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Kimberley Aguirre 

 
Creative Writing 

 

 
 

Rizada Roots 
 

Abstract 
 

The work that follows consists of short prose pieces in a form of a fictionalized memoir. The memoir focuses on the journey of 
the protagonist, Ysabel during her pregnancy as she battles depression and searches for the will to live.  
 

  
 

Reading Selection 
 

Have you ever drunk wind? It is like you are gulping large puffs of anxiety and it flutters your heart. Just try once 
to take a gulp of air and watch it suffocate your cries and screams.  The wind billowed against my body as the darkness set 
upon the city.  There was no need for stars, for we had endless skyscrapers that twinkled. The wind beat against my frame 
as I tried not drink the anxiety it is forcing me to ingest.                                                                                           

I wiped my face of the tears and let out a large gasp of breath. The pit in my stomach lurched as I tried my hardest 
to catch my breath and I pushed through the crowds of people. You could walk through a crowd with a tear-stained face 
and not one person would blink an eye at you. Winds whipped my hair from my face and I saw the stairs to where I 
wanted to go. I climbed the stairs to the sparse courtyard with icy metal benches and spiky bushes of trees. After 7 PM it 
was closed so I only had an hour. The phone buzzed again and I pulled it from my back pocket. I ignored the flood of text 
messages and placed my phone on do not disturb.  

 I scrolled to my Instagram page. Images of my recent birthday celebration and pictures of my writing scattered 
across. My feet shuffled to the edge of the courtyard and I stepped upon the brick ledge. Shaking with fear of heights did 
not stop me from snapping a black and white image of the view below my feet. I typed slowly and with care for each word 
that was going to make an impact.  

 
People are going to say, "She was beautiful, she was smart, she was kind" it's all lies though. No one has 

ever liked me let alone believed in me, I honestly give up today because you know what ... I'm the most hated 
person in the world. Every day for five months I've been harassed, ridiculed and tortured by unknown assailants. 
people that hide behind a screen. I'm exhausted, I’ve never been so exhausted and felt insane how much I held in 
the pain. I hope one day shit like this stops and people you depend on don't hurt you like people have done to me. 
I hope that one day people will actually stop being evil and realize the strong can be only oh so strong.  

#Goodbye  
 

I hesitated to post the picture but did and looked down once again. For someone so clumsy I had perfect balance 
on the edge of the courtyard. I gripped the phone in my palm as it went to sleep. I placed one foot in front of me when a 
booming voice stopped me.  

“Don’t!”  
I didn’t turn but I could hear the shallow breaths of someone behind me and his footsteps as he slowed down 

towards me. My foot returned next to the other and I balanced on the edge. I played with the engagement ring that dangled 
on my necklace to retain some balance.  

“Please don’t.” He begged and I didn’t turn towards him.  
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“Go away!” I gritted and ignored the feeling in my abdomen of my daughter’s feet.  
She was begging me as well to not jump and my heart raced. I tried to not drink the wind but it pushed me back, 

the goal was to push me back on the courtyard away from the traffic below. The honks and screams of New York 
cancelled out anything that was happening above.  

“Whatever it is, it is not worth it.” He said and I could hear him place something on the ground.  
“Go. Away.” I demanded and could feel the heat rising to my face.  
“Please do not do this to me, I just came up to eat my dinner, and ride back to Brooklyn, please don’t do this and 

make me feel like I couldn’t save you.” He pleaded.  
“I am nobody!” 
“No, you are somebody, you can talk to me, I will listen no judgment, please just step down the ledge.” He said.  
“Listen to him!” A female voice said and I could hear her heels clack across the concrete floor.  
“Did you call 911?” She asked in a hushed tone but I could hear them still.  
“I want her to get down.” He replied  
I couldn’t take it anymore. What did it matter? Do I care if I scar them as others scarred me? This was about me 

and I did not want to live anymore.  
“I’m sorry I want to die.” I cried.  
I placed one foot in front of me and I felt two arms engulf me. We tumbled backwards onto the ground and I 

shoved the arms away. They held me tight, but in a gentle sturdy way. I cried out in anguish and I tried to scurry to my 
feet but he was not letting me go.  

“Stop please.” He begged but I did not let up my plans to escape.  
“I am calling 911.” The female announced and I watched her walk away. She was dressed in an all-black suit and 

her jacket was draped over her arm. Her perfect coiled hair stood on top of her hair and her makeup was flawless except 
for the running mascara.  

I stopped struggling and the get softened his restraint of my arms.  
“Why?” 
“I wanted to die!” 
Sobs racked my body and I slumped in his arms. I could hear his breathing slow down and let out a choked-up 

gasp. He cried while he held me tight against him. The female kneeled before us and placed her hand on my arm to pacify 
my tears. 

Yet this pit of pain consumed me entire being and it was not going to be solved with a tender touch. I cried until 
two officers arrived and approached me apprehensively. The thoughts that ran through my mind were warped and I 
wondered if I should lie my way out of it.  

The young man finally let go of me and I looked at him for the first time. He was dressed in construction worker 
clothes and had similar fatigue in his eyes.  He looked about my age with floppy black hair that swooped in front of his 
eyes. 

"What is the problem?" One cop asked.  
The two hesitated and shared a glance with one another. They did not know how to voice what occurred and I 

could not blame them. How else could one explain that they just saved a pregnant woman leaping to her death? 
"I want to die." I croaked.  
The two officers gave a slight nod and helped me off the ground. My abdomen far more noticeable and they 

looked at the two saviors. Their eyes did not hide their surprise at my pregnancy, and I could feel the tension begin to rise. 
"They do not know me, they just stopped me." I croaked again.  
The sheer act of crying had exhausted me and at that moment I wanted to just sleep. One officer directed me 

towards a table while the other talked in a hush manner to the saviors.  
"We need to take to you Bellevue." The Officer stated as I sat down dazed.  
"Okay." I simply said. I could see in his eyes that he judged but not me but my situation. They all had that look of 

wonder in their eyes. Was my child a product of rape? Was I on drugs? What was it that drove me to pick this spot to try 
leaping off a building?  
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Rakiye Shamir Benjamin 
 

Creative Writing 
 

 
 

Digital Storytelling – High School Story (Pilot) 
 

Abstract 
 

High School Story is a creative work.  It is a script written for a potential animated series, in which friendship and adolescence play a 
significant role. 
 

 
 

Reading Selection 
 
FADE IN: INT. SCHOOL HALLWAY – 
MORNING 
The halls are filled with endless murmurs of 
bustling students. MISHONN, 14, bored, sarcastic 
and much kinder than she lets on, has her back 
pressed against a wall, twirling a strand of her 
kinky hair around her finger. ADRIANA, 14, feisty 
and full of energy, bounces in place excitedly. 
 
ADRIANA  
Yay, we’re back! 
 
MISHONN (without looking up) 
You’re happier than I expected. 

 
Adriana claps her hands down onto Mishonn’s 
shoulders and begins to wildly shake her. Mishonn 
winces as the hair on her finger tugs at her scalp. 
 
ADRIANA 
Are you not happy? You should be happy!  Why 
are you not happy? 

 
Mishonn grabs Adriana’s hands and firmly places 
them at her sides. 
 
MISHONN  
Don’t do that again. And it’s school. Who gets 
happy about school? 

 
ADRIANA 
Yeah, but it’s high school! 

 
MISHONN 
Why can I actually hear an exclamation mark after 
everything you say? 

 
ADRIANA 
We’re in high school now! 

 
Adriana pauses with an expectant grin on her face, 
waiting for Mishonn’s reaction. Nothing. 
 

ADRIANA (CONT’D) 
We’re so much cooler now. People know who we 
are now. Isn’t that great? 
 
MISHONN 
Everyone in our class already knows who we are. 

 
ADRIANA 
People besides them! 

 
MISHONN (lost) 
But we don’t talk to anyone else. 

 
ADRIANA (sighs) 
Think about it. No more "Hey, Small Fry!" No 
more "Give me your lunch money!" No more 
noogies, no more swirlies, no more getting shoved 
into lockers; we’re not fresh meat anymore! Isn’t 
that great? 
 
MISHONN 
Adriana, none of that ever happened. This isn’t 
some 90s sitcom. 
 
ADRIANA 
And now they never will! Isn’t that great? 
 
Mishonn opens her mouth to respond but pauses 
when Adriana grabs hold of her hands. 
 
ADRIANA (CONT’D) (enunciating)  
Let me have this. (grins) Isn’t that great?  
 
Mishonn pulls away. 
 
MISHONN (dismissively) 
Okay, yeah, sure. Do you, boo. 
 
Adriana smiles even wider. 
 
The sound of a CAMERA SHUTTER gets closer. 
 
MISHONN (CONT’D)  

Oh, thank goodness. 
 
SHAWN, 14, clever and probably too nice for his 
own good, saunters over, carrying a vintage instant 
camera. 
 
SHAWN  
Don’t move. 
 
Shawn points the camera at Mishonn and crouches 
as she obediently remains in her back-to-the-wall 
position. 
 
ADRIANA 
Hey, the puppy’s here! 
 
SHAWN (ignoring Adriana)  
Good, just like that. 
 
Shawn snaps a photo, then runs up to Mishonn and 
slings an arm over her shoulder. He raises his 
camera, the lens now pointed at them. They both 
smile, and Shawn presses the shutter button again. 
He inspects the new photo that slides out. 
 
SHAWN (CONT’D)  
Perfect.  (to Mishonn) One more? 
 
Mishonn responds with an agreeable shrug. Shawn 
positions the camera once more and leans in 
closer, puckering his lips. Mishonn immediately 
cups a hand over his face and forces him back. 
 
MISHONN  
Funny. 
 
He returns a mischievous grin. Adriana clears her 
throat. 
 
SHAWN (CONT’D) (now tampering with the 
camera) 
Something wrong with your throat? 
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ADRIANA 
So, where’s my picture? 
 
Shawn points the camera at her and snaps a photo 
in one swift motion without even looking. He 
doesn’t budge to pick up the photo that floats out. 
 
SHAWN  
There.  Happy? 
 
ADRIANA 
Is film for that thing expensive? 
 
SHAWN 
If by "that thing," you mean my camera, then yes. 
Why? 
 
ADRIANA Then yes, I am. 
 
There is a short pause. They both scramble for the 
picture on the floor. Adriana gets it first, but Shawn 
manages to snatch it away. She lunges for the 
camera, but Shawn quickly steps back and uses his 
height advantage to hold it over her head. 
 
SHAWN (protectively)  
No. Not the camera. Never the camera. 
 
Adriana persists in trying to reach for the camera. 
Shawn looks in Mishonn’s direction with pleading 
eyes. Mishonn notices and gently rests her hands 
on Adriana’s shoulders. 
 
MISHONN  
Down, girl. 
 
Shawn lets out a sigh of relief and clutches the 
camera against his chest. He and Adriana 
exchange glares. 
 
ADRIANA  
Puppy. 
 
SHAWN  
Sheep. 
 
The school bell RINGS. 
 
CUT TO: INT. CLASSROOM - HOMEROOM 
A wave of students rushes into the classroom. 
MISHONN and ADRIANA sit beside each other 
near the center. Their backpacks are in the seats 
behind them. CAMILLE, 14, your friendly 
neighborhood spoiled rich kid, and JAEDA, 14, her 
loyal sidekick, are seated near the back. Camille is 
looking into a compact mirror. 
 
ADRIANA 
Sheep, a sheep. He called me a sheep! What does 
that even mean?  Sheep. 
(running her fingers through her hair)  By the way, 
I’ve been thinking of ombré-ing my hair, but I 
dunno. Is that still a thing? 
 
MISHONN 
Well, you called him a puppy. 
 
ADRIANA 
Whose side are you even on? 

 
MISHONN 
Who said anything about picking sides? 
 
ADRIANA 
Why do you always take his side? 
 
MISHONN 
I literally just said I’m not on anyone’s side. 
 
ADRIANA 
And now I have to deal with another one of him! 
Are you serious? His camp friend couldn’t transfer 
somewhere else? This was supposed to be my year! 
 
MISHONN 
Just try to play nice. 
 
ADRIANA 
Why are you taking this so well, Miss ‘I Hate 
People’? 
 
MISHONN (with a sigh) 
We’ve been over this. I don’t hate people, I just 
like it when they’re not around. 
 
ADRIANA 
Is there a difference? 
 
Camille struts over to Mishonn’s desk. Jaeda trails 
her. 
 
CAMILLE  
Look, Jae! We’re stuck with Mishonn Semen again. 
 
JAEDA  
Ew. Semen. 
 
MISHONN (sarcastically)  
Oh, I get it. Because ’semen’ sounds like 
’Freeman.’ That’s very clever. 
 
CAMILLE 
Is it? Because if it is then - (nudges Jaeda to the 
side) -  I came up with it. 
 
ADRIANA 
It actually is pretty clever. 
 
Mishonn looks at Adriana in disbelief. 
 
MISHONN 
...Really? Did you not see what I was trying to do? 
 
ADRIANA (with realization)  
Oooh! Oops. 
 
Camille lets out an obnoxious chortle. Jaeda stands 
beside her smiling smugly. 
 
CAMILLE Semen it is. 
 
Mishonn scowls at Adriana. 
 
ADRIANA (softly)  
Sorry, sorry. 
... 
 
CUT TO: INT. HOME - LIVING ROOM 

Fighting sounds and epic battle music erupt from 
the television. MISHONN, KEITH, MARLON, and 
ALEC are all seated around the TV, controllers in 
hand. Mishonn is on the loveseat next to Alec. 
 
KEITH 
Wait, where did I go? 
 
MARLON  
You died. 
 
KEITH  
Oh. 
 
ALEC (setting down the controller)  
Just between these two now. 
 
KEITH (to Mishonn) 
You’re pretty good at this. 
 
MISHONN 
Well, injuring people in real life is illegal. (to 
Marlon) Oh yeah? I bet you can’t block my Needle 
Storm. 
 
She suddenly flinches, pressing the wrong button 
on her controller. 
 
MARLON  
Ha! You missed. 
 
Mishonn looks down at Alec’s hand casually 
resting on her knee. He gently strokes the side of 
her knee with his thumb. She glances back and 
forth from his hand to his face. Alec doesn’t look at 
her and keeps his eyes on the screen. Mishonn not-
so-casually flicks his hand off her leg and continues 
playing. No one else sees this. 
 
MISHONN (eyeing the screen)  
I don’t think so – 
 
Mishonn freezes and slowly looks down. Alec’s 
hand ends up on her leg again. This time, the hand 
slithers toward her inner thigh. Mishonn releases a 
quiet yelp and snaps her legs shut. She immediately 
makes her in-game character run off a cliff to her 
death, and then quickly shuffles away to the furthest 
end of the seat, swatting Alec’s hand away before 
anyone sees. She crosses her leg in an attempt to be 
inconspicuous and looks at Alec in confused 
revulsion. Alec returns a sly grin. Mishonn breaks 
eye contact and turns away. 
  
MARLON 
Yes! 
 
Mishonn awkwardly snaps her fingers in an 
exaggerated motion to feign disappointment. 
 
MISHONN 
Oh, darn! Looks like you won the pizza. Good 
game. 
 
ALEC 
You guys could do another round if- 
 
MISHONN(abruptly)  
No, thanks. 
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Shivani Radha Boodhoo 
 

Professional Writing 
 

  
 

Appropriation Versus Assimilation: Navigating A Path to Appreciation 
 

Abstract 
 

This essay examines the anatomy of cultural appropriation and cultural assimilation among Native American, African American, and 
mainstream American cultures. Appropriation refers to the theft of a culture one does not belong to. According to The Cambridge 
Dictionary, cultural appropriation is “the act of taking or using things from a culture that is not your own especially without showing 
that you understand or respect this culture.” The dictionary’s definition of assimilation is: “The process of becoming similar to others 
by taking in and using their customs and culture.” By examining the impact of appropriation on Native American and African 
American cultures, one learns the value of appreciation. 
 

 
 

Reading Selection 
 

According to the American Indian Heritage Foundation (AIHF), the Indian headdress is supposed to be worn only by brave 
and powerful warriors and chiefs. “Each headdress varies from tribe to tribe as it represents the culture of each tribe” (AIHF). The 
headdress feathers represent a warrior’s bravery. The more feathers he gathers, the more the tribe acknowledges his accomplishments. 
Therefore, the headdress is significant to its owner. AIHF states, “The most prized of all feathers to receive for an Indian headdress 
was the Golden Eagle feather. Because the Indians saw the eagle as a messenger of God, this feather could only be earned through 
hardship, loyalty, and strength.”  Simon Moya-Smith, a citizen of the Oglala Lakota Nation and a journalist, states that wearing a 
headdress, even an imitation, “belittles what our elders have spent a lifetime to earn” (Erlich). Native American headdresses can be 
compared to the Purple Heart, which is one of the highest honors conferred by the United States military. Dennis Zotigh compares the 
Purple Heart to Native American headdresses because both should be earned through deeds that bring honor to the respective nations. 
Wearing a medal or headdress one did not earn is disrespectful. Cliff Matias, Director of Redhawk Native American Arts Council 
states that wearing a headdress could be similar to wearing a shtreimel, which is the fur hat Hasidic Jewish men wear, if it became 
popular, or by wearing the headdress that the pope wears. He says, “I am sure any Catholic people [sic] might be disrespected. So, for 
our people, it is the same way” (Erlich). When other cultures wear a Native American headdress as a music festival accessory or 
Halloween costume, it denigrates its long-standing tradition.      
 People often wonder if they can wear a headdress if they are part Native American, as Pharrell Williams did for Rolling Stone 
magazine. Matias says, “He should know better than to put a war bonnet on” (Erlich). Matias continues, asking, “What parts of the 
culture are you involved in? If the best you could do is say, ‘I am Native American and I can put a war bonnet on,’ that is pretty sad” 
(Erlich). The appreciation should be at a higher level if one is a part of Native American culture, instead of only partaking when it 
makes one look cool. Even if one belongs to the culture, it is still possible to appropriate without having the education about the sacred 
item.   

Fashion houses also appropriate Native American culture with their clothing designs. For example, Chanel’s pre-fall 2014 
collection runway show, the Paris-Dallas “Métiers d’Art,” appropriated a cowboy-and-Indians theme. “Chanel used a slew of cowboy 
boots, 10-gallon hats, and Native American–inspired prints, beadwork, and feathered headdresses. Indigenous people and their allies 
criticized the brand’s appropriation of Native American fashion and accused the show’s designers and models of racial insensitivity” 
(Montgomery).   

Chanel’s response stated that they were honoring the indigenous people’s history of Texas.  The Indian Arts and Crafts Act 
prohibits designers from misrepresenting Native American weaving styles. The 1990 Act prohibits any art or craft being marketed as 
Native-made when it is not (Montgomery). This act was also designed to help promote the sale of authentic Native American items. 
Urban Outfitters ended up partnering with the Navajo nation after they were called out after wrongly claiming that their products were 
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made by Navajo. Urban Outfitters contended that the name “Navajo” was generic, not understanding or appreciating the tribe’s 
history. “And while there are no proprietary rights to the cross, diamond, triangle, and zigzag patterns the company used to decorate 
their ‘truly madly deeply Navajo print tunic’ and other items, it is unethical for a non-Native [sic] company to use and profit from 
tribal designs and names without the consent or collaboration of that tribal community” (Montgomery). One must give credit where 
credit is due.  
 Cornrows are an example of an appropriated hairstyle. As Amanda Stenberg stated in her video, “Don’t Cash Crop on My 
Cornrows,” “Black hair requires upkeep in order for it to grow and remain healthy so black women have always done their hair. It’s 
just a part of our identity” (cited in Harjai).  When Kylie Jenner posted a picture of herself wearing cornrows with the caption, “I woke 
up like disss,” it grabbed the attention of 1.2 million Instagram users (Harjai). Stenberg commented that Jenner appropriated black 
features while ignoring the struggles African Americans face every day. Stenberg believed Jenner should use her position of power to 
help the African American community. 

When African Americans want to go “natural,” they risk negative financial consequences. Mainstream society deems natural 
African American hair as “unprofessional.” Mary Dossou writes about the issues regarding natural hair in her article, “Natural Hair vs. 
Corporate America: Why Are We Still Fighting This Battle?” that Hampton University School of Business, which is a historically 
black university, placed a ban on dreadlocks and cornrows in the classroom in 2001. The community protested, “but the dean stood by 
his decision, asserting that the ban had been successful in helping students land corporate jobs” (Doussou). This historically black 
university commanded students to adopt “white” hairstyles. Kimmika Williams-Witherspoon, associate professor of urban theater and 
community engagement at Temple University, comments, “Their placement is to say our folks will blend in with your folks, which is 
to say we’ll ‘act white’” (Dossou).  However, students should not have to strive towards white standards in order to receive a job offer.  

Marc Jacobs continued his appropriation of black culture at his Spring 2017 collection at New York Fashion Week when his 
models sported dreadlocks. The dreadlocks were created from hand-dyed wool of different colors, and they were worn by 
predominantly white models (Wagoner). The hairstylist, Guido Paula, stated that he believed the dreadlocks were a homage to what he 
called “club kids,” Boy George and others. Following the backlash from his model choices, Jacobs commented on Instagram, “I 
respect and am inspired by people and how they look. I don’t see color or race—I see people” (Wagoner). He fixed his unintentional 
sensitivity by deleting the original comment. His next post apologized “for the lack of sensitivity unintentionally expressed by my 
brevity.” He went on to clarify: “Of course I do ‘see’ color, but I DO NOT discriminate. THAT IS A FACT!” (Wagoner). If Marc 
Jacobs wanted to show appreciation for black culture, he should have had black (not white) models showcasing the dreads. Also, 
stating one does not see a person’s color diminishes the fact that one should see each person’s color—and that one should appreciate 
the differences among us. Not seeing people for their uniqueness, means blending cultures together without showing appreciation for 
each. To make matters worse, workplaces can now ban the wearing of dreadlocks with a 2016 ruling by the U.S. Circuit Court of 
Appeals.  

The ruling was based on a case filed by Chastity Jones after she had her offer of employment at Catastrophe Management 
Solutions (CMS), rescinded when she refused to cut off her dreadlocks (Wagoner). Jones sued based on Title VII of the Civil Rights 
Act of 1964, which prohibits a failure or refusal to hire someone over race, color, religion, sex, or national origin. Ms. Jones believed 
that focusing on her dreadlocks as a negative grooming style unfairly targeted African Americans. “The court’s decision was reached 
after deciding that Title VII protection of ‘immutable traits’ of race did not extend to grooming choices. In other words, CMS’s 
company policy, which requires employees to present themselves in a manner that ‘projects a professional and businesslike image,’ is 
up to the business to interpret” (Wagoner).  

Negative feelings towards dreadlocks does not only affect everyday people. Celebrities also receive criticism for their 
hairstyle choices. When Zendaya, a famous Disney child star (now an adult film actress), wore dreadlocks to the 2015 Oscars, she 
received comments about her hair from E! Show host, Giuliana Rancic. Rancic commented that, “Zendaya's hair made her ‘feel like 
she smells like patchouli,’ before adding, ‘Or weed’” (Hoff). The exchange promptly triggered an Internet firestorm as viewers 
slammed the hosts for being racially ignorant” (Hoff). Rancic was stereotyping Zendaya in the worst way possible.   
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Tana Nicole Cambrelen 
 

Creative Writing 
 

  
 

Boxed In: A Walk Through the Intersections of An Afro-Latina White Girl from The Bronx 
 

Abstract 
 
This thesis consists of short prose pieces and poetry that reflect a journey toward self-acceptance amid a realization of the stigmas 
placed on women, people of color, and those living in low-income areas.  Fueled by my personal experiences as a woman of color 
from New York City, these poems and prose-pieces balance one another in addressing controversial contemporary topics. It is 
important for me as a future writer to be comfortable discussing and analyzing such topics. Throughout my thesis, I make evident the 
many intersections that exist among marginalized groups based on gender, race, and economics or class. Questioning where and why 
marginalization exists, all while turning my rage into art, is the main goal of this creative piece.  
 

 
 

Reading Selection 
 

Dear Connor// t.c 
 
To the man who told me 
“Latina women will kill you in your sleep, 
but they’re so sexy,”  
I am not your fucking JLO.  
My ancestors did not travel endlessly to support my family, 
for a person who supports Trump to  
want to support my curvaceous body with their fragile fetishizes.  
I will not teach you to dance salsa or make you tortillas because 
You want to get a taste of my culture without 
licking my past.  
I will not give you the satisfaction of hearing the rrrrr’s rolled 
off my tongue until you can properly  
address me as my name and not as “your Spanish mami.” 
I will not be your foreign chick when you desire 
fire and passion. 
I will not be told to lower my voice because I’m too loud 
for I am speaking for all the tias and abuelas who 
were silenced by men like you.  
Tell me white boy, 
do my curls offend you? 
Are you afraid I may be a bruja? 
Do you detest my mixing of two languages when I’m excited? 
Is the food I make too spicy for you? 
Are you intimidated by the swaying of my hips when 
dancing merengue? 
I will not kill you in your sleep, 
and I will not be your fucking JLO.  
     
Latinas in Media  
“I ask myself, am I a black woman? Am I latina? Am I mulata? Am I black enough because I am also Latina? Am I Latina if I was born in 
New York? Am I Puerto Rican if I was not born on the island? Who determines?” -Marta Morena Vega  
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Marta Morena Vega’s essay, “Afro-Boricua: Nuyorican de Pura Cepa” is an ode to all women growing up in New York. The girls 
who were told that they were too black to be a Latina. The girls who were made fun of for their hairy arms and excessive baby hairs. The 
girls who were told that their gold-plated name earrings and diamond encrusted name belts were ghetto. The girls who grew up learning both 
English and Spanish simultaneously but occasionally meshed them together. The girls who know how to hop the train turnstiles because there 
wasn’t enough money on their MetroCard to get them where they needed to be.  
 Growing up a Latina in New York is an experience in itself. You have these presumptions of how you are going to act, sound, look, 
and dress before you’ve even learned your first word. But what happens when you don’t fall into said category? Questioning where you 
belong or “fit in” is common for inner city Afro- Latinas. You’re too white for the pure Latinx friends. You’re too black for your white 
friends. You’re not black enough for your black friends. Vega discusses how creating a space for people of mixed origins is important—
especially for the younger generations. The constant struggle of trying to decipher WHO you are and where you come from and what “group” 
you can be a part of can be mentally exhausting and affect someone deeply. Snide comments from not only strangers, but family and friends 
regarding your appearance can resonate with someone and make the process of self-acceptance that more difficult.  

Growing up in the early 2000’s, every Latina wanted to be like Jennifer Lopez. She was one of us. She was a Puerto Rican from the 
Bronx, went to an all-girls Catholic high school that everyone was familiar with, went to the same Kips Bay Boys and Girls Club that we 
went to, and made it clear that she was proud of her roots as she went by the nickname “Jenny from the block.” J.Lo started off as a back-up 
dancer but soon made her way to be the star of many Hollywood films. Was it her charisma? Was it her years (lack of) acting that prepared 
her for the debut? Was it is her vocal training and ability to sing well? Or was it her voluptuous figure that Hollywood fell in love with? 
Hollywood’s desire to have the best of both worlds is incited by the sexualization of Latina actresses and praising them for being “foreign” or 
“exotic,” while simultaneously either white washing them in their casted roles or exaggerating their culture. Finding that middle balance of 
what it is to be an American born Latina is an issue that Hollywood has yet to master.  

When Zoe Saldana’s movie Colombiana was released in 2011, I was overwhelmed with emotion seeing an Afro-Dominican woman 
as the lead role in an action movie fueled by her desire for revenge. The entire movie I was on the edge of the seat because there was 
someone who looked like me on the journey to kill her parents’ murderer, and not letting anything or anyone get in between that.  The bus 
ride home from Whitestone Movie Theatre with one of my closest friends was spent talking about our favorite parts of the movie and how 
much we loved Zoe Saldana. As I got back to my house, I started talking about Colombiana with my parents and was met with comments 
that made me re-think my own beauty. My father, an Afro-Dominican and Afro-Boricua, wasn’t happy with the “inaccurate representation” 
of Dominican women. He expressed his distaste for how ugly and skinny Zoe Saldana was. I remember getting so frustrated at his comments, 
I began to cry. I wasn’t crying because my dad thought Zoe Saldana was ugly. I was crying because I finally saw a representation of a Latina 
woman that didn’t have sex appeal oozing from her pores solidify the fact that maybe I don’t need to look a certain way to be considered 
beautiful. Zoe Saldana was being belittled in my household, by someone who gave me the exact features that I felt insecure about before 
watching her kick ass in Colombiana. I was crying because I was confused.  

Hearing this type of criticism from my dad, someone who always told me to be proud of my heritage and culture and teaching me 
about the trials and tribulations that my ancestors overcame, it was a smack in the face that he would solely focus on someone’s physical 
appearance, and not the fact that we finally had someone who looked like us starring in major Hollywood productions. Ana-Maurine Lara 
writes that her body is Afro-Dominicana not solely based on her physical features but because in the context of white supremacy. These types 
of contradictions constantly play a part in how the media portrays Latina celebrities. They fetishize them being exotic and foreign but only if 
it falls under their criteria of what is considered “beautiful.”  

Recognizing and appreciating diversity amongst the Latin community is imperative in the process of breaking down stereotypes and 
barriers. Yet majority of the actresses of Latina descent have similar features. They’re of lighter skin, longer hair, and full lips. Or they are the 
white- passing Latinas who play the roles of white women in their films. Looks do not invalidate someone’s culture; if I believed that this 
entire thesis would be counterproductive. But we must take into consideration why Cameron Diaz, Salma Hayek, and Jennifer Lopez are 
Hollywood’s “go-to” for diversity in films. We must also contemplate why Eva Mendes, a Cuban American, and Eva Longoria, a Mexican 
American, are constantly confused for one another despite them both consistently being praised for their striking beauty. 

Throughout American history and the westernization of any civilization and society the government could get their hands on, race 
has been a dichotomous Black or white decision. The “one-drop rule” played a major part in the choice that one made to identify as. This rule 
implemented by the American government dictated that if the person had one black ancestor or any black blood in their racial composition, 
they were to identify as, be viewed as, and treated as a Black citizen. Identifying as one solid race is problematic in the Hispanic community 
due to our mixed racial ancestry and identities. The history of majority of Latin American and Caribbean islands indicates the combination of 
European colonizers, native Indigenous groups such as Taino Indians, and African slaves. This mix of different blood resulted in the diverse 
physical attributes and features that are present in Latino communities.   

The negative connotation behind having more African blood and features is revealed behind the comments that many people hear 
growing up or nicknames given to dark skinned people. Cocolo, prieto, mono, and trepapalo are just some derogatory words that are 
commonly used to describe black people. To put it into perspective, trepapalo translates to tree climber.  The message and history behind 
these volatile names perpetuates racism within their own community, as well as cross-culturally.  

Due to the burden that comes with being “Black,” specifically African American, many United States-born Latinos rather not 
identify with being Black because they are afraid they will be targeted just as much. The truth is, Latinos are targeted regardless. Immigration 
laws, mass deportation, refugee refusal, and wall building are just some of the obstacles that Hispanics face individually. On the same 
spectrum, we see Black Americans being targets for police brutality, systemic racism, school to prison pipeline, and wage gaps. Both of these 
groups of people live in fear of being a victim of some type of race motivated violence or oppression. We cannot expect these inhumane 
events to cease, if as a culture we continue to dismiss our history and think of this fight as two separate ones rather than as a whole. 
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Deirdre Fanzo 
 

Literature 
 

 
 

Sympathy for the Devil: Mapping Addiction Narratives in Gothic Literature 
 

Abstract 
 

Narrative medicine is a theoretical lens that incorporates medical concepts into the literary field in order to promote feelings of 
sympathy for a protagonist. It has been used by scholars to examine works by such authors as Henry James, E.B. White, and Virginia 
Woolf, but it has not yet been utilized to study a genre of literature rife with illness and horror of the bodily and psychological 
varieties: Gothic literature. This thesis explores this genre by applying ideas from narrative medicine and narrative theory to narratives 
of addiction and decline. The addiction narratives found in The Monk by Matthew Lewis, Frankenstein by Mary Wollstonecraft 
Shelley, The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde by Robert Louis Stevenson, and Carmilla by Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu will be 
explored to consider the interpretation of the protagonists of these texts as victims rather than villains. 
 

  
 

Reading Selection 
 

Narrative medicine, a theory that draws upon literary concepts to introduce empathy into physician-patient 
relationships, has increasingly grown as a practice encouraged by doctors since the 1960s and 1970s. Through the years, 
medical practitioners have placed a growing emphasis on the need to become less logical and more understanding when 
working with ailing individuals. According to Rita Charon, the director of the Narrative Medicine program at Columbia 
University and a scholar of literary theory, the medical field “is being fortified by a rigorous understanding of narrative theory, 
appreciation of narrative practice, and deepening respect for what great literary texts can contribute to” this line of work 
(“Attention, Representation, Affiliation” 261). Physicians or caregivers are instructed to listen to their patients and pay close 
regard to their words, demeanor, and feelings in order to develop empathy for these individuals and be moved by their stories. 
In other words, physicians are being instructed to think like sympathetic readers, with their patients playing the role of 
protagonist in the stories they are being presented with.  
 But how does narrative medicine, when applied to literature, help a reader to better understand a text? What can a 
reader or a literary critic gain from a field that exists to help physicians better understand their patients? The simplest answer is 
this: it reminds readers and critics of the relationships they should strive to develop with characters, especially characters who 
are suffering from illnesses. In order to enhance their emphatic and comprehensive skills, readers can observe and then emulate 
the techniques utilized by physicians as they imitate readers to better act with sympathy. Narrative medicine has already been 
applied to writers including Henry James, E.B. White, and Virginia Woolf by literary theorists and doctors alike, such as Rita 
Charon, Dr. Sunil Sapru and Dr. Richard Panush (Charon, “Attention, Representation, Affiliation” 263; Chen). These experts 
allow their students to make connections with texts and to utilize reader-response skills when working with their patients, in 
order to develop stronger bonds with them and gain a better understanding of their trials and tribulations. This thesis will 
incorporate theoretical concepts of narrative medicine into a complex analysis of prominent addiction narratives in Romantic 
and Victorian Gothic fiction. 
 Gothic fiction often explores the realms of psychological illness and addictive behavior. When read from a perspective 
that combines medicine with literary narrative theory and structure, readers are provided with a new and unique theoretical lens. 
This lens allows the reader to observe the actions a character takes in relation to the state of his or her own mental or physical 
health. The horror of the Gothic, which is oftentimes presented in manners that are both bodily and psychological, can thereby 
be explained in ways yet unexplored with the addition of such a theoretical lens.  
 The portrayal of illness in Gothic fiction is different from its portrayal in other genres. Gothic characters, such as 
Ambrosio of The Monk, Dr. Victor Frankenstein of Frankenstein, and Dr. Henry Jekyll of The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde, suffer from illnesses that are generally psychological and commonly fall into the realm of addiction. They belong to a 
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long tradition of characters who are often portrayed in a negative light. Patricia Spacks, a literary scholar and specialist of novel 
theory, writes that “melancholy…[marks] many a…Gothic hero/villain,” and frequently in these works, it appears as though this 
melancholy is quite deserved (195).  As literary theorist Bridget Marshall notes, these characters display what medical doctors 
at the time would have called a “palsy of the will,” frequently committing heinous crimes against humanity that cast them 
squarely as villains (“Evil Game” 11). However, observing these narratives of addiction and decline through the lens of 
narrative medicine allows the sufferer to be painted in a different light. Can an addict truly be blamed for his actions? Is he no 
more than a villain, or is he, in actuality, a victim?   

This thesis applies narrative theory and narrative medicine to Gothic texts, focusing particularly on the common themes 
of habit formation, addiction, and repetition. I observe the characteristics of a traditional bildungsroman and compare the norms 
of the genre to the Gothic narrative, which quite frequently is an addiction narrative. I trace the stages of addiction narratives, 
then apply these stages to the novels The Monk by Matthew Lewis, Frankenstein by Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley, The Strange 
Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde by Robert Louis Stevenson, and Carmilla by Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu. In this thesis, I discuss 
and debate the heroism and villainy of these protagonists, and further explore the intrinsic differences between Gothic 
characters and the heroes of a bildungsroman. 
 Before focusing on the medical aspect of narrative medicine, I first explore the basics of narrative theory in conjunction 
with Gothic literature. Professor Jim Phelan of Ohio State University states that narrative theorists explore “how accounts of 
what happened to particular people in particular circumstances with particular consequences can be at once so common and so 
powerful” (“What is Narrative Theory?”). He emphasizes the importance of recognizing, as a reader, how the text helps one to 
better make sense of stories, as well as how it helps one to make sense of the world as a whole. Gothic tales, however, tend to 
complicate the generalities of literary narratives that Phelan speaks of, in that their narratives are highly uncommon. The 
narrative of a Gothic tale often appears to be dominated by such things as chaos and fear. Spacks writes that this inspires 
feelings of “confusion and foreboding” in characters that then “generate [the] narrative drive” (193). However, as Spacks later 
states, “Order runs deeper than chaos: such is the message of all Gothic fiction” (200). Despite the unpredictability that may be 
associated with the narratives in Gothic texts, due in part to the presence of addiction, order reigns supreme. 

Our contemporary notions of addiction are generally accompanied by thoughts of alcoholism and substance abuse. 
However, as Marshall states, “use of the term ‘addiction’ – ‘The state of being (self-)addicted or given to a habit or pursuit; 
devotion’, first cited in 1641– long predates any specific association with drugs, and could be used to describe any habitual 
behaviour” (“Evil Game” 9). An addiction, therefore, can be anything that a character finds himself fixated on, or anything that 
the character has made an excessive habit of. Once an addiction forms in the context of a Gothic work, it is entirely impossible 
to break. The narrative structure of a Gothic work is an addiction narrative, wherein a character discovers something that he has 
been denied and grows covetous of it. Marshall states that “Gothic villains…illustrate the extreme consequences of [the] loss of 
both rationality and will;” such a loss would prevent these characters from ever again being the people who they once were 
(“Evil Game” 16). This narrative structure can be traced in Matthew Lewis’s The Monk, Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley’s 
Frankenstein, Robert Louis Stevenson’s The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, and Carmilla by Joseph Sheridan Le 
Fanu. 

Each of these texts were selected for the reason that they are representative of traditional British Gothic literature at 
different points of the height of the genre. The Monk, published in 1796, is typical of a Romantic Gothic novel. The novel was 
written as the genre was still quite fresh and longed for by audiences, following the inception of the Gothic tale by Horace 
Walpole with his novella The Castle of Otranto in 1764. Frankenstein, published in 1818 and also a Romantic text, was written 
during the midpoint of the genre in the nineteenth century, wherein Gothic texts had developed to such feature complex literary 
techniques as framed narratives. The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, published in 1886, is exemplary of a Victorian 
Gothic novella from the fin de siècle. Gothic fiction had become less in demand and less popular in the public eye, but in the 
1890s, a century after the conception of 1790s Gothic, the genre made a comeback. Published in 1872, the novella Carmilla 
provides yet another example of a Victorian Gothic text, but allows for the opportunity to explore the narrative of a female 
character and compare her experience to that of the male protagonists in the previous texts. 
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“God’s benison go with you, and with those that would make good of bad” 
Macduff as Antibody in Shakespeare’s Macbeth – A New Soliloquy 

 
Abstract 

 
In a letter to The King’s Men (Shakespeare’s company at the Globe Theater), resident playwright John Fletcher proposes revisions to 
Macbeth, including a new soliloquy for Macduff.  As Macbeth’s nemesis and the play’s propulsive force of good, Macduff stands 
dramatically counterpoised to Macbeth and Lady Macbeth in character, word and deed.  In the new soliloquy, Macduff reflects on the loss of 
his family and life without them, and considers his motivations for seeking Macbeth’s death – for vengeance or for Scotland’s greater good. 
The soliloquy highlights Macduff’s heroic qualities that make him the morally healthy, life-restoring antibody –– the “med’cine of the sickly 
weal” (5.2.27) –– that cures Scotland of the Macbeths’ diseased and soul-killing amorality. 
 

 
 

Reading Selection 
 
[Letter from John Fletcher to The King’s Men theater company]  
My dearest Company and companions, 

It is with immense pleasure and gratitude that I accept the honor and privilege you have bestowed in asking me to lend my humble gifts to the 
Bard’s Macbeth, our Company’s next endeavor. This stunning play is a powerful morality tale on the danger of “vaulting ambition” that also provides us with 
exciting opportunities for diverting theatrical displays – magical and ghoulish stagecraft for the witches, alluring and scantily clad demon-worshipping 
dancers in the witches’ Sabbath, and audience-thrilling brutality and gore, including our lead player’s head promenaded about the stage on a pike. It is sure to 
fill seats and replenish our coffers. As our artistic team sets to creating a compelling visual atmosphere for our production, I wish the Company to know I plan 
the bold addition of a new soliloquy for Macduff to emphasize thematic elements that may impact the aesthetic presentation of Macbeth. 

Worthy Macduff deserves his own moment on the stage to give voice to his pure soul. As Macbeth’s nemesis and the play’s propulsive force of 
good, Macduff stands dramatically counterpoised to Macbeth and Lady Macbeth in character, word and deed. Thematically, as protagonists the Macbeths 
embody the disease of ruthless ambition after they are infected by the witches’ virus of verbal and moral equivocation. As antagonist, Macduff is their 
antibody, a healing agent of good who neutralizes and eradicates the evil with which the soul-sick Macbeths have contaminated Scotland: “our suffering 
country / Under a hand accursed” (3.6.49-50). 

Before I describe my ideas for Macduff’s soliloquy, let me paint in broad strokes the play’s overarching theme of viral amorality against which the 
integrity of Macduff’s character takes on healing force. In the opening scene, the Three Witches present their evil as a virus of equivocation: “Fair is foul, and 
foul is fair / Hover through the fog and filthy air” (1.1.11-12). In conflating “foul” with “fair,” the witches’ “imperfect speech” (1.3.70) – characterized by 
equivocation or paradox – symbolizes an absence of clear morality, leeching the positive, healthful and moral from what is “good” and the negative, sick and 
sinning from what is “bad.” Their equivocation is so highly contagious – “hover[ing] through the fog and filthy air” – that Macbeth is infected with the 
witches’ virus the moment he walks into the wood: His first line – “So foul and fair a day I have not seen” (1.3.38) – shows his thought is already exposed to 
the witches’ equivocation and he is vulnerable to their moral contagion.  After Lady Macbeth reads about the witches’ prophesies in her husband’s letter – this 
is Macbeth’s method to “deliver thee” (1.5.10) the amorality virus – she too is infected and thinks immediately of murder as “the nearest way” to the throne. 
However, she worries that Macbeth’s character is not sufficiently evil to conceive or commit the act and conceptually links evil/amorality to “illness”: “Thou 
wouldst be great, / Art not without ambition, but without / The illness should attend it” (1.5.17-19). Rather than seeking to cure this illness, Lady Macbeth, in 
her “unsex me here” soliloquy (1.5.39-53), instead invokes evil “spirits / That tend on mortal thoughts” to change her very nature from one of health/life to 
one of sickness/death.  She desires not only to purge herself of her female qualities – “remorse” and life-nurturing “milk” from her “woman’s breasts” – but 
also to transform her being to evil – “fill me to the crown to the toe, top-full / Of direst cruelty” – and sickly – “Make thick my blood” (1.5.41-42). From this 
point on, Macbeth and Lady Macbeth embody the play’s theme of viral equivocation as they try to pervert their human nature from health/good to illness/evil 
to achieve their amoral ambitions.  

In contrast to the morally diseased and ruthless Macbeths, Macduff is an incorruptible heroic figure who perseveres, despite great personal 
suffering and loss, and advances his political position without any personal ambition, solely by pursuing a moral path. It is the essential goodness of his 
character – integrity and moral purity, deep family affection, rich and sensitive expression of manhood, political loyalty and religious adherence to the order 
of the law – that makes Macduff the play’s healing force. In his first scene, Act 2, Scene 3, Macduff is shown to have deeply held religious beliefs about the 
monarchy and political order when he talks about Duncan’s murder: “Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope / The Lord’s anointed temple, and stole thence 
/ The life o’th’ building” (2.3.69-71, emphasis added). For Macduff, murdering the King is not merely a political crime, but a sacrilege, an act of evil against 
God. In this scene, the Macbeths’ acts are clearly defined as “evil” and Macduff is established as an opposing representative of “good” and moral order. Later 
in Act 2, when Macduff and Ross speak with an Old Man about acts “‘gainst nature” occurring throughout Scotland, the Old Man gives Macduff a parting 
blessing: “God’s benison go with you, and with those / That would make good of bad, and friends of foes.” (2.4.40-41, emphasis added). The pairing of 
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contradictions – “good/bad” and “friends/foes” – echoes the witches’ equivocation, but makes an important linguistic distinction: the witches make opposites 
equal – “fair is foul” = good is bad – but the Old Man defies equivocation and restores the oppositional meaning of words to enable moral absolutes, such that 
“good” and “friends” will conquer their opposites, “bad” and “foes.” The blessing anoints, or inoculates, Macduff with God’s power of “good” and defines his 
mission as eradicating “bad” and restoring moral order to Scotland by curing it of the Macbeths’ unnatural illness of equivocation/amorality. 

In Macduff’s Act 4, Scene 3, exchange with Malcolm, Macduff shows he has no ambition to rule Scotland and his only “hope” has been for his 
country to be ruled by a true heir of Duncan, whom he describes as a “most sainted king” (4.3.109). Malcolm immediately sees Macduff’s pure-hearted 
integrity: “Macduff, this noble passion, / Child of integrity, hath from my soul / Wiped the black scruples, reconciled my thoughts / To thy good truth, and 
honour” (4.3.114-117, emphasis added). In calling Macduff’s “noble passion” the “child of integrity,” Malcolm is making an important distinction about 
Macduff’s character: his nobility has grown organically like a child from his integrity, not solely a nobility derived from birth and title. Malcolm recognizes 
the power of Macduff’s moral purity and, after news that Macbeth has murdered Macduff’s family, he seeks to bond with Macduff and together serve as 
“med’cines of our great revenge” (4.2.213), making their integrity the cure to the Macbeths’ disease. 

Macduff’s grieving reaction to the death of his wife and children shows a powerful depth of feeling at the loss of their life and love, the antithesis of 
Macbeth’s numbed and dismissive response to his wife’s death, which exposes his character’s emotional emptiness: “Life’s but a walking 
shadow…Signifying nothing” (5.5.24-28). Macduff’s emotional honesty reveals a masculinity that is healthy and whole, challenging the unhealthy and 
broken concept of manhood shown in Lady Macbeth’s harsh rebukes to her husband that he must be “a man” by denying his tender, human feelings. In this 
passage, Macduff shows that it is manly to love deeply and tenderly “what is most precious” and to feel despair at their loss – “I must also feel it as a man” 
(4.3.221).  In addition, he is thoughtful about how they died and, with great humility (“naught that I am”), rightfully assumes some responsibility for their 
deaths. As a religious man, Macduff turns to God to help him cope with death, at first asking, why “did Heaven look on, / And would not take their part?” 
(4.3.223-224). But in addressing the theological question of how can God allow evil, Macduff does not question the essential goodness of God. Instead he 
believes his own sins caused the death of his innocent family and finds comfort in conferring the souls of his family to God in the afterlife – “Heaven rest 
them now.” In opposition to the witches’ equivocation, Macduff denies the possibility that good can be a source of evil.  

Macduff is clearly a character whose very existence is a powerful curative to the Macbeths and as such he shall have a moment to speak his 
innermost healing thoughts.  The new soliloquy will define Macduff as antibody to the Macbeths’ diseased characters by having his thoughts present point-by-
point moral, healthy human correctives to amoral, sick, unnatural thoughts expressed in corresponding lines by Macbeth and Lady Macbeth. 
 
New Soliloquy for Macduff 
Scene 4 - Macduff enters to speak prior to the arrival of Malcolm, Seyward, et al. His soliloquy will serve as a welcome moment of 
hope before the fast-moving and savage battle scenes to come.   
Macduff:   
How clean and pure the night air is, clearing   

Thought and bracing courage for coming combat.   
For Scotland’s health and very life, the tyrant must 
Be torn from his tainted throne, defiled 
With blood of innocents slain for power lust.   
O could I but erase the days and fly   
My sweet birds from our happy nest, far   
From the pitiless blade that cruelly parted   
The soft breath from their most cherished lips.   
To hold them once more! Their dear souls and tender  
Kindnesses did shape my every hour and were   
The warmth and rhythm of my heart. They were   
The finest part of me. But now, to live,   
Never again to know their joys and sorrows,   
And haunted by the ghosts of what will never be? 
They are forever stopped in that last instant,   
And never shall we grow old together –   
No - that supreme delight of life has been denied.   
Yet, to join them now, cut short Fate’s thread,  
Is sinful dream past all waking thought. 
Grief split open my heart, and love that had no home 
Flowed to homeland, nurturing redemptive zeal, 
As love for innocence that once was   
Infused my soul and multiplied my will,   
My purpose is not shaken but intensified.   
Life is God’s gift, with meaning far beyond   
The mortal joys of kith and kin. The bloody   
Fiend must die, but not to slake my thirst   
For vengeance. No - revenge cannot restore 
Life’s animating breath to corpses cold -    

But today our acts return the sainted name of  
Duncan to the throne, restore honor to Scotland, 
And secure for her a bright unblemished future.  
I am resolute – but for myself,   
I seek not power nor the throne.  
That destiny does rest with Malcolm, and   
Together we will end the bloodshed.   
Though hardened by my battle glory and deaths  
Of countless foes, whose flesh turned cold upon my sword, 
My heart now rocks my body and beats drums   
Inside my head as thoughts and time move forward   
Hand in hand, and soon I meet this devil face to face.   
To fight and not to vanquish – that cannot be!   
A man who loses all he loves does battle   
Pure of heart without restraints of fear   
Or conflicted loyalties. My heart   
Pulses with the vigor of God’s will,   
My blood flows pure with aspiration for   
My homeland, and visions of vanquishing Macbeth  
Have occupied my thought like a tutor for   
Corporeal conquest. His evil did extinguish 
From my heart all bonds of friendship we once held.   
For him, there now exists but one Macduff,   
His nemesis and purge of Scotland’s evil.   
The beast has died a thousand times in dreams,   
Now I pray that Heaven guide my sword –   
Sharp as a surgeon’s blade – to pierce Macbeth’s   
Malevolent and tainted heart and excise   
His evil from this land. Come dawn! Let Sun   
Illuminate our righteous deeds and shine   
It’s purifying rays as Scotland starts 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Afresh on this new day.  
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Abstract 
 

GREAT: A NOVEL-IN-PROGRESS is a work of magical realism that tells the story of Jay Barrett, a New York City public school 
janitor, who has discovered the underground existence of a race of dwarves—led by a leprechaun—who are mining beneath the streets 
of Manhattan for valuable ore. Jay goes on a journey with a small group of friends in quest of a photograph of the Manhattan skyline 
as seen from the peak of Bear Mountain. Along the way, he stumbles into the nether-realm of the Jötnar, a mythical race of Norse 
giants, who recognize the magic coin given to Jay by the leprechaun. He also claims to know The Big G, who owns the land that 
stands between Jay and the photograph. Unbeknownst to Jay, one of his traveling companions, Yuri, also knows The Big G. 
 

  
 

Reading Selection 
 

Consider the wrestler.  
 There is, somewhere in a near forgotten parking lot that has not been paved in decades, between the old liquor 
store the town relies on for sustenance and the park that closes at sundown for the safety of the children, a gym. The gym 
is privately owned, as most gyms seem to be, and for a single Friday evening it is repurposed. The owner of this 
establishment has had an agreement sorted out with the owner of a small wrestling promotion for years. Rows of chairs 
are set up in a square surrounding a wrestling ring. The ring has been carefully assembled by the men who will risk 
shattered bones and broken lives soon. Ropes are tightened, metal beams set in place, sturdy wood set over the ring for 
maneuvers, canvas over the wood, an apron to surround the edges of the ring, and a quick cleaning for small amounts of 
blood left behind from previous matches.  
 The men and women there, you do not know their names. In a very real likelihood, you will never even see them 
in the context of a wrestler. But you did see them. They may serve your coffee. They work at the book store. They teach 
classes at the various elementary and high schools dotted across the city. Now, they finish piecing the ring together for 
their art.  
 The gym is full of people, ready to watch good triumph over villainy. Tonight, the main event will come at the 
cost of hair. First, the women are up. They damn near kill each other tonight and leave their souls balancing precariously 
over the ropes, gasping for a chance at breath. Amazingly, not even a bra is knocked out of place. Someone wins, 
someone loses, and there are cheers. 
 Next come the comedy gimmicks. Someone wears a dinosaur costume. He is placed against a mortal man, this 
dinosaur. Calling for unfair treatment, the mortal man calls for assistance to defeat this immovable, extinct beast. The 
dragon costume enters the picture, running from a locker room to the ring. Together, mortal man and mythical creature 
end the tyranny of the dinosaur and wander out as friends.  
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 The trashcan men come next. The game of malice and hatred is played between them. Both brandish trashcans to 
strike the other down. They spew their recited loathing. They swing their trashcans in perfect, practiced synchronization. 
Their samurai duel is cut short by the crumpling aluminum of their weapons. The match begins, and they gather new 
weapons to fight with. Someone wins, someone loses, and there are cheers. 
 The next two nearly fly to the ring. No one can follow the speed or the balance or the perfect accuracy of their 
airborne attacks. Someone wins, someone loses, there are cheers.  
 The main event comes around. There are no titles here. Belts are too expensive for them to commission on their 
budget, and no one here is under contract. They could give the people titles by name, but without the metal to justify it, 
they mean nothing. To make up for it, the main events are filled with built up vitriol and personal sacrifices to keep the 
watchers watching.  
 See now two men who enter. You do not know their names. One, perhaps, you will know some day; the other, 
you will never. One is young, not even in the prime of his career. The other has been bruising his body for the passion of 
it for decades now. He does not invite his niece to the shows, though she is old enough to see her uncle fight.  
 The other is the hometown hero, and most in attendance cheer for him. They hope for autographs. He has been a 
commonplace character in their town long enough for parents to have told their children about him. Everyone is 
someone’s first hero, after all. You do not know his name, but he calls himself Lancelot in the ring. His feud with the one 
has been followed carefully by those who bought seats tonight. One is cocksure and proud and plays to it well. 
Showboating to the audience, he responds to jeers by knocking refreshments out of hands and cursing at children. You 
may know his name, he calls himself Rayne in the ring.  
 Tonight, the hardened veteran battles the unwashed youngster, the other battles the one. On the line: Hair. 
Whoever does not overcome his opponent will be shaved bald by his opponent.  
 The match begins. The veteran dominates the match. At every turn, the youngster finds that he cannot outwit the 
veteran, who sees logically through his every move. But, at some point, the youngster turns the tide with a single 
realization. The veteran is old and tires easily. So the ebb and flow begins. They battle for a long while, wresting for 
control of the confrontation. The veteran, the other, rises up and prepares to finish the battle. The crowd stews in their own 
electricity, ready to celebrate. The veteran could, at any point, shatter the youngster, and leave him a broken, bloody body 
in the ring. But, the veteran follows his orders, and those aren’t his orders. The youngster surprises everyone with a spry 
maneuver, an athletic feat the veteran can never hope to do at this age. The veteran strikes the canvas in a daze, the 
youngster, the one, mounts him for the three.  
 A stunned silence settles over the crowd. The jeers begin when the clippers are brought out. Some leave, most 
stay, some cry or shrink away as the veteran faces his fate. With groans and shrieks and a vain attempt at escape from the 
youngster’s grasp, locks fall from the veteran’s scalp in painful clumps. The crowd shouts and trash is thrown when the 
youngster leaves the veteran with a sloppy, unfinished haircut.  
 There are no autographs.  
 The veteran is in a parking lot, sitting somewhere in a forgotten world between the old liquor store and the park 
that is now closed, at a cross-section between where hell ends and the stars become visible through light pollution. He 
shakes hands with the youngster with a well wish, a congratulations, and a See You Next Friday.  
 The youngster enters a car, the cheapest he could find on the market. The dinosaur and dragon place their visages 
in their trunks and make their way away.  
 The veteran stands at his dark blue minivan. The driver side door sits open and he rests behind it. Starlight reflects 
patiently against the spots of rust on the roof of his car. He wonders at the stars for a time. One of them is his lucky star, 
he knows. The star will shed a spotlight, he figures, and he will have a chance to beat the champion he never met. One 
day, he will earn a chance to be recognized. Not simply by the champ, or this gym, but perhaps by you. If you notice this 
veteran on the street, shake his hand, tell him you appreciate his fights. He may retire soon and only so many more 
matches lie still in his heart, waiting for the spark that sets them to his soul, as he wrestles every match as though it may 
be his last. Focus on this wrestler, this veteran, this other, as he speaks to the stars gingerly. A prayer falls from his lips, 
perhaps, if we examine hard enough. He runs a hand over a disrupted haircut, which he will have to finish and make bald 
fully before bed tonight. Midnight approaches. He has surrounded himself with rust-spotted vehicles, broken bottles, and 
pot holes. This veteran enters his dark blue minivan at some forgotten moment where time ceases to inhale for fear of a 
ruptured lung forcing it into an early retirement.  
 Consider the wrestler.  
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Shakespeare and Women: A Feminist Perspective 
 

Abstract 
 
This research paper is an investigation of Shakespeare’s portrayal of women in his plays.  It examines how Shakespeare’s writings 
reflect the treatment of women during the 16th century.  Does he reveal himself as being sexist and misogynist?  In what ways are his 
views about the sexes influenced by the conceptions of gender in the Elizabethan time?  How do his female characters reflect the 
situation of contemporary women?  Section One gives a detailed analysis of Kate from The Taming of the Shrew, exploring how she is 
presented as both a shrewish woman and someone who submits to her husband’s will.  Section Two analyzes Lady Macbeth as both a 
villainous woman and a devoted wife who is a victim of circumstances.  The final section analyzes the roles of Kate and Lady 
Macbeth from a feminist perspective, exploring how these two women relate to women in today’s society.  In this final section, I 
argue that Shakespeare used his female protagonists to protest the treatment of women in his own time.  

 

 
 

Reading Selection 
 

Good grows with her: 
In her days every man shall eat in safety 
Under his own vine, what he plants; and sing 
The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours: 
God shall be truly known; and those about her 
From her shall read the perfect ways of honour.  
And by those claim their greatness, not by blood. 
HENRY VIII (5.4,36-42) 
 

In Fantasies of Female Evil, Cristina Alfar argues that “in the early modern period, tracts about women’s nature were 
grounded in the naturalization and moralization of gender linked acts and behaviors deployed in support of a dominant, 
masculinist ideology” (30).  Women were confined to their conventional roles, which inscribed strict divisions between men 
and women’s realms.  In his plays, however, Shakespeare both represented women in their traditional social roles and 
challenged those roles.  And Shakespeare scholars have long considered his female characters in the context of gender and 
political ideologies.   “Contemporary feminist criticism was born in 1970 with the publication of Kate Millett’s Sexual Politics,” 
states Linda Bamber in her Shakespearean study, Comic Women, Tragic Men (1).  And feminist critic Dympna Callaghan, 
editor of the 2016 A Feminist Companion to Shakespeare, points to the ongoing need to engage in the study of “practical 
politics compounded with the ‘social ills’ of Shakespeare’s plays; as such criticism, paradoxically, is itself an integral part of 
feminist Shakespeare scholarship” (2). 

Shakespeare’s plays, of course, open themselves up to a world of interpretation.  Whether his plays are read on their 
own or analyzed within their historical and ideological contexts, audiences are aware that there are multiple ways of interpreting 
his plays, in general, and the female characters who dominate in several of his dramas, in particular.  Any one of Shakespeare’s 
plays can lead to an interesting discussion about his female characters.  Nevertheless, the two plays I wish to analyze in regards 
to the roles of women are The Taming of the Shrew (Kate) and Macbeth (Lady Macbeth).  Each play presents female characters 
whom Shakespeare endowed with a mix of power, influence, and subordination. 

 In my thesis, I argue that there are often conflicting interpretations of his female characters.  One reader understands 
his plays to be laden with misogynistic representations, while another understands Shakespeare as a feminist.  My own reading 
focuses on the ambiguity of the roles of Lady Macbeth and Katherine.  While it might be argued that the character of Katherine 
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in The Taming of the Shrew is a young witty and independent maiden who retains her freedom and arrogance, for example, it 
can also be argued that Kate is tamed by Petruchio into accepting the conventions of marriage.  Similarly, Lady Macbeth is in 
some ways the conventional wife that Kate ends up becoming, but she is also a wife who makes other works for her own 
personal agendas.  As a result, Lady Macbeth can be seen as an evil manipulator, one of the driving forces behind her husband’s 
treachery – but she can also appear a more sympathetic figure who desires power for her family, particularly her ambitious 
husband.  In the end, I link the ambiguity Shakespeare builds into female characters to an argument about his – and our – 
feminism.  My final argument is that Shakespeare created his women as custom-breakers in order to protest against the 
stereotypical treatment of women in patriarchal Renaissance society.  And that this protest against gender stereotypes in 
Shakespeare’s plays has direct relevance to our own current discussions about the social and marital status of women…. 

 
Lady Macbeth and Kate are both women from Shakespeare’s time, and they are complex characters.  That said, they 

share characteristics that are typical of the stereotypical early modern woman.  The ideal woman of time was (supposedly) 
completely submissive and totally obedient, passive, and silent.  According to Phyllis Rackin, “In a well-ordered patriarchal 
world, women are silent or invisible.  First as daughters, then as wives, they are subject to male control, and their men speak 
and act on their behalf” (178).  According to this stereotype, the voice of women was stolen and given in its entirety to the 
mouths of men.  Men like Petruchio sought to belittle the value of women in order to maintain the illusion of patriarchal 
superiority.  The female gender was unable to be seen as equal comparable to that of males, according to this model. Women’s 
inability to speak out created fears in the hearts of the women in the early modern era.  A slight misstep out of the proverbial 
line drawn by men led to immediate and negative repercussions.  Men took many precautions in order to maintain the women’s 
voice as silent.  Instruments such as bridles and ducking stools were used as punishment.  The public spectacle would spread the 
message to other females in order to dissuade them from wanting to follow suit.   
 Kate and Lady Macbeth both have some characteristics of the supposedly ideal early modern women.  Lady Macbeth 
is devoted to her husband: the main reason she wants the kingship is to help Macbeth achieve his desires.  In a similar manner, 
Kate is respectful to her father and – eventually – Petruchio.  She obeys her father’s commands to such an extent that she 
unwillingly allows herself to be married to Petruchio, a man she hates, simply to fulfill her father’s wishes.  
 At the same time, however, Lady Macbeth and Kate do not fit the stereotype of the ideal early modern woman, as 
neither is even remotely passive or silent.  Lady Macbeth uses her words to persuade her husband into committing regicide, 
while she takes charge of the plan to murder Duncan.  She also manipulates her husband’s masculine pride by questioning his 
manhood and courage, and actively changes his mind to make him commit the murder of Duncan.  Likewise, Kate does not 
remain silent.  Before marriage, she sharply speaks out her mind.  No man dares to seek her hand in marriage, as they are afraid 
of her outburst of words.  

Through characters like Lady Macbeth and Kate, Shakespeare presented his audience with female characters who are 
feisty, outspoken, and opinionated.  In a similar manner, women today sometimes take the dominant role in their relationships. 
Intelligent women like Kate are likely to be the dominant partner in their relationships.  Brave women like Lady Macbeth 
pursue their ambitions with passion and determination. 
 What can we take from Lady Macbeth and Kate’s characters and relate to modern day women who are equal partners 
in their marriages?  First, we can see that women of today are not only educated, but also active, bold, and brave like Lady 
Macbeth and Kate.  Moreover, like Lady Macbeth, women are now capable of taking up leadership positions in any office and 
in any profession.  With the recent election, we witnessed a woman running a competitive presidential election campaign in our 
country.  In years to come, many countries will be governed and guided by female presidents because women are still 
continuing to explore their most inner potentials to stand firm and independent.  
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Representations of Trauma Through the Authorial Lens of Haruki Murakami 
 

Abstract 
 

This thesis discusses representation of trauma can be viewed through two lenses: the internal and external.  The internal view aims to 
understand the traumatized individual through a first-person narrative of their thoughts, feelings, and coping mechanisms.  The 
external view shows the interpretation of the trauma from an outside character.  The analysis of these types of trauma are viewed 
through the authorial lens of Haruki Murakami, whose novels have become famous for their dream-like narrations and psychological 
transformations of his characters.  The works used include Norwegian Wood, Kafka on the Shore, The Elephant Vanishes, and 
Colorless Tsukuru Tazaki and His Years of Pilgrimage. 

 

 
 

Reading Selection 
 

Haruki Murakami, a Japanese author born in Kyoto in 1949, is famous for his depictions of dreamlike landscapes 
surrounding deeply introspective narratives. His work has been translated into nearly fifty different languages, and he has received 
numerous awards for his work, including and not limited to the Jerusalem Prize, the Franz Kafka prize, and the World Fantasy Award.   

Murakami’s characters are multidimensional in their personalities and in their backstories, as most prevalently shown in the 
trauma they have gone through.  In this context, trauma is being defined as “a disordered psychic or behavioral state resulting from 
severe mental or emotional stress or physical injury” (Merriam-Webster).  The importance of narrating trauma from an authorial and 
intellectual point of view is expressed by Ushiyama when he explains that “current existing literature has focused on the role of 
intellectuals in constructing lasting impressions of … trauma, but has not sufficiently addressed the different types of intellectual 
action that produce different trauma narratives” (Ushiyama, 472).  Murakami is able to take the narrative of character’s trauma and 
have it viewed in two ways: internally and externally. In the external view, it is done through an external narrator in direct discourse or 
in the third person, and as a result, the reader is exposed to the traumatic event and symptoms of the character from a very 
straightforward and clinical view.  However, the view is biased in that it is coming through the filter of another character or an outside 
narrator. In the internal view, the character is speaking in first person and is typically done in a train-of-thought type narrative that 
allows the reader to see deeply into the inner workings of the character’s psyche.  Through the internal view, there is no filter to bias 
our understanding of the thoughts and feelings of the character, and these views are done in a metaphysical and interdimensional 
manner, such as using “spirit projections” in Murakami’s novel Kafka on the Shore.  The differences and similarities between the two 
views allow for a multifaceted view of trauma and for the emotions associated with trauma to be viewed from both the person going 
through the trauma and another viewing the person going through trauma.   

The works that will cover the external view of trauma include Norwegian Wood and the short story “The Silence,” the 
internal view will include Kafka on the Shore, and the short story “Sleep.”  Colorless Tsukuru Tazaki and His Years of Pilgrimage will 
cover both internal and external views of trauma.  

To understand the complexities of trauma entirely, one must understand both the feelings associated with first-person trauma 
and the perception of trauma by others. Murakami’s first-person view of trauma aims to understand the internal feelings of the person 
who has gone through the trauma.  He enters into their inner psyche to understand what they are thinking, how they are feeling, and 
what they are doing to cope with their trauma.  As a result, there is a free-flowing narrative that uses metaphors and symbolism in 
order to express the character’s reaction to their trauma.  The external perception of trauma comes as a result of an outside character 
viewing the feelings the first person expresses as a result of their trauma and tries to understand it from their point of view.  They try 
to rationalize and comprehend the complexities that are happening in the head of the traumatized person, therefore highlighting and 
de-emphasizing aspects of the traumatized person’s experience.  In representing both the internal and external viewpoints of trauma, 
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Murakami shows that representation is a two-way street, and attempting to understand the intricacies that are associated with trauma, 
it needs to be understood from inside the mind of the traumatized person and from the perception of that trauma externally.  

In Norwegian Wood, the closest one gets to seeing the internal workings of Naoko’s mind as a result of losing Kizuki is her 
birthday celebration with Toru.  It starts normally, but after Naoko has two glasses of wine, she gets “unusually talkative” with Toru 
about her life.  Toru originally goes along with her monologue, but notices something odd about the manner in which she is telling her 
stories: 

I was amazed at the power of her memory, but as I sat listening it began to dawn on me that there was something wrong with 
the way she was telling these stories: something strange, even warped. Each tale had its own internal logic, but the link from 
one to the next was odd. Before you knew it, story A had turned into story B contained in A, and then came C from 
something in B, with no end in sight … It eventually dawned on me what was wrong: Naoko was taking great care as she 
spoke not to touch on certain things. One of those things was Kizuki, of course, but there was more than Kizuki And though 
she had certain subjects she was determined to avoid, she went on endlessly and in incredible detail about the most trivial and 
inane things … She had not actually finished what she was saying. Her words simply evaporated … Lips slightly parted, she 
turned her half-focused eyes on mine … Her eyes appeared clouded, as if covered by a thin, translucent membrane. 
(Norwegian Wood, 38-39) 

Naoko’s seemingly endless monologue comes as the result of her trauma being so internalized until the influence of the wine and 
Toru’s company cause its overwhelming release. As a result, she gets emotional to the point of sobbing “with the force of a person 
vomiting on all fours,” and ends up sleeping with Toru that night. The externalization of her trauma in such an intense form shows the 
damage of compartmentalizing and internalizing grief. Thomas Rosbrow explains the phenomena of repressing and of expressing 
trauma:  

trauma is first absorbed, and only later, under the right circumstances, can it be represented (and re-presented) with 
the promise of transformation. In real life, traumatic experiences are carried and remain internal to the person until 
there is an opportunity to bring this experience literally out into the world, through an interaction with another 
person. (Rosbrow, 219) 
 

In Naoko’s case, expressing herself was so intense that it caused for her mental breakdown and later admission to a sanatorium. While 
there, she internalizes her grief so deeply that both Toru and her roommate Reiko believe she is getting better, but other instances 
while she is in the sanatorium suggest she is not coping well. Murakami’s portrayal of trauma from internal and external views offers 
a comprehensive look at what it means to go through trauma and how its representation is understood. Representing trauma internally 
shows how the first-person representation of the emotions associated with trauma and allows the reader to enter the inner psyche of 
the character. The external view, often told through either third-person or direct discourse, allows for an external rationalization of the 
complex emotions one may feel when going through trauma. Murakami states the issue with writing in third person: “When I tried to 
use third person, I just felt like I became a god. But I don't want to be a god. I don't know everything. I can't write everything. I'm just 
myself. I would write something just as myself. I don't mean that I really am the protagonist but that I can envision what my 
protagonist sees and experiences” (Gregory, 111). 

Norwegian Wood portrayed Naoko’s trauma from Kizuki’s suicide through the lens of Toru, showing the confusion and 
levels of deciphering needed in order to try and understand the extent of the emotional damage caused by trauma. “The Silence” 
approached trauma through an unnamed narrator having Ozawa open up about the trauma he has experienced in high school as the 
result of gossip, entailing both the shaping of the traumatized person’s narrative along with the subtle filtering that results from a 
narrator being the mediator to the reader. One sees a very type of narrative in Kafka on the Shore. Because each character either has a 
spiritual projection or is itself one, the trauma is viewed metaphorically. The manifestation of Kafka’s trauma was seen in his 
projection, The Boy Named Crow, who embodies the traits Kafka strives to have, while Miss Saeki’s projection was stuck in the cycle 
of grief associated with losing her boyfriend to murder. A similar portrayal is shown in “Sleep,” where the narrator was stuck in the 
cycle of insomnia as a result of a night terror, to the point of considering death as a form of rest. The Colorless Tsukuru Tazaki and 
His Years of Pilgrimage showed the journey of Tsukuru to find his “true colors” as aided by his girlfriend Sara. 
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Red, White, Blue & Yellow in the Big Apple:  The Stories of Filipino Immigrants in New York City 

Abstract 
 

Though Filipino Americans first settled in Louisiana in 1765 after escaping Spanish galleons, they now comprise the fourth largest 
immigrant population in the United States. My thesis, providing a brief history on the ancient ethnic background of the Philippines and 
the social, political, and economic conditions that led to the Filipino diaspora, describes the immigration stories of Filipinos who live 
in New York City while citing residents of Brooklyn, Manhattan, and Queens. The journalistic project examines a small portion of 
migrants as an example of the numerous diverse groups that practice different cultures yet share a national identity. After colonization, 
political corruption, and militant insurgencies, the Philippines continues to earn one of the largest total annual remittances from 
Overseas Foreign Workers (OFWs). Like other immigrants, Filipinos form networks to continue traditions and lead socially active 
lives in the United States. To give Filipino Americans visibility, I discuss the relationship between the United States and the 
Philippines as well as the organizations and communities that they cultivate. 

 

  
 
 

Reading Selection 
 

At La Mama Dance studio on 42nd Great Jones St. in Manhattan, a performing arts organization called Kinding 
Sindaw held their annual eight-hour Sunday retreat in June, bringing chicken adobo, pandesal, and a skillet to cook 
breakfast food to a room with large windows and a mirror. The retreat consisted of theatrical exercises, discussions, and 
reflections on their productions earlier in the year. Standing in a circle, men, women, and children--some wearing T-shirts 
and others wearing sarongs--started with their opening and closing chant: “In honor of our ancestors who have created and 
transmitted this oral tradition to us with open hearts, we’d like to take it in mind, body, and soul, and with humility, we 
bow as we use it to empower us as we walk our path.” During an emotional sharing activity, they shared their life stories 
by drawing with markers and construction paper to talk about their struggles. For example, one of the women showed how 
militarization affects civilians in the Philippines. A soldier harassed her mother, saying, “How much can I pay for your 
daughter?”  Kinding Sindaw (KS), founded by a nurse named Potri Ranka Manis in 1992, combines martial arts (such as 
capoeira and taekwondo), dance, and music to promote the culture of indigenous and Moro tribes of Mindanao in southern 
Philippines. 

While others wore leggings at the retreat, Ranka Manis wore a kurta, a type of garment originating from the 
Indian subcontinent. To start Kinding Sindaw, she reached out to museums and libraries and told them about her tradition 
bearing and dances. She first tried to recruit her peer nurses, but she encountered the prejudices. “Back home, people see 
us as ‘the other’ and look down on indigenous groups. They think going to the mountains is ignorant. The truth is that the 
real learning is in the mountains.” Thus, she offered free babysitting for her coworkers and recruited their children. After 
three weekends, they were able to put on a dance show directed by Ranka Manis. Now, KS produces shows about Moro 
culture and daily life, including the third chapter of the Marano epic, Darangen (BWW News Desk), and a story about a 
tribe massacred by American soldiers. Roughly translated, kinding means “moving” and sindaw means “spark”. Based in 
Manhattan, the organization is open to all demographics. However, Ranka Manis noticed that other Filipinos misrepresent 
her culture in the media, which is another reason why she started KS. She says, “Our Sinkil dance was appropriated. 
People misuse our chants.” Through theatrical performances, KS gives visibility to a hurting but vibrant people. 
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Malaika Queano, now an assistant and dance teacher working for the organization, is Ranka Manis’ daughter and 
was one of the first performers who joined. She says, “Talking about our stories is decolonizing ourselves. The indigenous 
tribes and their culture are alive; we’re constantly trying to show solidarity with them and ourselves.” Kinding Sindaw’s 
mission to continue Filipino culture includes the arts of the Iranun, T’boli, Maranao, Maguindanao, Yakan, Higaoonon, 
Tausug, and Bagobo tribes (BWW News Desk), where oral tradition and storytelling play an important part. “Those who 
have gone through hardships find that the work that we do is therapeutic,” says Queano. During the KS annual retreat, an 
organization called Bagong Alyansang Makabayang (BAYAN-USA), the largest international chapter of the left-wing 
alliance BAYAN-Philippines, held a presentation about what was currently happening in Mindanao. The presenters 
showed KS a video of an evacuation camp, and the dancers saw children of the same age being displaced by the Marawi 
crisis. BAYAN-Philippines is an alliance of left-wing organizations that joined together on International Workers’ Day 
(May 1, 1985) as a response to Marcos’ dictatorship (“What is Bayan?”). 

The origin of the Marawi crisis can be traced to conflicts over Malaysian borders while Marcos was in office. On 
March 18, 1968, military officers shot and killed 27 young recruits from the Muslim Tausug tribe in Mindanao during 
Operation Merkeda, which was initially a secret mission to train the men to reclaim their land from Malaysia. The Jabidah 
massacre (as the command group was named after a beautiful woman in Muslim folklore) on Corregidor Island became 
famous when the lone survivor, Jibin Arula, swam ashore to Manila Bay with a wounded knee. Though other troops 
departed from the island as planned, the officers intercepted a letter from the victims addressed to Marcos about the 
luxurious lifestyle and diet that the officers enjoyed while they gave their trainees only dried fish and leftover rice. This 
enraged the training officers, sending them on a killing spree. According to Arula, although they were to invade Sabah in 
Malaysia, the government would deny the troops should Malaysia file a complaint to the United Nations (“The Jabidah 
Massacre of 1968”). 

On July 9, 1963, the United Kingdom signed the Malaysian Agreement in London, creating the Malaysian 
Federation. This was controversial as many states such as Singapore, Borneo, Indonesia, and the Philippines disagreed 
over borderlines. Meanwhile, the Sultan Kiram of Sulu in the Philippines argued that Sabah should be in his control as 
heir of the Sultanate. As a result of the massacre, Muslim insurgents formed the Muslim Independent Movement in 1968 
and its splinter groups: the Moro National Liberation Front (MNLF) in 1972 and Islamic Liberation Front (MILF) in 1978 
(“The Jabidah Massacre of 1968”). 

On March 27, 2014 Philippine government officials signed the Comprehensive Agreement on the Bangsamoro 
along with MILF leaders to mark the recognition of the Moro regions as a polity (United Nations Peacemaker). Three 
years later, May 23rd, 2017, two local armed groups associated with ISIL, or ISIS, called the Maute and Abu Sayyaf 
battled military forces in the Islamic City of Marawi, Mindanao after the government attempted to arrest an ISL-affiliated 
leader, Isnilon Hapilon (Betteridge-Moes). As of October, 300,000 people had fled from the largest Muslim city in the 
Philippines, and officials estimate the cost of rebuilding it to be $1.1 billion. On October 16, 2017, government forces 
killed Hapilon and Omar Maute, the leaders of the Marawi attack, after a woman who was held hostage managed to 
escape (ABS-CBN News). 

In November, President Duterte met with MILF officials to discuss negotiations about the Bangsamoro Basic Law 
(BBL) that would govern the Autonomous Region in Muslim Mindanao (Basa). He promised to prioritize this bill on the 
conditions that it is all-inclusive (i.e. the indigenous peoples, non-Muslim populations, etc.) and that it does not secede 
from the Philippines. According to opinion writer, Bobit Avila, however, other militant rebel groups such as the alliance 
of the Communist Party of the Philippines (CPP) and the New People’s Army (NPA), a communist insurgency that 
initiated in 1968, interfere the chances of peacetime in Mindanao. According to Philstar, they have taken approximately 
30,000 lives (Regalado). Avila writes, “The demise of the Bangsamoro Basic Law (BBL) stems from the fact that the 
BBL made too many promises of peace when solving the Muslim question is only part of what troubles Mindanao today.” 

According to Queano, Kinding Sindaw’s performances are not only promote Moro art and culture, but also spread 
awareness about social injustices. She says, “It’s easy to shine light on our textiles and instruments, but it’s all about how 
we can shine the light on what people are experiencing right now.” In Mindanao, the intersectionality of being Muslim 
and ancestral tradition plays a major role in daily life as martial law continues. She says, “Being indigenous adds a whole 
other layer on top of trying to find your roots because there is a sense of urgency to preserve the culture.”  
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A Poet’s Role: Identity, Nationalism, and the Ability to Incite Change 
 

Abstract 
 

This essay will explore the poetry of Albanian patriot Hysen Mulosmanaj and examine it in the context of Deleuze and Guattari’s 
theories regarding “minor literature.”  By drawing on this and other critical/theoretical sources, we will consider the impact that 
Mulosmanaj’s poetry has had as a form of protest against the Communist regime in Albania and how his work served as a rallying cry 
to the Albanian people to hold on to their identity and culture.  This essay will also emphasize the role of a poet as an agent of 
activism against violence and oppression, assisting in constructing a national identity, and accentuating the importance of nationalism. 

 

  
 

Reading Selection 
 

Throughout the centuries, literature has played an important role in unifying society and aiding in the creation of individual 
identity; as literature contains essential components to unification and identity, so do the poets and writers who convey their beliefs 
and ideas to the public.  Poets have an innate ability to use their art in order to facilitate the formation of individual and national 
identity, and a poet can be perceived as an activist against political oppression.  Therefore, the role of a poet is to anchor society and to 
draw attention to injustice in an attempt to bring about change and inspire society to use their voice to make a difference.  

Through the analysis of Hysen Mulosmanaj’s poems “I Desire to be Free,” “Evolution,” and “The Unwavering Sun,” under 
the theory of minor literature presented by Gilles Deleuze and Félix Guattari in “What is a Minor Literature?” it will become evident 
that the role of a poet lies in their power to enlighten the public by assisting in constructing a national identity, emphasizing the 
importance of nationalism, and utilizing poetry to become an agent of activism against political despotism.  Through his poetry, 
Mulosmanaj was able to stir up protest against the Communist regime for the violence and oppression perpetrated against the 
Albanian community.  Through his courage in becoming a voice for Albanians unable to speak up against the oppression they felt 
living under a totalitarian dictatorship, Mulosmanaj conveys the notion that freedom can be obtained in regaining a sense of unity.  In 
this essay, we will be drawing on a number of sources to further emphasize the impact his poetry had upon the Albanian population. 

According to Gilles Deleuze and Felix Guattarri in “What is Minor Literature,” Mulosmanaj’s poems can be construed as 
minor literature.  Deleuze and Guattarri define minor literature as being inherently political.  According to them, such literature 
conveys more about the effects of political decisions and hardships than it does about individuals.  Nevertheless, a community is made 
up of individuals that together form a collectivity (16-18).  Mulosmanaj’s poetry can be considered minor literature because it “is not 
the literature of a minor language but the literature a minority makes in a major language” (Deleuze and Guattari 16).  Mulosmanaj 
was part of a group that was not considered the hegemonic societal group.  His status as an Albanian individual that openly spoke out 
against Communism quickly landed him into the realm of minor literature.  He wrote of freedom and the struggles society faced under 
Communism, he wrote of missing his home when he moved with his family to Kosovo and then to Italy and eventually to New York, 
and he wrote of a political reality that needed to be brought to an end.  While many feared speaking out against Communism, 
Mulosmanaj was one of the few voices that was brave enough to speak up against political corruption.  He, along with other anti-
Communist advocates, can be perceived as Deleuzian writers of “minor literature” due to their roles in writing about political 
hardships during a time when their country no longer felt like their own.  Even Mulosmanaj’s poems, which may appear 
individualistic, were inherently political and spoke out against the injustices forced upon society. 

In today’s society, literature has seemingly lost the meaning it once held to galvanize the public into promoting equality and 
denouncing the hegemonic structure of society, which oppresses and belittles many while benefiting a select few.  By analyzing 
Mulosmanaj’s poetry through the lens of minor literature, it will become evident that the role of a poet is pivotal and is an effective 
agent of protest.  This is as true today as it has always been.  Mulosmanaj’s poetry may have been written during the Communist era 
in Albania, but it still contains the capacity to enlighten individuals in present day society to think for themselves and to question the 
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morality of their actions in blindly following the rhetoric of media conglomerates.  His poetry portrays the notion that whether the 
subject is searching for salvation in Communist Albania or searching for truth in present day America, we all desire to obtain our 
freedom from constricting governments.  

For over 100 years, the Mulosmanaj family has been known in Albania as passionate patriots who have risked their lives time 
and time again in the hopes of promoting the safety and well-being of their country, and in doing so they have become some of 
Albania’s major examples of heroism and nationalism, thus enabling Albanians to form a sense of national identity.  According to 
Muhamet Mjeku in Binak Alia Dhe Brezat Pas Tij, the legacy of the Mulosmanaj family can be dated back to Mic Sokoli during the 
invasion of the Ottoman Turks in Albania in the late 1800s.  In 1881, Mic Sokoli performed “një akt trimërie e betejëzuar duke 
frymëzuar të gjithë luftërtarët e tjerë të vazhdonin luftën për lirinë e Shqipërisë” (Mjeku 73). 1  Mic Sokoli sacrificed his life by 
standing in front of a Turkish cannon in order to protect his countrymen; his bravery is exemplified and honored more than 100 years 
after his death.  Mic Sokoli began the legacy of activism and bravery that has surrounded the Mulosmanaj family. 

Hysen Mulosmanaj was a major national poet in 20th century Albanian society, and remains so even to this day.  He also 
happens to be my grandfather.  I grew up hearing about the impact he had in freeing the Albanian people from dictatorship without 
ever understanding just how important his role as a poet was perceived by thousands of Albanians.  It is as stated in Solzhenitsyn’s 
One Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovich, “art isn’t a matter of what but of how” (81).  Art is about how you hope to impact the world 
through expression and through sharing one’s voice.  Mulosmanaj displayed that a poet’s role is to incite a change in society and to 
inspire others to be heard by giving a voice to those too afraid to speak out.  

During Communism in Albania, many people lost their lives due to speaking out and creating literature that was viewed as 
anti-Communist due to its ability to expose government corruption and urge the public to take a stand against oppression, which 
makes Mulosmanaj’s poetry all the more important.  He drew life back into the country he loved by voicing his concerns and making 
known the effects of Communism on an individual as well as a societal basis. It is vital to discover the significant role of literature 
used to create an impact in society.  Mulosmanaj’s poetry portrays that it is not only possible for a poet to use his art to create a 
positive impact on society, identity, and bring notice to injustices, it is also essential to the continuation and progress of society as a 
whole without taking away from the progress of each individual.  By addressing Mulosmanaj’s poetry, it will become clear that a 
poet’s role lies in being an agent against political oppression by becoming an activist, as well as being a vital part of establishing 
national identity through the analysis of the poetic genre.  

Literature during the Communist regime in Albania, as in many totalitarian countries, experienced a drastic shift.  The morals 
and traditions of the Albanian people were twisted to fit into the concept of Communism as a saving force entering the country.  When 
describing art during the era of Communism, Fatos Lubonja in Albanian Identities: Myth and History states, “the music remained the 
same, while the old texts were replaced with new texts that glorified the new socialist life. But the strongest influence was that of 
literature…authors like Ismail Kadare…nourish(ed) all the main moments of the Albanian national-Communist mythology” (97).  
Quite soon after Enver Hoxha took control of Albania’s government, literature and song lyrics were written to exalt the new regime.  
The Communists quickly began to promote the notion of defending Albania against foreign invaders.  By doing so the new 
government isolated Albanians from the world and from each other.  Books were rewritten to promote the history and ideology Hoxha 
wanted to disseminate. The extent of Hoxha’s reach to control the public through literature was emphasized in Albanian Identities: 
Myth and History when describing the new editions of Hoxha’s ideological texts after the suspicious death of Prime Minister Mehmet 
Shehu.  After Shehu’s death, literary texts such as “the History of the Party of Labour of Albania were even more speedily edited and 
reissued….  Shehu’s role as a wartime commander has been appropriated to Hoxha, principally through omission” (Standish 119-120). 
Just as he did with the mention of Mehmet Shehu in written text, Hoxha used principles of double-speak to alter the perception of 
reality. If someone like Enver Hoxha could use literature to conform the public to his will, then why couldn’t activist Hysen 
Mulosmanaj use literature to open the eyes of the public to Hoxha’s deception? 
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1 Translation: Mic Sokoli performed a valiant act of battle inspiring all other fighters to continue fighting for freedom of Albania.  
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“Long Live the King”: The Power of Legacy in Fatherhood in 20th Century African-American Literature 
 

Abstract 
 

This project explores the portrayal of fatherhood and legacy in African-American 20th-century literature using August Wilson’s Joe 
Turner’s Come and Gone, James Baldwin’s Go Tell It on the Mountain, Toni Morrison’s Song of Solomon, and John Edgar 
Wideman’s Fatheralong. The works in this study convey the complexity of the dynamic between fathers and sons, and how influence 
has a large presence in their relationship. The history of slavery and the way it affected the lives of African-American men is a 
constant theme throughout the families portrayed in each novel. Separation and marginalization all shape the way the fathers in each 
work raise their children, which results in fathers adopting a performance of maleness that is patriarchal and rooted in principles of 
Anglo-American masculinity. The fathers in these works use their authority to instill these principles in their sons which create 
relationships with tension and rebellion, as the sons attempt to find their true identity and reject their fathers’ legacies.   

 

 
 

Reading Selection 
 

Toni Morrison’s Song of Solomon explores a more expansive definition of fatherhood compared to the two previous 
works.  She opens with an epigraph, “the fathers may soar, and the children may know their names,” allowing for an analysis of 
a broader definition of fatherhood which includes forefathers.  The ambiguity of children knowing their fathers’ names may 
refer to a forgotten ancestry, likely affected by slavery.  It is similar to the displacement and dispersement Wilson refers to in 
Joe Turner’s Come and Gone.  The image of fathers soaring connotes rising high above ground, placing importance on the role 
of a father in a family; they are above others.  The second half of the epigraph mentions name-remembering children.  The idea 
that the children will know the names of their fathers introduces the topic of legacy and tracing a family’s history.  Fathers may 
not only mean father as in parent of the children in the novel, but also as in the fathers that came before them in their lineage.  
Morrison’s novel centers around the legacy of slavery affecting a family for multiple generations, and how it affects the fragility 
of a family.  

The novel’s protagonist, Macon Dead III, is given the nickname “Milkman” because he was breastfed long past 
infancy.  He was the son of Ruth and Macon Dead Jr. Milkman is named after his father, who plays a large role in keeping his 
family connected, and in Macon III’s upbringing.  His father is described as “solid, rumbling, likely to erupt without prior 
notice, Macon kept each member of his family awkward with fear” (10).  Macon is a character whose performances of maleness 
are patriarchal. He is stern and solid, and binds his family together by asserting his power over them and motivating them to 
find his approval.  Macon is emotionally absent and distant from his wife.  “His hatred of his wife glittered and sparked in every 
word he spoke to her,” portraying his emotional absence and distance from her.  Although he hates his wife and his daughters 
fear him, they find solace in his disappointment, which Morrison mentions by saying “without the tension and drama he ignited, 
they might not have known what to do with themselves.  In his absence his daughters… waited eagerly for any hint of him” 
(11).   In other words, his fear-evoking anger and disappointment bind his family because they have been given a common goal 
to please him. 

Macon’s relationship with his wife is an important portrayal of the shifting gender dynamics Hortense Spillers 
discusses.  Spillers believes African-Americans have shifted from a family structure that does not enforce conventional gender 
roles to one that has adopted the binaries present in society’s dominant culture- one where men are financial providers and 
women are feminine caretakers.  Milkman’s upbringing and views about women are influenced by his father’s beliefs and 
treatment of his wife.  Ruth Foster Dead who was the son of the city’s only Black doctor, was a Black woman of a high 
socioeconomic status than her counterparts.  Her father’s biggest role was as her provider which allowed her to live a privileged 
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life.  When she grew up and became married, the role was transferred to her husband. However, Ruth still struggled with the 
legacy of being her father’s daughter and never amounting to anything more.  When arguing with Ruth, Macon brings up her 
relation to her father, saying “Anna Djvorak don’t even know your name! She called you Dr. Forster’s daughter! I bet you one 
hundred dollars she still don’t know your name! You by yourself ain’t nobody. You your daddy’s daughter” (67).  Macon’s lack 
of respect towards his wife and the claim she is insignificant without her father shows Macon’s beliefs towards women. Ruth is 
her father’s daughter, and without a man is “nobody.” 

Milkman is affected by his father’s beliefs about women, showing how men use their authority to influence their 
children across generations.  He has a lack of respect towards women as well, which is demonstrated in his treatment of his 
sisters.  Morrison writes, “Milkman looked at his sisters.  He had never been able to really distinguish them (or their roles) from 
his mother” (68).  His inability to see his sisters as individuals, but only as maternal figures whose role is to help him and tend 
to him, shows his lack of respect towards women.  When Milkman tries to offer his opinions on his sisters’ lives, his sister Lena 
responds “Since when do you care whether Corinthians stood up or fell down? You’ve been laughing at us all your life. 
Corinthians. Mama. Me. Using us, ordering us, and judging us, how we cook your food; how we keep your house” (215).  
Milkman’s treatment of the women in his life is based on their roles as caretakers and how he can use them.  His lack of respect 
is also demonstrated when Lena says “to this day, you have never asked one of us if we were tired, or sad, or wanted a cup of 
coffee” (215).  Milkman’s relationships with the women in his life are likely influenced by his father, who mistreats his wife 
and daughters, emphasizing the way masculinity which is rooted in sexism and patriarchy continue through generations.  
Through adopting his father’s beliefs, Milkman continues his father’s misogyny.  

Slavery is another powerful legacy in the Dead family.  Macon Dead Jr. was the son of a former slave, Macon Dead.  
After Macon Dead was freed, he was killed by white people who wanted to own his land. His children, Macon and Pilate, both 
witnessed the death, separated paths as a result, displaying the importance of a father as a patriarch who maintains a family 
together.  Through Macon and Pilate’s trajectories, Morrison conveys how racism may impinge on a father’s ability to raise his 
children.  This claim is emphasized through Milkman’s friend Guitar, who states “every death is the death of five to seven 
generations.  You can’t stop them from killing us, from trying to get rid of us. And each time they succeed, they get rid of five 
to seven generations” (154).  Fathers who are killed because of racism are not able to continue their family lineage, which 
further exemplifies how oppression kept African-American families fragmented.  

The enslavement of Macon’s father left a lasting legacy on his masculinity.  When Macon was younger, his father was 
tricked into signing over his land because he couldn’t write, which Macon describes as he tells the story to his son Milkman, 
saying “They tricked him. He signed something, I don’t know what, and they told him they owned his property” (53).  As a 
result, Macon is obsessed with pursuing wealth and property to honor his father and compensate for the financial loss he 
experienced.  Morrison writes, “he paid homage to his own father’s life and death by loving what that father had loved: 
property, good solid property, the bountifulness of life. He loved these things to excess because he loved his father to excess” 
(300).  Macon’s father passed his beliefs onto his son, resulting in Macon constantly and obsessively pursuing wealth, showing 
the effects of a father’s influence on children.  

Macon was successful in owning property and achieving a high socioeconomic status in his community, which eclipsed 
Milkman as a man and son.  As a result, Milkman attempts to separate himself as often as possible in any way.  In other words, 
he rejects his father’s legacy.  Macon not only loved being wealthy, but maintains the appearance of wealth as well.  He would 
drive his Packard with his family on Sunday afternoons.  These rides were important to Macon because “it was a way to satisfy 
himself that he was indeed a successful man” (31).  He drove down Not Doctor Street no more than twenty miles an hour, 
where bystanders “sighed with good-humored envy at the classiness, the dignity of it” (32).  Macon’s obsession with wealth and 
appearing wealthy show his performances of maleness being defined by Anglo-American values.  He wants to show his wealth 
to bystanders, portraying a competitive aspect of masculinity.  In contrast Milkman, who feared and respected his father, didn’t 
embrace the same obsession with wealth.  He differed from him as much as he could.  The father “was clean-shaven; Milkman 
was desperate for a mustache… Macon hated tobacco; Milkman tried to put a cigarette in his mouth every fifteen minutes. 
Macon hoarded his money; Milkman gave his away” (63).  The relationship between Macon and his son show the dynamic of 
authority in father and son relationships.  Similar to John in Go Tell It on the Mountain, Milkman resists his father’s legacy in 
an attempt to reject his father’s authority and create his own identity.  
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Queer Visibility, Liminality, and Otherness:  The Importance of Representation in Young Adult Literature 
 

Abstract 
 

This thesis is comprised of an analysis on Queer Young Adult (YA) Literature: the importance of visibility and representation in the 
genre, how queer identities have been shaped and reshaped through literature, and why it is necessary for this type of literature to be 
openly discussed in the classroom.  Queer YA novels are becoming more and more relevant in today’s society, showing adolescents 
they are not alone in the trials and tribulations they face, and ways in which to grapple with their own identities in the process. 

 

 
 

Reading Selection 
 

The Raven Cycle Summary, Performing Gender, & Sexuality 
Since adolescents and adults are imperfect, it is better to love one’s imperfections than to change one’s identity around 

them. Within Maggie Stiefvater’s quartet of novels there is an amalgamation of magic, first meetings, friendship, love, and self-
discovery while overcoming life and death. The novels are centered around Blue Sargent, a young girl in a family of witches 
who is destined to kill her true love with a kiss, but finds herself entangled in a series of mysteries with a group of four boys 
from the prestigious Aglionby Academy she knows as the Raven Boys: Richard Gansey III, Adam Parrish, Ronan Lynch, and 
Noah Czerny. The relationship among the five characters is somewhat tumultuous at the start, but throughout the entirety of the 
series, their expression of love is shown in varying degrees and their friendships are true. Each of the characters come into their 
own, transitioning from stock characters to fully realized ones, coping with their own issues as well as larger social ones. The 
texts delve into issues of identity, sexuality, gender, performance, and even abuse at times. However, it is the way in which 
these situations are presented that make the story even more engaging and necessary for adults as well as young adults to read. 

Specifically engaged with the ideas of sexuality, gender, and performance, each of the main characters and their 
relationships, touch upon these ideas extensively. Blue, the only female in a group of male friends who are socially different 
from her, seems like the odd girl out, but fits in with them very well. Gansey, the boy with an obsession with magic belonging 
to a Welsh King named Glendower who can grant wishes, is the most sociable of all the characters, and distinctly 
heteronormative. Adam, attends Aglionby on scholarship with abusive parents is bisexual, and gifted with his own magic. 
Ronan, the angry and violent dreamer who can create entire worlds if he sleeps, realizes his queer sexuality without much of a 
struggle. Then, there is Noah, the ghostly shell of a boy who once lived and is constantly torn between the living realm and the 
dead. All of them are engaged in a relationship that consumes them to the point of hardly ever letting others in, because they are 
their own niche group. However, the relationships that spawn from the group, especially that of Adam and Ronan, are worth 
considering, not only because they fall into the realm of queerness, but the way in which they are built up and are realized can 
give queer readers a sense of wistfulness and camaraderie. 

The first novel in the series, The Raven Boys, encompasses the freshness of the friendship, the strange magic by the 
ways of a liminal forest called Cabeswater, magical paths called ley lines which lead to the aforementioned forest, and Blue’s 
burgeoning relationships with Adam and Gansey. From the first moment readers meet Blue Sargent, she is destined to kill her 
true love with a kiss. In the first few chapters it is said her true love might be Gansey, whose spirit she sees on St. Mark’s Eve 
when all the spirits of those to die in the next year wander through the ley lines of their little town, Henrietta, Virginia. 
Although Blue is a descendant of powerful witches, she is not exactly a witch, rather she amplifies the witches’ powers, so they 
are able to do as they will. This is particularly useful not just for her family, but for the boys’ as well when they each show 
innumerable powers they possess: Ronan created Cabeswater through his dreams, Adam can see into Cabeswater and the ley 
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lines, and Gansey has a part of the forest inside of him by the end of the series. Throughout the first book however, Blue tempts 
fate by trying to fall in love with Adam, which starts off pleasantly sweet when the group meets for the first time at Blue’s 
workplace: “This was where she ought to brush him off. But she was stymied by his blush at the table; his honest expression; 
his newly minted, uncertain smile. His face was just strange enough that you wanted to keep looking at it” (Stiefvater 80). Their 
relationship develops as the novel continues; they trade phone numbers and spend time together, Adam even gives Blue gifts to 
show he thinks of her:  

Blue touched the edge of the white carnation to her chin. It was so light that it didn’t feel like she was touching 
anything at all. It was no portrait or fruit basket, but she couldn’t imagine Adam sending anything more dramatic. 
These little flowers were quiet and sparse, just like him. ‘I think they’re pretty.’ She had to bite her lip to keep a foolish 
smile inside. What she wanted to do was hug the flowers and then dance, but both seemed insensible.  (181 – 182) 

This seems to be a sweet courtship between Adam and Blue, however because of the true love’s kiss, she would not allow 
herself to kiss him, since she does not entertain the idea that Gansey is her true love until further on in the series. Yet, since 
Blue will not kiss Adam, it becomes a problem between them as Adam eventually feels rejected and must confront her about it. 
It also does not help that Gansey subconsciously knows that the two are not right for each other, and begins to find himself 
falling for Blue, and eventually is told about her killing her true love with a kiss. 

Amidst the complicated love triangle of The Raven Cycle between Adam, Blue, and Gansey, Ronan and Noah are also 
added, forming a love pentagon. Toward the end of The Raven Boys, it is revealed that Noah is dead; he was murdered a long 
time ago along the ley line, which is a landform or a path that holds mysterious magical energies, and therefore his spirit 
continues to wander so long as Cabeswater’s magic is still active. This revelation seems to count him out in terms of the 
relationship drama, but not completely. During the events of the second novel in The Raven Cycle,  The Dream Thieves, Noah 
makes a proposition to Blue. Since he is dead, she should kiss him as practice, caution, and to let her know what she might be 
missing out of all this. Blue accepts: 

He said, ‘I know somebody you could kiss.’ 
‘Who?’ She realized his eyes were amused. ‘Oh, wait.’ 
He shrugged. He was maybe the only person Blue knew who could preserve the integrity of a shrug while lying down. 
‘It’s not like you’re going to kill me. I mean, if you were curious.’ 
She hadn’t thought she was curious. It hadn’t been an option, after all. Not being able to kiss someone was a lot like 
being poor. She tried not to dwell on the things she couldn’t have. 
But now— 
‘Okay,’ she said. 
‘What?’ 
‘I said okay’. (241) 

They kiss three times; the first two are disastrous, but the third is exactly what Blue hoped her true love’s kiss might feel like. 
They are two people joined into one entity, and everything is blissfully peaceful. Of course, because Noah is not her true love 
nor is he technically alive, there is no harm done in their kiss, save for the awkward unfairness of her first and “last” kiss.  

Blue gave him a watery smile. ‘That was super nice…’  
He mumbled, ‘I’d ask you out, if I was alive.’  
Nothing was fair.  
‘I’d say okay’ she replied.  (242) 

These scenes are important. While Blue’s relationships with Gansey and Noah are heterosexual romances, her relationship with 
Adam is not. For those who are in seemingly heteronormative relationships with someone who is queer, a series like this shows 
how their partner’s sexuality and previous relationships are not erased, by the manner in which Adam’s relationships are 
handled. Although Adam never explicitly states he is bisexual, Stiefvater has confirmed it by the relationships presented 
through her novels. First, Adam has a crush on Blue, dates her until they realize the relationship is benefitting neither of them; 
eventually he realizes Ronan has a surprising crush on him, which eventually leads to their own relationship at the end of the 
series. 
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Engleke, Elisabet 
 

Abstract 
 

“Engelke, Elisabet” is the working title of a work in progress.  A school photographer compliments the nine-year-old titular character 
and hands her a business card, after which she goes on a journey that begins sooner than her parents could have prepared for.  Elisabet, 
or Elisa, travels both literally and metaphorically outside her keen inner world and clashes with European and Western beauty 
standards—and before starting junior high.  Elisa’s mother is a former fashion model with warranted fears about what lies ahead of her 
daughter based on her own experiences.  Her father on the other hand is a police officer carrying the baggage of being a foreigner in 
his own country while trying to protect his self-assured daughter. The piece is a coming-of-age work-in-progress of not only the 
wonder and weight of Elisa having to grow up fast but her latent power and the connection she shares with her family, their burdens, 
and their individual role in her development.   

 

 
 

Reading Selection 
 

“It is almost scary," said Zee in amazement and seriousness.  "She's gorgeous, but I can’t quite get over 
her eyes.  They're rather sharp for a child.  Like an eagle's. They jump right at you.  Don’t you think?”    

“Really?” queried Paije. “I think they’re quite nice.”    
“I think so too, but when you really stop and look at them, they seem a bit intense.”    
Taking a sip from her cup, Paije walked over to the crib, if anything to make sure the baby didn't catch anything while she 

was downstairs.  She looked carefully at the child's eyes.    
“You're right," she said. "They do seem bold.”    
Living back home in Paddington with her parents proved to be the post-natal retreat she needed after the whirlwind that was 

New York and before the looming reality of living in Germany—and becoming an actual housewife.  As much as Paije tried to relax, 
that same pesky voice crept its way inside her head.  It was the self-effacing, know-it-all little girl running rampant again.      

You really don’t need to sit down.  Mother would be furious.  Daddy will be crossed.  You’re a mum 
now for crissakes.  Paije was only two weeks shy of turning twenty-seven but still hadn’t learned how to tell the little snot to shut up.  
That she earned every minute of R&R.      

The baby growled.  Zauditu bounced the child on her knee as she continued to study her face as if it were a puzzle.  If it were, 
she had solved it right away. 

“My goodness,” she said.  “I can already tell she’s going to be gorgeous. Really pretty.”     
Paije smiled faintly.  Zee glanced over at her.  
“I’m serious, dear.  Just you wait.  I can't stop staring at her now, just imagine when she's...” Zee stopped bouncing the baby.  

She gave the child a bewildered look.  “Paije...are you and Phillip planning on having any more children?"  
"We haven't really thought about it. Why?" Paije answered.   
"No real reason.  I was just wondering...how would you feel if any of your children were to ever model?”      
Paije rarely took her mother’s astute observations to heart both as a shy, bookish child and as a new mother.  Maybe 

she really was becoming of an old stick in the mud like her dad in his glory years, but when Paije paid attention to her own instincts, 
she'd realize her mother was right all along.      

“Mum, she’s ten months.”    
“I know that, dear," said Zee sharply, "I’m talking about when she’s older.”    
“That depends on how older?”  Paije sipped her coffee.   
“Well, hopefully older than when you first did.”    
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“I’m sorry." Paije did her best to shield the irritation in her voice.  "This is ridiculous.  She’s barely a year.  It’s rather early to 
make that assessment.  Don’t you think?”      

“I can certainly see it.”  Zee lifted the baby, who kept her eyes on her. “Oh, yes.  It seems you and Phillip will have your 
hands full.”    

 “What do you mean by that?” 
“Goodness, you and Tori are like two peas.” 
The baby's eyes washed away every grain and pebble of Paije's practicality until she herself was taken 

in.  She drifted.  Further away from her rigidity.  Floating on a current of pride as her senses unraveled and her mother's message no 
longer fell on deaf ears.  The child already bore a faint resemblance to both parents.  Paije found her own girlish profile on 
the girl, who had the stout lips of both her husband and, strange enough, her father.  Soft, wooly hair crowned the top of her 
head.  Her brown skin glistened, growing bolder and richer as the months had gone on.  Looking into her daughter's face Paije saw 
herself for the first time, only the child’s delicate features turned into something that insisted they be seen.  Suddenly, she stopped 
floating.  She began to sink and hurried her way back to the shores of reality and common sense.          

 Before she knew it, New York came pouring back to her and brought the cat calls and wolf whistles along with it.      
Hey, Sweetie! That baby mine?      
Honey, where’s your husband?    
Wanna make another one?    
You look real pretty for a girl about to pop!    
Baby onboard!     
She had passed a man near a deserted alley while walking home one night as he dragged a hefty black duffel bag towards the 

dumpster.  She couldn’t remember if anything dripped from it, but the loud thump it made on the pavement echoed after the first failed 
attempt to toss it in the giant metal bin.  It never left her mind.  The man turned his head and peered at her.      

Do we have a problem?     
He didn’t scream or yell.  He raised his voice as loud as his words could reach across the few feet between them.  His 

expression grew colder.  Paije had been a mere five seconds away from being whatever—whoever—was in that black bag.  She speed-
walked as fast as she could to escape that possibility.  The ghoulish glow from his eyes stayed with her.  She never brought herself to 
be out alone after six again.  

Then came Gia.  She and Paije were the same age, independent in their own right, and beautiful, sensual, guaranteed 
to work six years past their "expiration."  Paije, however, couldn't be more different from wild, free-
wheeling Gia.  Gia was witchcraft, glamour brought to life the minute her boyish frame stepped in front of the camera. Neither 
shy, bookish, nor the least bit prudish or dainty, Gia wore no makeup the few times Paije saw her face-to-face.  She walked wherever 
she needed—or pleased—in her signature jeans, t-shirt, and leather jacket.  She glided to and from photoshoots where she had 
been dolled, molded into a sexpot and cover girl. Any and every stitch of clothing missed no curve of her body, to the point where she 
looked naked with them on as she was with them off.    

Hey, Gia reached out her hand.     
…hi, answered Paije, under the impression the girl would ask for drugs.    
Where are you from? Gia shook uncontrollably that time.  Don’t worry, I’m not going to bite…hard, she smirked.  
London.    
Oh, cool. I’ve been there.    
Gia told her she was “beautiful” and everything became a blur.  The damage had been done.  Gia was a fallen angel, cast out 

of heaven and doing everything she could to get back in.  They had never worked on a photo shoot, but it surprised even Paije how 
much she wanted them to.  Virgil told her to stay away from Gia and saw to it that she did.  Everyone wanted a piece of her only to 
throw away like the body found in the dumpster.  A year after she last saw Gia, Paije found herself in front of the camera 
less, working behind the scenes.  Photography, design, development.  Anything to save her sanity and her life.       

She continued to drift by the window.  First Gia, then Virgil.  Both had succumbed to AIDS, and life caught up 
to Paije too fast for her to process both.  But she wanted to leave that life and the ghastly surroundings of "Fear City" where they 
belonged.  The mere thoughts of it had no place near her baby, but they crept on her nonetheless.      

Would her daughter's glassy eyes that beamed in London’s dreary sky be corrupted by the horrors of the world?  Would she 
be capable of facing the monsters that lay lurking in the light as they did in the dark—as Paije wished she had herself?  Would the 
world take claim over her, her delicate face, and her sanity as it did Gia or even Marla?  Paije turned and walked over to her mother.    

“I’ll have her now,” she said.  The baby's eyes were closed.  She had fallen back asleep.    
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To Live Again: Digital Rhetoric and First-Year Composition 

 
Abstract 

 
As we advance into a new age of media and technology, so too does the flexibility and versatility in the way composition classes are 
conducted at universities nationwide. Composition emerged as a required course and a field of study in the United States at the end of 
the 19th century and transformed at the end of the 20th century and, in the twenty-first century, a rebirth of rhetoric is at hand. I contend 
that we cannot understand composition practices nor the renaissance of rhetoric through multimodal, digital platforms until we 
understand the classical Greco-Roman rhetorical tradition. This thesis looks at the roots of composition in classical rhetoric. I offer a 
brief history of classical rhetorical modes, a case study of composition practices in a contemporary composition classroom and an 
argument for rethinking rhetoric in the digial age. I rely on the work of classical rhetors—Aristotle, etc—as well as contemporary 
digital rhetoric-- Carmen Kynard, Jody Shipka, Byron Hawk and Alex Reid—to rethink rhetorical methods in a new age of authorship 
and in this digital public sphere. The revival of rhetorical practices in composition is at hand. 

 

 
Reading Selection 

 
In the discipline of Composition-Rhetoric, one method of collecting data about writing is gathering artifacts. 

According to Lee Nickoson and Mary Sheridan’s Writing Studies Research in Practice, often in the 1980’s (something I 
often observe today as well), ethnographies were used to examine how language and various areas such as home, work, 
civic society, communities and classrooms interact on the personal and professional level (Nickoson & Sheridan 73). 
Writing studies tend to be distinctive through their investigations of the backgrounds of the students who wrote the papers. 
One focus of writing studies research is to understand relationships and influences between student backgrounds and 
educational history and composing practices. Ethnographers, according to Lee, work in the ideological tradition of 
exposing the hidden political and economic consequences prevalent views of literacy. However, an ethnographer can spot 
economic and political consequences within writings from others. This is especially true when reading literatures and 
literacies that speak of disparities of home, the self-narratives. Examples of this genre include autobiographies that 
dauntingly describe a violent path to success. Another example is the first-year composition paper. A 
compositionist/ethnographer can try to see a students’ background and the hidden politics they put into expressing an idea 
or response to an abstract topic or question (Berlin 52). My focus in this writing study however is to observe and report 
the rhetorical shifts I see occurring in a small sample of student writing today 

 
Excerpt from Section II: Our New World: A Case-Study on Rhetorical Practices 

For this research project, I collected thirty written artifacts from a real classroom setting to study the use of 
rhetoric in contemporary first-year composition. Unlike some ethnographic researchers, I did not treat the artifacts as one-
dimensional objects; I interpreted them as having made rhetorical moves to persuade and heighten my immersion in this 
project. Clifford Geertz’s Work and Lives: The Anthropologist as Author argues that ethnographers see artifacts in writing 
studies as an object of science, and I challenge this by treating the artifacts as living. I seek to answer three overarching 
questions on composition classrooms at Lehman College:  

1. Which artistic proofs as outlined by Aristotle, are used in courses of first-year freshman composition at Lehman 
College? 
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2. How are Cicero’s Five Canons of Rhetoric used by students? Which are used?  
3. Which rhetorical modes of discourse are used in these student papers? 

While the first question comes from curiosity, the second question was borne through a concern with rhetorical 
boundaries; there are rules for rhetorical engagement, so there should be a boundary on the possibilities of speech and 
expression to not ajar and askew the assignment. Because of this, I seek to understand academically, how each canon is 
used in composition classes in accordance to the rhetorical shifts present in the papers. The interest for my third question 
is prompted by the written artifacts I observed and collected. These artifacts show more narration and exposition, which 
could indicate a far more creative edge amongst first-year composition students and underlie creative potential.  
 As English Composition I is taught during the Fall/Autumn semester, I hypothesized that invention, the 
brainstorming and drafting stage would occur often, with many grounded and supported ideas floating around the paper. 
But I was proven wrong by noticing the high arrangement use: ideas were expressed clearly, provided a counter-argument 
and used logic/logos to strengthen their viewpoints. I found myself impressed by both the artifacts provided to me and the 
students I tutored who often requested a proper outline to further accept the new conclusion. Student 5’s data recorded in 
this work also uses arrangement-canon, given that the flow of each paragraph has an introduction asking a question, three 
body paragraphs that all have distinct but connected points that chastise new media, and a concluding paragraph to drive 
their argument home that people ought to understand one another before depending on internet. 
 By my findings, narrative is the predominant rhetorical mode used in first-semester composition, though I found 
myself curious at the reality that some narratives aren’t always pathos driven to convince a reader.  
Here I observe one student’s use of emotion to create a reasonable thought to share with readers. With the combination of 
logic and narration, the magnitude behind the stresses of writing becomes very real and relatable to students and other 
readers. Through this curious mix, narration seems to not only be the dominant rhetorical mode, but that narration has 
enough flexibility to be used in more creative ways that can reach a larger targeted audience. 
 My analyses of the student writings uncovered two basic findings about the rhetorical canons and modes. First, 
many of the students excel in composing arrangement- “canoned” papers, where they adhere to an outline and emphasize 
structure and flow for a more comprehensive articulation. The second observation is that over half of these papers were 
logos-driven; often it was evident that the students attempted to appeal to their professors rather than a larger audience by 
the heavy use of exposition. Ironically, this revealed that exposition and narration are also the more common modes of 
discourse, which encourages research and so fills a student’s page, an easier task to do with another author's words in 
place. 

These student writings indicated a major rhetorical move from 20th century composition, which touts classical 
rhetoric, becoming more personalized via cultural narratives and academe through rhetoric in fluid, digital platforms.  
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Q 
 

Abstract 
 

Q is a young adult novel which tells the story of New York City native, Enrique Sebastian or Q, as many call 
him.  Q is Puerto Rican, he lives in the South Bronx, and is growing up in the 1980’s. This story will take you 
on a journey of survival within the inner city. 
 

 
 

Reading Selection 
 

From Chapter 1 –  El Candelero:  
At church every single Sunday she lit her candles--her candelero on the altar.  St. Anthony, her favorite 

saint, stood hovering over her, ginormous in size about 10 to 12 feet tall.  I got a part for the Nativity play that 
year and I knew I wasn’t getting the part I wanted, so I settled to be one of the angels that gave word the King 
was coming.  Hey it wasn’t that bad.  Surely I was no angel. 

We had come home one day from church, it was so damn hot that day that the sweat from my hair rained 
on my button down white dress shirt.  Dad didn’t go to church with us.  He rarely went to church with us.  He 
stood behind, hanging out with his amigos at the corner store on Jackson.  Dad used to put on this round top hat, 
all black, with a brown leather strap, I gotta say it was so fresh.  I had tried it on a couple of times.  He’d smack 
it off my head but catch it before it fell on the ground.  He wore it this day. 

Mom looked out the window that was wide open, no screen to catch mosquitos or flies, just a clear view 
of the bodega right across the street.  We lived on the 18th floor but mom had this 20/20 vision.  It was the 
bodega where she bought my snacks when I was 5 years old, the bodega where I bought milk when she needed 
some for pop’s coffee and the bodega where I bought my first fucking cigarette. 

Junito owned it for years.  He was this Mexican looking Puerto Rican.  Some people called him Mexico 
but he was straight up from the island from Ponce somewhere.  His hair was so fine but also thick like some 
Indian type hair, really black, like the tar spread on new street pavements.  He wore the same cologne as pops 
that Old English musk.  So most of the time when you walked in the store you’d get a whiff of it even before, 
the scent of Bustelo coffee brewing, hit you.  

Mom got comfortable, threw on her house bata, this silky feeling bata, I mean if I could have worn it, I 
would’ve.  Mom had this scent, this mom scent.  She smelled like rose petals and she wore Jean Nate Body 
Splash which stood on her all day.  If I could’ve hugged her all day, I would’ve.  She said her daily prayer and 
then sat on her old wooden chair which she designed a pillow for, with white crochet flowers that turned yellow 
from so much sitting.  She watched dad for hours.  When women casually passed by dad, all you could hear was 
a faint whisper, Carajo.  When she got up, her elbows were so red you’d think they were bleeding or that 
somebody had punched the shit out of them.  Sometimes that happened to her knees when she prayed too much. 
I could hear her mumbling in Spanish but couldn’t make out what she was saying.  I just knew that she was 
upset after seeing pops do something, whatever he did downstairs.  She just kept saying, Conjo. 
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She took her rosary out from her bata’s front pocket and placed it on her virgencita that sat in the same 
bureau for years.  It must have made its own nest on the wooden bureau because it just wouldn’t budge.  She 
went to carefully change the water she kept by its side.  She claimed that if the water became really hazy or if it 
had extra air bubbles in it, it would mean that her house was being cleansed.  That day she said it was extra 
bubbly.  As mom walked to the kitchen and passed my room, a voice whispered and I heard a woman’s distant 
cry…. 

From Chapter 3 – To the City:  
I asked him if he had some music to play.  He walked over to this old ass record player he had sitting 

next to his cracked window sill that had about 100 layers of shiny off-white paint, which at first I thought was a 
desk or something.  It was pretty old.  I don’t even think he ever opened it to play music.  Maybe it was an 
antique like dad’s night stand and he just didn’t touch it.  The dust flew off it like in some old western movie; 
when the cowboys are about to shoot each other and all the tumbleweed comes rolling in.  Those movies I love, 
especially Shane and The Good, The Bad and The Ugly.  Come back Shane, come back Shane!  I love that kid! 

He asked me what kind of music I liked.  I told him whatever, just play whatever.  By then I had smoked 
the entire joint and I sat there like if I were in Mrs. Mullen’s 3rd grade class, when I used to try my best not to 
get caught talking, as quiet as possible, so that she wouldn’t wash our mouths out with the hard ass Ivory soap 
that sat in the sink right behind our small tiny desks.  I folded my hands, as not to look nervous and shit, I didn’t 
want Parker to think I couldn’t handle the pot. 

The sudden rush of my high sent me into some deep paranoia as if Parker was about to fling one of the 
records that he carefully selected, from the not so steady cardboard box he had in the corner.  He said he liked 
salsa.  I was straight up, seeing shit, like dark spots on his chiseled face.  By the way, Parker was cool but he 
was also one handsome fellow.  His lips were perfect, as if God himself had drawn them on his face, his entire 
face was perfect, like mom’s paintings of Jesus.  Then he put on this Willie Colon song, Idilio. 

I knew the song. Dad always played it at home during las Navidades.  Dad also had a record player but 
dad’s was extra clean, I think mom used her Pledge on it or some type of oil to shine it up.  Parker’s records 
were all scratched up or they had accumulated so much dust that the needle just starting making its own damn 
music.  Poor Willie sounded like Barry White.  But I was so high I didn’t care if he sounded like Michael 
Jackson.  He sat there staring at me for a while. Pretty sure he was admiring my gorgeous locks. 

I drank some more of the Jack and the doorbell rang so loud I jumped right off the couch.  Parker asked 
if I was ok.  I don’t even think he thought I was scared, he just thought I was gonna use the bathroom and I 
tripped on something when I was trying to get up.  Parker walked over to the door, opened it slightly and 
grabbed a large paper bag from somebody, like a Chinese take-out or something.  But it wasn’t Chinese it was 
just more pot. 
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Lifeline: Transracial Adoption  
 

Abstract 
The following thesis is about interracial domestic adoption in the United States.  The research that I have used 
focuses on the future of transracial adoption and the relationship dynamics that go into adoption. There are 
different things that may come into play for interracial families.  I analyze the different supports systems and 
resources one can take in achieving a successful adoption.  The books chosen to further analyze this thesis are 
Twenty Things Adopted Kids Wish Their Parents Knew by Sherrie Eldridge, and Adam Pertman’s Adoption 
Nation: How The Adoption Revolution is Transforming Our Families and America.  No family is perfect, but 
there are different dynamics that come into play when raising a child of a different race and color.  The future of 
transracial adoption looks hopeful for those bringing empathy and education to the adoption process. 
 

 
 

Reading Selection 
 

Sibling Relationships: Race 
 Sibling relationships can help the adoptee understand their adoption, given the time siblings spend with 
each other.  Siblings are there to protect, love and cherish each other, in general, and adoption sibling 
relationships are no different.  The dynamics in sibling relationships involving an adoptive sibling can transform 
and influence the adoptive parents, the biological child or children, and all of the children’s relationships.  The 
more the non-adopted siblings are introduced to different races, cultures, and ethnicities, the more open and 
accepting of others they will become.   

When looking to adopt, adoptive parents are often given the opportunity to adopt both siblings from the 
same biological family.  This opportunity depends on the agencies and regions where adoptive parents are 
looking to adopt. Often, birth parents give up siblings for the same reasons a birth parent may give up a single 
child – namely, lack of resources, support, or financial means to raise children, especially for the low-income 
families, plus the fact that single parenting may be looked on as undesirable.  Birth mothers may give up their 
child or children because they do not want to be a single parent (Richards-Gustafson).  The age of a birth 
mother can also play a part in deciding on adoption if she has a teen pregnancy: teenagers may not want to take 
full responsibility of being a parent at such a young age.  There may also be pressure to give up one or more 
children, given certain cultures’ morals, and or religion: some religions and cultures may disapprove of having a 
child out of wedlock (Richards-Gustafson). 
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Sibling-group adoption happens refers to situations in which two or more siblings or half siblings are 
adopted by the same family at the same time.  If the adoptive parents are able to keep the biological siblings 
they are thinking of adopting together, there is good reason to do so. For the adoptive siblings, there is a high 
level of importance to have their family members with them, and to have someone who looks like them in their 
family.  In her article on the website of the North American Council on Adoptable Children, “Adoption & 
Sibling Relationships: What Children Have Taught Me,” Jane Brown suggests that siblings who are adopted 
together are usually more positive about the adoption process, and will have a positive outlook on their new 
home life. The adoptive pair of siblings may not state their feelings, or be open to wanting discuss the situation 
of their adoption, due to fears of being separated in the transition process to their new home with their new 
adoptive family.  But biological siblings who are adopted and raised together are able to create a stronger bond 
with each other than with anyone in their new blended adoptive family.  Even if they are separated, indeed, they 
can still create a bond that cannot be broken, if they have contact with each other, even though their experiences 
will be different due to their separate lives with their adoptive families.   

Whether or not they are adopted together with or separate from a biological sibling, communication 
between the adoptive child or children and their new blended/adoptive family will remain key to forming health 
new relationships throughout their lives.  The biological child of the newly adopted parents should also interact 
with other blended families. It allows for the families to have open minds about adoption and being able to 
relate to one another by what is described as, “observing and interacting with other children in adoptive 
families, children pick up knowledge that can help them to better navigate life as an adopted person” (Brown).  
The end result of this can also help their non-adoptive siblings have sympathy to negative comments the public 
may say to them and most importantly, resisting racism.  

Racism is a topic one should not shy away from when parents discuss adoption with their child. For 
instance, if the adoptive mother or father are white with white biological children, but adopt a black child, there 
will always be racial tension.  This tension may not be so much within the family itself, though of course in 
every family there will always be personalities that clash, but there may well be tensions with the outside world 
and how the public may see the adoptive parents and their new blended family.  As parents address sibling and 
relationship issues with the adoptive child and any biological siblings, older and younger, many questions and 
concerns may arise, reflecting the world outside the family.  This is bound to happen one way or another, and 
often has to do with race. The biological child’s friends may have questions on the new blended family: “Why 
doesn’t your sister look like you?” or “Why did they give her up?”  These questions bring the families adoption 
into the spotlight, particularly the adoptive individual. This can lead to confusion, frustration and even 
embarrassment for the adoptive individual (Brown). 

If children are being asked questions like these at a young age, parents often scramble to put out the fire 
before it spreads.  Different suggestions that are given to the parent to help diminish or stop the disputes, 
embarrassments, and questions.  On particularly valuable suggestion involves creating and using family 
journals.  Creating journals will allow the parent to have “an open dialogue and family dynamics, establishing a 
foundation for problem-solving, or allow everyone a chance to be heard” (Brown).  Family therapy can also 
help bring any internal or external conflict to the surface, and ease inevitable tensions: “Solutions that are easier 
to identify and healing can begin.  Over time, if the troubled youth is helped to better manage her emotions and 
behavior, a lasting sibling connection can develop” (Brown). 
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Perturbation  
 

Abstract 
 

My creative project is a poetry book that takes place in an imaginary town called “Perturbation.” The genre is dark comedy and horror 
and is a mix of poetry and prose. There are five chapters, all dealing with characters in this town who have their own anxieties and 
mental anguish. They must deal with each other and this reality they all exist in, all while keeping their desires, secrets, sins, and 
thoughts hidden. There are also phobias, that take on lives of their own and locations that emphasize these fears in accordance to their 
setting, along with a mysterious Mayor who knows all.  

 

 
 

Reading Selection 
 

This town I have created exists in what is known to be Area-51, hence the zip code.  As a conspiracist, I like to believe that something 
exists there that the rest of the world would not understand.  Therefore, my imagination has allowed me to believe that this is what is in that “top-
secret” location.  I would also like to believe that what motivates this town are the deadly sins that everyone tries to stray from but fails to do so.  In 
Latin, “Tristitia” is sloth, “Superbia” is pride, “Avaritia” is greed, “Ira” is wrath, and “Luxuria” is lust.  These sins prevail and engulf the cells of the 
characters who inhabit this place.  

I have for most of my life dealt with my own mental anguish and anxieties, but surprisingly the horror genre has allowed me to be 
temporarily free of them.  I am my own worst enemy and my biggest critic.  I knew that following through with this ambitious idea might have 
triggered some of my own fears and depression, but I wanted to challenge myself in a way I haven’t before.  I wanted to create a world that 
somewhat represents me, society and the world.  A place where the deepest realms of the psychological layers humans have built can flourish without 
anyone’s permission.  A place where the “insane,” and “paranoid” merge with the “misunderstood,” and “rejected”.  This place is my Garden of 
Eden…. or “Evil.”  A town where there are no boundaries to the reality that exists around us, even the ones we cannot see.  So come take a tour with 
me into the gates of Perturbation.  
 
Welcome to the House… 
Hello there welcome…come on in. Please make yourself comfortable while I heat up some tea and increase the flames in my fireplace. Make 
yourself comfortable as I prepare to introduce you a house filled with a world of its own inside. This group of people are some of the most isolated in 
my town, yet I still know all about them. They live their selfish lives thinking the world revolves around their inability to grasp onto the choices they 
make, and why they continue to live in their misery. Everyone in the town stays away from this house, as they claim it is filled with bad omens and 
demons in disguise. Quite frankly, they seem to just be a bunch of paranoid losers…but what do I know? I’m just here to make you feel welcome as 
you get ready to enter the house of mirrors. A house where everyone likes to place blame but refuses to look at their reflection. Where the answers to 
simple things, seem extremely complicated and unreachable. A house where ambition has died and the stench of disappointment prevails. Come, let’s 
go make a trip to the little house of horrors on Tristitia street.  

Directions: 
1. Don’t die while crossing the large avenues, people tend to drive with their headlights off. 
2. Beware of the squirrels who like to grab shopping bags out of your hands and run up trees with them…we don’t have ladders high enough. 
3. Always ring every buzzer, as knocking on some doors loudly may startle those who have licensed weapons. 

 
“Missing Tongue Found in Park, Rumors of it Belonging to Resident” (Deipnophobia – Fear of dining or dinner conversations) 
Images become stitched into my mind, a city that never sleeps I waste no time 
No small talk needed, I decline invitations to fork and soon parties it’s not a crime 
The roomies roll their eyes, think I am rude and a taciturn phantom 
So, I gulp down my drinks and murder my meals in their presence to avoid their tantrums 
 
I work to survive, prefer to be alone and dine 
An alcoholic in my solitude, a slave to my Italian grapevines 
I avoid empty words with no feeling 
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They’re all toilet bowls talking shit, I roll my eyes to the ceiling 
 
My television longs for me upstairs, my room is a theatre for my fantasies 
This table feels like a stand, I’m on trial for silence and its casualties 
A chorus of spit, chew and swallow sings around the chairs to us 
I rather plan out my own funeral and hear my own eulogy being discussed 
 
Since middle school, to college a silent observer at will 
I sit alone at night, with silent chatter in my brain perched atop a lobe hill 
Even being gutted alive, disappointment continues with no squealing 
They’re toilet bowls talking shit, I roll my eyes to the ceiling. 
 
Welcome to the Hospital… 
Hello…are you feeling a bit unwell? Why don’t you come on down into our wonderful home of patient care, where all your concerns will be taken 
care of. There are medications that aren’t available anywhere else here, that can heal your mind and relieve pressure on the heart. The staff will 
accommodate your every need, with personal check-up rooms and candy for the children if they are well behaved. However, beware of the rumors of 
the unspeakable experiments that apparently happen after dusk. The weird and half-human bred beings that are said to be brought to life here. Some 
claim they left sicker than when they arrived and find it in everyone’s best interest to stay home and risk the possible death of fright. A hospital of 
characters who redefine if the madness of the mind or body is worse. A hospital whose corridors echo silent laughs and screams into the early 
morning light. A hospital that might be the anecdote you need or be the last place you breathe. Come, and let’s get you a physical done with a 
stethoscope placed inside the veins of blood that pump into your heart. Come, let’s carry you on a stretcher in Avaritia lane.  

Directions:  
1. Do not approach patients in the waiting area even if they are not breathing, you may risk contamination and you will have to be isolated 

immediately.  
2. Ignore the high-pitched screams in the hallways, those are just babies crying out for their sleeping mommies. 
3. If you do not fill out an entire medical history form, you cannot be serviced and will be fined for wasting the workers’ time.  

 
“Woman Claims Doctor Screamed “She’s a Shapeshifter” before Fainting During GYN Examination”  
Probed without consent, I fear being examined as my layers are discovered like an excavation 
A stranger to my needs, I carry multiple casualties and birth babies for lactation  
If I sneeze and cough, I bleed out rivers of tears from the pain I cannot speak  
I’m unable to detach myself from this host body, like an attached child I need a new survival technique  
 
A stranger to my needs, I carry multiple casualties and birth babies for lactation 
I need a check-up but googly eyes, judging me medically, gets lost in translation  
I’m unable to detach myself from this host body, like an attached child I need a new survival technique  
Fingers are my visitors, water is my friend and I sometimes hold conversations with my neighbors, the two cheeks  
 
I need a check-up but googly eyes, judging me medically, gets lost in translation  
Into protective mode, I go, forcibly prying off unwanted things ready to perform castration 
Fingers are my visitors, water is my friend and I sometimes hold conversations with my neighbors, the two cheeks  
I’m stuck in a purgatory cycle of dying and being reborn in a ball of cramps and cries every 4 weeks 
 
Kolpophobia -Fear of genitals, particularly female 
“Reports of Female Genitals with Teeth, Roaring at Doctors” (Kolpophobia -Fear of genitals, particularly female) 
Look at this monster in between her legs, it smells of a siren’s sea but devours like a Kraken's mouth 
Little legs are pushing out while the table gets filled with gunk and it all goes south  
This cannot be what men believe is the answer to their dreams, this triangular box is repugnant 
There is nothing that can averse my sight more than holes with no treasure, I am never triumphant 
 
Pleasure does not exist, when I get no reaction and get confused at licked lips 
A job must get done despite wishing my eyes would get blocked out from this visual like an eclipse  
Teleport me to a place where examinations can be done without legs opening  
Wrong diagnoses are daily mistakes as I am distracted by hairy pouches and need refocusing  
 
Throw away the whole lower half, leave an abdomen and breasts above 
I yelp as patients trust my feels for illness, then I run into the crematory and kill my gloves 
The boats between their moats of blood in their jeans, give me goosebumps of disgust 
How can anyone think this is the answer to all that exists in writing of lust? 
 
To church, I should go as my mother always said God made Eve and you must understand 
Have some respect you were just an egg and a cell, a lucky DNA strand 
I must escape the claws of this man-eater in between the sheets  
Return me into the womb, I’m a failed appreciator of the poison flower that owns the minds of male streets 
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Five Degrees of Separation 
 

Abstract 
 

This paper looks at the opportunities and obstacles that Caribbean immigrants encounter such as assimilating in the receiving country, 
determined by factors including race, ethnicity, social and economic backgrounds, first language spoken, and country of origin. This 
thesis focuses on the extent one goes to in order to fulfill one’s needs in the receiving country and addresses these topics through 
modern literary works including Julia Alvarez’s When the Garcia Girls Lost Their Accents, Junot Diaz’s The Brief Wondrous Life of 
Oscar Wao, Nicholasa Mohr’s Nilda, Esmeralda Santiago’s When I was Puerto Rican, and Piri Thomas’ Down These Mean Streets. 
 

 
 

Reading Selection 
 

Introduction 
In 2015, the Pew Research Center conducted a study on the foreign-born resident population in the United States. 

Authors Gustavo Lopez and Kristin Bialik reported that “9.6% of this foreign-born population living in the U.S. originated in 
the Caribbean, which is equivalent to 4,153,579 people out of 43,158,110” (Pew). Countries located in the Caribbean include 
Aruba, Cuba, Jamaica, Barbados, Haiti, the Dominican Republic, and Puerto Rico. Approximately 1,063,898 people out of the 
4,153,579 from the Caribbean who live in the U.S. are from the Dominican Republic (Pew). Since Puerto Rico is a United 
States territory, Puerto Ricans are natural-born citizens and are not mentioned in the study. 

The act of assimilating into the receiving country is important, if not crucial.  The Oxford English Dictionary describes 
assimilation as “The action of making or becoming like; the state of being like; similarity, resemblance, likeness.” The degree of 
assimilation into the receiving country, and with it, the degree of separation from one’s country of origin, is as varied as the 
millions of people who migrate throughout the world.  It is as varied as their reasons for migrating, including economic 
advancement, war, religious persecution, gender-based persecution, and more. Some people flee their countries because of 
natural disasters.  Equally varied is the extent of assimilation, and separation, upon arrival and throughout time. This paper 
looks at opportunities and obstacles to assimilating in the receiving country, determined by factors including race, ethnicity, 
social and economic backgrounds, first language spoken, and country of origin.  I look closely at the extent one goes to in order 
to fulfill one’s needs in the receiving country and address the following questions exemplified in modern literary works:  Do all 
immigrants have the same freedom to choose their degree of assimilation into the new and separation from the country of 
origin?  Do barriers exist for some?  How much of one’s heritage does one need to retain to achieve balance?  What are the 
repercussions of such decisions? 

This paper addresses the plight of Caribeños (i.e. those individuals born into a Caribbean country), and the process of 
assimilating into the U.S., specifically the New York City area. I will focus on the crossroads of linguistic and racial 
experiences of Dominicans and Puerto Ricans and the influence of those on the immigration process through selected literature. 
Some of the protagonists choose to assimilate, while others reject Americanization. Some hold tight to their roots and refuse to 
separate from them. Others deny them. Still others have no choice.  The works under study here include: Julia Alvarez’s When 
the Garcia Girls Lost Their Accents, Junot Diaz’s The Brief Wondrous Life of Oscar Wao, Nicholasa Mohr’s Nilda, Esmeralda 
Santiago’s When I was Puerto Rican, and Piri Thomas’ Down These Mean Streets.   

Careful analysis of the texts has reinforced my belief that while assimilating is extremely important, it is vital for 
immigrants to simultaneously preserve their identity and language of origin. Evident throughout the works to a lesser or greater 
degree, is the idea that while it is possible to assimilate into the receiving culture to enhance one’s position in the new world, 
people cannot separate from their roots to the point of erasing who they were. The literary works in which intergenerational 
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struggles are depicted point to the effort that previous generations made in order to preserve and to transmit their identity and 
beliefs to future generations. This is an important part of who the protagonists in these novels and memoirs are. 

At its most extreme, assimilation may result in a separation from one’s original self, at the risk of personal and cultural 
betrayal.  The migrants in the literary works considered in this thesis have formed an identity in their country of origin, or in a 
“sheltered” environment in the U.S., in which the home, friends and neighborhood consist of people from often homogeneous 
language, culture and customs of the country of origin.  Those who choose to erase everything about themselves once they 
arrive in a diaspora like New York City, for the sake of progressing, leave the protagonists and readers to question that 
“progress.”  The texts reveal the costs and exemplify variations in negotiating an alternative “hybrid” identity. 

All the literary works under study address the phenomenon of having to create a whole new identity based on who one 
wants to be, without always reflecting deeply on who one truly is and, in turn, those aspects one truly values and wants to 
preserve. Preserving one’s identity and heritage is important, and assimilating does not necessarily equate to the complete 
separation from a prior identity. Rather, in order to achieve balance, characteristics gained through the process of assimilation 
may be considered an addition to who the new arrival already is and who they will become in the future.  

One’s first language proficiency and ability to speak more than one language is influential in the assimilation process. 
Being multilingual has been proven beneficial both cognitively and emotionally (Ortega 2009). In her article The Amazing 
Benefits of Being Bilingual, Gaia Vince writes that “many bilinguals say they feel like a different person when they speak their 
other language” (Vince). This affects assimilation and speaking English with an accent. Much like the protagonists depicted in 
the novels, many if not most immigrants have trouble mastering the language of the receiving country at first, depending on the 
level of proficiency they have achieved prior to migrating.  Most ultimately thrive, which boosts their confidence, and makes 
them want to adapt to rather than disappear into or entirely reject American culture (Garsd). 

Racial dynamics are a driving force for many of the protagonists mentioned here. In Esmeralda Santiago’s When I was 
Puerto Rican, racial issues are encountered for the first time upon immediate arrival to Brooklyn. Negi feels, soon after her 
arrival in Brooklyn, that she is no longer Puerto Rican, marking the beginning of her metamorphosis. The term “Hispanic”, she 
learns, was used to lump Spanish speakers together from many different countries, including hers.  Others arrive with prior 
experience in racial dynamics, as depicted in Julia Alvarez’s When the Garcia Girls Lost Their Accents, which takes place 
during the Trujillo era. The protagonists in both works are aware that migration, assimilation, and a degree of separation from 
the country of origin are the only means to attain balance, both personally and professionally.  Still others reject the racial 
politics they encounter in the diaspora of New York City because they fear that separation from their heritage means losing their 
racial identity and sense of self.  This fear appears in Puerto Rican author Piri Thomas’s Down These Mean Streets.  Thomas 
moves out of Long Island and back to Harlem because he feels like an outcast, and because he knows that he will never be 
accepted in the white enclave he finds himself in. He writes, “I was still feeling out of place here in the middle of all these 
strangers” (Thomas 84)…. 

 
… In terms of migrating, some people flee to another country because their life is in danger. This may occur en masse 

when one’s country is ruled by tyrants and dictators such as Rafael Leonidas Trujillo Molina, or “El Jefe”, an admitted racist, 
who ruled the Dominican Republic for thirty-one years, 1930 to 1961. As Gisabel Leonardo states, “He imposed a racially 
driven ethnic cleansing of the Dominican Republic backlashing against impurities such as Dominicans of mixed heritage, 
Haitians, and black Dominicans” (Leonardo 1). These years consisted of massacres like the “Parsley Massacre” in 1937 in 
which thousands of Haitians were slaughtered if they did not pronounce the Spanish word perejil (parsley,) properly. In this 
case, “properly” meant that they did not pronounce the letter “r” in French or Creole, but only in a Dominican dialect… 
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English Honors Program – Class of 2018 – Biographies 
  
Kimberley Aguirre is an English Honors major with a specialization in Creative Writing and a minor in Professional Communications.  She is currently a 
senior College Assistant at Lehman College, with hopes to join the publishing world soon. When she is not on campus working or learning, she is caring for 
her toddler daughter, Emmaliene.  Additionally, she is a freelance blogger, independent writing teacher, and book reviewer for Penguin Random House 
USA.  Going forward, Kimberley hopes to author captivating novels to inspire young adults for generations.  She is receiving her BA summa cum laude from 
Lehman in May 2018, and in September 2018 she will begin graduate study in English and Creative Writing in the MFA program at City College, CUNY. 
  
Rakiye Benjamin is currently a Creative Writing English Honors major at Lehman College.  She is meek on the outside but a big dreamer within, and 
aims to make those dreams of hers a reality.  After going through a period of feeling lost and dissatisfied, she decided to take a leap of faith, further pursuing 
her interest in the world of film and television—a decision she has yet to regret.  She is also a member and editor of Obscura, Lehman’s literary and art 
magazine, in which she has had the pleasure of being published twice.  Rakiye also minors in Film and TV Studies, and is actively working towards the long-
term goal of producing and writing for her own series—preferably via the web or a streaming service to ensure as much creative liberty as possible.  The 
script she wrote for her thesis is only the beginning! 
  
Shivani Boodhoo majored in English Honors with a concentration in Professional Writing.  She has lived her whole life in the Bronx, enjoying the 
closeness she has to the city.  English has always been her favorite subject, since she was little.  Reading is a personal enjoyment of hers and writing became 
another soon after she entered college.  “Introduction to Creative Writing” made her decide that writing was what she wanted to concentrate on, and after 
taking a workshop in Nonfiction Writing, she fell in love with it even more.  She will be attending Pace University next fall, working on her Master’s in 
Publishing.  She is very excited to start this new journey, working her way into a career involving editing, publishing and writing (of course!).   
  
Tana Cambrelen, a Bronx Native and avid Netflix Binger, writes about issues that are present in the communities with which she identifies.  As an 
English Honors Creative Writing major, her poetry and prose pieces are aimed at analyzing the intersections of race, class, and gender in her journey as a 
woman.  As a board member of Lehman College's Intersectional Feminist Club, she combines her love of both literature and the quest for equality to empower 
women.  After graduation, she will begin her training as a New York City public school teacher in the NYC Teaching Fellows Program, because she believes 
it is imperative for the future leaders of our country to be able to relate to those who are educating them.  
  
Born and raised in the Bronx, Lehman Scholar Deirdre Fanzo has loved reading and writing for as long as she can remember.  Pursuing a degree in 
English Honors Literature felt only natural to her.  She is currently a writing tutor, news editor of the Meridian, Lehman College’s student newspaper, 
president and co-founder of the LGBTQ+ Alliance on campus, and a newly inducted member of Phi Beta Kappa.  After graduating, she hopes to publish her 
senior thesis on addiction narratives in Gothic texts in an academic journal, and intends to keep on writing and publishing critical essays.  She also plans to 
pursue a degree in Library and Information Sciences or Archival Science, pursuing a career in a library or archive setting.   
  
Victoria Hofstad returned to Lehman College in 2016 following a 25-year absence, and is thrilled to graduate in the Class of 2018 with a BA magna cum 
laude in Honors English and Philosophy.  After briefly attending the School of Visual of Arts in 1984-85, she discovered a real propensity for the academic 
life and found her way to Lehman College with the encouragement of its then-English Department Chair, Edgar Roberts, the father of a close friend.  She first 
enrolled at Lehman as a freshman in Fall 1987 and was accepted into the Lehman Scholars Program.  Victoria was on the Dean’s list in 1990, admitted into 
Phi Beta Kappa, and received three English Department writing awards: the De Antonio Memorial Prize for Film Criticism in 1989, the Hess Award for 
Scholarly Research, and the Rose Memorial Prize in 1991.  Victoria left Lehman before earning her BA to pursue a career first in publishing at John Wiley & 
Sons, and then in financial public relations at the investment bank ING Barings and the  agencies Dewe Rogerson and Sard Verbinnen; during this time, she 
also freelanced, working in corporate communications, media relations, investor relations, and crisis communications programs for corporations 
worldwide.  Victoria was thrilled to become the mother of beautiful twin daughters in 2012, and returned to Lehman in 2016 to complete her BA, which she 
did this past January.  Now a college graduate single mom returning to work full time, she is grateful for the excellent education she received at Lehman, the 
superlative professors who are fully invested in their students’ intellectual growth, and, above all, her inspiring and talented fellow students who made each 
class rewarding. 
  
Justin Joyce is a Bronx-born creative writer.  He is set to graduate from Lehman College in 2018, magna cum laude.  Nowadays, he can be found 
attempting to recapture his fictional high school glory, where he won a top award for Literature and Media studies.  He has participated in and produced 
several amateur podcasts discussing the medium of animation.  He is a professional Game Master, for fun, and is taking first steps to create a program to 
allow kids a place to play tabletop roleplaying games and spread his addiction to another generation.  He has been writing for the Theater Development Fund's 
PXP Magazine as an "art critic / experienced theater-goer" for two years now, and has no intention of stopping.  He has had one play produced by Lehman 
College (Colored Poetry in 2017).  Currently, he is working on a feature-length screenplay, a short film with his production team, and has an unholy number 
of short stories (as yet unpublished).  For his thesis, he cranked out the beginning of a novel, which he intends to finish eventually.  He earns all his money 
from his job as a janitor for the Department of Education.  With his English Honors Creative Writing degree and all he learned to earn it, he plans to publish 
the finished novel and earn all his money from writing instead. Today, however, he just wants to catch up on a show and maintain his equilibrium. 
  
Parbattie Khalawan is currently an English Honors Literature senior with a minor in Early Childhood and Childhood Education.  She began pursuing her 
degree at Lehman College in 2014.  Parbattie was born and raised in Guyana, but migrated to the United States in 2010 through marriage, bringing with her 
eleven years of classroom teaching experience.  She loves teaching and plans to return to the classroom after she graduates with an MA in English Education.  
Though a mother of a six-year old boy, a full-time housewife, and a full-time bank teller, Parbattie has burned the midnight oil while at Lehman, studying 
assiduously as a means of maintaining an A average in all her undergraduate classes.  Her dream will come true this May, when she graduates from Lehman 
College summa cum laude.  On weekends and holidays, she enjoys going to church, cooking sumptuous meals, listening to music and dancing, watching 
movies with her husband and son, and reading Danielle Steel’s novels.  She is also a volunteer member of the Nirvana Humanitarian Foundation, based in 
Queens, New York.  Parbattie is thrilled to be graduating with her BA in May 2018 and pursuing graduate study in Childhood Education this coming fall.   
 
Mena McCarthy, a Macaulay Honors College student and member of the English Honors Program, is completing an English Honors major with a 
specialization in Literature, along with a Biology minor and a full set of pre-veterinary prerequisites.  She plans to become a veterinarian and work closely 
with animal rescues and shelters to rehabilitate abandoned animals, or to go into either surgery or wildlife medicine.  In her free time, she enjoys bellydancing, 
CrossFit, and playing with her five dogs and cat.  Mena was admitted into the Ross University School of Veterinary Medicine’s Class of 2022, on the island 
of St. Kitts in the Caribbean, and leaves in August 2018 to pursue her veterinary education.  
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Angel Mindanao is an English Honors major specializing in Professional Writing at Macaulay Honors College at Lehman College. She works as a writing 
tutor at the Academic Writing Center, which is part of Lehman’s Instructional Support Services, and as a journalist for the Meridian, the College’s student 
newspaper.  Currently, she interns as a fundraising coordinator at the Northwest Bronx Community and Clergy Coalition, through the CUNY Service 
Corps.  She was also president and co-founder of the Macaulay Step Club in 2016, and was a student senator in the 2015-2016 Lehman College Student 
Government, serving on the Co-Curriculum Development Board.  She is a dance intern at J Dove Dance Academy and recently joined The PLAYERS Club, a 
step team based in the Bronx.  As a musician, she has sung in choirs, performed at Carnegie Hall, was an instrumentalist and dancer for nine years at the 
Filipino Arts and Music Ensemble, and was a music volunteer at the Mount Sinai Beth Israel Brooklyn hospital from 2015 to 2016.  After graduation, she will 
serve as a Fellow at the 2018 Knight CUNY J Summer Internship Program.  She hopes to pursue graduate study next year either at the CUNY Graduate 
School of Journalism or in the Marketing program at Yeshiva University, while also traveling, writing, and doing music.    
  
Although English Honors Literature major Arlinda Mulosmanaj was born in the United States, her family immigrated to America from Albania and 
Kosovo.  Her grandfather was a well-known Albanian journalist and poet, and it was his poetry that inspired her to pursue studies in “minor” literature and the 
positive effects that such literature can have within oppressed communities.  She hopes to continue her studies by traveling and exploring minor literature 
throughout developing countries in Eastern Europe.  As a Fulbright Fellowship alternate candidate, she hopes to spend a portion of next year studying post-
war literature in Kosovo.  In the meantime, she is assisting other writers with the editing process, and plans to obtain a job in which she assists new writers in 
cultivating the skills and self-confidence needed to make a place for themselves in the world of literature.  
  
Maria Reyes-Ramirez is from Long Island, New York.  She attended Lehman College where she pursued a Bachelor of Arts in English Honors 
Literature with a minor in Middle and High School Education, graduating in January 2018.  She currently works as an eighth-grade ELA teacher at IS 303 in 
Brooklyn, New York.  As soon as she catches her breath from that brand-new posting, she plans to apply for graduate study in English Education. 
  
Melissa Ruiz hails from Bronx, New York, with a love of all things written.  Combining an English Honors Literature major with a Japanese minor, 
Melissa plans in the future to translate novels from Japanese to English, vice versa, and in the various other languages she hopes to acquire over the 
years.  After visiting Japan for an entire semester in 2017 and falling in love not only with Japanese language but also Japanese culture, Melissa plans to go 
back in the near future by applying to the Japanese Exchange and Teaching (JET) Program USA.  Upon her return, she will pursue a Master’s degree that 
makes best use of the many skills acquired both in and after college.  At present, Melissa enjoys analyzing favorite animes, comics, and video games,  while 
also working on personal and non-academic writing.  
  
Jeffrey Sanders is a Bronx native who's spent much of his life as a self-proclaimed wanderer and chronic daydreamer, forever writing as well as planting 
characters and stories in his fertile imagination.  Earning a Bachelor's degree in English Honors with a specialization in Creative Writing this past January 
2018 was a major accomplishment for Jeffrey.  Yet it was also only the first step of a much longer artistic journey.  He intends to pursue his Master’s in 
Creative Writing sometime in the near future, driven by a burning desire not only to further his education but to delve into and explore the entire craft of 
storytelling.  Meanwhile, his focus remains on seizing any opportunity that comes along with his degree(s), including but not limited to teaching abroad (or 
wherever he is needed within his community); finishing where he left off with his thesis and other creative works-in-progress; and inspiring the imaginations 
of his community of readers while simultaneously provoking a much-needed (and welcome) stir in contemporary culture. 
  
English Honors Literature major Nicholas Santiago is a Bronx-native raised in Hunts Point in a family of eight.  With ambitions of success and a fire in 
his heart, he rose from poverty and obscurity to pursue higher levels in academia through the SEEK and English Honors programs, and is a recent recipient of 
the Martha Binyon Cahn Scholarship and Patricia A. Cockram Portfolio Prize.  He now harbors a dream of one day authoring books on methods for the 
uneducated and underrepresented to practice writing.  This coming fall (2018), he will be pursuing his Master's degree in English either at Virginia Tech or at 
University College London, while serving as a Graduate Assistant.  This summer, he will realize a long-standing dream of traveling internationally to acquire 
first-hand knowledge of other cultures. 
  
Eileen Sepulveda’s love for writing began when she was a teenager.  Later, as a single mother of two boys, Isaiah and Isaac, and working full time, she 
chose to go back to school, and enrolled in Lehman in 2012, joining the Adult Degree Program and pursuing a degree in English Literature.  Six years later, 
this May, she will receive her Bachelor of Arts degree as an English Honors student specializing in Creative Writing.  She will be the first in her family to 
receive such an honor.  During her time here at Lehman, she has kept busy.  In 2016, she became a writer for the school newspaper, Meridian, writing articles 
that focused on the struggles and concerns of Lehman students and the larger Bronx community, including unfair policing, prison labor, and gentrification.  In 
2017, she became the Meridian’s Editor-in-Chief, learning how these issues could be told and exposed effectively, while also maintaining the integrity and 
professionalism of the paper.  Starting in Fall 2018, she will be pursuing a Master’s degree at the CUNY Graduate School of Journalism (which just awarded 
her a generous scholarship).  She is most eager to enhance her skills as an investigative reporter over the next 18 months.  In her spare time, Eileen writes 
poetry and short stories, and will continue the novel – Q – which had its start as her senior thesis. 
  
Rachel Strom was born and adopted in Paraguay, South America, and raised in The Bronx with her mother, Diane, and her brother, Daniel.  Her life of 
adoption has inspired her to continue to create pieces of writing that she hopes touches lives of other adoptees.  At Lehman, she is currently completely her 
English Honors major with a specialization in Professional Writing, and has served this academic year as Co-President of the College’s literary-arts magazine, 
Obscura.  
  
With a 2018 BA magna cum laude in English Honors Creative Writing, graduating senior Nicole Torres plans to break into the publishing industry and 
keep alive the joy of printed books in an increasingly technological era where bookstores are being shut down and e-books are the go-to vehicle for reading.  
A transfer student from Penn State, Nicole changed her major from Journalism to English when she realized just how much literature and writing filled her 
heart with hope, joy, and never-ending knowledge.  She has served this year as Co-President of Obscura, Lehman’s literary arts magazine, and plans to use 
her experience as an editor and collaborator going forward.  As a Hispanic woman raised in the Bronx, she plans to break barriers in the book industry and use 
her passion for poetry and fiction, along with the genres of horror and fantasy, to write works that will transcend damaging stereotypes and prejudices.  Her 
lifetime goal is to become a novelist – possibly even to write something that will become part of the American literary canon for future generations.  She 
hopes to found a respected literary arts magazine where people from around the globe will have a chance to have their talents be heard in an increasingly 
difficult and marginalized writing industry.  She also wants to revise her senior honors thesis, “Perturbation,” into a publishable poetic collection that may 
itself inspire a series of psychological horror books.   
 
Anabel Ventura was born and raised in the Bronx.  While she was growing up, she always had a book in her hand.  She was as passionate about literature 
as a child as she is now as an English Honors major specializing in Literature.  Since her graduation in January, she has been working as an ELA teacher at a 
PS on Coney Island.  Going forward, she plans to apply to graduate programs in English or English Education, and to travel. 
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The book is dead. 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
   
 

 
  

 

 
 

 

 

 
Long live the book! 


	Fighting sounds and epic battle music erupt from the television. MISHONN, KEITH, MARLON, and ALEC are all seated around the TV, controllers in hand. Mishonn is on the loveseat next to Alec.
	KEITH
	Wait, where did I go?
	In a letter to The King’s Men (Shakespeare’s company at the Globe Theater), resident playwright John Fletcher proposes revisions to Macbeth, including a new soliloquy for Macduff.  As Macbeth’s nemesis and the play’s propulsive force of good, Macduff ...

