
 1 
 



2 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    AM 
  CLASS 
 
 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

Daniel Kim- Editor 

Yoskaira Marte- Co Editor 

Samantha Gonzalez- Managing Editor 

Lizzie Mejia- Managing Editor 

Cory Chan- Editorial Staff 

Wei Lin- Editorial Staff 

Bryce Marte- Editorial Staff 

Emiyelina Perez- Editorial Staff 

Lisa Zhang- Editorial Staff 

Lizhu Chen – Artist 

Tatiana Toumanidis- Artist 

Devon Baron- Copy Editor 

Krishna Parikh- Technical Managing Editor 

Mrs. Handler- Faculty Advisor 

 

Special Thanks to Sidney Milien and Johnny Zephyr 

   COVER ART by Nashaun Lemay 

 
 

3 
 



4 
 

 

    Table of Contents 

 
 

Stronger by Samantha Gonzalez……………………………………………………..pg  7 

The Pain by Lizhu Chen……………………………………………………………..pg  10 

A Game for the Ages by Daniel Kim………………………………………………..pg  13 

Jerry by Lizzie Mejia………………………………………………………………...pg 17 

A Tooth $3.00...A Life...Priceless by Tatiana Toumanidis………………………….pg  20 

Bad School Days by Devon Baron…………………………………………………..pg  22 

My First Baseball Game by Bryce Marte…………………………………………....pg  25 

Gymnastics by Lisa Zhang…………………………………………………………..pg  27 

Victims Behind Bars by Yoskaira Marte.....................................................................pg 32 

The Damage is Done by Cory Chan…………………………………………………pg  36 

Obesity by Emiyelina Perez…………………………………………………………pg  41 

Fast Food by Wei Lin……………………………………………………………….pg  45 

Animal Farm Reviews by Daniel Kim, Bryce Marte, Lizzie Mejia, & Cory Chan…pg  50 

Napoleon Interview by Tatiana Toumanidis…………………………………………pg  53 

Brave New World Essays by Daniel Kim, Yoskaira Marte, & Samantha Gonzalez...pg  55 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



5 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dear Readers, 

  

I can’t lie to you guys and tell you it hasn’t been an uphill struggle. But we’re 

done. And it’s been a wonderful ride to the finish. First, we’d like to thank the many 

people that made this magazine possible: Mrs. Handler for organizing this whole project 

(agonizingly sometimes) and ensuring that the operation went along smoothly, our T.A., 

Nicholai, for his guiding hand, Mr. Marte for his great efforts in organizing the S.T.E.M 

program, for without him, we would not have all been gathered to create this magazine, 

and last but not least, the staff, for the hard work and painstaking effort (at times) in 

putting together this magazine. 

What you are about to witness is a collage of each writer’s work. Their “mojo” if 

you please. These pieces range from pieces of the utopian dystopia we learned 

enthusiastically over the last five weeks to personal experiences (the happy, and those 

painful moments you can’t get away from) to persuasive essays where the author really 

has an opinion to express. So grab a can of coke, sit back and we hope you guys enjoy 

reading the work we have poured our souls into! 

 

--------The Students of Ms. Handler's AM Critical Reading and Writing Class 
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Personal Narrative 
A narrative is based on an event that is significant to the author. 

The narratives in this section will inspire many emotions within you. They 

all lead you to a realm that will allow you to see through the artists’ eyes. 

They are both amazing and interesting pieces. The morning writing class 

has given this work their time and effort. 
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Stronger 
 

My hair was curled and I had painted my nails silver the night before. I wore a 

navy blue skirt and a loose button up white shirt. I grabbed my bag, and then my mom 

and I left. I had one of those big book bags on wheels that looked like a suitcase. It was 

pretty empty since it was the first day of junior high. 

 My mom took the bus with me since I had never taken public transportation alone 

before. I was extremely nervous, but I knew two of my best friends would be there. When 

we got outside the school, my mom told me she loved me and kissed me goodbye. I 

didn’t want her to leave. I already knew my way around the first floor because we shared 

the building with my old elementary school, so I made my way to the cafeteria without a 

problem. It was very noisy. Most of the students knew each other already. I noticed that 

most of the students were not wearing a uniform like I was, but my mom made me. They 

didn’t have big book bags and they seemed older and more mature. I still didn’t see my 

friends. I felt alone. 

 We all went to the auditorium and were seated by class. There were only two 

classes in my year, and neither of my friends was in my class. The principal was standing 

at the front of the auditorium, microphone in hand. I liked him already. He was this 

funny, upbeat, flamboyant little man. He greeted us and introduced all the teachers. The 

teachers all spoke, and then our first period teacher took us to class. I put my shyness 

aside and introduced myself to a girl I recognized from elementary school. Her name was 

Karla, and she became my best friend for the next few weeks.  

 The next day, I took the bus alone. The bus stop was a block away from my 

house, and the ride was only ten minutes. After the ride, I had to walk three blocks. Even 

though I wasn’t used to traveling alone, it didn’t bother me too much because I was used 

to taking that bus. I got to school late, so everyone was already in class. As hard as it is to 

get lost on one floor, I managed to do that. I didn’t know what to do or where to go, so I 

cried. A teacher found me in the hall and took me to class. I told Karla that my nose was 

red and my eyes were watery because of allergies, but everyone knew it wasn’t allergies. 

I knew they were all laughing at me. 
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 It was only the second day, and the popular kids were already set. I was in class 

601, the cool class. We had the smart, cool kids with the latest sneakers and the nicest 

name brands. I was terribly out of place. At lunch I sat with Karla in my Skechers and 

Old Navy. To this day I refuse to wear those name brands. My so-called best friends from 

elementary school had already made new friends. They were strangers to me now.  

 A few weeks into school, I decided to try to fit in. I wore a blue Baby Phat skirt 

and a denim Baby Phat skirt. That day, I made friends with Shenea, the most popular girl 

in my grade. “What a little whore. She thinks she’s so cute”, Shenea later told me she had 

said. It was obvious what kind of friend she was. Stephanie was the smartest girl in our 

class and Shenea’s lapdog.  

 “Hi! Samantha, right?” Shenea asked. I nodded. And that’s how it all began. I 

eventually grew on Stephanie, and soon the three of us were inseparable. But this 

friendship didn’t change what people thought of me. I was different; weird. I mistakenly 

considered Shenea my best friend. She had this way of being so nice in the most evil way 

possible. She would defend me while laughing in my face. I could hardly believe the 

things she said about me.  

 Art was my favorite class, but still probably the worst part of my day. Our 

teacher, Mrs. Miller, is possibly the greatest person I’ve ever met. She always tried to 

help me with my problems. Her class was like a free period, the perfect time to bother 

people. I was the topic of a lot of the jokes. I was extremely sensitive and cried very 

easily. I was the easiest to break. The paper balls, tripping, and pulling of the hair wasn’t 

too bad. I would tear up a little. On bad days I’d really cry, but eventually I started to 

fight back. The jokes were endless though. They made fun of my clothes, my sneakers, 

my hair, my glasses, and especially the fact that I still took the school bus. After school, I 

was picked up, along with the elementary school kids, by a school bus and taken to my 

after-school program. Those jokes hurt the most, especially when they were said by my 

“friends”.  

 Eventually, I couldn’t take it anymore. I broke down. I was constantly in the 

guidance counselor’s office. I became violent and started isolating myself from people. I 

didn’t want to be bothered by anyone. I didn’t know what to do, but I knew this had to 
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stop. It took some time and a lot of work, but I stopped caring what they thought. Once 

they realized that they couldn’t get to me anymore, they stopped bothering me. There was 

still an occasional joke or two, but I would stand up and defend myself. 

 To this day, I don’t think my classmates know how much they affected me. I’ve 

actually mentally blocked out a lot of that year. But this experience has completely 

changed me. It’s really helped me grow as a person and it’s made me so much stronger. If 

I had to do it again, I wouldn’t change a thing, because in the end, it made me a stronger 

person. 

  ---Samantha Gonzalez 
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     The Pain 
 
  

 It was the strangest and most painful day of my childhood. I heard many shouting 

voices around me but they all became echoes repeating in my head. I had no idea who 

was around me or what they were doing. I could feel someone was holding me and 

running, my body was moving up and down and trembling. I felt cold, but I could feel the 

warm breath coming from the person holding me against my face. I laid my head against 

the soft and comfortable chest; soon I knew it was my mom. She was running so fast and 

shouting, but everything seemed so blurry. I only heard someone yell, “Be careful with 

the foot!” What foot? I had no idea what was going on, but sooner or later, I found out 

my left foot was swinging loose and the bone was unattached. 

 I remembered my family and I were in the countryside of Fujing in China. I was 

two years younger than my five years old sister. It was a rainy day, my sister was getting 

ready for kindergarten and I really wanted to go with her because I thought school was 

fun. I was so excited that I couldn’t stop hopping. My mom didn’t really want me to go 

because it would be difficult to start the bike and since the weather was unpleasant, the 

road would be slippery. I begged her to take me and since I was so stubborn, she couldn’t 

do anything to satisfy me. I sat between my sister and my mom on the rack. As you might 

have known it’s dangerous to put your feet along side the wheel and get caught in the 

spokes. My sister had warned me to keep my legs wide and away from the big wheel. I 

was too joyous to listen to her, but it was the price that I had to pay. 

 My mom started to push the bike and got on after a few paces. We were only a 

few blocks away from home. I was swinging my feet back and forth near the spokes. 

Suddenly, I felt a great pain upon my left foot so quickly and then I lost the sense of the 

pain. I thought it wasn't that serious. When my mom felt that it was hard to move the bike 

she thought it was the road bumpy and slippery that made it difficult. It was actually my 

foot that got stuck in the spokes; the bone cracked. It was so serious and terrifying that 

the bone got unattached and the foot was swinging loose with the only skin keeping the 

leg and the foot from breaking apart. I didn’t cry nor say anything, because I didn’t feel 
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anything on my foot. My older sister was dumbfounded; she saw my foot got stuck, but 

she was confused about why I hadn’t said anything. My mom looked back at the wheel 

and at the moment she saw what really happened, she got off the bike immediately and 

took my sister off the rack first. Then, slowly and carefully she tried to move my left 

injured foot from the spokes. She couldn’t believe her eyes, it was as if it was a 

nightmare having this accident happening during a school and a rainy day. 

 When my mom finally took out the foot, it was lifeless and twisted. The blood 

was dripping from the foot and it was everywhere. My mom’s clothes and hands were 

covered with it. She immediately called for help. There was no hospital around the 

countryside and there was hardly anyone who knew how to connect the broken bones. As 

everything seemed so hopeless, an old wise man suddenly replied, “There is one person 

that can help.” 

 “Who, where?” questioned my worried mom. 

 The old man pointed to the east side of the village. 

 The rain kept falling down from the gray and heavy clouds as if they were crying. 

The rain droplets gently hit against my face, and made me fall asleep. I didn’t recall what 

had happened along the way; all I heard were footsteps running on the muddy puddles of 

the ground. They sounded like dozens of footsteps and I could hear my grandma calling 

out “Be careful with the foot!” It seemed that all my relatives were there with me. 

Everything was so confusing that I couldn’t understand what had happened to me. I felt 

like I’d been sleeping forever and having the longest dream of my life. The sound of the 

shouting, the breathing, the footsteps, and all the distant talking became echoes in my 

head. I closed my eyes and everything started to depart from me. 

 The next thing I knew, I was lying against a cold and hard stone that was used as 

a table. A sudden BOOM of the thunder woke me and I opened one of my eyes and saw 

that I was in a dark room surrounded with so many people. I heard someone yell, “The 

power is out!” 

 “It must be the thunder. This is going to be difficult,” a male voice said. It 

sounded so helpless, but then a familiar voice insisted, “Get a candle, we can do this.” It 

was my mom. How happy I was to hear her sweet voice. I still didn’t know what was 
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going on; I felt like I was watching a horror movie without the slightest notion of the 

situation. 

 All of a sudden, my mom steadied my head with her cold hands, and another 

person got hold of my arms and another with my legs. I could sense there were about six 

people around, each trying to hold me still from struggling. I felt a strong, big hand grip 

my foot and another at my leg. I was sure it was a man because he said “Ready, you guys 

have to get really hold of her or else things will go wrong.” He started to pull the foot and 

twisting it from left to right, quickly pushed it up to the leg bones. He twisted a few more 

times, and then quickly wrapped the foot with a white cloth. I yelled in pain. My body 

was struggling to get free and wanted to roll over, but with all the strong hands on me, I 

couldn’t move. I cried and shouted for my mom. Tears spreading out of my sleepy eyes 

and sweat began to pour out of my skin pores. At the same time I felt cold and hot all 

over. My left foot was burning because of the pulling and pushing and twisting. With the 

friction against the foot and the leg, I felt they were going to tear apart. 

 The rain slowly stopped and the sky was getting clearer. Just as everything 

seemed finished, people started to calm down. My family was afraid that the foot would 

grow abnormally and maybe crooked. It was the worst experience that could happen to 

my feet, but some miracle the foot could be attached again. There was always the fear 

and the question upon my family on how would the foot turn out? 

      ---Lizhu Chen 
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    A Game for the Ages 
     

The train came to a screeching halt. We were finally at Willets-Pt Shea Stadium. 

As the people poured out of the 7 train, I was surrounded by blue and orange, the colors 

of the Mets. Everyone around me was wearing Mets caps and Mets caps. The train 

platform was abuzz with talking and chattering about how the Mets were going to beat 

the Phillies and how crucial it was to win this game tonight. Some fans were singing a 

butchered version of “Meet the Mets” with words out of place. They were badly out of 

tune.  

 “So, you brought your glove right?” my uncle inquired. 

 “Of course. I’m going to catch a foul ball today,” I replied with a grin. 

 My uncle, my brother and I walked down the stairs of the Shea Stadium train 

stop. We were but a small group among a sea of people. When we finished walking down 

the old staircase, I saw a huge stadium ahead of me with flashing signs reading “Mets vs 

Phillies 7:05 PM. Buy your tickets now!” There were also announcements on the PA 

imploring fans to buy tickets. 

As we pressed on, we stopped by a local merchant at the outside of the stadium. 

My uncle bought me a road Mets cap, and it was black, orange and blue. I proudly put it 

on my head as we continued on. My uncle had on a white shirt that had Korean text 

written on it saying “I love Korea”. My brother was wearing a shirt that read “Be the 

Reds”, a testament to the Korean world cup soccer team that had gone so far in the 2002 

World Cup. He was sticking closely to my uncle in order not to get lost in the flurry of 

people rushing to get to their seats. 

“Where are we sitting?” I asked my uncle. 

“Haha, these tickets were really expensive. You and your brother are definitely in 

for a treat tonight,” my uncle said with a smile. 

“We can buy hot dogs and stuff right?” my brother asked in earnest. 

“Of course we can,” said my uncle. 

We quickly approached Gate C which is the third base side of the stadium. There 

were security officers in front of the gate with metal detectors. The stern look on their 
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faces seemed to mean they meant business. We waited in line to get checked and I was 

beckoned by a hulking officer who had tattoos on both arms and a scowl on his face. 

“Please lift your arms,” the officer said with a grunt. 

I quickly complied and they flashed their metal detector around my body. As I 

looked left, I could see them checking my uncle and my brother as well. A quick ringing 

went off on the machine. I was in disbelief that I had any metal on me. 

“Sir, what do you have on yourself?” the officer asked sharply. 

I quickly dug through my pockets and pulled out my cell phone, which I forgot I 

had with me. After I took it out, the officer quickly did another check and found me clean 

of any metal. 

“Have a nice game,” the officer said, moving onto the next person. 

I was happy to move past the officer and into the stadium. The officer’s rough 

tone scared me. My uncle gave the three tickets to the man who scanned your tickets. 

After confirming their authenticity, we moved on. There were two directions you could 

go at this point. You could head up to the higher levels or go straight ahead to the ground 

level. I was surprised when I realized we were going straight ahead because I knew how 

expensive tickets on the ground level were. 

As we scrambled for our seats, the atmosphere was lightning. Everyone was 

shuffling in their seats, waiting for the game to start. The scoreboard out in the stadium 

was flashing numbers across the board, telling people the scores of the other games going 

on in the league. The air smelled like peanuts and hot dogs. It wasn’t particularly a 

pleasant smell but the excitement of the crowd helped me concentrate on the game at 

hand. Behind us settled in a bunch of my uncle’s friends, armed with thunder sticks. 

(Thunder sticks are two balloons that you use to hit together to generate noise). I looked 

at the field and realized Jae Seo, a fellow Korean country man was pitching. I realized 

that he was the reason we had come to the game tonight, to cheer him on. 

By the end of the first inning, the crowd was groaning. Seo had given up three 

runs and had put the Mets in a hole early in the game. It was as if someone had sucked 

the life out of Shea Stadium. But the Mets were quickly up to bat and as the announcer 

said “First to bat, Jose Reyes”, the crowd went crazy cheering for their hometown hero. 
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Though he and the next batter grounded out, Carlos Beltran made a statement that the 

Mets were still in the game. When he hit a long home run out of the park, the crowd 

started to jump up and down and scream at the top of their lungs. Beltran calmly rounded 

the bases, exuding a sense of confidence in his demeanor. It was now 3-1 Phillies.  

The next few innings went by quickly. Both pitchers worked efficiently and I 

could sense the impatience of the crowd because the Mets were down. Behind me, I 

heard drunken fans shout out remarks at the players. 

“Hey Rollins, go home! I could hit better than you in my sleep!” shouted one fan 

behind me. 

 Right after he had shouted that out, Rollins hit a homerun to extend the lead to 4-

1. His drunken friends around him started to hit him. 

 “Hey, don’t say anything!” 

 “You’re jinxing them you moron!” 

 An usher quickly came and escorted them out. In our section, there was a roar of 

approval because they were making noise all game long and it was bothering our entire 

section. At the end of the fourth inning, my brother complained that he was hungry. We 

quickly left our seats and headed for the food stands. 

 There were long lines at every food stand. Looking up at the enormous stand 

ahead of me, I read several options such as chicken, pizza and burgers. 

 “Now boys, don’t worry about the price. It’s my treat today,” said my uncle. 

 My brother and I both decided on the foot long hot dog. When we received it, it 

was greasy but tasted better than any hot dog I had before. I didn’t want to know how 

much it cost. 

 When we quickly arrived back at our seats, we caught the end of a play and heard 

the crowd shouting in approval. Beltran had just thrown Lofton out at the plate and as a 

result, did a front flip as he was throwing it. The umpire had called out with a flourish of 

his arm. Everyone got up and high fived each other. My uncle’s friends were hitting their 

thunder sticks together loudly, happily and chattering amongst themselves. The Phillies’ 

manager quickly came out to argue, a blustering, irate figure shouting at the umpire. The 
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umpire slowly nodded and stuck his thumb out, signaling an ejection. The crowd got even 

louder and some started to do the wave. We eagerly anticipated a Mets comeback. 

 It was the eighth inning now, and the Mets chances for a comeback were 

dwindling. After two men got on base, it was the perfect chance for the Mets to come and 

take the lead. Shouts of “Let’s go Mets” resonated throughout the stadium. Everyone got 

to their feet as Ramon Castro got to the plate, one of the last chances for the Mets to win 

the game. He hit a pitch belt high and sent an arching home run out of the stadium. And 

the stadium went wild. The ground was literally shaking beneath me as everyone around 

me was shaking hands or bumping chests. The Shea Stadium apple came out to signify 

the homerun. It was frayed, old and red but still a lasting symbol of the old Shea Stadium 

tradition. 

 “We did it!” shouted one fan behind me. 

 “Yeah! Castro!” chanted one fan. 

 Slowly, the stadium began to chant Ramon Castro over and over in honor of the 

man who had gotten the Mets the lead. Once Looper came in and closed the game, the 

scoreboard screamed out “Mets win” over and over again in bright letters. 

 Everyone had started to march towards the exits at this time, live with adrenaline, 

high with the feeling of the Mets winning. I had had one of the best experiences of my 

life. The bright lights of Shea Stadium never seem brighter than it was at the end of the 

game. The energy running through my system was like a sugar rush. My uncle 

approached me and my brother. 

 “So, you had a good time?” asked my uncle. 

 “Yeah!” my brother quickly said. 

 “Me too, but I didn’t catch a foul ball!” I said with a grin. 

 Laughing, we quickly caught a packed 7 train in our ride home, a small group 

among a sea of joyous people. 

          ---Daniel Kim 
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     Jerry 
 

It was Friday, the night of November 25. Wearing purple shorts, white tee with 

the Dominican map on it, I lay asleep. My mind was restless. The breeze of the wind 

filled the air of my room. I turned over, trying to get more comfortable. Then the peace 

exploded. She wore her hair in a big ponytail, and had on a gray Baruch t-shirt with navy 

blue sweatpants. She ran into my room, her hands shaking,. Taking deep breaths, she 

yelled, and screamed. “I was talking to Jerry, something happened to Jerry”. At first I 

was confused, not knowing what was going on, trying to calm her down. I got up from 

my bed; I rubbed my fingers on her back. I told her “You need to calm down; you gotta 

tell me what happened, what’s wrong.” 

Jerry had known my sister,Yamil, since they were freshmen in high school. They 

went out for almost a year before they broke up. When my sister enrolled in the eleventh 

grade, they got back together. That’s when I got introduced to Jerry and he became part 

of the family. Jerry and I got to understand each other and talked often about school and 

life in general. I even got to hang out with him a lot when he was with my sister. He was 

always there for me. Whenever I had problems, I turned to him because I knew he would 

listen. He always told me everything was going to be okay. That’s when I began to look 

up to him as a big brother. He was a really tall guy and tough, so he always fooled around 

telling me “if any boy bothers you tell me and I’ll beat him up.” I was always happy to 

see my sister and him together, even though at times he wasn’t the brightest crayon in the 

box. But I knew he loved her and she loved him. Not only did I look up to him as a big 

brother, but he and my sister showed me what real love was, the good and bad. Whenever 

I saw them together I told myself one day they’ll get married, and one day I’ll be as 

happy as them. 

 Even though they were so happy, they fought a lot and somehow I was always in 

the middle of it. Jerry would do stupid things and my sister would get upset. He would try 

to call her but she wouldn’t pick up. Both of them would turn to me to talk about what 

happened. I would just work my magic and have them talking on the phone, making up. 
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Jerry would visit very often. We would have fun talking, dancing, playing baseball, 

volleyball or just laughing about the night before. 

 She didn’t say anything else after I had asked her what was wrong. Then in a 

minute, she ran downstairs and woke up my mother. I began to think and think. I was 

confused, worried and had numerous questions on my mind. “What happened to Jerry? Is 

he okay? What’s going on? Is everything going to be okay?” When I returned to my bed I 

heard the footsteps of my sister and my mother. My sister seemed a little bit calmer than 

before. I heard her start to explain what happened but he sentences were incomplete. I 

wanted to get up again and go to her room and be right there for her, but I was stuck and I 

was scared, I didn’t move so I just laid there, trying to understand what she was saying. I 

found out my sister had begun talking to him on the phone around ten that night. He just 

got out of work and wanted to go to the bank. My sister, Yamil told him it was too late in 

the night, to just go tomorrow. But he insisted, and told her “Na I’ll go, I’ll be okay”.  

When he went on the bus, he told my sister of two white males who were looking at him 

very weird. Yamil told him to just go home. But he didn’t, he went to the bank reassuring 

my sister again that he’ll be okay. Then they kept talking and as he was leaving the bank, 

Jerry said “Hey stop” and he hung up. 

That’s all I heard. I couldn’t sleep. And when I realized that maybe something bad 

happened to Jerry, I shed a tear. But the fatigue from multiple tasks that I’d done earlier 

that day in school overcame me. I fell asleep. Morning came and I was awakened by the 

sound of my aunt’s crying. She walked in very slowly looking down to the floor. She 

whispered, “Jerry’s dead.” 

Yamil had called Jerry’s mother last night. She told his mother everything that 

happened. His mother got scared, so she hung up quickly and began walking to the bank. 

When she got around the street to the bank, she saw her son on the concrete, laying there, 

his light crème jacket covering his face, two spots of blood on his jacket. The ambulance 

that had come because someone around the neighborhood had called to say that they’d 

heard gunshots and were concerned. Jerry’s mother just stood there frozen, looking at her 

son who was shot and being taken away by the ambulance. Later that night in the 

hospital, Jerry was gone.  
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 Nineteen year old, Jerry died on the night of November 25 2006. His life was 

taken by two gunshots for only $120 dollars, his watch and a chain he was wearing.  

Jerry’s dead, I repeated to myself. I started crying. I was angry at the world asking God, 

“Why? Why him? What did he ever do to deserve this?” The rest of the day was full of 

silence. No one really said much. Yamil cried but then she stopped. The next day, she 

went to visit Jerry’s family. When she came back, she told us his funeral was Thursday 

and that I was to go. The next few days, I didn’t get much sleep; I felt emptiness within 

me; I kept thinking about our memories and his funeral. A part of me wanted to go 

because I knew he would want everyone that cared about him there. But then a part of 

didn’t want to go because I felt that if I did then I would be saying goodbye. 

It was Thursday, the day of his funeral. We were all in black, and we all wore our 

sunglasses. My sister, my aunt, my mother and my cousin attended the funeral. When we 

arrived, everyone was devastated with this tragedy. People held tissues and some looked 

down to the floor. I cried and cried but I felt ashamed. I felt ashamed because Jerry didn’t 

like to see people upset and crying. Towards the end of the ceremony the casket was 

open; everyone had to take one more glance at him and say their last words before they 

were to close the coffin. Soon it was my turn. I looked at him, I didn’t say anything, I 

wiped away my tears then walked away. We left the funeral home and headed to the 

cemetery. When we got there, a priest read the prayers in Spanish. We all got one white 

rose and we had to throw it on top of his coffin. When I threw my flower I said to him 

this isn’t goodbye, this is see you later and I hoped that he listened.  

           ---Lizzie Mejia 
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       A Tooth...$3.00 
     A Life...Priceless 
 
  

 The room was filled with utter darkness. A vacant feeling had occupied the living 

room once I found I dozed off on the love seat. But a moment later, I remembered I had 

tucked a tooth beneath my pillow; automatically I flipped over the light bundle of fluff to 

discover nothing that but a tooth lay there. How odd I thought, the tooth fairy never 

forgets to leave money. I stood up to wake myself a bit. The only sound waves were from 

the creaking of the floorboards beneath my feet and the fading echoes penetrating 

through the cracked open windows of cars gliding on the streets below. 

The vacuous feeling was now replaced with an ominous one. I peered past the 

living room into my parents’ bedroom; every piece of matter that occupied space had all 

blended into a monotone blackness. Nothing stood apart from another object, making it 

difficult to tell where I was going. The only help I had was the blinking light from the 

answering machine, which constantly shined a red flash every second once the 

Toumanidis family received a voice mail. It occurred to me that my parents checked the 

machine not too long ago. Seeing as the cable 4:30, I knew our messages were deleted at 

one point the previous night.  Nevertheless, the message machine flashed a red number 

one-one message was left unheard; someone had made a call after 12:00. I pressed down 

on the stiff button, waiting for a robotic female voice to follow through with her lines. 

Directly following her lifeless voice came a familiar one; a voice which always held a 

tone of comfort but had lacked that life I had known so well. 

That voice belonged to my grandfather, Lolo. His trembling voice delivered a 

message that I never in my wildest dreams though I would ever have to hear. And yet, I 

found myself listening to him; hesitantly explaining the situation we were all in for. The 

bed squeaked from my pressure as I sat down to take in what I just heard. My 

grandmother was in a car accident. The statement couldn’t possibly be any simpler, and 

yet, the message still didn’t penetrate through. I was still. My only reaction was to be 

still, that is, if it’s even considered a reaction. 
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I looked over to see my Dad lying on the bed in one of those exhausted positions; 

his arm had fallen over his eyes and his legs draped over the edge of the bed like curtains. 

I leaned over for a hug, some sort of comfort that would wind down my mind. I hugged 

his torso, waiting for a response, but realized that my arms hadn’t surrounded him as 

tightly as they usually do. As my body rose up, so did my suspicions. My hand slid over 

his head, the spiky hair was an immediate identifier. This wasn’t my Dad, but his brother, 

Soccy. Naturally, I put the pieces together: my missing money, the voice message and 

Soccy here, in the place of my parents. Mom and Dad had gone to see Grandma. 

It wasn’t until a couple of weeks later that I got to see my Grandma. She had been 

in a coma for some time. My parents, my mother in particular, didn’t want me seeing her 

in that state. Sauntering through the hospital lobby, I was not prepared for what I was 

about to endure. I stepped into the elevator, watching at the level indicator going up 

slowly but surely. Once we reached our floor, the scent of soap blended with medical 

products filled my nostrils. It had a clean yet sickening smell that gave me a melancholy 

impression. We turned some hallways and entered a small room that seemed to make my 

Grandmother look even more swollen than she really was. “Wawa,” was all I was able to 

get out; the name I gave to her since I started talking. That was all I could say then, all I 

could say now. There were numerous wires attached to her body; she was so debilitated 

and weak. I crossed the room to the side of her bed to get a better look at her. I held her 

warm delicate hands while she caressed my palm in hers. These are the hands that made 

the greatest pancakes that played tennis with me in the backyard, and rocked me to sleep 

while singing Aladdin when I couldn’t. The damage was done; all that was left was her 

healing. Her body may have lacked the strength, but her love sure didn’t. There may not 

be a tooth fairy in existence after all, but thank the lucky stars my Grandma’s life is still 

living-she survived.   

      ---Tatiana Toumanidis    

 



Bad School Days 
 

It was a warm September day. I walked past a steel gate that seemed to be at least 

ten feet high to look at all the others. They were all third graders had snotty noses and 

located in the yard of the weird school; they were crying, yelling or even screaming, 

which made an extreme amount of noise. My mother would not let go of my sweaty palm 

because she feared I was going to run away. With each step that I took towards the crowd 

of parents and children, my heartbeat rose and my stomach was full of butterflies. 

“It is going to be fine. Do not worry, you will have fun and make a lot of new friends,” 

said my mother who could only think of a cliché at a time like this. But for some odd 

reason, my butterflies went away and I was looking forward to class. 

“Okay students, please settle down and be quiet. Now for the parents, we will now ask 

you to please exit at this time,” said the creepy voice over the loud speaker. 

“Devon, I have to go now. Do not worry, I’ll be here to pick you up on time and we will 

go have ice cream. What do you think about that?” asked my mother in the sweetest 

voice. At the time, I was too worried about what this school was like to pay her the 

attention she deserved. I just stared at my own mother and walked to my place in line. I 

looked down at my black sneakers and saw a yellow sign directly in front of my feet. It 

read “3-104”, which was a foreign language to me at the time. I glanced to my left and 

watched my mother walk away after telling me she loved me. That always puts a bright 

smile on my face. 

 The air was full of nervous sweat and tears from kids who were now on their own. 

None of the children who were my future classmates seemed happy, delightful or anxious 

to start the new school year. Everyone seemed worried and bit their nails as if the 

schoolyard was full of evil. Black book bags and multi-colored lunch boxes were the 

accessory many, if not all, the children were carrying. Sweat was now trickling down my 

forehead since I was wearing a quite heavy coat on a warm day.  

 “Class 104, you guys will be escorted to your class by your teacher Ms. Farren,” 

yelled a very strange looking gentleman. 
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  He seemed to have some significant role in the school since he was directing 

everyone, even the teachers. Once he left the schoolyard, a middle-aged lady came to the 

front of my line. She wore a dark brown dress, thin square glasses that had a very thin red 

string that connected the frames to the back of the glasses. She was fairly tall compared 

to me, and took almost five minutes to speak. 

 “Hello class. I am your teacher for the third grade. My name is Ms. Farren, now 

follow me towards your class,” are the words that came out of the strange lady’s mouth. 

She grabbed my hand, since I was in front of the line. 

 While walking with Ms. Farren’s hand holding my own, my eyes wandered 

around the first floor. Every thing was so foreign than what I was accustomed to. The 

hallways were huge and decorated with drawing and bulletins on the walls. The 

classrooms contained huge windows and about thirty children each. The tiles were green 

with decorated spots which I thought were dry gum particles at the time. My legs began 

to wobble, my eyes began to dry out and my hand was squeezing Ms. Farren tighter than 

a pregnant woman delivering.  

 "Don't worry little fellow, I'm here. Now our new classroom is right there!" 

exclaimed Ms. Farren in her false enthusiastic voice.  

 Throughout the school year, I made numerous friends and associates. I even was 

able to get the most popular girl in the school to be my girlfriend. One day in the month 

of December, Ms. Farren handed my class a C.I.M.S test. By now, I was clearly in 

front of my class academically and quite familiar with C.I.M.S tests. These tests were 

multiple choice and were read by a computer which gave the results. There was given 

once a month and the questions were based off of the C.I.M.S textbook each student 

owned. 

 "You guys have forty-five minutes to complete test number six. Take your time 

and try not to rush," whispered Ms. Farren while staring directly at me. By the seventh 

minute mark, I completed my test without one problem. I lifted myself out of my seat to 

hand my boring teacher her exam. As soon as I stood completely up, Ms. Farren 

whispered across the room while reading her book, "Sit down and I'll collect it later." At 

the fifteen-minute mark, I began to draw my favorite cartoon characters on the test 
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directly next to the words, "Please don't mark this section."  

 The next day after school, Ms. Farren told Adrian, Colin, Alassandra and I to stay 

after class which was usual. Now Adrian and Colin were my best friends. We were the 

smartest, most popular and mischievous guys in our grade. Colin wore these thick 

glasses, his shoulders were broad enough to carry his egg shaped head and he walked like 

a duck. Adrian was more of the cool person who had the latest fashion, walked laid back 

as if he were satisfied with life but he was always looking for trouble. As for myself, I 

became the most social able, most handsome and mischievous out of all there. In a matter 

of four months, everyone knew my name. Alassandra was the prettiest girl in school who 

did not really like many boys. (She fell for me after after I stole a box of chocolates for 

her; I saw it in a movie the day before.) She began to call me her boyfriend, which Adrian 

did not like since he knew and liked her first.  

 "Ok ,you four. You all drew on your tests so that the computer cannot read it. 

Now your going to have to re-write your answers again!" yelled Ms. Farren. "Now this is 

wasting your time and also mine. This should not take longer than ten minutes. Hopefully 

you four won't miss your bus so you can get out of my sight!”  

 While we were taking our tests over quietly, Ms. Farren went around the room 

complaining about how we were so smart and yet we wasted our minds on foolishness.  

 "Can you please lower your voice so I can concentrate?" stated Colin 

sarcastically. However, Ms. Farren did not laugh and just told him to shut up, which just 

caused everyone to laugh at her.  

 "Devon! Don't let me get started on you. You think everything is game don't 

you?" said Ms. Farren pointing directly at me.  

 Now earlier in my life, my mother told me that no one was allowed to put me 

down. My mother enforced phrases in my head so that I could be prepared for the real 

world.  

 "You're not going to become anything in this world or lifetime, you hear me?" 

cried out Ms. Farren. Now since I felt Ms. Farren was attempting to humiliate my 

intelligence, I punched her as hard as I possibly could. When I withdrew my arm, I 

realized she was holding her eye in pain, physical pain. However, Colin didn't think that 
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was enough pain inflicted upon her. He decided by himself to throw a five-hundred page 

textbook at our teacher's skull. Boy. I knew I was no longer welcomed back to P.S 203 

from that moment forward 

                   ---Devon Baron 

    My First Baseball Game 
 

From the 2nd platform I heard the loud cheering of the fans. It was sunny and the 

sky was clear, perfect weather for a baseball game. The venders were screaming “Hot 

dogs get your hot dogs!” It was amazing. I was 8 years old when I went to my first 

baseball game. It was a turning point in my life. 

            Baseball was the “name of the game” as the Yankees went out to the field. Derek 

Jeter waited with irritation for the ball to be hit. Mike Piazza was up at bat first for the 

Mets. David Cone winded up and threw a fast ball down the middle. The result came to 

be as a line drive hit to center field. I watched and cheered as the ball was tossed back to 

the infield. I was like a jaguar in my chair just waiting to pounce as the plays were made. 

My grandfather, who was wearing khaki shorts and a Yankee shirt just smiled as he saw 

how anxious I was.  

            As the top of the first inning finished the score was 0-0. Now it was the Yankees 

turn at bat with Derek Jeter up first at bat. The pitch was thrown, “Strike one,” yelled the 

umpire and I thought “Ouch!” for that moment. “Strike two,” yelled the umpire. Double 

ouch! If you were in Queens, you could hear me a boy of eight wearing a Yankee shirt 

with his white Yankee shirt and a baseball glove shout toward Jeter “What are you doing 

out there number two, my dead grandmother swings better than you,” and boy did that 

catch on to him cause he stroke out. 

            The first five innings went by really quickly. The score was still 0-0. I started to 

think that the game was never going to end. It’s funny how you can get so excited about 

something and after awhile you get bored. To top that off there was this guy behind me 

who kept on ordering food almost every minute. I really wanted to tell him to stop eating 

and lose some weight but that would have been mean. 
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            Now for the amazing turning point I was talking about earlier. It happened at the 

7th inning at 7pm. Derek Jeter had just hit a home run. I watched as the ball climbed 

towards the air through right field. It was coming to me. I got up and tip toed on my chair 

to balance myself. I jumped and yes I caught it. I felt like a figure skater in the air as they 

just received a perfect score. 10! 10! 10! And then I forgot that I was tip toeing on my 

chair for balanced and that I needed to land. In my head I instantly thought to myself 

“Yup I’m screwed.” The impact of the ball striking my glove caused me to tilt backwards 

in the air making me almost flip backwards and fall on the floor. As I fell on to the floor 

the ball slipped out of my glove and went air born again. So instead of me keeping the 

home run ball the fat, obnoxious guy behind me, who by the way had no intention of 

reaching for the ball got the ball. Everyone got up and cheered for the fat man who had 

the home run ball while I stayed on the floor writhing in pain. The moral of the story is to 

never do something if you might get hurt  because, if you do, no one’s going to care. 

 

          --Bryce Marte 
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     Gymnastics 

  
 Here I am, in pose, palms sweating, exhausted, breathing hard, waiting, just 

waiting for the music.  Feet rub against the rough rug, waiting.  Then the music starts and 

I jump into routine; jump, turn, cartwheel, round off, front handspring, but then I made 

my mistake.  I took notice; I took notice of the people; their piercing stares, the team 

cheering me on, the other team’s eyes waiting for a fall and my coach just watching.  

That wasn’t the last thing I noticed however. I leaped, rolled, ran round off back tuck, 

landed, and turned my head and saw the judge.  There she sat in that hot scorching room; 

her long dirty blond hair tied up, and her books on the floor, and her jacket on the chair, 

and just there, watching, and writing.  There! She scribbled; that meant I just made a 

mistake.  I continued my routine petrified of what she was writing.  The music stopped in 

the middle of my routine and I paused and thought for a split second, what’s going on?  I 

thought about what my coach had told me during my long practices, ignore and continue, 

so I did.  I saw, out of the corner of my eye I saw.  Every time that lead pencil touched 

that paper it sent my routine into disarray; it stabbed at my landings and execution, it was 

my doom.  I ended, I saluted, and it was over.  The feeling of five years of pressure and 

fear of doing my routine in front of people turned out to last only 1 minute and 15 

seconds.  Now I would wait, once more, I would wait for my score. As time passed, I 

tried to relax and remember. I remembered what I had worked so hard for.  

  It was the end of November 2005. I had just joined the gymnastics team looking 

forward to having fun, just like the summer Olympics in 2004, fun, flipping, spinning on 

bars, jumping around, and ending with a smile.  I clearly had no idea what I was in for.  

What did I find out?  I had practice from four to seven everyday after school, 30 minutes 

of workout at the beginning and end.  The workout consisted of push-ups, v-ups, 

crunches, handstand push-ups, jumping jacks, arch-ups, pull-ups and more.  The first day 

of practice I leave exhausted and sore, then I had to endure schoolwork, how nice? 

 This is what I had to do: practice working on at a task in order to perfect one’s 

skill.  In gymnastics there are four events.  The first event is vault, running and jumping 
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or flipping over an inanimate object.  After vault, it’s the uneven parallel bars, which 

involves swinging from a low to a high bar.  It tests one’s body strength and flow.  Next, 

was the balance beam, a thin beam about 12 feet by 3 inches.   It tests one’s ability to 

balance and perform gracefully on such conditions.  The last event is floor; it consists of 

dance, leaps, jumps, and tumbling (a series of flips).  Floor tests one’s grace, 

choreography, and skills.  Each day I was pushed to work on one event until I hit my 

limit then move on to the next event.  Each day was constant drills of skills from doing 

jumping jacks on the beam, to casting on bar, to front drills on vault, to handstands on 

floor.  I trembled in fear when I thought, if all this just for learning the basics, then what 

are we going to do for the real stuff? 

 Hours and hours of practice, I’m told I have no limit, push-ups for saying I can’t.  

Why am I here? Is it really worth it?  Was it really worth the pain, suffering, the stress on 

the body and mind, the struggle to keep up with schoolwork?  I thought this every day 

quitting was my best option. So I did, I did for two days.  The guilt, after I had quit, was 

torture.  My friends constantly talked about what they had learned or complained about 

all the work.  I realized I couldn’t say that anymore.  I felt like I had betrayed them. They 

had helped me and I helped them.  We were a team.  Every day when I left school I 

passed the gym and my eyes would automatically jump to the team, the drills, and the 

workout, as metal goes to a magnet.  I realized I made a big mistake.  I missed it; I never 

thought that I would, but I truly did.  I missed the pain, the struggle, the muscle aches, the 

drills, everything.  I’m a gymnast; it’s what I do.  I went back and got exactly what I had 

expected, twice as much work. 

 So today was judgment day.  My first gymnastics meet.  A person only gets one 

first meet and it’s time to see if all that pain was worth it.  The first event is vault 

(according to the rotation of events) and I was up first.  As I walked to the end of the 

rough blue strip, I trembled and when I heard my name called, I quivered.  We were in a 

hot, sticky room; it was full and had the stench of blood, sweat and the evidence that this 

was the gymnastics training room.  Here I was, the moment of truth. It was just I, 

standing in a red long sleeve leotard, and the vault table.  I was confident now, I was 

focused, and prepared and plus vault only lasted as long as the person took to run, which 
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was usually at most 30 seconds.   I saluted and stepped onto the strip.  I took two quick 

breaths and ran, hit the springboard, put my hands down onto the vault table, reached a 

handstand and forced my legs to go over and pushed off.  I landed, smiled and saluted 

and went for the second time.  I took a seat after I was done.  My breathing was harder 

but I was calm.  It was over as fast as it had begun.  I was confident and my coach was 

smiling.  I sat there and started to gleamed proudly when I heard the judge announce my 

score of 7.6.  

 The next event was bars.  Bars are always the most painful event.  After learning 

different basic skills I had to put them together into a routine.  Everyday I worked on my 

routine until it was perfect.  Now I was standing there watching my friend compete as I 

got ready.  I grabbed the soft white grinded powered chalk and rubbed it into my palms.  

Then I was called; I saluted and then grabbed that wooden bar.  A sudden rush of 

memories came to me.  I remembered all the hard work I had put into this routine, the 

feeling of the friction burning my hand and making them all callused.  I remember my 

first rip; a rip is when a flap of skin tears off of your hand when you are swinging on the 

bars, your skin rips due to so much stress and work being put on it that it literally rips the 

skin revealing warm blood.  Unfortunately, my rip had never fully healed, so I was a little 

worried about starting but nonetheless I gave it my all.  I started with a pullover, back hip 

circle, sole circle ½ catch into low. I continued with a flow just like practice, then my big 

finish, toe on into flyaway and I smiled and saluted.  I was done.  I sat down, looked at 

my coach for reassurance but there was no smile like last time.  Instead a straight face 

had replaced the proud one.  I was told I was careless, had no form, and was sloppy; I lost 

that confidence I previously had.   My score was 5.3. 

 I was afraid now; I thought I did well.  Now it was time for the next event, beam.  

I was tired; my breathing occurred in short gasps.  I tried to focus but I couldn’t because, 

all I could think about was what not to do.  Beam was my second best event but it went 

badly.  I saluted and began; pull over, v-sit, body wave cartwheel, stumble, fall.  I thought 

I couldn’t concentrate before how could I now? I was angry by this time.  A person was 

supposed to compete with a clear mind, but how was I supposed to do that?  I was 

frustrated, what was I doing? Why was I making so many mistakes? I was fuming inside 
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so I rushed, finished with a front tuck dismount, and saluted.  My coach was probably 

more disappointed in me than I was.  Score, 5.1.  

 “Lisa, hello? Did you hear? Your score for floor was a 5.0” my friend told me as 

she led me out of my trance. 

 My breathing was slower, it was normal, I only then just realized that I had dazed 

off for a while after my floor routine.  So my floor score was a 5, making my all-around 

score a 23.  The judge came up to me after the meet.  She told me I would have done 

better if I didn’t look so distracted and that next time I should just picture myself in the 

room alone with the music.  My coach was frustrated not because of my mistakes or my 

score or my fall but of the fact that I gave up during beam, the fact that I let the spectators 

presence get the best of me, and the fact that I had lost confidence in what I had done 

perfectly during practice.  She reassured me though that it was a good score, you know 

for a first time. 

 Gymnastics. It’s blood, sweat and tears; it’s determination, self-endurance and 

patience.  Gymnastics is a workout, and all the good and bad that happened to me that 

year, and it was definitely worth it. 

 

                      ---Lisa Zhang 
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         Persuasive Essays 
  

 Under the United States Constitution an individual is within his or her right to 

express their opinion. The morning writing class practiced this freedom of speech by 

writing brilliant persuasive essays. The essays are all unique, thus depicting the class 

dedication and diversity. The pieces of writing you are about to read will attempt to 

persuade you into believing each writer's point of view. Enjoy! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



                                               

    Victims Behind Bars 

  
 In November of 2006 a preacher’s wife, Mary Wrinkler, was accused of 

assassinating her husband Mat in Selmer, Tenn. She admitted that she shot her husband. 

However, it was only because he abused her for three years 

(http://www.abcnews.go.com/GMA/LegalCenter/story?id=2667042&page=1). One who 

is only aware of the fact that she killed her husband would have jumped to conclusions.  

While it is correct that she cannot take the life of another individual, it was only self 

defense that motivated her to murder which is excusable.  There are cases where 

domestic violence has led wives to murder their spouses (http://www.dvmen.org/dv-

160.htm).  Domestic violence occurs often. According to the World Health Organization 

between 10% to 75% of women has experienced physical, emotional or mental abuse at 

the hands of their partners by the age of 15. In the state of California alone 155 murders 

were committed by abusive husbands (http://www.alternet.org/story/46601/). At this rate, 

many victims would be considered criminals and end up behind bars. One’s loved ones 

might have to go to the last resort to free them, thus being convicted in the criminal court 

for defending their own life and happiness. 

 The fight for women’s rights began in Seneca Falls, N.Y. in 1848. The first 

concern the movement was working on was to obtain the right to vote, but the fight for 

women’s suffrage had only started. The 19th Amendment of the Constitution gave women 

the right to vote. It was not until the 1960’s that feminists began to be concerned about 

domestic violence policy (http://www.womenmatter.com/womrights_whatsnew.htm). 

NOW (National Organization for Women) was founded in 1966; they are the largest 

group design for woman’s rights. It took from 1990 to 1994 to pass The Violence Against 

Women Act (http://www.now.org/history/timeline.html#1986). This act made domestic 
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violence illegal under the Constitution. However, it expired 2005 and presently, 

(http://www.acadv.org/VAWAbillsummary.html)the NOW organization is attempting to 

bring it back. If the act is not passed once more, there is no other way that a woman can 

protect herself.  

 It has been argued through time that a woman was the husband’s property. 

Therefore the husband could hit the women if she did not do what she was told. 

Furthermore, funds for domestic violence aid are being cut back because the government 

wants to go back to “family values” (http://www.isis.aust.com/iwd/broadsheet/domviolence.htm). 

If this continues, years from now women would be treated like they were many years 

ago, as property. Furthermore, if woman are not protected by the law they would take the 

matter into their own hands. There is no difference between killing a thief to escape his 

grasp than killing a husband that is choking you to death. It is all self defense, yet the 

victim becomes the murderer under the law. Another case, Sands v. Commonwealth is 

about a wife who was brutally abused by her husband. The husband also threatened to kill 

her and also tried to kill the wife’s parents. One day, she decided to pull a gun on the 

abusive husband because she did not have any other person to turn to. The court decided 

to revise the case after it was concluded as self defense 

(http://www.courts.state.va.us/txtops/1010071.txt). It was clear that the husband threatened the 

life of her family's well as hers. If the court rules guilty of all charges then the court is 

advocating that it is wrong to save the lives of many by taking that of the murderer's. 

Anyone with common sense would have either killed the individual threatening the life 

their loved ones or tell the police. Unfortunately, once her parents told the police 

department, the husband caused a car accident in which the parents were badly injured. 

There are many cases such as this one where in self defense the wife kills the husband yet 

is sent to criminal as an assassin. The court should evaluate the victims’ case thoroughly 

before judging the case and if they do not to jump to conclusions. Those abused women 

are within their rights to act on self defense.  

It is the 21st century where change occurs rapidly and technology advances with a 

blink of the eye. It is time to open ones eyes and see that the correct action to take is the 

one that will enhance society. Instead of judging the victim the court should sent those 
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women to rehabilitation centers. Those rehabilitation centers would prove that these 

women are beyond self confidence and only had one escape. They are not criminals; they 

are individuals shunned by society by men who threatened their lives.  These women had 

had to sleep with their enemy and merely hope to get through another day. If this is 

permitted any longer, where the victims are thrown into cells, there would be more 

injustice in this country than in any other. After all, this country believes in individual 

rights; the right to live should not be taken by men who call themselves husbands nor 

should victims be punished for saving their own lives.     

                                                                                 ---Yoskaira Marte 
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    The Damage is Done 

 
The No Child Left Behind Act of 2001 is a federal law that is also known as 

NCLB.  On May 23, 2001, the act was passed in the House of Representatives and signed 

into law on January 8, 2002.  The No Child Left Behind “reauthorized a number of 

federal programs." (<www.wikipedia.org>)  Its goal is to improve the students’ 

performance in United States primary and secondary schools.  The No Child Left Behind 

Act requires teachers to be highly qualified, students to take a standardized test annually, 

and schools to apply scientifically based research strategies in the classrooms.  The No 

Child Left Behind Act was also designed to erase the differences that exist between the 

education of whites and minorities within the classrooms.  However, it does not.  The No 

Child Left Behind Act aims toward improving the schools, but instead, it does the exact 

opposite by increasing the dropout rate and leading many of these schools to be more 

corrupt than before. 

In the No Child Left Behind Act it is mandatory that teachers be highly qualified.  

To be deemed as a highly qualified teacher, you must have fulfilled the state's 

certification and licensing requirements, obtained at least a bachelor's degree and 

demonstrated subject matter expertise.  These requirements cause many problems.  

Although teachers are considered to be qualified to teach by a test, it is not necessarily 

true that teachers are ready teach inside classrooms.  Another issue occurs in schools 

where the population of teachers is smaller than that of students.  These teachers are 

sometimes asked to teach more than one subject and multiple grades, however, this act 

causes many more problems.  For example; a school doesn’t have a social studies teacher 

to teach them.  However, there’s an English teacher who is able to teach them social 

studies but doesn’t meet the requirements of the act.  Should they leave their students to 

go on without learning social studies?  This act is supposed to improve the performance 

of this school but it seems to be doing the exact opposite. 

Each year, students are required to take an annual exam to measure their progress in math 

and reading.  Statistics showed that nine-years-olds who took the reading and math exams 
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during the last five years improved a lot and that thirteen year olds earned the highest 

scores.  “African-Americans and Hispanics nine-year-old scored higher in the last few 

years and closed the achievement gaps between the white nine-year-olds.  However, 

although the statistics within these recent years have improved dramatically, many states 

such as Missouri admit that they've made their exams a lot easier than the other years.” 

(<www.wikipedia.org>)   Since the Board of Education of each state is allowed to make 

their own exams, most students score higher.  Furthermore, since these exams are very 

important, teachers start to narrow down the skills that they need to teach their students to 

pass the exam instead of allowing them to understand it and put it to use themselves. 

Scientifically based research is mentioned within the No Child Left Behind Act 

one hundred and eleven times. (<www.wikipedia.org>)  Many schools under the federal 

law of the No Child Left behind act are obligated to use the techniques based on these 

scientific researches.  The many of experiments conducted to test these techniques are not 

reliable.  Although the quantity of students observed is huge, it doesn't prove that these 

methods work best because different environments, techniques and students are all 

factors that need to be considered when evaluating improvement.  Not all students are at 

the same level of learning even though in the same grade.  Some students need more help 

than others.  They are after all scientifically based research. 

Funding is one of the main reasons behind the corruption of The No Child Left 

Behind Act. The failure to provide equal funding in schools continues to widen the gap 

between minorities and whites. The wealthiest schools of the United States spend 30,000 

for one person and 3,000 for the poorest. Many of these schools spend the money for 

activities, books, materials, supplies, libraries and much more.  “Luther Burbank located 

in California is one of the many schools that prove the Act to be useless.  Students in that 

school do not have enough textbooks to take home. Homework is always photocopied 

from the textbooks, but only if their teacher has enough paper to photocopy it. The library 

is either not opened or updated and does not have a librarian. Bathrooms are not opened 

most of the time which is why some students face the humiliation of urinating on 

themselves. The school also no longer offers art or computer classes because they do not 

have enough funding to provide them.” (Sizer7)  These children are forced to face these 

http://www.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title
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conditions every day. The NCLB is supposed to improve the performance of students but 

they cannot improve the performance of students if the students are not given the 

materials needed to learn inside these classrooms.  Deprived schools such as these are 

expected to fail. The NCBL will soon mark this as a failing school, causing it to be closed 

down.  With nowhere else to go, these students either transfer or drop out, which pushes 

the problems into other schools. 

Since the No Child Left Behind Act was passed in 2001, schools have tried their 

hardest to lower the number of failing students. They do not only make the exams easier 

so that students can score high but they also force students to drop out. Texas won a lot of 

rewards for their dropout rate of 1.5 percent. The Board of Education in Texas did not 

have a lot of funding so how did the performance of students increase and the dropout 

rate decrease? The NCLB was actually working and it seemed too good to be true. 

“Sharpston's High School had 1,700 students and 463 or 27% of them dropped out.” 

(Sizer21)  Many of these students left because they were given codes that told them they 

transferred schools or returned to their homelands. Most of these students did not alert 

school authorities about their departure. The actual percentage of students dropping out is 

predicted to be around 30 to 50 percent. 

The NCLB act requires many schools to provide contact information for the 

military.  Schools are not required to tell parents and students about their contact 

information being shared.  Most schools however have an opt out form that needs to be 

filled out.  If the form is filled out than the schools cannot give out the students' 

information to colleges, job recruiters of the military.  They should not have schools 

provide a form that says yes or no.  If the schools do not provide the forms then the 

military would automatically have the information of all children.  The military uses this 

information to choose students that they are able to persuade into joining the army.  Their 

main targets are usually drop outs or students that are failing since they can easily 

persuade them with money and the many advantages that come along.  Since schools are 

not required to tell the student's parents, the information should not be given out. 

 In the future, if the No Child Left Behind Act was reformed, students would no 

longer have to face inequality.  More money should go toward funding the board of 
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education and teachers should be observed more carefully.  The annual exams that 

students are required to take shouldn't only be graded by the correct answer but by the 

thinking process as well.  Strategies used in the classrooms shouldn't only be taken from 

scientists of the No Child Left Behind Act, but also from what actually works best.  The 

students should have a more flexible option with giving out their information to colleges 

and the military by filling out a form that give their consent to it instead of one says they 

are not.  The reformation of this Act in the future would definitely improve the 

performance of primary and secondary high schools. 

 In conclusion, the No Child Left Behind Act is corrupt.  It has destroyed the 

classroom by changing the techniques used in class, teaching students the "best" test 

taking skills, reducing funding for a better environment which continued to increase the 

dropout rate of students.  If the act is improved, then the performance of students will 

definitely increase within the United States.  "We argue here not only to make an 

immediate point about one misdirected act, but to keep alive an educational debate that 

can lead us toward a system of schooling which is worthy of Americans and the 

democracy of which its people for generations have dreamed." (Sizer22) 

          ---Cory Chan 
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     Obesity 
  

There are people who walk up stairs at a slow pace, by the time they 

reach a couple of steps they're out of breath..  These are the people that aren't fit and are 

out of shape and usually are obese.  Obesity is a condition in which the fat tissues in a 

human body have increased and have begun to accumulate so much that it can become a 

serious health factor.  A person is considered obese when their weight has increased to or 

passed 20% of the average weight.  Day by day the obesity rate is increasing; as a result 

the rate of diseases such 

as type II diabetes and cardiovascular disease (a disease which pertains to the heart and 

blood vessels) rise with it. People need to start thinking about the damage they are doing 

to their bodies.  Obesity is becoming a serious problem.  The attention parents should be 

giving to the food they feed, or buy their children and the child's daily activities have 

dropped. Only 50 % of children between the ages of 12 to 21 years old participate in 

physical activities.   A child should only be spending at most two hours watching T.V a 

day, 26% of children spend at least four hours watching T.V daily.  It is not a coincidence 

that many of those children are obese. They do not take part in almost any exercise. 

 Also, 25% of children in the same age group don’t have any physical education because 

their schools decided it wasn't important enough to be kept in the schedules 

(http://www.obesityaction.org/resources/oacnewspastissues.php). Obesity is a dangerous 

condition and should not be taken lightly, it could affect people and shorten their life; 

something needs to be done. 

Why are people obese? Whose fault is it? The parents? The schools? Or the ones 

doing the eating? People are obese for many reasons, for example, 

obesity can be passed on, people food habits and/or it maybe psychological 

problems. If a family member is obese then future generations are likely to become 

obese. It’s a family trait.  The eating habits of people are a major factor in people 

becoming obese.  When all that is eaten is fast food, junk food, soda, etc. the person 

might as well chug sugar, oil, and fats down their throat.  When kids don't exercise, eat a 

lot of junk food and watch a lot of T.V for many hours their metabolism slows down 

http://www.obesityaction.org/resources/oacnewspastissues.php
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causing them to become obese.  Now, who’s to blame for the increase in obese kids? 

 Well, most working parents find it easy to order food from fast food resturants rather 

then cooking and knowing what exactly goes into the food.  Their children become used 

to eating out and won’t want to eat home cooking, which is usually healthier.  When 

eating out, a person will likely eat a larger quality of food, which includes many more 

calories than when eating at home. Also, when going out to buy food most parents allow 

their children to get what they want regardless of how unnatural and unhealthy it is. 

Obesity can also be a psychological problem.   

For many people, food is like a drug. At times, people eat to release pain. It all 

begins with low self-esteem, stress, loneliness, and depression. They believe that food 

will help them feel better. A British survey of 2,000 people concluded that 47 percent of 

young adult, ages 16-24, and 28 percent of adults ages 35-44 had eaten because they were 

bored. 25 percent of people ages 45-54 said they 

had eaten because they were stressed. 

http://www.mercola.com/2004/sep/11/eating_relief.htm. "Emotional eating itself can 

create or intensify emotional distress, including feelings of embarrassment, self-disgust, 

depression, guilt, and shame. He eats in darkness, with great frustration, affliction, and 

anger,” said Edward J.Cumella, PhD in the article, “Emotional Eating.  Is this good?” No. 

It’s just a chain reaction, an endless circle: a person begins to eat a lot as a child, due to 

some reasons mentioned above, then gains weight, next they are made fun of and become 

self-conscious and begin to eat to hid their pain. Believing food will always be good and 

never put a person down like people can. Then the trait is passed on and their child 

becomes obese and goes through the same humiliation. This leads to obesity. At the time 

a person is eating they don’t seem to realize it, but as time passes by they will realize the 

horrors of obesity.  

The article “Fewer Kids Walk, Bike to School” by Mike Stobbe, explains how the 

rate of children walking or riding their bikes to school is decreasing. In 1969 about 90 

percent of kids who lived within a mile of school walked or rode bikes to get there. In 

2006 just 48 percent of kids did that at least one day a week. We wonder why? Well 

parents drive their children to school because of the two following reasons. First their 

http://www.mercola.com/2004/sep/11/eating_relief.htm
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concern about safety, and second they’re really not concern about exercise. As parents 

drive to work they drop off their kids at school. 

 In certain schools, gym is not provided. They have been cutting back on 

recess and physical education. “Kids need to take the opportunities that do not exist for 

physical activity,” said Martin, a Maine-based evaluation consultant and former 

researcher with the U.S. Centers for disease Control and Prevention. 42% of schools had 

physical education in 1991, but by 1997, it dropped to 27%. They’ve been eliminated 

gym because the state mandates are trying to raise test scores. In order to accomplish this 

they believe teachers should focus on teaching the two main classes, which are math and 

reading. Kids eat lunch and go back into the classroom and sit. It’s not good for their 

body system since they can’t digest their food. More and more fat builds up. 

 The world can be a better place without obesity. The hospitals won’t be filled as 

much with patients in for heart attacks, fainting, stroke, or even surgery. People would be 

healthier and be in shape the rate of deaths would decrease and life rates would increase. 

It’s a personal choice. People need to ask themselves, would they rather be obese, fat, 

unhealthy, sick, in hospitals, put down and be at disadvantages or would they rather be 

healthy, live longer; have fun and live life as much as they can? These are things that 

need to be taken into consideration. Change now; stop eating junk and start eating 

healthy. Stop obesity in its track before it affects the world. 

 

         ---Emiyelina Perez 
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     Fast Food 
                   

Fast food is food such as hamburgers, fries, etc. that can be cooked easily. It is 

sold by restaurants so that it can be eaten quickly or taken away. Today, fast food is very 

popular because it is fast, inexpensive and tastes good. Eating away from home is 

becoming more common, particularly at fast food restaurants. Many people rely on fast 

food daily for lunch. As the pace of the American lifestyle increases, there is less time to 

prepare a home-cooked meal.  This leads many families to stop at a drive-through on 

their way home. Most people definitely like to eat fast food because it saves time, but 

eating fast food is not a good thing to do. 

The modern history of fast food in America began on July 7th, 1912 with the 

opening of a fast food restaurant called an automat in New York. Numerous automat 

restaurants were quickly built around the country to deal with the demands.  Automats 

remained extremely popular throughout the 1920’s and 1930’s. The company also 

popularized the notion of “take-out” food, with their slogan “Less Work for Mother”. The 

American company White Castle, opened the second fast food outlet in Wichita, Kansas 

in 1921. In the following year, McDonald’s, the largest fast food chain in the world was 

founded as a barbecue drive-in by Dick and Mac McDonald in 1940. Recently, many 

more fast food restaurants are opening including KFC, Wendy’s, and Burger King. It's not 

difficult for anyone to locate any fast food restaurants within the United States. 

Even though many newspapers and magazines publish stories about how fast food 

has a bad effect on our health today, many people continue to eat it. They feel that it is 

OK to eat fast food. They believe that individuals choose to eat what they want and if 

they choose to indulge on fast food, they are responsible for the result of gaining weight, 

not the companies that supply it. The portions of fast food are getting larger and larger 

and so are the waistlines of many Americans. Restaurants that offer “super-sized” food 

should be held liable for the numerous health problems that result from their customers’ 

consumption. It's very unhealthy to eat fast food and pitiful to spend money that will help 

you develop diseases and lead to obesity. 
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 In fact, fast food is usually high in fat, calories, cholesterol, and sodium. Most fast 

food meals contain 1,000 calories for just one meal; A super-sized soda can provide half 

of your daily calorie intake; A fast food meal can have an average of 40- 60 percent of its 

calories from fat and can contain all of the fat that you should consume for the whole day. 

But eating fast food every once in a while is not going to cause you problems. However, 

if you eat too much fast food over a long period of time, it can lead to health problems 

like high blood pressure, heart disease, and obesity. Researchers found that the people 

who ate fast food two to three times a week gained about 10 pounds more than the people 

who ate fast food less than once a week. That means they'll be able to develop health 

problems quicker. 

Americans are getting fatter and fatter every year. The biggest problem is that fast 

food industries has spread everywhere. In the United States, the number of obese children 

went up 25% from the 1970s to the 1990s. 10 percents of children worldwide have 

become overweight or obese. Even more alarming is that fact that obesity rates for 

children have doubled over the past 20 years, and overweight children are being 

diagnosed with obesity- related illnesses such as diabetes, sleep apnea and respiratory 

illnesses that in the past have only afflicted adults. A movie called “Super-Sized Me” is 

based on a person who tried to challenge the super-sized portions in McDonald’s. He ate 

McDonald’s everyday and saw what the effect was. Finally, he developed health 

problems, became fat and had higher blood  pressure. Even though the movie showed the 

effects of eating fast food, there are many people still eating it everyday.  It's not good for 

them and their health. It seems like eating at McDonald’s already became their habit. 

Futhermore, people spend a lot of money eating fast food every year. According 

the statistics, in 1970, Americans spent about $6 billion on fast food; in 2000, they spent 

more than $ 110 billion. The National Restaurant Association forecasts that fast food 

restaurants in the United States will reach $ 142 billon dollars in sales in 2006, a 5 % 

increase over 2005 Also, many people waste a lot of money to take responsibility for their 

choice. One American Medical Association study estimates that 300,000 Americans died 

each year from obesity-related cases such as heart disease, diabetes and stroke. The result 

is the US Department of Agriculture estimates the cost at more than $ 71 billion a year in 
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added health- care and related expenses. Also, obesity levels are skyrocketing despite the 

fact that $ 33 billion a year is spent on weight-loss aids and a study by Policy Analysis 

Inc. concluded that overweight people cost their employers $12.7 billion in sick time and 

insurance coverage in 1994 alone. Americans now spend more money on fast food than 

on higher education, personal computers,  software, or new cars. They spend more on fast 

food than on movies, books, magazines, newspapers, videos, and recorded music-

combined. 

According to these effects, we know that we shouldn't eat fast food anymore, but 

many people continuing eating fast food.  My suggestions is eat less fast food once a 

week or try to make some healthier choices, such as choosing foods that are grilled 

instead of foods.  Don't “super-size” your meals and save hundreds of hundreds of 

dollars.  Ask for extra vegetables on burgers or sandwiches. You can check out your 

favorite fast food place or restaurant on the Internet or find the companies' website by 

doing a Google search. There's usually a link on the home page to the nutrition section 

where you'll find nutrition facts. 

Remember that there are many healthy food choices that are available and tasty. 

Besides, it doesn’t cost  a lot and can be eaten on the go. Try to balance fast food with 

other nutritious food throughout the day and make healthier choices whenever is possible. 

Many fast food restaurants have their nutrition information available on website, take a 

look at it to help you choose healthier options. 

-------Wei Lin 
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Animal Farm 
Summary 

 

Throughout Animal Farm by George Orwell, we see both human and animal leaders 

come and go. However, only one leader rose to the top: Napoleon. Quite the cunning 

boar, he was able to put Animal Farm on its feet without the affiliations of human 

dictatorship. With his leadership, the animals of the farm were able to support 

themselves, each other, and are gradually improving the productivity of the farm. In 

doing so, here we are face to face with the one and only Napoleon to question his ways 

and his intentions for Animal Farm.   

 

Class Reviews 
Pro 

Lord Action once said "Power does corrupt but absolute power corrupts 

absolutely". George Orwell's Animal Farm is a novel that can be read as a simple tale or a 

political allegory where the ideals of revolution and equality go wrong. Orwell manages 

to take fictitious animals on a farm to represent real people living in society. To fully 

appreciate the novel, one should have an understanding of the Russian Revolution. 

Orwell puts the ultimate satirical spin on what was supposed to be a promising society 

free of the reign of the oppressor. Yet, this does not occur.  

The novel starts out with a meeting of the animals who believe they deserve better 

than they have been treated by Mr. Jones and the humans. They want an open rebellion to 

take over the farm, to receive what they feel they rightfully deserve. The animals 

organized and rioted, managing to chase the humans off the farm, establishing a type of 

"communist" government that Old Major, their fallen comrade had preached about. It was 

supposed to be a Utopian society with animal rule; it couldn't have failed. There were 

even Seven Commandments formed to ensure that equality and control existed. The pigs, 

the brightest but idlest in the society were supposed to lead. The animals behind them 



would work to their strengths, and a tight knit society was supposed to form. However, 

power corrupts absolutely and the pigs eventually took control of the society and made 

themselves above society. A terror reign eventually began, with dogs as the enforcers of 

the tyrannical rule the pigs put over society, led by the evilest pig of all, Napoleon. 

Propaganda is displayed to be a powerful technique in brainwashing the other animals 

and is exemplified by Boxer, the horse, who always pushes himself with short phrases 

such as "Napoleon is always right". Equality no longer existed.  

George Santayana once said "Those who fail to learn the lessons of history are 

doomed to repeat them". Orwell has never made it so clear. Animal Farm is a powerful 

cautionary tale. It is both short and enjoyable. The novel is a must read. 

---Daniel Kim 

The story Animal Farm was a really interesting book. I found it amusing how the 

history of communism was characterized into little animals. I believe that history repeats 

itself though. In this story, the whole conflict in the beginning is that Mr. Jones was 

mistreating the animals and then the revolution came in. After that, the pigs took and 

tried to make an equal society but there was always someone controlling the society. Thu, 

history repeated itself as the conflict changed to the pigs taking over and mistreating the 

animals. I also enjoyed the miniature war the animals had with the humans because I find 

it funny how animals won against humans.  

---Bryce Marte 

Animal Farm was a novel that demonstrated a society with interesting aspects. I 

personally liked the book because it illustrated an amazing picture of this creative society. 

But in the end, it turned out that their rebellion was a failure. They ended up going back 

to the way things were. This novel was enjoyable because I liked how they set these rules 

and in time, erased them.  

---Lizzie Mejia 
51 
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     Con  

 The novel, Animal Farm,by George Orwell is about animals that have the ability 

to control a farm. This fable depicts all the animals on the farm in different ways starting 

off with their intelligence. The fable brought no interest to this reader due to the fact that 

it was so predictable and simplistic. All of the events that happened in this book, I was 

able to predict ahead of time. The horses were supposedly the least intelligent on the farm 

and just followed other's orders. The pigs were the smartest animals on the farm and were 

able to milk cows the same way humans are able to. From the beginning of the book 

where one of the pigs had a dream to the point where the animals took over the farm. It’s 

a book you could be able to predict even by just reading the first chapter. It all began with 

a dream that one of the pigs had, similar to Martin Luther King Jr.'s dream. This 

encouraged the animals to revolt against the farmers.  Although this fable does a great job 

illuminating the animals within the farm that's based on the World War II, it's very 

uninteresting. Students who are not educated about the World War II don't understand 

how influential this book is and comprehend the full meaning behind the book. The use 

of the animals as characters is difficult to understand as how they represent the real 

characters in the real world situation. Sometimes it's like a cartoon showing that animals 

can talk with humans and trade with each other. It's weird to know that animals and 

humans can interact in such ways. 

  The cover of the book doesn't capture the reader’s attention so eventually they 

wouldn't want to read it unless made by someone. This fable is a story students would 

only intend to read if the teachers make them or it's a novel the class is reading. The 

primary reason why many readers liked the book was because it represented power and 

how corrupted it can be.  Readers already know how power can be used so this novel is 

just like any other. Now and days people want to read about exciting things (action, 

teenage life, love, comedy, etc). The novel only focuses on animals and the everyday life 

they live. The way they want to accomplish something so they try and try until they 

accomplish their goal. Is this something everyone wants to read?. Is this something you 

would be interested in reading?  

--- Cory Chan, Devon Baron, Emiyelina Perez, Lizhu Chen, Lisa Zhang 
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Animal Farm Interview 
Note: This is a creative piece which is a twistoff of the book, Animal Farm. 

 

Napoleon Interview 

 

1. What are your goals for the Manor Farm?  

 As of right now, I would like to focus on building more windmills so that manor 

farm may prosper a bit faster. We must work hard in order to be happy, and what can be 

better than working for ourselves? 

 

2. Do you have a motto of any sort? 

 I do not exactly have a motto, but one of my fellow comrades who is no longer 

with us used to say: "I will work harder, comrade Napoleon is always right." I would say 

these words best sum up what I, as well as my farm is all about.  

 

3. How did you rise to become the leader of Manor Farm? 

 At first everyone worked for everyone else. This lasted quite a while until we 

needed a bit of order. That is when me and my fellow pigs, particularly Snowball and I 

had taken the directing role. Unfortunately, Snowball was not who we all took him for, so 

he was chased out by my trained loyal pups; it had to be done for the better of Manor 

Farm. 

4. So, when you agreed to train the puppies, did you plan to overthrow Snowball all 

along? 

 Of course not. I trained these puppies for the benefit of this farm. Chasing 

Snowball off the premises was done simply because we suddenly discovered the truth 

that he had been hiding all along; it was most definitely not a planed situation.  

 

5. If you opposed human characteristics in the commandments, why is it that you 

have accustomed to them anyway? 
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 Obviously, some customs have changed around here. The Manor Farm  has 

progressed in way I never thought possible. However, the commandments written were 

done by Snowball, who is obviously quite the fictitious individual. In doing so, my 

comrades and I have decided to alter some of these commandments that would better suit 

the current state of Manor Farm.  

 

6. Why do you think it necessary to kill all those animals when your commandments 

claimed that no animal shall kill another animal? 

 Once again, the commandments previously written were quite silly. They needed 

some changing due to our circumstances. Killing those comrades was done only because 

of their affiliation with Snowball, which is completely despicable. 

 

7. How much have you improved the Manor Farm since Jones Day? 

 Plenty. Back in the day, it was for Jones and only Jones. Now, we work for 

ourselves, our comrades, and the benefits of the farm. 

 

8. Any regrets? 

 Not at all; we are reaching our prime. It cannot get any better than all animals 

being equal while some are more equal than others.  

  

       

 

        -Tatiana Toumanidis 
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    Brave New World 
Summary 

 

 Brave New World by Aldous Huxley is a novel about how two very different 

worlds collide.  In this novel, a “new world” is formed in which a cast system is created 

in a way that everybody is predestined to live in a certain way, which is caused by a 

serious of conditioning. During the birthing process embryos begin to divide so when one 

person is born from one egg, 96 identical people were born instead. This, however, is not 

the end of the road.  Once the egg is fertilized along with the other identical eggs,  they 

are given different amounts of oxygen in order to forcefully create a difference in 

intelligence.  Once the children are born the next step is to condition them to hate and 

love certain things such as to have a love for country sports but hate nature.  This was all 

done in order to increase consumption.  This was done by stimulating fear into the 

infants.  Also, a series of repetitions for years during sleep was involved in creating 

people who will grow up to love what they do, even if it is a low, but necessary, job.  In 

this novel, people are born to not question what is going on, and not feel any emotions 

other then happiness if they intake soma (a sort of drug). In this society many ideals that 

do not occur in modern society are encouraged such as expressing sexual feelings for one 

another and not fearing death. 

 As the plot continues it is discovered that some people have a dangerous amount 

of intelligence.  The first person that is introduced is Bernard Marx.  It seems that he 

questions life and supposedly dislike society because he is different.  He is an Alpha, the 

smartest and highest rank/class in the society; someone that people look up to and has a 

responsibility in society.  However, he is different from the rest. As a result of his 

intelligence, he is physically inferior to the rest of the Alphas, therefore he is self-

conscious about getting the respect and obedience he deserves or is entitled to as an 

Alpha.  In addition, he questions every aspect of society and hates it because he knows 

that no one can think for themselves; everything is programmed into their mind including 

the right way to feel.  The plot takes motion when Lenina, a Beta plus, goes to a Savage 

Reservation with Bernard.  The Savage Reservation is a part of this world that has not 



56 
 

been altered.  When coming to this reservation, Bernard and Lenna are exposed to pain, 

suffering, emotions, sadness, sickness, disease and poverty for the first time.  There it is 

discovered that a Delta from the new world had given birth and was abandoned there 20 

years ago when on a visit ,by the Director of Hatcheries and Conditioning or DHC, who 

is one of the most respected men in the region where Bernard and Lenina come from.  It 

is learned that John, born on the reservation but given birth by the Delta, like Bernard, 

feels alone and isolated from his society.   

 After the discovery of Linda, the wife, and John, the son of the DHC, Bernard and 

Lenina bring them to the new world for research.  Due to the humiliation of the thought 

of giving birth to a son the DHC resigned from his job and Linda was put on a “Soma-

holiday”.  Bernard was quickly accepted by society because he had brought the savage, 

John, back.  John and Lenina soon gained feelings for each other.   John soon learned that 

this world contains no intimacy and is disgusted by how the women act.  However, the 

savage was never conditioned, so after the death of his mother, Linda, and being exposed 

to a herd of identical twins that showed no sympathy or remorse for him and his died 

mother, John goes into a breakdown and creates a riot.  He begins by giving a speech 

(much like the famous “I Have a Dream” speech by Martin Luther King Jr.) and trying to 

get through to the Deltas about freedom and thinking for yourself, but due to years of 

conditioning they were unmoved.  As  a result, Helmholtz Watson (a friend of Bernard 

who also has an abnormal amount of individuality and intelligence) and Bernard are sent 

to an island for being friends with/ helping the savage during the time of the riot.  As for 

John he moves and begins to lives at a light house where he goes through a process of 

self punishment in order to cleanse himself from the sins he felt he has caused himself.  

During his cleansing process he undergoes several ways of self-inflicting pain.  The one 

most famous and caused an attraction, when noticed by three men, was whipping.  As 

people who never have experienced pain, they were quickly fascinated by the horrors of 

the whip and the blood dropping from the savages back.  Aware of what kind of world 

this was and realizing that he can never escape from his pain and loneliness, John hangs 

himself. 

          ---Lisa Zhang      
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   Brave New World Essays 
    Brave New World 

       ---Aldous Huxley 

Question: Write a character analysis of Bernard Marx. How would you describe him? 

How does his character change, or does it, over the course of the novel? Why? 

 

 Bernard Marx is a static character that does not change throughout Brave New 

World. He is driven by selfish motives and is hypocritical to the ideas he prescribes for 

the society.  He would rather change society because he does not adhere.  He is a greedy 

character and all his actions in the novel are dictated by his hidden agenda. 

 Marx's agenda is hidden by Huxley in the beginning of the novel.  The readers 

can quickly relate to him because he seems to be the first character that is not brain 

washed by society.  Bernard states “I want to look at the sea in peace...as though I were 

me” (67).  It seems as if Bernard is seeking individuality to reform society.  But Bernard 

is a coward as he chooses not to act on his beliefs.  He appears as the society misfit rather 

than a political rebel, ostracized. “He raged against himself… And Iceland, Iceland” (80).  

Bernard is scared of being exiled and would rather conform than follow his own beliefs.  

He does not have the back bone to uphold his morals. 

 Bernard is greedy and selfish as well. When he says to John and Linda to come 

back to London with him, he has a secret agenda.  “[He made] the first move in a 

campaign...must be” (106).  He realizes Thomas, the Director, is the father of John.  He 

chooses to overthrow another's position and drag a man from one society to another to 

save himself from being exiled.  He is only able to think of himself once again when John 

and Helmholtz get into trouble with the Delta workers. “They're done for...police” (164).  

He is too much of a coward to help his friends for he can only think of himself. 

 Marx also proves himself to love society as long as it accommodates to him.  

When he is finally accepted by society because he has brought the savage, he shows his 

contempt was only because he was not an outcast.  “Success went fizzily...found very 

unsatisfactory” (120).  He is the one that is driven by material needs as well.  Thus, his 
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previous talk with Lenina about disliking society’s devotion to consumerism has all 

proven to be lies spouted by Bernard.  He only hated society because he was an outcast, 

and if he truly disliked society's values he would continue to try to change them, not 

gleefully embrace them.      

 Bernard Marx shows his true character to be hypocritical.  Though he claims to 

hate how society is run, when society embraces him, Marx abuses society.  He shows his 

true colors. He is just s brainwashed as brainwashed as any of the other members of 

society and I feel betrayed by his character.  He bluntly lies and in the end the reader 

knows Marx is a selfish coward who is outcast by society. 

 

          ---Daniel Kim 

 

Question: Huxley's novel is prophetic in its vision of a “new” world that bears a certain 

resemblance to our own. Choose two of the following: genetic engineering, cloning, stem 

cell research, antidepressant medications, advertising (television commercials, print ads, 

billboards etc). Explain how and where each idea is predicted in a similar form in the 

novel; discuss the developments that Huxley was trying to warn us about and their 

importance to the themes in the book.  

 

  

 Aldous Huxley lived between the two wars that revolutionized society.  World 

War One and World War Two demanded new technology which asked science to act 

rapidly based on demand.  Weapons such as the atomic bomb on Hiroshima were deadly, 

but brilliant technically.  Huxley observed this and created a “Brave New World” where 

an utopian society seemed to become more and more similar to the world where humans 

reside today. In the Brave New World pre-conditioning serves the same advertising 

purpose it does today. 

 Celebrities such as Britney Spears, 50 cent, Beyonce and so on are idolized by 

young people.  The time spent watching television for most children and adults alike is 

much more of the time individuals spent on outside activities.  Television does not offer 
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us problems to solve or any means to think for oneself.  Instead, television lives the 

viewers experience, thinks for them and tells the viewer how to think.  Many young 

ladies decide to go to extreme measures, such as throwing up their food, in an attempt to 

reach the perfect body.  Models themselves have been heard to be anorexic in able to 

keep their figure.  Furthermore, television teaches the viewer their values.  For example, 

little children are taught to count, talk and learn morals lessons through advertising.  

However, many of these shows and advertising can also be turned around in a negative 

way. Alcohol commercials and junk foods are praised on television, thus making the child 

viewing such things to desire the products. 

 Preconditioning in the “Brave New” world is approached in many ways.  One of 

the ways is by “the principle of sleep-teaching” (pg.17), where different castes have 

different concepts.  For example, the sixth paragraph of page 10 “...and Delta children 

wear khaki.  Oh no, I don't... I'm glad I'm a Beta” illustrates the preconditioning given to 

them as children.  Television does the same by using Arthur, Dora the Explorer and 

shows like Barry to tell the children at an early age what is right morally.  These children 

are not given a change to judge their moral values with experience on their own. 

 Another method use in Huxley's novel is the isolation of the children that were 

different.  In chapter three, a boy who was not comfortable with erotic play (pg. 22 5th 

paragraph “...Nothing much...the started yelling right now...”) was sent to a psychologist.  

He was not given the opportunity to be accepted, thus they isolated him.  One of the 

mottoes was to throw away the unwanted instead of mending it.  That is advertising.  

Every year technology advances; the public is asked to replace the old technology for the 

new one.  The purpose for this is for humans to keep consuming.  If the same piece of 

blouse is always fixed whenever a hole has appeared, blouse seller's income would 

decrease.  In both worlds, the economy is valued. 

 In modern day, humans are all slaves of ads, television, celebrities and products. 

Aldous Huxley managed to portray the world of today through that of the world in the 

book. Even though the book uses extreme measures by viewing parents as a subject 

worthy of taboon, the thought that modern society might end up being the Brave New 

World is terrifying. However, the similarities between the book's world and ours cannot 
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be ignored. It is a matter of time, unless something is done, until humans will be 

decanted.       

        

         ---Yoskaira Marte 

 

Question: Huxley's novel is prophetic in its vision of a “new” world that bears a certain 

resemblance to our own. Choose two of the following: genetic engineering, cloning, stem 

cell research, antidepressant medications, advertising (television commercials, print ads, 

billboards etc). Explain how and where each idea is predicted in a similar form in the 

novel; discuss the developments that Huxley was trying to warn us about and their 

importance to the themes in the book.  

 

 Aldous Huxley wrote Brave New World in 1932. It is surprising to see that now, 

seventy-five years later, some of his predictions have come true in a way. In the book, 

Huxley introduced new inventions and processes that are used  today. Although things in 

the book are a little exaggerated, there are many similarities between our world and the 

New World. 

 In the New World, whenever someone was sad, upset or stressed out, they took 

soma. Soma, usually taken in the form of tablets, calmed then down and made them 

forget all about their problems. “A gramme is better than a damn” as they would say. It 

gave them a false sense of happiness. Today, when people are sad or depressed, we give 

them antidepressant medication. Antidepressants are not taken frequently as soma and 

usually aren't used so openly, but they have the same affects. They both suppress 

unwanted emotions. They both also do nothing to help solve the real problem that you are 

facing. The sense of happiness only lasts so long, and when it's over, your problems are 

right there to welcome you back to reality. 

 In the New World, people were conditioned to like, dislike, and do whatever they 

were told to do. They used a process called hypnopedia, in which they played a recording 

over and over on a synthetic music box while the children slept, until what was said on 

the recording became their own thoughts. Today we have advertising. There are 



61 
 

advertising everywhere: on television, in magazines, on billboards, in movie theaters, at 

bus stop. Everywhere you go you will see a advertising telling you to buy this or look like 

that. No, we are not hypnotized into liking, buying, or doing something. We are 

influenced or convinced to do theses things. There is no voice played in our sleep 

ordering us to do theses things, but the constant commercials and ads telling you how 

amazing their product is, makes us want to buy it. 

 In the New World, “Everyone is happy now”. At least that is what they are 

conditioned to think. They are made to be happy and to consume. The director of the 

Central London Hatchery and Conditioning Centre says, “Imagine the folly of allowing 

people to play elaborate games which do nothing whatever to increase consumption. Its 

madness”. Like society today, it's all about money. We are conned out so much money 

with taxes, health care, and money over-priced things. 

 Our world isn't like the New World, but at this rate, we are getting there. 

Technology is advancing by the minute and we're already huge consumers. With all the 

antidepressants and other drugs to suppress our feelings and temporarily rid us of our 

problems, we'll soon be just as “happy” as the people in the New World. Huxley knew 

this would happen, and with Brave New World, he is just warning us by showing us how 

bad things could get----Samantha Gonzalez 
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Dear Reader,   

 

 We would like begin by commending those who allowed us to express our voices 

within this magazine.  Mrs. Handler, our English teacher, James our beloved T.A, Mr. 

Marte, the S.T.E.M. coordinator, and Mrs. Marte, for her “delish” food.  We would like 

to thank these individuals for providing us with vast opportunities that we will have, and 

will continue to take advantage of in the oncoming years.  But really, what other 

programs distributes awesome yellow graphing calculators to all of its calculus students 

and have their students fully engaged in discussions over weird utopias in which 

everyone gets high on a little thing called soma? (Mhhhmm Soma!)  Of course S.T.E.M 

wasn’t a walk in the park.  Actually, to be honest, we were almost fully deprived of our 

social lives.  If it weren’t for lunch, we wouldn’t even have a social life.  

On this day, our critical writing and reading classes have assembled a collage of 

our best pieces that we would all love for you to read.  Our work ranges from simple 

personal narratives that express past experiences, to complex research/persuasive papers 

that provide us with very opinioned views on topics such as Abortion, Euthanasia, and 

even Puerto Rican independence.  Please join us as we take this journey with you to 

explore the work that we have created during this summer 2007.   

 

Thank you, 

 

The S.T.E.M Critical Reading and Writing Class of 2007. 

                   

 

 

                                      

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Top Left to Right: T.A James, Nicole Cabrera, Krishna Parikh, Shuhan 

Wang, Judy Kwuang, Victoria Ng. Mary Ng, Wenn Li, Shiou Mei Huong, 

Kumhyun Song 

Bottom Left to Right: Benazir Martinez, Vickie Wu, Nashaun Lemay, 

Emmanuel “El Tigre” Arnaud, Kayla Steele, Kwame Kyei.  
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Mrs. Handler 
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  These personal narratives depict turning points in our lives and memories that are still 

vivid in our memories. You will read what we have experienced and step into our shoes 

for a short moment. We have worked on these pieces for your entertainment so you can 

see what were the turning points and memories in our lives. We would like to introduce 

to you the personal narratives of our STEM Critical Reading and Writing class of 2007.  
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   Life in Taiwan  
 

 In the universe, there’s an invisible container for everyone and  

everything. Each one takes form according to the growing process of its  

owner. There might be one full of wisdom and ocean for the whale, another filled with 

passion for the fire, and many others for many, many different  

beings. To me, my container takes shape in my home country, Taiwan. 

 In Taiwan, I lived in an apartment in a very nice neighborhood. This 

neighborhood consisted of a kindergarten, college, restaurants, and stores that I was once 

able to name, probably not all, but most of them. My apartment was surrounded by 

others’ apartments, like those seen in Flushing and Manhattan, but with fewer cars and 

more trees and flowers. When I was small, I would ride bicycles around the 

neighborhood with my family, especially with my sister and my brother, or by myself. I 

would ride up the slope to a library, to where my mother worked, and to the post-office or 

bookstores. I was also fond of walking. I would walk to the streets that have various 

shops on it with my grandmother. Once, she bought me a stamp-collector album which I 

finally finished filling after some years. 

 The year I turned five, my mom began driving me to the kindergarten in a 

motorcycle whenever the school was in session. I don’t remember the kindergarten very 

well, except for a circle thing, which bounced off whoever jumped on it. It was on the 

playground, and there was also a large scale plastic toy house where I played a lot. I went 

to the elementary school with my friends. In my neighborhood, most children of similar 

age went to the same elementary school; there was a specific bus to ride on every 

morning and back every afternoon. We called it a name that sounded like school bus in 

English, but with different words. We knew the bus driver very well. 

 I liked to visit the bookstore a lot; there were shelves with items that caught my 

eyes immediately. There were also shelves for tons of CDs and books that I never 

finished reading. Sometimes when the desire came, I would choose a book and sit in the 

place the bookstore provided and read until I forgot what time it was. Every time I went 

there, I was surrounded by scenes of pretty yellow light that shone in the store, a peaceful 
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and pleasant feeling, and the kind faces of the big sisters and brothers behind the counter. 

 There’s a fruit that I rarely see in America, but it was commonly known in 

Taiwan. Its surface was green and the inside white. There were plenty of seeds inside, all 

edible, and I always smelled a sweet scent from it. There were also trees that I played 

with a lot not knowing how they were there. Sometimes I made circles on my palm out of 

the leaves that did not easily break and sometimes I found flowers to drink from. 

 There was an area of grass and trees near apartments of me and all my friends. 

The kids, including me, would play hide and seek in a forest-like ground that was pretty 

near. I remember the first time I went in there. I was very frightened, but fear was 

overcome by curiosity overcame my fear and I dashed through the ground as if I had 

known it for a long time. 

 I used to plant trees with my grandfather, who had lots and lots of planting 

experiences before me. Once I helped him pull out wild grasses on a ground near the new 

apartment and when I was tired, I rested under one big tree. My grandmother and my 

sister drew plans for that space. According to them, there will be a space for flowers; 

sometimes we can even lead guests across the beautifully planned place. The flowers 

gradually turned out to be vegetables, however, when my grandfather planted them in; 

only a little rectangular space was saved for flowers. Someone told me to put rocks 

around the space so no one would tread on it; I think it was my grandmother, my mother, 

or my sister, so I followed. Together, my family and I found rocks with different shapes 

to put along the border. When summer came, the place blossomed with flowers as 

beautifully as anything could be. The vegetables also grew in the summer and we would 

walk through a little sidewalk while my grandfather or my father explained what plant it 

is. Sometimes we would pull out vegetables that were good to eat and we brought it home 

for my mother to cook. 

 There are many experiences and more memories in my neighborhood and 

Taiwan. I still remember the beautiful sunset that we saw through the window and the 

environment that is full of hope, innocence, curiosity, kindness, and life that shaped 

whoever I am and will also to other children who grow up there. 

                                                                                                         Shiou Mei Huang 
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                                            Summer Kickoff 
 

  I woke up to the soft humming of my air-conditioner. I couldn’t hear the 

incessant beeping of an alarm meant to jerk me awake at 6:30 in the morning. I smiled to 

myself and gladly tried to fall back asleep. School’s out, summer’s here and I can finally 

relax. However, someone had hit the fast forward button on my vacation and come 

Monday, I was back at school again. The realization didn’t occur to me until the first day 

of summer school that this summer was not all about chasing butterflies and 

daydreaming. I barely had time to loosen up and I already had to sit with attention and 

have a serious expression painted across my face. I was intimidated by my new summer 

workload, but luckily I still had a Fourth-of-July vacation to take a breath before 

plunging into a hectic month ahead. That was when I would enjoy myself and give my 

summer a better start. 

 Meanwhile, July Fourth was only about three hours away. Not doing homework 

and having no school tomorrow, I had nothing planned. After I trudged home after a long 

second day of school, I asked my grandma the question I already knew the answer to, 

hoping and praying that for some wild reason, someone had planned a family barbeque 

even though absolutely no one had mentioned it. Up till the very last second, I went to 

bed but refused to believe that a perfect day would be gone to waste but my grandma had 

said no. No July Fourth is complete without a barbeque. Especially at the beginning of 

the summer, loose ends need to be tied from the end of the school year and updates on 

summer plans need to be disclosed. 

 Even though I was dejected by my grandma’s answer, I had a speck of hope that 

by some miracle, a barbeque could still be prepared in time. While I was venting about 

my much-needed barbeque to my friends online, amazingly, my grandpa called at 10:30 

at night saying, “Judy, tell your mom about the barbeque tomorrow.” I was so elated and 

shocked simultaneously that I began to squeal and hop about like some pig crossed with a 

kangaroo. After my fit of joy, I calmed down but became confused by the sudden and 

very last-minute arrangement. Why? How? Huh? I don’t even know where to begin. I 

speculated that because I had brought up the topic today, I had spurred some 

consideration on my behalf and my wish astonishingly came true! 
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 I woke up and it was finally here: my short but sweet, sweet vacation! All 

morning till late afternoon, I couldn’t concentrate on my homework. I was too excited for 

the time to come, always listening for the doorbell to ring and signal their arrival. I 

decided to finish all my homework now so that I could be worry-free later; there would 

be no distressing reminder in the back of my mind eating away at my mirth. This family 

get-together was going to be the peak of my day, mingling with my relatives and 

enveloping myself in the familiar voices of aunts, uncles, and grandparents as they 

resonated off the backyard wall. 

 The hands of the clock miraculously slid across its dial and before I knew it, it 

was time to flip kabobs and smell like charcoal. Possessing a feeling of accomplishment 

about having completed my homework, I bounded down the steps to the backyard and 

greeted all my relatives who were present. I eagerly helped set up the tables, chairs, food, 

and utensils outside while my uncles worked at the grill. Pretty soon, there was nothing 

left to do but to sit and wait for the food to be edible.  

 Laughing and talking, my cousins and I began to eat whatever was ready. The 

fish-ball kabob is my favorite. It lay steaming, just off the grill, on a paper plate and I 

popped one into my mouth. The call of my stomach was thundering in my ears, but the 

fish-ball was too hot and I screamed, instinctively huffing at it with my mouth open. 

Steam came out of my mouth and I pretended to be a fire-breathing dragon. 

 I said to one of my cousins, “Benson, look! HAWWH!” I put my arm up and blew 

my breath parallel to it, contrasting the white steam against the midnight blue of my 

sleeve. We all laughed and everything got silly. Some of my cousins also pretended to be 

fire-breathing dragons and Benson was breathing in smoke with his mouth open. 

 My uncles were still at the grill, perpetually flipping chicken wings, hotdogs, and 

bread like automaton. Droplets of water began to fall, sporadically at first and then a 

constant drizzle. My dad and grandpa rushed around and used umbrellas, plastic curtains 

and whatever else they could find to shelter the grill from rain. Under the covered patio, 

the rest of us chatted while waiting for more food to be cooked. I conversed with one of 

my favorite cousins, Christine, who was going off to college. I will miss her and will only 

be able to see her during the summer: another reason for this compulsory family outing. 

Christine, my other cousin Connie, my sister and I have grown up together, but now one 
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of us would soon be leaving. With turbulent lives as teenagers, we were privileged to be 

together at the same place at the same time. Because she was leaving, this also meant that 

this was the summer to make the most of our time together.  

 I was sitting next to Christine, eating and reading all the witty and nostalgic 

comments in her yearbook. I laughed at all the different and convoluted ways in which 

her friends left long notes of funny memories and well wishes. Afterwards, I braided her 

mile-long hair just to show off my newly acquired skill. What had been just for fun 

turned into another trend and my aunt soon began to braid Connie’s hair as well. Tired 

from the intricate procedure of fingers and hair and rubber bands, we went into the house 

to watch a comical movie. It was hilarious and the four of us couldn’t stop convulsing 

with laughter. When eyelids couldn’t be sustained open any longer and throats were sore 

from gossiping, everyone said their good-byes, embraced, and left for their comfortable 

beds at home.  

 I remained by the door waving as they drove away. It was a day of fun I will 

never forget. After some reflection that night, I learned two life lessons from my cousin’s 

imminent departure. I realized that people continually come into and step out of your life. 

I also discovered that time is transient. It is up to you to keep relationships alive and 

spend your time wisely because nobody will wait for you. Once the grains of time have 

slipped through your fingers, it will be lost forever as it runs with the river out into the 

far-reaching expanse of ocean. As my cousin and I grew up, our worlds expanded. I will 

keep in touch with her and many other close friends. As for everyone else, we were 

meant to be if karma lets us meet once again in the real world. 

 

        -------Judy Kuang        

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

72 
 



    Terror in Da Bronx 

 When we first moved from Ghana to the Bronx, my family thought it was a 

perfect place to raise their children, and provide them with a better education. We felt this 

way because we didn’t know much about the Bronx. Actually it’s more like hell, maybe 

worse; it’s more like place to raise animals.  

 My first week passed quickly; my uncle decided to take me around the city to see 

a baseball game. I was happy when he invited me, because I’ve always wanted to see the 

American sport at the Yankees Stadium, to watch the Yankees play. I don’t quite recall 

which team they were playing against. Maybe the Mets; it was my first time seeing a real 

baseball game and, although I didn’t like it, I sat there and pretended that I did. I was 

looking at the man selling hot dogs and was more interested in the images that projected 

on the big screen. The fact of the matter is I was more curious about the spectator’s 

reactions than the game itself.  Suddenly, the Yankees hit a home run, the spectators got 

up screaming, shouting, pouring water on them on that hot summer afternoon. This event 

opened me to a new culture; for the most part, I was more interested in soccer than in 

baseball. But unfortunately the Bronx wasn’t as great as I imagined.    

 It all began when I was walking down the street by myself, I was worn out from 

my strength training class; the air was dry and humid; my head was aching like a 

blacksmith trying to burn the hot iron. Suddenly, a whole gang surrounded me. There 

were about fifteen of them wielding knives, bats and other weapons. My heart began to 

beat faster than a twister.  

 “Yo you blood,” asked one of the gang members. I remember thinking, yea I have 

blood in my veins, but I knew that wasn’t the question.  

 “Answer the man fool,” said the guy with the knife. 

 I tried to say something but I couldn’t think of a word. Luckily, I saw that some of 

my friends from my strength training class were trying to get to the same street at the 

corner of Wester Ave.  

 “Oh Sh*t! My n*gger Kwame is about to get jumped!” said Anthony one of the 

first friends to arrive at the scene. 
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 “Word,” agreed Peter. 

 “Dead ass,” replied Anthony. 

 Eventually everyone from my strength training class came to help me out. 

Students with kick boxing and karate skills got there on time!  They put their skills to use. 

We decided to go “One D”. This is when each group chooses one person to fight while 

the other watch the fight. 

 “F**k is this ni**a gonna do b*t*h! Dis is my block! My territory n*gga!” said 

the guy with the bat. 

 “F**k dat! F*ck da blood. Dis isn’t your sh*t! F*ck y’all niggers.,”  Anthony 

exclaimed.  

 “What b*t*h?” said the guy with the bat.  

 He swung the bat at Anthony. Anthony quickly ducked, and threw a jab to the 

left. He turned and kicked the bat to his face; the guy with the bat was unable to block the 

kick. Blood gushed out from his nose, eyes and mouth. Peter threw a paper towel to the 

guy with the bat and shouted 

 “Damn n*g*e* wipes yourself you bleeding.”  

  It was a bloody afternoon. But the cops came and everyone dispersed. Although 

life in the Bronx is honorable; the terror still remains on the streets. 

 

 

                                                                             --------Kwame Kyei 
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The First Ride in Air 

 
  I thought planes was had comfortable large chairs, delicious meals, and 

would serve you like a prince. This would make me feel as if I were sitting in the big 

leather chair, holding a fancy glass in my right hand filled with Coca-Cola while 

someone was massaging my left hand. How wonderful and enjoyable was that? 

 Airplanes were rarely seen in my village. Each time they flew over the village, 

children would gather together and yell, “Hey, Look! The machine bird is here again. 

Let’s get some rocks and shoot it down!” Immediately we would pick up small rocks 

from the ground and aim at the planes. But usually the rocks fell back on our heads and 

we had lumps as a result of our foolish act. The planes were more beautiful at night. We 

could see thousands of stars blinking as planes flew by. Their lights would blink like the 

stars, but the light from the planes was more attractive and they were brighter than 

everything else in the sky at night.  

 One day, my mom called me in a hurry, “Wen, hurry, come over here! Pack your 

things in this bag and get ready for the trip tomorrow.” She handed me a small empty bag 

to my hand. 

 “What trip? To where? With who, for what…” I asked her quickly in one breathe  

 “A trip to America, to see Daddy with Yu and I. Now go up and start packing,” 

my mom answered.  

 “Really? To see Daddy? Oh Yeappy, but are we taking plane to Daddy’s place?” I 

jumped up and down, and started dancing. 

 “Yes, by plane. Ok now, no more questions. I’m very busy here, go up to your 

room, and do what I told you. If not there will be no plane for you,” Finally, I stopped 

questioning her, and danced through the hall to my room. I was so excited about flying up 

in the sky tomorrow. Yeappy! 

 After I packed everything into the bag, I ran immediately to one of my best 

friend’s house and told her this news. She felt jealous. But, what I did not know was that 

this “trip” would make me lose this best friend. 

 Next day, I woke up early in the morning because I was too excited the other 

night. When my mom, my brother and I walked down the street, there were already 
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people and cars waiting for us. The cars took us to the airport within an hour. In the 

airport, my mom went to do the check in, and my brother and I were waiting on the bench 

with my grandparents and some other relatives. I could not wait to go on the plane! I 

could not sit still. All I could think about was how beautiful the place will be. After long 

hours of waiting, we finally went through the iron tunnel, which connected the plane’s 

entrance and building. While walking to the airplane, I saw people with kits and bags, 

and others with children in their arms. The tunnel was not so long, it was just few steps 

toward the entrance of the plane, but it took longer than what I expected because it was 

crowded. 

 Then, when we passed through the tunnel, I got in and saw many people in the 

plane’s aisle walking, squeezing, passing, running, and screaming! Children were crying 

because it was a mess! I could not believe my eyes. Because it was so difficult to pass 

through, my mom called a stewardess to help find our seats, and put our bags on the 

upper case. I felt astonished about what I saw. The Chair was not big enough to put a 

small bag beside me! The hall was long, but it was hard for two people to walk through 

side by side. The air conditioners were on, but it was still hot. Everything was wrong, 

wrong, and wrong. “Why am I here?” I asked myself a few times whispered, but no one 

could answer me. I tried to calm down and closed my eyes. Everything seems like a 

dream, a terrible dream…… 

 “Wake up, Wen, wake up, its dinner time,” my brother Yu was shaking my 

shoulders and woke me up. 

 I woke up with my eyes mid-open; I did not really want to eat. When the meal 

was placed on front of me, my eyes were completely opened. There was seafood, 

vegetable, fruit and soup plus a cup of Coca-Cola, Yummy~! The chairs were 

uncomfortable for sleeping, but at least the food was delicious. When I finished my 

dinner, I started to get bored. I tried to talk to my brother, but he ignored me with his eyes 

closed. Then I turned to my mother to ask her some questions about the trip, but she fell 

asleep. I felt if I was sitting alone on an unknown island. I felt lonely; I tried to close my 

eyes, but my eyelids just could not close! I picked up the headphone and turned the radio 

on, and stared through the window. I thought I was going to see some stars outside, but I 
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did not; the only thing I saw was a night sky with no stars, no moon, and no light, but it 

was pitch black. 

 The plane finally turned on its light, and everyone woke up. I put down my 

headphone, and turned to my mom, she had already woke up and was now holding a cup 

of coffee in her hand. 

 “Mom, why doesn’t Daddy come and visit us?” I asked. 

“Daddy has to work, and he does not have time to come back, so that is why we are 

moving to America,” she answered me after she drank a sip of coffee. 

“Didn’t you say it was a trip? A trip only takes a few days, what do you mean by 

MOVING?” I was confused. 

“I know you refuse to move away from China since you want o stay with your 

grandparents and your friends; the trip is just an excuse for you to go with me,” she 

explained.  

“So you lied to me, right?” I cried, tears soon flooded my eyes, but I tried not to let 

them fall out of my eyes. My mother did not answer me, but I knew I was right. I still 

tried to keep the tears inside, but no matter how hard I tried; tears were now all over my 

face. 

 This ride was liked an explosion in my life; it changed my life. I sacrificed 

everything back in my country for this ride. After I came to America, I felt miserable and 

confused. It was like a piece of white paper, but when I got used to it, it started to have 

images and colors. 

 Should I think that the sacrifice I made was worth it or should I think living in my 

own country was the right decision?    

        ---------Wen Jing Li 
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    Moving Ahead 
 

  It was decided. Without the approval of my brother and I, our lives were 

about to instantly change and there was nothing we could do about it.  

                “We’re moving to Long Island,” my mom said, as though it were an everyday 

phrase. Although my family had discussed this with me before, it was still stunning news. 

I never paid much attention to those talks, seeing as the chance of that was very slight. At 

first, I didn’t believe my mom. Holding back the urge to roar with laughter, I asked her, 

“Why?”  

  “Your dad and I feel that Brooklyn is not the best place for our children to grow 

up in. There will be times when you and William will have to walk down the street alone 

and we need to be sure that you will make it safely.” She was referring to the many gangs 

in the area but I did not understand at that time because I was young and inexperienced. 

As an eight-year-old, the most intimidating thing I knew in the neighborhood was the 

weird stares I got from fellow shoppers when I skipped down the frozen food aisle in Key 

Food.  My ignorant self was not aware that those strangers could hurt me in ways that 

were unbelievable.  

 “But, I don’t want to!” I whined. It was the typical response that usually gets you 

no where. 

  “Think about it. We’re going to have a bigger house and a bigger yard. It’ll be 

lots of fun,” she said, hoping this would satisfy me.  It didn’t. 

  “Okay then, but I won’t like it.” I replied. Still, I didn’t quite believe this. Any 

day now, my parents would change their minds and tell us we were to stay in Coney 

Island forever.  

 A month before, my family and I had visited a new development called “The 

Meadows” in Selden, New York. A real estate agent spoke to my parents about the 

number of houses being built, their prices, and other nonsense you probably don’t care 

about. Exploring the model homes was the “coolest” part. Each house had at least four 

bedrooms, two living rooms, one walk-in closet, two and a half bathrooms, and a huge 

backyard compared to the one in my present home. But, the outside was even more 

breathtaking. The lush, green grass, the dark red mulch, the vivid flowers, the plump 
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squirrels, and the large amount of life were all enticing. However, I never thought that I 

would ever live there for good. Well, life is unpredictable. 

  I was currently in the third grade when I discovered the momentous news. I had 

two very close friends, Lorraine and Ivy, who pretty much despised each other. In this 

threesome, I had the role of keeping them from clawing each other’s eyes out since I was 

the best friend of both of them. Well, I didn’t tell them I was moving. It’s not that 

important. Anyway, if I told them, then this news would be true for sure. It was best for 

me to keep my mouth shut. Besides, it’s not like I’ll keep this a secret forever because I 

wouldn’t want my two favorite classmates to wonder if I fell into a ditch or something 

due to my absence. Of course, things don’t always work out as planned. A couple days 

later, Lorraine approached me with a face of utter confusion. “Are you moving?” She 

asked.  

 “H-How did you know?” I said.  

 Apparently, she thought that I didn’t know I was moving. “Whoa” came out of 

her mouth. “My mom told me. She heard it from Anna’s mom who heard it from her 

neighbor who heard it from her sister who heard it from…you know, people.” In the end, 

it all led back to my mother. She had told one person and that one person told the world. 

News travels lightning fast when there are gossip lovers around. 

  I replied, “Yeah, I am.”  

  “Fine, then. Good-bye. Leave me here with Ivy.” That hurt. It was exactly the 

response I didn’t want to hear. Now, Lorraine would treat me differently for the rest of 

the school year. Adios to my old life.  

  The busyness began when in April. The plan was to leave after school ended. 

Mom and Dad had to constantly place ads in the Real Estate section of the newspaper and 

set up open houses. Dozens of phone calls rushed in, causing my parents to have to repeat 

the same information over and over again. I was not fond of the open houses; I did not 

want to know which maniac would be living in my room, watching television in my 

living room, and eating in my dining room in the future. When people visited my home 

for the open house, I would sit on the sofa each time and give them the dirtiest look a 

third grader could make. Call me selfish, but I will always call it first come, first serve. 

But, the day came when one family especially seemed to enjoy this three bedroom house. 
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A boy maybe three years older than me was poking around the place having the time of 

his life. “I disapprove of you living here,” I thought to myself. It was too bad what I said 

could not change anything.  

  It turned out that the worst had come. That family with the imbecilic boy had 

bought our house. Let the packing begin. So long to all the memories made in this house. 

I took pictures of everything, including the wall where I had marked my height and the 

fence which I had climbed over numerous times to reach my neighbor’s house.  From an 

outsider view, it would have looked like a waste of a film roll but to my family and I, 

those pictures represented the lives we had lived. 

 I now realize that the move had influenced who I became later on. When I was 

eight, I had wanted everything to stay the same; I didn’t want to grow up and I hated it 

when something new replaced an item that was a part of me. I loved the way everything 

was, but I was the only one who wanted that.  

  Finally, on a hot day in July, we all moved to our newly built house. A moving 

truck followed our green caravan with all our belongings. (I hated to have to stuff my 

stuffed animals in a box; they deserved better than that.) When we all arrived at 16 

Hudson Street, it was still early in the afternoon. I got out of the car and stretched my legs 

after the one and a half hour long trip which felt like a year. We were finally there! We 

were staying too! However, so much was still swimming in my mind. Dazed from the 

millions of good-byes and promises to visit, I paced around the porch and just pondered. 

My parents and my brother followed the moving people to tell them where to place our 

furniture. Around my tenth or fifteenth time around the porch, something caught my eye. 

A short boy younger than me was slowly passing by in a scooter. He had blonde hair and 

there were sunglasses with studded fake diamonds on his head. His nails were painted 

bright pink and he was staring at me. I stared back. So, this was how it was. Welcome to 

my new life.   

 As summer zoomed past, I grew more and more apprehensive at the thought of 

school. Fourth grade…weird kids…horrific teachers…it was all over for me. Then, it was 

the day. The most frightening day of a student’s life had come. Actually, it wasn’t so bad. 

My classmates were all friendly and fought over who should be my new friend. No one 

had fangs and my teacher liked me because she thought I was smart. Believe me, I was 
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laughing on the inside. But, no new friend or teacher could replace the ones I had had 

back in P.S. 100.  

  Before I moved, I used to fear change. Clinging to my old stuff, I never gave a 

chance to anything new. I was afraid that once something small changed, then that would 

change myself or worse, someone I cared about. This move made me see the light and 

know that change is for the better. You don’t lose anything; you gain something.  

 As a matter of fact, Lorraine and I never stopped being friends. Ironically, we 

both expected each other to change. But, we didn’t. Lorraine was still her own friendly, 

loving self. I was still…unique. Our first phone conversation went a little like this.  

 After dialing and hearing someone pick up the phone, I asked, “Hello, Lorraine?” 

  “Hi. What are you doing now?” she replied.  

  “Nothing. Our house is all messed up and everything needs to be rearranged. I’ve 

been sleeping on the mattress on the floor these past few days!” 

  I hear a chuckle and then she said, “You’re weird.” I knew she meant it jokingly. 

In third grade, we had both deduced that we were weird.  “You should come to my house 

again soon,” she added. 

 “Ok, you person,” I said. 

 “Your face!” It was an overused phrase of hers. We both laughed for what seemed 

like ages. This showed that we were the same people and that was a relief. Then, Lorraine 

said another overused phrase of hers. “Life is good,” I hear.  

 Oh yes, it is. 

        -------- Victoria Ng 
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      House for Sale 
 

 There are just some events in your life that no matter what, you cannot ever 

forget. The event that is closest to me is the time when I moved to my new house in the 

year 2000. At that time I was only 8, going onto 9.  I was just an average kid going into 

the third grade. This event had a great impact in my life and has brought a great change in 

my life.  

 One summer night coming back from New Jersey, my dad had made wrong turn. 

It was a very hot day and it was also very humid. It felt even worse because my parents, 

my sister, my cousins and I were squished into car. On top of all of that the A/C went bad 

on the way back. After making the turn we realized that we had turned into the wrong 

street. A sign came saying “Dead End Ahead”. My dad said that “We need to make a U-

Turn”. Just making the U-Turn we saw a house with a sign saying Century 21 Real Estate 

for Sale Call ###-###-####. We were looking for a house for the past year and couldn’t 

find the perfect one. This one specifically caught our eyes because it looked pretty good 

and large from outside, there was a big driveway and a garage which we really needed to 

park our two cars because it is really hard to find street parking in Queens. My dad wrote 

down the phone number and the address of the house, so he could call them and set an 

appointment to go see the house. We finally little by little found the way home at about 

1:00 a.m. “What a day that was”.  

 The next day my dad called the real estate agent. We got an appointment to go see 

the house for that evening.  At first sight, we knew that it was the perfect house for us. 

Sure enough, the house had four bedrooms, 2 ½ bathrooms, a finished basement, a 

garage, and many other things that we wanted to have in a house. When we were done 

seeing the house, my family was in agreement that we all liked the house. We also 

brought my uncle, my cousin, and other close relatives to see the house and if they 

thought it was good. After that, the big decision was out. My parents told them that we 

liked the house and we were planning to buy it. The seller and all of us were in 

agreement. There were long legal processes that we had to go through before we were 

considered the rightful owners of the house. First of all we had to sign a legal contract 

between the buyer and seller stating that he wants to sell the house and that we wanted to 
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buy it. After that we had to wait about three weeks until the closing date. It was then time 

for the closing. At the closing, my parents had to sign a lot of legal documents about the 

property and the mortgage. Everything went smoothly. We got our key to the house and 

we told them the date that we would start living there.   

 Finally, the time was coming close for us to move into the house. That was the 

time when I realized that I was not just moving into a new house, but, also that this event 

is going to have a big change in my life. I would even have to give up a lot of things to 

get to live in this new house. Leaving this apartment would mean that I would have to 

leave all of my cousins in that apartment. Leaving this apartment would also mean that I 

have to leave all my friends of that area. Leaving this apartment would also mean, going 

to a new school district, I would have to change my school and I would miss all my 

friends from school.  

 I was really nervous and wasn’t sure about this. All my excitement that I had for a 

few months about moving to my new house was all gone in a single blink of a second. I 

wasn’t really sure if I wanted to move to my new house. Even though my old apartment 

was a little small for us, at least I was happy. At that time in my head all the positive 

things that I would get in that new house canceled out the things that I would lose from 

leaving this apartment. Even though my new house was about 2 miles away from my old 

house, my friends and cousins and I wouldn’t be able to meet everyday.  

 Finally the day came to go start living in our new house. At that time, most of the 

furniture was already moved. Some of my friends, my family members and some of my 

parents close friends came to help us move some of the stuff that we weren’t done 

moving yet. They stayed for most of the day and it was fun. At the night we ordered 

Pizza before they left, I didn’t feel like eating the pizza even though it is my favorite 

because after all I knew that they are going to all leave my in this house in a 

neighborhood where I don’t even know a single person.  

 The rest of my summer went by pretty slow. I was worried about the first day of 

school at my new elementary school where I didn’t know a single person. It didn’t turn 

out to be that bad. I didn’t know people at this school, but there was one kid that was in 

my class in the last year at my old school who had moved. He turned out to be in my 
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class. Seeing him made me feel much better knowing that he was in the same situation as 

me. It’s a whole different feeling knowing that you are not the only one in that situation.  

 This event had a big impact on my life in many ways. First of all the most obvious 

one that everybody in my family tells me about, I used to be very shy before moving into 

my new house and after moving I started to be less and less shy little by little knowing 

that I had to mix in with new people and make friends. Another way in which this event 

has affected my life is that even if we don’t all live together like before, we are still going 

to be one big happy family. I used to think that my moving away would weaken the 

relations that we have in our family but I have come to realize that nothing has changed. 

The last and a very major way that this event has affected me is that since I moved I got 

to go to a better school district which has a big role in what I am today. Also, from 

moving I have made so many new friends which I am still friends with and they are there 

for me whenever I need them.  

 

        --------Krishna Parikh 
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The Cloudy Day 
 

  It was a cold day.  The sun was hiding behind the clouds and snow from 

the day before was still lying on the ground.  The dog outside of the house was barking at 

everyone who was passing in front of her.  I could hear the sounds of people making 

footprints on the snow, although I didn’t open my eyes. 

 My whole body was too tired.  I couldn’t get up from the bed.  I opened my eyes 

with the last strength I had.  I was shocked when I opened my eyes, because it was not 

the view of my room.  In my room, there was no television, telephone, clothes chest, nor 

picture of my dead grandfather.  I had forgotten for a second that I was at my 

grandmother’s house.  My grandmother’s house is in InCheon, Korea where the 

international airport is located.  Yes, that was the whole point.  I was going to leave for 

New York that day. 

 Everyone in the house was moving busily when I woke up.  My mom was 

dressing up to go to airport in my little cousins’ small room.  That was the only place 

where a desk was located in the whole house, so it was the best place for her to do her 

make up.  Suddenly, a voice came out from the kitchen.  “Kumhyun!  Come and eat 

breakfast!”  It was my grandmother who was serving breakfast to my sister and two little 

cousins.  My sister and two little cousins were eating breakfast with sleepy eyes.  They 

had just woken up like me.  Because I felt hungry, I sat down with them and ate two 

bowls of warm chicken soup. 

 After finishing my breakfast, I tried to look for the last person that should be in 

the house.  It would be two people if it was nighttime, because my grandmother lives 

with my uncle and two cousins.  However, my uncle goes to work during the daytime, so 

it was only my dad who was left.  I searched the whole house to find him.  But, he was 

not even at the storeroom in the corner of my uncle’s room.  So, I asked my mom, 

“Mom!  Where is dad?  He is not in the house.”  She responded, “Go outside and look for 

him.”  So, I went outside after putting on a warm, heavy jacket since I expected it to be 

cold outside. 

 It was colder outside than I thought!  My body started trembling.  As I walked 

toward the front entrance of the house, I made more footprints on the snow.  It was fun to 
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make them, so I walked around the garden of my grandmother’s house before I actually 

went outside.  My mom used to live in this old house before she married my dad.  I raised 

my head and looked at the sky.  Because of tall buildings around the house, I couldn’t see 

the sky well.  However, I could see that the sky was smoky and cloudy. 

 A few years ago, my mom told me that there were no tall buildings around the 

house and that the sky was really clear when she was young.  But, people started to build 

tall buildings about 20 years ago and she couldn’t see clear blue sky anymore.  I suddenly 

became curious.  ‘Was the sky clear when my mom stood here to go to her wedding?’  I 

think that the sky might have been clear, but I am sure the sky inside my mom’s mind 

was cloudy.  I have heard that every woman becomes anxious on the day of her wedding.  

I wasn’t sure about that feeling, but I tried to feel same way as my mom and went outside 

of the front entrance of the house. 

 When I went outside of the house, I could see my dad’s wide back.  I was so glad 

to see it, so I ran to him and hit his back with my both hands.  “What’s wrong with you, 

Kumhyun?”  My dad turned to me and I saw his face clearly.  I felt the clouds, which I 

made inside my own sky to feel same as my mom on her wedding day, had vanished.  My 

dad is someone who is like that.  It makes me comfortable to just look at him. 

 My dad was loading the luggage in to the van taxi with the taxi driver.  There was 

a lot, so we called a big van taxi.  I wanted to just stay outside with my dad, but since I 

was the only one who was not prepared to go to the airport, I ran inside the house to get 

packed.  When I completely dressed up and went outside, everyone was standing there.  

Because only four people could sit on the front of the van taxi, my grandmother, mom, 

and two cousins sat there.  My sister, father, and I sat on the back of the van taxi with all 

luggages.  I sat on the one of the luggages and the van taxi moved as I looked at my dad’s 

tired face. 

 People always told me that I look just like my father.  Since my father doesn’t 

look that good, I hated to hear this when I was younger.  Still, my dad was always my 

role model when I was small.  If my dad ate something that I never had seen before, I 

bravely ate it.  If my dad did something like getting rid of the snow from the streets, I did 

same thing to help him.  I always wanted to be a military pilot like my father.  However, 
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as I grew, my view of the world changed a lot, and I don’t follow my dad anymore.  Still, 

I respect and love him in my own way. 

 We were driving on the bridge that connects InCheon and AnMyeon Island, 

where the airport is located, just as I finished thinking.  It was not the first time I had 

gone there.  I had come here about four times before.  However, every time I went there, 

my heart started pounding.  Maybe, it is because I am afraid of flying in an airplane.  

Maybe it is because I am afraid to leave for New York where I have to start my whole 

life again.  Maybe it is because I forgot something to bring from grandmother’s house.  

No…it is none of them.  My heart starts pounding whenever I have to say good-bye to 

people I love. 

 My dad is someone who likes to drink, but I hate it when he drinks a lot, because 

it can hurt his health.  My dad is someone who likes to talk, but I am hate when he talks a 

lot, because my mom scolds him when he says something he should not.  My dad is 

someone who buys everything that I ask him to buy, but I don’t like when he does that, 

because he will spend too much money.  My dad is someone who loves his wife and 

daughters too much, but I don’t like that, because I cannot love him as much as he loves 

me. 

 After finishing check-in for my mom’s, sister’s and my flight tickets, all of us just 

sat in front of the gate and talked.  The time of the flight came closer and closer as we 

talked about many things.  I tried not to think about the time, but I kept looking at the 

watch on my left wrist.  “Oh! It is time to go.”  My mom said it as she looked up at the 

big watch that was located over the gate.  I slowly stood up from the seat, and walked 

toward a gate in front of us. 

 My mom, sister, and I stood in the line to go in to the gate.  “Study hard and don’t 

fight with your sister, okay?”  My dad said to me in bright tone.  I nodded without 

looking at him. Tears tried to come out from my eyes, but I didn’t want to cry, because it 

would make him sad, too.  So, I kept looking at the clock which was high enough to hold 

the tear in my eyes.  I showed my passport to a person standing in front of the gate, and 

passed the automatic door to have a security check.  Before the automatic door closed, I 

turned back for the last time, and saw my dad’s sad face.  A face that I won’t be able to 

forget until I meet him again. 
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 I sat down in my seat, which was fortunately next to the window in the airplane.  

The sky was still dark and cloudy.  My own sky was dark and cloudy, too.  Maybe, it will 

stay like this until I meet my dad again.  But, no…I will make it clear for now.  So, I can 

meet my dad with smile face when I go back.  Until then, good-bye Korea, good-bye dad. 

 

                                                                                 ----------Kumhyun Song 
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The Answer Under The Veil 

 
 Without going through my brain, a “No way!” jumped directly out of my mouth. I 

could hardly believe what my best friend was telling me. 

 We were in a park by my favorite apparatus—the swings. Interrupting my 

enormous joy, my friend suddenly said she had a question for me. With curiosity, I 

waited to accept whatever surprising question she had. However, this was the question I 

have not been able to answer for seven years. 

She cleared her dry throat and asked me, “Are your parents divorced?” 

At first, I was shocked. Then I said “No way!” and laughed. But the expression on 

her naïve and childish face was extremely serious. She resumed, “My grandma told me 

that your grandma once mentioned that your parents got divorced in America. They 

divorced, is that true?” She asked again to make sure. I looked deep into her black eyes 

and commented with a questioning tone, “How come my grandmother knows?” 

For the remainder of the day, I felt something blocking me from all the joys in the 

park that used to be so inviting to my young heart. All the temptations of the fantastic 

swings could not pull me out from being haunted by that question. 

For the next two days, I was thinking about that question. “Is that true, what she 

said?” At the age of nine, I knew well enough that my parents were not destined to be 

together. The images of their fierce and frequent fights when they were both living in 

China with me were so vivid and remained indelible in my little mind. Even though they 

both considered their marriage as the biggest mistake they ever made in their entire life, 

there was still a reason for me not to believe in what my friend had told me. That was the 

promise my mom made with her eyes tearful, holding me tight in her arms. She promised 

me that she would never divorce my father for only one reason, me. Nevertheless, the 

firm voice and grave face of my friend reentered my mind. I didn’t dare to ask my 

grandma about it. She had been taking care of me since my parents moved to America. I 

guess that was because I hated to hear the answer that I wanted least.  

That question remained a question mark till the day my mom called me from the 

other side of the globe—where she thought was the land to fulfill her American dreams. 

Without any omens or warning, she told me in a very tender and soft tone, as though she 
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was afraid that her words would break something, “My dear, I don’t want to keep you 

from the truth. I believe you deserve the right to know.” As soon as she said that, I knew 

what “secret” she was about to tell me perfectly. I wholly covered my ears, wishing they 

would be bothered by temporary malfunctions, so that I would not hear the heartbreaking 

words that were about to beam from the receiver. Meanwhile, I loosened my hands from 

my ears in order to know what the truth really was and catch the seemingly impossible 

words I dreamed of. One percent of my expectation was aborted as ninety-nine percent of 

my expectation worked Ice-coldly and cruelly. The sounds of that sentence, despite going 

through the 6000-kilometer-long telephone line, still well-aimed and as sharp as a sword 

pierced my heart. A fountain of tears burst out. Then I found myself in a bitter ocean of 

tears, flooding down my cheeks unstoppablely.  

Now, the answer is clear. But my heart is still vague. I felt an intense sense of grief 

from being deceived by an easily breakable promise. It overwhelmed me. I covered my 

head with my half-soaked blanket. I cried in the lowest volume as possible since I didn’t 

want anyone but myself to hear my stinging cry, including my mom by the phone and my 

grandma in the living room. In fact, I was the one who hated to hear the crying most.q 

I don’t remember how I went through the rest of the conversation with my mom. 

However, at least I had the answer to my friend’s the question. The next day, when 

we went back to school, I decided to spill my guts to her about how awful last night was 

to me. On the way to school, I wondered and tried to imagine her reaction after I told her 

the answer.  

Suddenly, I felt a pat on my shoulder from the back. I turned around and startlingly 

saw Qian—a girl whom I disliked, and had a horrible reputation in my grade. That was 

the first and only time that I met her on the way to school. She talked to me about a lot of 

things going on in school. I hardly remembered any of them but one rumor which was 

flying all over my school—that a girl’s mother divorced her father and is married to 

another man. Although she told me that the new father treated the girl fairly well, Qian 

also expressed her repulsive remarks on children raised in an incomplete family. I clearly 

heard her say with scorn, “Poor little XX! Thank God I was not her. Those children’s 

lives are miserable. Miserable!” 
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 I responded with silence while tears spun at the corners of my eyes once more. I saw 

the reflected shadow of myself in XX. I asked myself, “Would that be me? Would there 

be the same rumors of my miserable life in school? Would contemporaries view me in 

the same way through the colored-lens?” The dreadful continuation of my imagination 

scared me. I didn’t want to be the target of mocking and pitying. I am Shuhan Wang—

every inch of me is envied by my friends. I am Shuhan Wang—who is considered as a 

perfect kid. Due to the strong sense of self-dignity and pride yearning from the bottom of 

my heart, I didn’t allow any black spots for others to point on my snow-like “reputation”. 

At least, that's what I thought at the age of nine.  I especially didn’t want to admit that 

even Qian had a complete family, and the last thing I wanted was to watch her laugh at 

me with her cursed pity. Thus, from that moment, I decided not to tell the truth to anyone, 

including my best friends. I shut my mouth so tightly that I didn’t even say one word that 

day. Not even to my grandma. I swore that I was not going to be mocked by anyone and I 

would keep the answer hidden from the light forever, as if covered under a veil of lie. 

That day I began to live in a life filled with lies; a life where I rarely talked about 

topics related to parents; a life in which I am not mocked by any of those Chinese 

students, including Qian; a life that I never revealed or shared my truest feelings or 

thoughts about family life with anyone else, including my best friend, my parents and my 

grandma. 

That day, I was woken up from my carefree childhood. 

I pretended to be temporarily deaf so that I wouldn’t hear gossips with scorn and 

mocking of some kids with a broken family; I pretended to be temporarily dumb 

whenever the topics about parents were present. I sneaked into the crowds of kids 

developed under normal family. I failed the kids of my own kind as I continued to avoid 

all the chances to speak up for them and stand in the opposite side against them in order 

to keep myself safe instead. But, I had to. I had to!  

Year after year, as I grew and matured, I realized that it’s not a disgrace to say that 

my parents are divorced. Finally I understand that they are just not together any more. 

Nonetheless, they still have the same amount of love towards me as much as they did 

before, or rather, even more. So what’s there to feel ashamed about? Eventually, I 
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became tired of hiding the real answer from others and I had to admit that it was really 

hard to do so—to do things against your integrity and conscience. 

Every night, I dreamed about shouting out the truth to everyone and going back to 

my once carefree life. However, I know in reality it’s too late. As though the hidden 

answer was the only thread that held me from falling into the miserable and horrible cliff. 

I was saved from the cliff but suffered from enormous inner pain and remorse. 

Thinking back, that was the main reason I dreamed of immigrating to America as 

soon as possible—so I could start a new life. A life where I can tell the truth from the 

beginning, talk about parents-related topics, share my feelings and get rid of the rumors 

spread by those noisy Chinese people. And most importantly, to get back every thing I 

have lost in the last seven years. 

Finally, the time came! In the summer of 2006, with great joy I settled down my 

steps upon the land of America. With deep confidence, I began a new life and struggled 

for my bright future resumed in New York City.  

One day—that was about two months after the beginning of my new life, I found out 

that there was a park near my house that had swings in it. I went there immediately 

without hesitation but excitement, climbing onto the swing. By each step, I swung higher 

and farther. The wonderful feelings it gave to me filled my mind with rapture! I laughed 

so delightfully with joy and recalled: it was the first time I retrieved the sense of 

lightheartedness on the swings during the past seven years, since the last time my life was 

turned upside-down. 

As the swing swayed, I felt the faint breeze generated at the surface of my skin 

defused into my blood and touched my heart, uncovering the veil of that once hidden 

answer… 

                                                                                         ------- Shuhan Wang 
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The Grown-Up World 

- 
 It has been said that thirteen is a glorious year. It represents the beginning of the 

transition from childhood to adulthood. At thirteen, you become a teenager, from leaving 

the dirty, ratty sneakers to putting on pumps and the occasional spiked heels. However, 

the transition didn’t begin for me until a year later when I began volunteering at Coney 

Island Hospital in Brooklyn. 

 I still remember the date clearly, January 25, 2006. I remember feeling 

excitement, fear, and happiness. I was finally doing something that I thought was “cool” 

and grown-up, something that would open me up to the world. I didn’t realize that the 

grown-up world was just the opposite of what I envisioned. 

 I walked into the hospital that morning, at exactly 9 o’clock. I strolled 

through several doors into a spacious lobby, where I saw a door marked “Admitting” on 

my left and a reception desk on my right. As I walked on, I saw a darkened room a few 

feet away from the desk. Suddenly, the door opened and a security guard stepped out. He 

stood in front of me. 

“Where are you going?” 

 “I’m going to the Volunteer Services Office to hand in my working papers.” 

He responded with a nod and stepped aside. As I continued to the elevators, I was 

thinking with delight Ha! What a loser! He can’t stop me once I have an ID. That’ll show 

him! On the inside, I was smiling, feeling on top of the world.  

As I took the elevator to the 9th floor, my happy feeling fell to the ground, and I 

became nervous. Thoughts began to swarm through my head. Was I going to make 

friends? Who would I eat lunch with? I didn’t realize that these would be the least of my 

worries. 

After the “ding” of the elevator doors, I walked out and twisted the knob of the 

VSO door. There was a woman sitting behind a desk stacked with papers. I handed her 

my working papers and looked at her expectantly.  

“Am I able to start working today?” I asked. 

“Give me five minutes and I’ll check.” 
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While I was standing there waiting, I glanced around and I was amazed to see a 

bulletin board. It held a four month calendar with course names scattered on various 

dates: VNA Course, Pediatrics Course, Operating Room Course, and more. My jaw 

dropped; I was stunned. It never occurred to me that a volunteer could take part in 

hospital life in such an intricate way. 

“Vickie, isn’t it?” asked the woman, whom I now know as Eileen. After my 

murmur of agreement, she continued.  

“You’re ready to start today. Where do you want to go?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “Where do you need help?” 

“Well you could go to 4 West. They always need volunteers there.” 

As I left and got on the elevator, I was thinking about what I should expect. I was 

imagining a peaceful environment. I mean, after all, this was a hospital. Aren’t they 

supposed to be quiet and calm? Deep fear started to churn in my stomach. After the 

elevator’s ding for the fourth floor, I got off and made a right turn. I pushed open the door 

and took my first step. Suddenly, I was faced with chaos. 

There was a nursing station on my right with an “L” shaped desk and a large 

waiting room was on my left. As I looked down the corridor, I saw an almost endless 

number of rooms. Nurses and doctors bustled around, leaving one room and entering 

another. A group of medical students stood in the hallway, talking amongst themselves 

with their pens sailing across their papers. A worker wearing a blue uniform was 

emptying and collecting breakfast trays in his cart. Some patients were walking slowly up 

and down the corridor, their hands gripping onto the wall’s rail.  The fact that they were 

quivering as they walked frightened me; I’ve never seen this before.  

If someone held a gun to my head, I couldn’t have been more surprised. Breathe 

in, Breathe out, I thought to myself. I forced one foot in front of the other as I pasted on a 

happy smile. I walked up to the counter to the clerk talking on the phone. She hung up 

and smiled. 

“Hello. Are you working here?” 

I nodded. “It’s my first day.” 

“Well, I’m going on break right now. Come over to this side and I’ll teach you 

how to use the phone before I leave.” 
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She began to explain. “You answer the phone the way you usually do; if you’re 

putting someone on hold, you press the hold button,” she indicated with a jab of her 

finger, “and then hang up. If you need someone to come to this desk, and you don’t want 

to go search for them, press this button on this phone,” she pointed, “and when it glows 

red, say what you have to say. Do you have any questions?” 

I shook my head. 

“Great. I’ll be back in twenty minutes or so. Have fun!” With that, she breezed 

through the door with her purse. 

I tentatively sat on the chair that she evacuated and tried to calm my heart down. 

How is it that I’ve been here for two minutes and I’m already alone? I slowly studied the 

nurse station. A long table was adjacent to the wall and several doctors and nurses were 

sitting on computer chairs next to the table, writing in what looked like binders. A 

bookcase filled with papers of assorted colors rested on the table. Three computers sat on 

the table, and there was a little room, which I guessed was a bathroom, in the corner. 

I sighed, and prayed that nothing serious was going to happen. Boy, was I wrong. 

I guess karma was punishing me for what I thought to say to the security guard 

earlier before. For the next twenty minutes, things were happening one after another. 

A nurse came out of a room. “Can you page three-one-three for me?” 

I felt like a buffoon. “How do I do that?” 

“Are you a new volunteer?” she asked with a snarl, and she continued after my 

nod. “Never mind, I’ll do it myself.” 

A doctor came up to me with a stack of papers. “Make a chart for me.” 

I shook my head. “I don’t know how to make it.” 

“Fine. When the clerk comes back, tell her to make it.” Without another word, he 

breezed through the door. 

The overhead pager heard everywhere in the hospital came on. “Stroke Team to 

the E.R., Stroke Team to the E.R.” 

Oh my God, I thought as the pager clicked off, Is someone going to die right now?  

A nurse stepped out of a room, wearing purple gloves. “Get me some chux from 

the treatment room.” 
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Without saying anything, I quickly walked to the room and opened the door. I saw 

shelves piled high with supplies. What in the world are chux? I thought. I grabbed a dry 

washcloth, in hopes that this was what the nurse needed. Unfortunately, it wasn’t. 

“No, no. That’s not it. I’ll get it myself.” She walked away, muttering under her 

breath.  

Just then, the phone rang and I hurried to the desk to answer it. It crossed my 

mind that I didn’t know what to say. 

“4…West.” 

“Someone paged three-one-three, urology?” the other person on the line barked 

out. 

“Yeah, hold on.” I slowly pressed the hold button and placed the receiver back on 

its cradle. I got up and went to find the nurse. When I returned, the clerk was back in her 

chair. I sighed with relief. 

It wasn’t until later in my time at the hospital that I learned that a chart was the 

binder that I saw some nurses and doctors writing into. Chux were plastic absorbing 

sheets placed under the top sheet of a patient’s bed to absorb unwanted liquid (i.e. blood, 

urine). 

However, all of that doesn’t matter in the big picture. When I look back at it now, 

I realize that being in a “grown-up” world isn’t as exciting and fun as it’s romanticized to 

be. Being in a hospital showed me the demands of being an adult, and how one must 

always be on top of their game. It was this that started my transition from a child to an 

adult. It’s only now that I can look back at this day without turning red and being 

embarrassed. I’ve learned to pick myself up from my mistakes (and there were many) and 

to learn from them. After all, isn’t life supposed to be full of success and failure?  

 

                    ---------Vickie Wu  
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 A part of the STEM initiative was to construct opinionated papers about 

controversial issues of the past and present. Over a period of two weeks, students 

dedicated themselves to conjuring pieces of art. Some topics include abortion, euthanasia, 

affirmative action, Puerto Rican independence, driving age, and the use of cell phones in 

an educational environment. Students put  much in to their effort in their essays in the 

hope that you, the reader, would agree with their view of the issue. Turn the page and 

prepare to be amazed.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

97 
 



Independence 
 

“Freedom is never voluntarily given by the oppressor; it must be demanded 
by the oppressed- 
 

-Martin Luther King JR. 
 
 “Freedom is not worth having if it does not connote freedom to err. It passes 
my comprehension how human beings, be they ever so experienced and 
able, can delight in depriving other human beings of that precious right.” 

-Mahatma Gandhi  
 

Ever since the dawn of man, freedom has been yearned for by every human being.  

It is in the very blood of all beings, the desire for Independence. At the present time, the 

United States holds a colony in the form of a Commonwealth with Puerto Rico, an island 

that is located in the Caribbean Sea part of the major Antilles.  Puerto Rico was part of 

Spain until 1898, when Puerto Rico became a Commonwealth of the United States of 

America (http://www.geocities.com/ TheTropics/3684/history.html).  Puerto Rico had a 

short lived independent government which was soon destroyed.  Many Puerto Ricans 

believe that the territory, that is what it has become, should take the path to statehood.  

Others say that commonwealth is the only way to be.  While others, who the United 

States have tagged as radicals, believe that it is time to make the oldest colony of the 

western hemisphere (http://www.democracynow.org) into a new nation.  This was a very 

heated debate, especially during the occupation of Spain when the “Grito de Lares” or 

scream of Lares occurred.  It was a small rebellion that was quickly put down by the 

Spanish loyalists.  Under the supremacy of the United States, the Puerto Rican 

Nationalist party was formed; a political party who used violent means to gain 

independence.  This group staged an uprising in the 1950’s where they captured various 

cities in Puerto Rico but were eventually defeated by the Puerto Rican National Guard.  

They also attempted to assassinate President Truman at the Blair House, and attacked the 

U.S capitol building wounding several legislators.  Puerto Rico was allowed to have a 

constitution in 1952, but was forced to change the wording of their anthem since it 

seemed to be too nationalistic and referred to revolution.  The Puerto Rican Independence 
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Party, also known as PIP, was also formed in the mid 20th century and is geared towards 

achieving independence through political and diplomatic means.  If one analyzes the past 

of Puerto Rico, one may notice that it has never had the God given right of freedom.  The 

United States has oppressed Puerto Rico by not letting it become independent after the 

Spanish-American war and by endangering its culture.  For this reason, and for many 

more to be exposed I entirely support the Puerto Rican struggle for Independence from 

the tyranny of the United States of America, and I will not be content until the oldest 

colony of the western Hemisphere becomes a country.           

It is quite ironic that the very country that fought for their independence about two 

hundred years ago, intends to deprive a territory of the very thing that it upheld and 

supposedly still do.  Puerto Rico has fortunately been given the chance to be a 

commonwealth of the United States instead of a state.  The commonwealth of Puerto 

Rico is essentially a United States territory that is under the law and jurisdiction of the 

president, but has an elected governor along with 51 representatives and 27 seats in the 

islands senate.  My friends, this so called commonwealth with “association” to the United 

States is no more than a colonial farce.  Why must Puerto Rico tolerate being the only 

colonized territory in the western hemisphere?  Yes, many argue that it is in the best 

interest of the people to stay the way they are.  But how do Washington politicians know 

what is best for a territory that is over three thousand miles away? Quite frankly they 

don’t.  These same people argue that Puerto Ricans do not want to be independent 

because in the last governmental election the Puerto Rican Independence party only 

received 2.73% of the votes 

(httpwww.puertoricowow.com/about_puerto_rico/spa/politics.php ).  This statistic is true, 

but they do not mention that this party has been corrupted by the United States of 

America.  America funds, and to some point controls the independence party.  No Puerto 

Rican can stand up for their true beliefs with a corrupt political party like this.  They have 

no other choice but to vote for the Popular Democratic Party (PDP).  If one were to add 

the tallies of last election, the 48% that voted for the PDP and the 2.7% that voted for the 

independence party, one will note that the clear majority in fact longs for independence 

(http://www.puertoricowow.com/about_puerto_rico/spa/politics.php).   
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However, it is not only what the opposition says, but what they have done that 

makes their argument so appalling.  The United States government has murdered and 

executed countless Puerto Rican rebels.  During the Jayuya uprising, the American 

government captured the movement’s most prominent leaders and imprisoned them in the 

most horrific jails on the island.  They were left there for at least 10 years, and after many 

personal accounts noted that they suffered emotional and psychological effects.  The 

most recent injustice was committed against Filiberto Ojeda Ríos, who was brutally 

killed on September 23rd, 2005 by FBI agents in Puerto Rico 

(http://pr.indymedia.org/news/2005/09/9940.php).  This man was the commander in chief 

of the “Ejersito Popular Boricua,” (Boricua popular army) and was on the FBI’s most 

wanted list.  He, and his clandestine army, were deemed as a terrorist organization and 

were being searched for ever since the foundation of the group.  I ask you now, were the 

means by which the United States of America achieved independence not terrorist like?  

The definition of terrorism provided to us by our beloved US Department of Defense is 

the “unlawful use of -- or threatened use of -- force or violence against individuals or 

property to coerce or intimidate governments or societies, often to achieve political, 

religious, or ideological objectives," 

(http://www.pbs.org/wgbh/pages/frontline/teach/alqaeda/glossary.html).  The United 

States did this exactly when they rebelled against England. They used force and violence 

against tax collectors, British officers and dumped and destroyed thousands of pieces off 

property to fight of and eject the British.  What makes this any different than what Puerto 

Rico is intending to do?  In fact it is worse.  The United States government deliberately 

killed twenty cadets of the “Boricua Army,” wounded over 100 of those cadets, and 

murdered various leaders.  All the Puerto Rican people ask for is for freedom, 

Independence from this oppressor that has no limit, no boundaries to reach what it wants.    

The fact that the United States killed Filiberto Ojedas Rios is not as horrendous as 

the way he was murdered.  On September 23rd, 2005, Rios was surrounded by members 

of the FBI in a town called Hormigueros in Puerto Rico.  They FBI decided to proceed 

with an arrest warrant that they had for him.  As the agents approached the modest home 

an exchange of gunfire ensued.   Ojeda was shot in the lungs, and in a major artery.  A 

coroner’s autopsy concluded that Rios bled to death over the course of several hours in 
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his home.  There is no clear evidence as to who fired the first shots but the majority of the 

first hand accounts point to the FBI agents as the instigators and the ones who initiated 

the gunfight (http://pr.indymedia.or g/news/2005/09/9940.php).  The FBI refused, and 

still refuses to release their account of the assault, and the murder.   Thousands of Puerto 

Ricans, including the governor, criticized the American government for their improper 

use of force, and for his death that has quickly been marked as a martyr of his cause.  

How can we trust such a corrupt government?  Hundreds of FBI agents have infiltrated 

the government and the Puerto Rican society with the sole purpose of not allowing 

another uprising to occur. 

This “Americanization” is a clear and direct threat to the rich and prideful culture 

of the Puerto Rican people.  If Puerto Rico does not break free of the chains that have it 

held down, Puerto Rico will soon lose all.  The United States of America forced Puerto 

Rico to change its anthem in 1903, because it were deemed too “subversive.” It was also 

illegal to carry the Puerto Rican flag at one point (1898-1952).  If it were not for the 

Puerto Rican man having to take a stand, the flag would still not be able to be used.  With 

this infiltration of Americans, and “Puerto Rican Americans” the future of the culture 

seems dark.  No culture, and no society should be stripped from the God given right of 

freedom and Independence.     

Unfortunately, the American government has blinded the Puerto Rican society for 

far too long.  I see a state in the future, although I hope that “Borinquen” may wake up 

and destroy that veil that has covered the people’s eyes and see that the true oppressor is 

not the local government, but the government up north.  One must give to receive, and 

the Puerto Rican people must accept that.  I believe that the future holds no place for a 

commonwealth, either Puerto Rico becomes free and independent nation, or they become 

a state.  There is no middle, no compromise.  A choice must be made.  My dearest hope is 

that Puerto Rico grasps the opportunity to become a free nation.  The future is a hard one, 

but as Filiberto Ojeda Rios said “Hasta la Victoria siempre,” Until Victory, always.   

 

    --Emmanuel Hiram Arnaud 
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   Freedom Tower 
 

     Six years ago, one of the greatest landmarks in America was a victim of a terrorist 

attack. The World Trade Center was attacked on September 11, 2001. The WTC site was 

a 16 acre real estate site and was located in lower Manhattan. Hundreds of thousands of 

people were killed and currently Ground Zero serves as their cemetery. Since the WTC 

was purchased in July 2001 by Silverstein Properties Inc. for $3.2 billion(cite), Larry 

Silverstein controls the rebuilding of the WTC, otherwise known as the Freedom Tower. 

After the attacks, Mayor Giuliani, Governor Pataki, and President Bush vowed to rebuild. 

The response from Larry Silverstein was “It would be the tragedy of tragedies not to 

rebuild this part of New York. It would give the terrorists the victory they seek.” 

(http://bobbyshred.com/twintowers.html) 

 The Lower Manhattan Development Corporation, LMCD, was established in 

November 2001 by Governor Pataki to handle federal assistance and work with Port 

Authority and Silverstein, as well as families, the local community and businesses. 

 Months after the attack, architects held meetings to discuss ideas for the 

rebuilding site for rebuilding Ground Zero. The recommendations between WTC 

included improving connections of transportation. But all discussions was shutdown by 

the LMDC after Silverstein’s staff realized that the new office buildings with more than 

70 floors would create short-to-medium-term vacancies, and demanded to restart the 

Design process from scratch.  

 Seven new designs were submitted; the search was narrowed down to two 

candidates, one from Studio Daniel Libeskind and the other from THINK Design. 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Freedom _Tower.html). On February 26, 2003, the LMDC 

selected the Studio Daniel Libeskind plan. The design included the old towers footprints 

that would be preserved as sunken pits. Many people believe that rebuilding the WTC is 

the best thing to do. There have been countless polls to determine whether  the WTC 

should be built or construction be stopped. However, many reject the plans due to 

hazardous conditions, predictions of the future, etc. I believe that it is a bad idea to 

continue constructing the WTC, now known as the Freedom Tower.  

 There are reasons the plan should be adopted. Many People, including N.Y. 
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Governor Eliot Spitzer, say that “the rebuilding of the WTC will heal the psychological 

wounds of many who were touched by the September 11 attacks.” 

(http://www.bobbyshred.com/twintower.html).  Also it has been said that “The WTC II 

will restore the skyline.” (http://www.bobbyshred.com/twintower.html.) But the main 

reason why the community wants to rebuild the towers is “to show the terrorists that they 

can’t alter our skylines and sending a message to the world that the U.S. will not be 

defeated.” (http://www.bobbyshred.com/twintower.html.) The creator of the design, 

Daniel Libeskind, said “this is what the people want. It’s a better memorial. It’s a greater 

building. This is what the WTC was.”( http://www.bobbyshred.com/twintower.html) 

 But if we were to rebuild it again, would the terrorists attack again? That is why 

thousands of people oppose the plan. Some say “if we build the Freedom Tower, it’s like 

the terrorist won.” And “the last thing we need is a skeleton representing the WTC.” 

(http://www.bobbyshred.com/twintower.html.) Another reason why people are opposed 

to the plan is because of the hazardous conditions around the rebuilding site.  

 Those adopting the plan have the right to know what governments are doing for 

the construction of the WTC. It turns out that tax payers are not only paying the bills, but 

are also paying for the rooms that are going to be built in the WTC II for governments 

since companies are reluctant to enter the WTC. 

 If they continue the construction of the WTC II, in the next few years, there will 

possibly be another terrorist attack. It will seem as if they built the Freedom Tower for 

nothing. More people will be killed and there will be twice the damage. Not only that but 

the memorial that is being built next to the Freedom Tower will cease to exist. 

  

       -------Nicole Cabrera  
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  The Problem Solved Inside: Hip Hop Music  

 Controversy has always been a prominent characteristic of popular music over the 

last few decades.  Whether it was Elvis swinging hips The Doors suggestive lyrics, or 

Alice Cooper's stage antics, this controversy has always gained a lot of attention from the 

media. One form of musical expression that has been on the news recently because of its 

negative attention is hip hop.  A relatively new form of musical exposition, hip hop has 

been criticized for its so-called explicit, mind controlling lyrics.  Many artists have met 

opposition by conservative groups that believe rap spreads violent activities around the 

nation. Hip hop isn’t the only genre with explicit lyrics. Go-go, rock and roll,  R&B, and 

even techno has a hard time with the media, and it has no lyrics, a direct link with raves 

and ecstasy which doesn’t mean everyone who listens to “techno”  consumes  illegal 

drugs. Not everyone who listens to rap is a criminal. Rap always seems to be a more 

recurring issue throughout the media and government. It’s not the music, it's where music 

originates: in the streets. The problem inside the hip hop culture is getting solved in the 

culture. The helping hand of the hip hop community is doing a better job than the 

pointing finger of the media.       

 Politicians have strong feelings toward rap for an example Del Emmett C Burns 

Jr. claims “rap encourages under privileges and cop killing robbery and drugs”. To see if 

Rap/ Hip hop influences drugs we’ll go back to the beginning of it. Statistics and graphs 

point to a major increase in drugs and violence  in 1969 ,which was before hip hop 

existed. Rap wasn’t popular until mid 1970s. Hip hop was created in reaction to the 

reflection of previous crime in 1969. Rap was a representative of growing up in a harsh 

urban environment. If the harsh environment changes the rap music would change. Hip 

hop is more than what the world gives it credit for . Hip hop has surpassed the urban 

environment and has made it to the suburban life. 

 There are many ways to help the effect of rap music and change its meaning and 

message.  Some programs show that rap hip hop is more of an art form than just what it 

seems.  Some examples are The HIP-HOP: Beyond Beats and Rhymes project.  This 

project will provide an opportunity for participants to document their assets and 

challenges for becoming responsible adults in our community by using their choice of 
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hip-hop art. The project will help to develop an approach to engage community in 

organizations, from many sectors, as partners by “building on the broadcast” and 

strengthening the development of disadvantaged youth into leaders who effectively 

deliver important messages to wide segments of their communities.  WHYY’s project 

focuses on media literacy and responsibility by facilitating dialogue among high school 

students through community and school-based assembly workshops in media literacy and 

the impact of hip-hop on African-American male youth. Through workshop participation, 

students will create short films that critique the issues around Black relationships through 

the lens of hip-hop. A community screening of HIP-HOP beyond the Beats and Rhymes 

will engage and educate the community about the history and elements that comprise in 

hip-hop as genre and culture to reinforce hip-hop as a creative and positive element of 

expression.          

 The problem inside the hip hop community is criticized for its problems.  These 

issues might be farfetched and opinionated by the media and government, but if 

anyconflict it would be solved by the people in the hip hop community. 

 

        ---Nashaun Lemay 
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    Genocide in Darfur 
 

  For over four years, a terror named genocide has continued destroying lives in 

Sudan.  Sudan is about the size of Texas, which makes it the largest country in Africa.  

Touching the borders of Chad, Libya, and Central African Republic is Western Sudan.  In 

Western Sudan, also known as Darfur, people are forced to flee their homes and they 

push their way pass the Sudan borders into neighboring lands to become refugees.  

Unfortunately, the genocide hunts them down. 

The “ethnic cleansing” (http://hrw.org/english/docs/2004/05/07/darfur8549.htm) 

is followed through by the Sudanese government whom hire militias called Janjaweeds to 

do the dirty work.  The Janjaweeds target non-Arabs since groups of non-Arabs rebelled 

against the government for equality.  The non-Arabs reside mainly in Darfur therefore 

they must face deaths on many scales such as droughts, starvation, murder, diseases, and 

oppression.  This conflict between the two groups has resulted in the 21st century 

genocide. 

Another feud occurring is the war in Iraq between Iraqis and Americans, which 

started after the bombing in New York on September 11, 2001. Many soldiers have died 

on both sides for this event.  This war began with the suspicion that Iraq was creating 

weapons of mass destruction.  After further investigation, these threats were discovered 

to be false.  The American government also observed that Iraqi citizens weren’t given the 

privilege of many rights.  Therefore, the United States felt a duty to fight for their 

democracy.  On the contrary, many believe that the reason behind the invasion of Iraq 

was to drill oil for themselves, the United States. 

The main economic resource in Iraq is one of the many similarities between them 

and Sudan.  Sudan is infamous for their export item of oil which led to the bond between 

China and Sudan.  This fact brings up a debate on whether or not the United States should 

help create peace between the two groups in Sudan. Currently, China is in their 

industrialization age, therefore they are becoming stronger each day to damage their 

enemies severely.  If the United States were to intervene, it’s a huge gamble on whether 

or not they’ll win because their defenses seem to be losing energy in the Iraq war.  On the 

other hand, if the genocide continues to expose itself to the world, China will be tainted 
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with a negative image of helping a village.  With the upcoming Olympics, China wants to 

maintain a positive image. 

 The United States should join forces with other countries, and receive the title as 

heroes for aiding Darfurians.  They should also split the money supporting the Iraq war 

and donate a portion to create a solution for the genocide.  The money left over could be 

spent on upcoming issues.  This is a great option to act on considering the attention 

Darfurians need exceed the amount the Iraq war needs.  Sudan can’t be left alone and 

neglected because they are people whom are calling out.  Their prayers deserve to be 

answered.  

Genocide is an intentional destruction of a racial, political, or cultural group, 

(http://worldnews.about.com/od/glossaryg/g/genocide.htm).  Many Europeans suffered 

this fate in the Holocaust as well as Africans in Rwanda.  History is repeating itself once 

again to victimize Darfurians.  The past is taught for many reasons.  The most important 

is to teach a lesson by showing the outcome of drastic decisions therefore the future 

wouldn’t be tortured by foolish mistakes.  After reading a report written by Samantha 

Power about Darfur, President Bush scrawls in the margin of the essay “NOT ON MY 

WATCH,” (http://www.inthefray.com).  After being taught of the past terrors, Bush 

should stay true to his four words and assure Darfurians their safety so the world 

wouldn’t lose what they lost back then.  Since the terrible situation evoked a strong 

emotion, “President Bush and two secretaries of the state have all labeled Darfur as a site 

of genocide – the first time in US history that a conflict has been labeled as such while it 

was still going on,” (http://www.savedarfur.org/ ) 

Ever since the beginning of the massive destruction, Darfurians have been lost 

without homes because every village is open to attacks.  A home is a place where people 

can be safe with a roof over their heads and a place to relax.  It is also a place where 

people can’t wait to go back to after a harsh day.  Many are lucky to have it, 

unfortunately Darfurians aren’t.  They know that their mother country is a dangerous 

place to return to, therefore they pray for someone to help them.  Their hopes are the last 

things they have left, yet even that is toyed with by the Sudanese government.  “The 

Sudanese military paints many of its attack aircraft white – the same color as UN 

humanitarian aircraft – a violation of international humanitarian law.  When a plane 
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approaches, villagers do not know whether it is on a mission to help them, or to bomb 

them.  Often, it has been the latter,” (http://www.savedarfur.org//).  It is very tearful to 

have everything taken away from an individual.  Anybody can help them by donating to 

organizations formed solely to aid Darfurians and provide them with things that they are 

lacking.  By donating thirty-five dollars, two meals could feed about two hundred 

children. 

 In the Iraq war, a total of almost four hundred billion tax dollars was spent.  Each 

soldier was given a salary of about two million dollars, while the rest went to pay for war 

supplies or for reconstruction expenses, (http://www.gravmag.com/oil.html).  Tax 

deducts a large quantity of a worker’s income and it’s mandatory.  Instead of wasting a 

large sum of money on one issue that isn’t labeled genocide, it should be used on an 

event that is.  The funding for the Iraq war shouldn’t cease immediately because it might 

create resentment towards the United States.  However, four hundred billion is more than 

enough money to continue supplying them; therefore that amount should be split in order 

to supply money to stop the genocide. 

 The deadly partnership between China and the Sudanese government is also 

another factor that needs to be considered to solve the genocide is the deadly partnership 

between China and Sudan.  China is tied to the Sudanese government by the oil 

addiction.  However, there are many oil fields around the world.  One of the largest oil 

fields is in Ghawar, Saudi Arabia.  China has the ability to access these fields because 

they have an abundance of money and influence.  They should break their bond with 

Sudan to make an effective threat.  They would also be given honorable image for 

sacrificing something to contribute to helping those in need. 

Time brings change to everything.  One of the many changes that time will bring 

is the United States’ position in terms of the Iraq and Sudan conflict.  Both issues result 

in heavy arguments.  Currently, a majority of people agree with ending the war on Iraq 

because it brings tears of the possibility that people are dying.  Since people are humane 

towards these deaths of people, they should feel a strong emotion for people that have a 

greater chance of death.  Therefore, Americans and others across the world will join 

together for a common goal, to stop genocide. 

109 
 

http://www.savedarfur.org//
http://www.gravmag.com/oil.html


The Holocaust lasted for many years and an estimate of six million Jews have lost 

their lives to this event. The genocide in Rwanda is less tragic because it was shorter in 

terms of years. This event still took over one million people. Manhattan holds around one 

million people in its five by one mile island. Imagine after only one year, all of those 

people gone, leaving a city filled with idle machines, abandoned homes with an 

unoccupied burnt couch, and a whimpering dog hidden in a corner.  Even insects and 

mice are too frightened to peek out.  If one year has the ability to result to this, imagine 

the praying faces filled with tears of pain waiting for help after four years. Darfur has 

already suffered over four years and waiting longer will only make it worse. 

The future of Darfur deserves our attention.  Many have survived trials and 

tribulation and continue their life in pain.  They’ve waited too long and have been 

neglected.  People suffering less are given even more attention.  Their cries were returned 

with help when this terror was exposed.  A destruction as huge as the genocide in Darfur 

can’t leave unsettled for too long because people have already become active in trying to 

create peace in Darfur.  They’ve formed organizations to donate food, medical equipment 

and many other things.  Many petitions and rallies of protest have also started and 

successfully received over thousands of signatures.  Already, the issue has impacted 

many lives. If this continues, the activists may be near their goal. However, all this can't 

be done without the help of those that feel strongly for the tragedy.  The government can 

act by placing strong pressure on the Sudanese government for peace, (http://savedarfur. 

org/newsroom/policypapers/briefing_paper_the_genocide_in_darfur). 

Darfur’s future might not be exactly be a bright and happy Christmas day to them 

as holidays and vacations are for many, but they will be enlightened more with freedom if 

their situation is fixed. They would finally get a sense of what they've been missing all 

this time, security and relief. 

 

       ------Mary Ng 
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America’s Health Care Crisis 
 

 In a time when diseases and epidemics are on an incline, it is disconcerting to see 

that health insurance is becoming less affordable to the general public. Chronic illnesses 

like asthma, cancer, and cardiovascular disease are omnipresent in the nation at higher 

rates than ever, and those who need medical attention are opting not to receive it because 

of the financial expense. As a result, more people are dying from diseases that remain 

undetected until it reaches an incurable stage. In a wealthy nation, like the United States, 

it is a mystery why more than 40 million citizens struggle to afford health care.  

Something must be done to improve our health care system. Though some reforms have 

been proposed such as a universal government controlled, tax- funded health care system 

and a system where the responsibility of providing health care would lie primarily on 

private insurances, little effort has been made to fix the flaws in our health care 

system.  Reforms in the U.S. health care system need to be enacted to secure the welfare 

of the country and provide everyone with an equal opportunity to affordable health 

insurance. I believe that a universal government controlled system would make 

affordable healthcare accessible to all by eliminating all the financial barriers that inhibits 

people from receiving medical care.  

                         Medicare is one of the many aspects of the health system that is long been 

in need of a reform. In 1945, Harry Truman proposed legislation to Congress that would 

establish Medicare as the national health insurance program. Although initially received 

with skepticism, this program and its counterpart Medicaid were signed into law by 

President Lyndon B. Johnson in 1965.  Since then, Medicare has provided free or low 

cost heath insurance to millions of senior and disabled citizens. Composed of several 

parts, Medicare covers services ranging from outpatient hospital care to diagnostic tests.  

                  Although Medicare has provided health insurance to over 40 million 

American citizens, it is becoming extremely expensive for the government.  In 2006, the 

government spent an estimated 300 billion dollars on Medicare, three times the amount 

spent in the 1990s.  This extra sum can be attributed to the controversial 2003 

Prescription Drug Bill.  The Prescription Drug Bill, which provides some financial 

assistance to Americans to pay for prescription drugs, costs approximately 400 billion 
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dollars over a period of ten years and is rightly dubbed “the largest entitlement program 

in more than 40 years”.  (“Under The Influence”)  

                    The controversy over the Prescription Drug Bill stems from the huge payoff 

to greedy Congressmen by drug companies to ensure that their bill was passed.  After 

strong persuasion by lobbyists, Congress signed into law a bill that would prevent 

Medicare from negotiating with drug companies to lower prices, rendering people liable 

to price hikes. Congressmen, on the other hand, received a percentage of the money from 

drug companies for supporting the bill. While competition among drug companies 

usually keeps prices of drugs comparatively close to production cost, this drug bill will 

force people to give in to the unfair, high prices that drug companies subject them to 

because it remains illegal to obtain cheaper drugs from our neighboring country, Canada.  

This Drug Bill, intended to aid the people, instead increases the profits of big drug 

companies at the expense of the public.  

                   To protect the people from monopolies like these, the universal health care 

system has been presented. Under this system, which was originally proposed during the 

Clinton Administration, every citizen would be guaranteed access to health care. This 

system, which would be either single payer or multi-payer, would cover doctor visits, 

dental care, prescription drugs, etc. This Universal System would be paid for by income 

taxes and national sales taxes. Under this system, citizens would no longer be restricted to 

only the hospitals and medical offices that accept their insurance because it would be 

universally accepted. Furthermore, a universal system would remove a financial burden 

that the U.S. has due to its current system. In fact, in 2003, the U.S. was reported to have 

spent twice the amount of money that France, which has universal health care, had paid 

per capita for health insurance. What is more surprising is that The World Health 

Organization 2000 Health Report dubbed France as the nation with the best health system 

while United States was ranked 37th, lagging behind several other countries with 

universal health care systems such as the United Kingdom, Canada, Japan, and Austria.  

                      Statistics support that many industrialized countries that have adopted  a 

universal health care system are not only paying less than the U.S. for health insurance, 

but also their citizens are receiving higher quality health care. So why doesn’t the U.S. 

have a universal health care system? There are many reasons. One is that many still 
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believe that the U.S. has the best health care system in the world. Others believe that 

universal health care is “socialized medicine” and many fear that government control of 

health care will deprive people of their freedom of choice.  For whatever reason, the 

government is reluctant to adopt a universal health care system and is adamant that 

cutting health care spending will decrease the amount of money wasted in health care.  

                         Opponents of a universal health care system maintain that a privatized 

health care system will grant more citizens access to affordable health insurance.  A 

private health care system would foster competition among the coexisting health 

insurance companies and consequently keep prices for health insurance low. In addition, 

a privatized health care system will enable people to choose the health care system that is 

most appealing to them, a choice that would be virtually impossible under a universal 

health care system.  However, a private health care system still doesn’t account for the 40 

million Americans that lack health insurance today. Also, under a private system the 

wealthy will be able to pay generous amounts of money to health insurances for high 

quality health care while the poor will be forced to acquiesce to the health insurances that 

will take whatever money they can afford to pay and provide them with inferior quality 

health care. A private health care system will essentially leave those who can’t afford to 

purchase health insurance out in the cold.  

                        The U.S. health care system is in dire need of reform.  The amount of 

funds that the U.S. allocates for health care cost has grown exponentially within the last 

decade. However, the U.S still falls far behind in ranking than the industrialized countries 

that have implemented universal health care systems. The U.S. spends large sums of 

money but yet no there is no substantial evidence showing how this money has improved 

the status of the health care.  As the cost of doctor visits and treatment increases 

drastically each year, the government spends more and more to finance expensive health 

insurances. Furthermore, statistics suggest that if Medicare costs continue to expand at its 

current rates, Medicare funds will be fully depleted by 2018. This essentially means that 

in a little over a decade, senior citizens and the disabled will be left uninsured and have to 

look elsewhere for an insurance to pay for their medical expenses and those who can’t 

afford a health insurance may have to extract funds out of their Social Security or 

Disability checks to cover their expenses.   
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                        We must not be spectators while the country allows the elderly and 

disabled to fall into financial debt due to unjust, high medical costs. I believe that a 

universal health care system will be more effective than a privatized health care system 

because it will provide everyone, regardless of income, with access to affordable health 

care.  Universal health care would be less expensive than the U.S’s current system. 

Federal Studies show that switching to a universal health care system would save the U.S 

about 100 billion dollars a year, while insuring all citizens and increasing health benefits. 

Nations that have implemented universal health care systems, like France, Great Britain, 

and Canada, reportedly spend substantially less than the U.S., but have higher ranked 

health cares. Also, opponents of a universal health care system argue that this system will 

deprive people of significant medical services. However, in a country where health care 

is correlated with race and financial status, the universal health care system would 

provide everyone with an equal opportunity to health care, regardless of race and 

financial status.   

Concerning the argument that a universal health care is “Socialized medicine”, I 

do not perceive any resemblance to socialism.  The government would only be paying for 

the health care and people would be able to make their own decisions with respect to 

health care providers.  A Universal health care system will only help the people afford 

health insurance not foster a socialized medical system. 

                           The welfare of the nation’s economy largely relies on its ability to 

effectively reform the heavily flawed health care system. More people require medical 

attention for various reasons now than they did decades ago and our health care system 

must adapt to changing times. As the gap between the rich and the poor perpetually 

widens, the U.S. needs to ensure that they are able to meet the needs of everyone, not just 

the wealthy.  A universal health care system will make everyone equal with respect to 

their access to medical attention. A privatized health care system instead will allow health 

insurances to impose exorbitant prices on the poor while the wealthy will be able to 

easily pay the price. A private system will not extricate the U.S. health care system from 

the predicament that it now faces. Consequently, for the sake of our nation we must 

recognize a universal health care system as the only means to provide every citizen with 

higher quality low cost health care.                                                     -------------Kayla Steele 
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Euthanasia 
 

 The legalization of euthanasia has constantly been one of the most controversial 

topics throughout the twentieth century. From Jack Kevorkian to the case of Terry 

Schiavo, to the 2006 Supreme Court ruling on Oregon's Death with Dignity Act, not only 

doctors and lawyers, but also philosophers and religious leaders are debating the issue 

over the “right to die”. <http:// www.euthanasiaprocon.org>. 

As we know, euthanasia is the practice of ending a life so as to release an 

individual from an incurable disease or intolerable suffering. There are different kinds of 

euthanasia. Voluntary euthanasia involves a request by the dying patient or that person's 

legal representative. Passive (negative) euthanasia refers to not doing anything to prevent 

death—allowing someone to die. Active (positive) euthanasia involves the taking 

deliberate action to cause a death. A distant cousin of euthanasia—assisted suicide, which 

is currently legalized in the state of Oregon, allows patients to obtain and use 

prescriptions from their physicians for self-administered, lethal medications.  

http://www.123HelpMe.Com/view.asp?id=16830. 

 Some people believe that a person has the “right to die” and we should respect 

their decision to end their miserable life in a humane way. It's the best of all to end 

needless pain and intolerable suffering. However, a lot of people, especially from medical 

profession and religious groups, insist that euthanasia is morally and ethnically abhorrent 

and cheapens life. I strongly agree that euthanasia shouldn't be legalized due to the fact 

that it's wrong in its nature. 

 Many people believe that when a person is suffering from a terminal illness and 

he only wishes to be relieved, we should provide them with help to end their own life. 

Doctor Jack Kevorkian is one of them. As a seventy-year-old pathologist, he has 

contributed most of his life to patients who wish to die. Thus, he gained a nickname—Dr. 

Death. His last “subject”, fifty-two-year-old Thomas Youk, a patient with Lou Gehrig's 

disease, received a lethal injection that stopped his heart beat in 1998. Dr. Death 

deliberately videotaped the horrifying process of this act of active euthanasia. In 1999, 

Kevorkian was convicted of second-degree murder and sentenced to jail for ten to 

twenty-five years. <http:// www.euthanasiaprocon.org> 
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 Dr. Kevorkian is a criminal! Studies show that among forty-five lives he has 

taken away, only twenty percent of them were likely to die soon. Most of them were 

disabled, depressed or abandoned by their own doctor, or were concerned about the 

negative impact on their family. No matter what they were suffering from, there could be 

a better solution for them other than ending up their lives in one of Kevorkian’s suicide 

machines. Without knowing or treating Mr. Youk before, it was Dr. Death, instead of 

Youk himself, who decided to adopt lethal injection rather than assisted suicide. 

Moreover, he didn’t even know if death was what Youk ever wanted since Youk didn’t 

have mental competency to decide whether or not to add a period onto his life. In short, 

he simply killed Mr.Youk. There was no doubt in his guilt. He abused the holy power his 

knowledge gave to him and failed the sanctity of his career. Most importantly, the 

precious lives of those patients were taken away so easily. <The Washington Post 

“Convicting Dr. Death” 30 March.1999>  

One the other hand against Dr. Death’s philosophy, the Hippocratic Oath as the 

medicine’s primary taboo: “I will neither give a deadly drug to anybody if asked for it, 

nor will I make suggestion to this effect…” This authorized prohibition against killing 

patients says that even the patient’s choice for death can’t make killing him right. The 

physician’s power is not used when the patient requests or the physician feels like to, but 

when human life itself requires it. < Kass, Leon M.D., Ph.D. “Neither for Love nor 

Money” Public Interest > 

In fact, as today’s medicine’s been developing at a very fast pace, new medicine 

may be invented to heal incurable diseases. Thus, intentional killing may not be the 

necessary answer for life’s greatest challenge. It’s possible that the disease someone once 

suffered from can become curable a few months after the patient’s euthanasia. 

By the way, is there a legal right to die? The law drew a clear boundary between 

“killing” and “letting die”, patients’ rights to refuse treatment are protected. However, the 

rights to “hasten death” were never approved. In addition, there are plenty of examples 

that patients long for the use of their right to die when they are suffering. Nonetheless, as 

soon as they get through it, they realize what a mistake the choice of euthanasia would 

have been. 
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Euthanasia is conflicting with most of the religious teaching, too. For example, 

the Catholic religious leaders are always saying that, “The Church teaches that abortion 

or euthanasia is a grave sin...” We hear Christian’s perspectives that “What is 

fundamentally wrong with euthanasia from a biblical perspective is that it involves the 

killing of human beings who are necessarily made in the image of God…” Also, 

Rabbinic Judaism has consistently taught a general prohibition upon taking one's own 

life... About euthanasia, the Quran is very clear: “Do not kill yourselves as God has been 

to you very merciful. Taking away the life should be the domain of the One who lives 

life. True, there is Pain and suffering at the terminal end of an illness, but we believe 

there is reward from God for those who patiently persevere in suffering.” A typical Hindu 

view on euthanasia is: “By helping to end a life, even one filled with suffering, a person 

is disturbing the timing of the cycle of death and rebirth. This is a bad thing to do, and 

those involved in the euthanasia will take on the remaining karma of the patient.” When 

asked his view on euthanasia, the Dalai Lama said Buddhists believed every life was 

precious and none more so than human life, adding: “I think it's better to avoid it.” < 

http://www.euthanasiaprocon.org/religioussub.htm> 

The legalization of voluntary euthanasia may soon fall into the Slippery Slope and 

lead to the abuse of involuntary euthanasia. Slippery Slope refers to the acceptation of 

something unthinkable resulted from something relatively harmless today. Netherlands, 

where voluntary euthanasia is first legalized, is a perfect example. In September 1991, 

official government Remmelink Report on euthanasia revealed that at least 1040 people 

die every year from involuntary euthanasia. To relieve them from pain and suffering as 

soon as possible, the physicians didn’t even “waste” the time to ask the patients’ opinion 

on this matter. Doctors “help” whoever they think need to die. Especially, the poor and 

the disabled will unavoidably become the targets in order to eliminate intolerable 

suffering and cost. It won’t be a long period of time till every ill patient falls into the 

range of consideration and becomes a victim of excessive mercy. 

<http://www.euthanasiaprocon.org/slipperyslopealreadylegal.html> 

If euthanasia is legalized, there will be a trend to be decreased incentive to care 

for the patient's symptoms and needs. The case of Michael Freeland is an example. His 

doctor was not paying any attention to his severe pain or palliative care needs since they 
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have the means of euthanasia to get rid of the poor patient. Palliative care is physical, 

emotional and spiritual care for a dying person when cure is not possible. It includes 

compassion and support for family and friends, which are extremely helpful to the 

improvement of the patient’s state of illness. As one Dutch doctor has said, “Why should 

I worry about palliation when I have euthanasia?” < BBC Religion & Ethics section on 

Euthanasia 11 Aug. 2006> 

There is something even worse than that! To save insufficient medicine resources, 

doctors simply murder the patients under the name of stopping their suffering. To take 

advantage of the still functioning organs in these hopeless bodies, doctors simply kill the 

patients in the name of helping to relief from pain. Organ donors must be dead before the 

donation of the organs. Therefore, once euthanasia is legalized, doctors must think that 

we just need to get rid of them as soon as possible so that we can still find some values of 

their useful body parts. Is that what we expect  from a sacred life-saving profession like 

doctors? Doctors are life savers. Doctors must not kill! 

Patients will consider euthanasia more once it’s legalized. They may not stand the 

painful treatment and dark future. Furthermore, nobody wants to be the burden of anyone 

else. They may probably get to the conclusion that they’d better end their life early in 

order to relieve themselves, as well as everybody else. Freedom to die ends while duty to 

die begins. Consequently, more precious and savable lives will be taken away. The 

harmful power of the side effects produced by the legalization of euthanasia is 

unpredictable. 

What a tragedy! What a grief! 

And after all, euthanasia is not even an ethical obligation of physicians. Their job 

is to heal, not to kill. Euthanasia is incompatible with the moral of physician’s 

professions as disease healers. As a result, euthanasia is far from being legalized and 

accepted professionally. Euthanasia debases those white Angles to administrators of 

death. Physician’s involvement in euthanasia is totally incompatible with the nature and 

purpose of the healing art. 

“Easy death will never be better than a harsh living.” The old Chinese proverb 

indicates the importance and values of life. Euthanasia cheapens life! Therefore, it 

shouldn’t be legalized. Intentional euthanasia, whatever its forms or motives, is murder. 
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We should keep in mind that laws which are against euthanasia are created to prevent 

abuse and keep patients away from unscrupulous doctors and others. They will never be 

intended to make anyone suffer!  <http://www.123HelpMe.com/view.asp?id=16830>. 

What could happen in the future? 

Creative Speculation 

In the year of 2058, since euthanasia has been legalized global wide for 50 years, 

the world has been transformed. “I am so lucky” I said to myself, receiving the award for 

breaking the world record as the oldest (68 years old) human being on the entire globe. 

However, at the same time, I hate the intolerable loneliness. There are very few 

contemporaries of mine left in the world. That’s because most of them were “saved” 

from suffering the first time they caught a cold. The patients were injected with lethal 

drugs at no matter age 10,20,30,40 by those young, strong doctors. The ones who could 

live up to 50 without catching a cold are luckier because they wouldn’t be sent to the 

hospital, so that they wouldn’t be told that they have to be killed in order to end future 

suffering and pain. The population of the world would rapidly shrink back to a half 

billion. But the ones who are alive now are perfectly healthy, without a trace of handicap, 

defect, illness or discomfort. On top of that, they are extremely compassionate. They 

can’t see any one suffering a tiny bite of pain. Once people are sick, they kill them. They 

say that sick people are saved by euthanasia and we should be happy for them, in deed. 

Nevertheless, I know in the bottom of my heart that being the oldest human in the world, 

I am the luckiest one. “I am lucky”, I said once more. I am still not yet a victim of that 

horrifying salvation.  

 

------Shuhan Wang  
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Summaries 
  Animal Farm by George Orwell 

The animals of Animal Farm by George Orwell yearn for equality. One night a 

pig named Old Major spoke about his dream of a world without mankind and their unfair 

treatments, which led to a rebellion against Mr. Jones. Napoleon, a fierce boar, and 

Snowball, a persuasive talker, took the role of leaders of the animals. They are both the 

other's enemy in the competition over power. Napoleon wins in the end because his army 

of vicious dogs chased Snowball out. Old Major's dream for the animals is a failure 

because they suffer with dictatorship. They were taught that “All animals are equal”; in 

other words “Four legs good, two legs bad.” A horse called Boxer strongly supported this 

dream by being hard-working. His closest friend is Benjamin; a cynical donkey. 

Benjamin is the only one, other than the pigs and dogs, who knows of Napoleon’s evil 

deeds and he broke all of the seven commandments. The seven commandments were 

established when the animals first received their freedom stating to not follow any 

human's actions, drink, sleep in beds, and deal with money, and kill another animal. 

 

 

 

Brave New World by Aldous Huxley 
 The Brave New World takes place in future London, where the worship of 

consumerism has replaced love of nature, other people, and emotions. However, Bernard, 

Helmholtz, and John are the only people who break away from their invisible chain. 

Bernard and Helmholtz are born different from other Alphas of their class; they maintain 

a special feeling from others who fit together perfectly. John, accidentally born as a child 

123 
 



of Linda and the director, had spent his childhood in the reservation area, where he 

learned about the old ideas of individual and god. After Bernard brought John and Linda 

to the New World, John discover Linda's years of living in the reservation area has 

separate her even from her own world, and later destroyed her. The words of Miranda 

John had eagerly repeated at first now lead him to question the meaning of it. “Oh, Brave 

New World, that has such a people in it.” 
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Critiques 
     Animal Farm 
 When Manor Farm was overturned by the animals, power eventually turns over to 

Napoleon the pig. With Squealer as his follower, he manipulates the other farm animals 

to do his bidding. Napoleon slowly becomes corrupted by his power and takes 

underhanded actions to take more power. First, he takes the new-born puppies on the 

farm and stores them away, turning them into his fierce and loyal body-guards. Then, he 

takes advantage of the other animals’ short memories and limited intelligence by 

changing the Seven Commandments of Animal Farm. Slowly but surely, the pigs were 

becoming more and more like humans, which was one thing they were all against at the 

beginning. At the end, the ideals of equality and justice became a nightmare: “The 

creatures outside looked from pig to man, and from man to pig, and from pig to man 

again; but already it was impossible to say which was which.” The other farm animals are 

in oppression again and their dreams of equality and progress were shattered.  

 

Judy Kuang  
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 Reading the novel Animal Farm makes me think of Civil Rights Movement in 

America. Both Animal Farm and the Civil Rights Movement are both talking about 

fighting freedoms and rights, so I think they are very similar in some ways. In the novel, 

animals are fighting against the human; they fought for their rights and created their own 

government, while in the Civil Right Movement Martin Luther King. Jr. who’s the leader 

of the blacks, helped his people to fight against the American Citizens for their freedom 

and rights. Napoleon, the smart pig, who is the leader in Animal Farm guide his “people”, 

thought the rebellions and fight against human to get animal’s right. The animals are like 

human being who creates their own laws and governments. However in the Civil Rights 

Movement, black people are not creating their own laws and government as what the 

animal do, but they are fighting for their right and freedom by great speeches, 

communications, and movements. Even though Animal Farm and history are a little 

different, they have the same idea, they all are fighting for what they want and both of 

them need to face a lot of obstacles thought their “processes”.       

 

-----Wen Jing Li 

 

    Animal Farm 
 

 Between Brave New World by Aldous Huxley and Animal Farm by George 

Orwell, Animal Farm was my favorite.  This book caught my attention the most because 

it was shorter with an easy font.  George Orwell writes this piece as if it were a fable.  As 

a child, fables were my most favored thing to read because animals were animated and 

personified.  He also makes the characters, plot, and setting parallel to an event in history.  

By writing this, he gives a message to educate others of a devastating event and to warn 

the future to not repeat the same mistake.  It is sad for one common goal to lead to a 

devastating situation.  The most depressing part was when Boxer was sold to a Horse 

Slaughter House because of Napoleon’s orders even though he was the most hard-

working and loyal. 

                                                 ----Mary Ng 
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      Animal Farm 
 

Throughout the book, Animal Farm developed from an equal society to an 

absolute dictatorship. Although most of the animals did not know it, their way of living 

freely would drastically change once the pigs gained complete control. I thought George 

Orwell showed a clear example of how humans have created a disaster in government by 

using the comparison between farm animals and people. Napoleon can be easily related 

to Adolf Hitler and Mussolini as they are all evil and oppressive in the way they ruled. 

Napoleon abused his leadership and his intelligence given by nature to manipulate the 

dumber animals. He formed luxurious lives for the pigs and the dogs but he forced the 

horses, sheep, hens, ducks, and donkeys to do laborious work with little rations of food. 

Enforcing the death penalty upon the animals that were guilty of unimportant crimes was 

just too much. In addition to that, it was astonishing how the pigs could weasel their way 

out by quietly altering the Seven Commandments. However, I disagree with how Orwell 

represented the people as extremely dim-witted animals that could not think for 

themselves. We are not as helpless as he may think. Also, the ending of the novel was 

upsetting in that the lower farm animals could not fight back. "The creatures outside 

looked from pig to man, and from man to pig, and from pig to man again; but already it 

was impossible to say which was which."-how disappointing this was. Maybe in the 

future, Snowball makes a comeback and kills Napoleon in a painful way. We can only 

hope. 

 

 

----Victoria Ng 
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    Brave New World 
 

 Bernard Marx has many personalities and outlooks. Bernard seems to be 

confused. His character seems to change in reaction to many different situations. Bernard 

is an outcast, hero, and a criminal, but he always seemed confused. 

 In the beginning, Bernard always thought outside the box. Because he thought 

outside the box and expanded his thinking he was thought of as an outcast.  

“Why not? Bernard's an Alpha Plus. But his reputation.”\ 

 These quotes show Lenina talking to Henry about Bernard asking her to go the 

Savage Reservation with him. But Henry is skeptical about the decision that Lenina is 

making. Bernard's “sickness” brought him turmoil among his peers. 

 As the book went on, Bernard became more comfortable because he found people 

who had the same thoughts such as Helmholtz Watson. “A feeling that I've got something 

important to say... and the power to say it but I just don't know what it is.” This quote has 

very similar aspects of Bernard because Bernard has things to say but because he thinks 

this he is labeled and judged. Even when someone relates to Bernard, he seems a little 

dark. “He wished Bernard would show a little more pride.” 

 The person that Bernard relates to is John. John acts as a ticket for Bernard with 

John Bernard was a hero. Bernard and John had similar dark feelings about not fitting in.  

 Bernard always seemed confused about what he wanted. He realized he didn't 

want Lenina. He was confused about whether to John in his fight. But no matter what 

personality he had the reader could always tell he was conditioned.  

 

-----Nashaun Lemay 

 

 

 

 

130 
 



 
 

 

 

131 
 



    Brave New World 
 

In writing Brave New World, Huxley explored themes that he could relate to in 

his lifetime. One of them was happiness and the other was stability. These two themes 

were the platform for Huxley's writing and the base of the brave new world.  

How can one gain complete happiness? In the novel, Huxley creates a way to 

obtain “fake” happiness through science and games that encouraged sex. The most 

important technique to be happy was to consume soma, a drug that puts you into a 

dreamless sleep that could last a lifetime depending on how much you take. “Christianity 

without tears- that's what soma is,” Mustapha Mond had told John. A feely was another 

way of getting people to be happy. It was a movie-like type of entertainment that appears 

to one's sense of touch, hearing, and feeling so that he or she could experience everything 

that happened in the film. To get the whole experience for it, you had to “take hold of 

those metal knobs on your chair for the effects,” which Lenina explained. Other sources 

of entertainment were Centrifugal Bumble-Puppy and Obstacle Golf. However, those two 

are not as significant as having sex and being with someone. All people in the society 

were taught to avoid solitude since they were babies. Being alone was feared and never 

spoken of. Huxley incorporates ways of happiness that the future might one day have. 

Stability is a theme in Brave New World as well, according to the motto and the 

hypnopaedic phrases that are taught to people. “Community, Identity, Stability,” is what 

this utopia is all about. Stability is achieved by identity. The Bokanovsky Process 

promotes stability because the same people are less likely to come into conflict. “It is one 

of the major instruments of social stability!” The Director had exclaimed this during the 

tour. Also, conditioning leads to stability as well. If people of different castes are 

conditioned to like what they do, then no problem would ever arise. “You're so 

conditioned that you can't help doing what you ought to do,” Mustapha Mond shared.     

Last but not least, having no emotions ensures that no one would ever feel pain. 

This utopia is so controlled that social instability could almost never occur. If for some 

reason, instability is threated by an individual, then that person would be exiled without a 

doubt. Stability is a major problem in today's society and perhaps one day, life would be 

controlled like this. 
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Aldous Huxley was envisioning the future when he wrote about this utopia. The 

two significant themes in this world were stability and happiness. Once again, 

“Community, Identity, Stability!”  

 

        ------Victoria Ng 
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