) into one stunning cre-
ation. The style of this memorial provides an artistic
appeal, rather than listing names of veterans on a typi-
cal wall-type memorial. “Freedom Lies within a Star”
is a memorial that not only honors the veterans from
the area, but is also a wonderful use of public space
because it allows the community to share the plea-
sure of paying tribute to the heroes it commemo-
rates.

People may feel such emotions as thankfulness, sad-
ness, and pride as they arrive at the memorial. They
may be thankful that men and women were coura-
geous enough to fight for a nation, on behalf of many
citizens whom they would never come into contact
with, personally. They may grieve because war has
played such a major role throughout the history of
our country. They may be proud that memorials like
this one establish an everlasting remembrance for
those who were involved in the many conflicts that
defined the U.S.A. to be a force to reckon, but most
importantly, that such veterans have finally been rec-

ognized. Area veterans are the first priority to be rec-
ognized, but Yetsconish states, “We are hoping to go
nation-wide with the recognition of veterans for this
memorial sometime in the near future, hopefully gain-
ing a good bit of appeal in the process, which will
enable us to encircle the memorial with the bricks
engraved with the names of those who fought for
us.” Yetsconish also states that the future plans for
the site include renovating the walking track, adding
more benches, landscaping the site, and continuing
to add bricks to the monument that are engraved
with the names of those who served.

Local residents, as well as the veterans whom the
memorial commemorates, agree that the long awaited
memorial benefits the community. My neighbors, Mr.
Bob and Jeanne Propes whose son, Rick, participated
in the dedication ceremonies by raising the Marine
Corps flag, state:

We feel that the Veteran’s Memorial of Wash-
ington Township is a nice tribute to area veter-
ans to show that the area has not forgotten
about them. It is one of the nicest memorials
that we have ever visited, and the designer and
renovators of the site did an excellent job.

Veteran Dave Atkinson, the Chairman of the Me-
morial Committee, says:

The memorial was long past due and if you
look at it you see many of the veterans listed
participated in the World Wars, showing how
long this memorial has been awaited. I knew a
lot of the men and women who are listed on
the memorial, and there is a lot of history in-
volved with the monument. All in all, it means
alot to me, as well as many others in our com-
munity.

Atkinson also told me that many of the veterans
listed are deceased; however, many stories can be told
about these fallen heroes, and he does not want these
stories to be forgotten. For example, Atkinson recalled
the story of a veteran, from neighboring Monessen,
who died in the Bataan Death March during World
War II. Atkinson also reminded me that during the

dedication ceremony, a flock of geese flew over the
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event in the “Flying-V” formation. He described this
as being, “an odd occurrence that displayed Mother
Nature’s way of symbolizing the freedom of America.”

“Freedom Lies within a Star” is a well-deserved trib-
ute for those men and women who served our coun-
try with loyalty, courage, and perseverance. Through
the efforts of Dave Atkinson, John Yetsconish, and
the remainder of the memorial committee, the de-
sign of Josh Cramer, and the interest of veterans and
residents throughout the community, a memorial has
been re-established in Washington Township in or-
der to not only commemorate those true American
heroes from the local area, but also to express the
community’s respect and gratitude for their bravery
and loyal services to our country.
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