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Editor’s Note

Design can enhance or obscure. That’s what we thought about over the past few months as we pondered

how to redesign this magazine in a way that enhanced your stories, pictures, poems and essays.

So here’s what we’ve come up with: a clean, simple look that enhances your work. Many thanks to Phil

Herbert-- Manager, Outreach-Invitations-- for creating this design.

NSCS has run The Collegiate Scholar for several years now, and we’re constantly amazed and impressed by

your enthusiasm and talent. We look forward to highlighting your wonderful work for semesters to come!

s’ ol

Mishri Someshwar

Manager, Outreach-Communications
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The Hamburger: A Salute to
American Culture

By AAC Puryear
University of Virginia

You might have perhaps scoffed at the title, thinking that it ought to be renamed “The Hamburger: A Salute
to American Obesity”. Once upon a time, I might have agreed with you. However, after taking a deeper look
to see how the burger has developed in different parts of the nation, I began to realize how this sandwich has
made a statement about our country’s culture. Not just one about millions of lazy Americans who need to go on
a diet to stop themselves from getting heart attacks, but one that embodies and solidifies the American ideals

such as capitalism and the melting pot.

Perhaps you think I'm crazy, but hear me out. The USA may not be experiencing the waves of immigration

it did when the term “melting pot” was coined, but America is still home to various groups of diverse people.
After all, the term “American” can be applied to the rich red-carpet-walking celebrity or the hard-working
blue-collar laborer. Those who walk the city streets with sky-scrapers constantly in their view hail from the
same nation as those who wake up to see acres of farmland outside their bedroom windows. Even at this present
day and age, America is a land of people teeming with all sort of different lifestyles, interests, and tastes, and

despite all their differences, they all call America home.

Which is why capitalism can be implemented oh-so-successfully in the country. Businesses and entrepreneurs

have the opportunity to be creative in how they sell their goods and services, creating different variations of




And that’s where the hamburger comes in. Take a product known all over the country and modify it to really
appeal to a specific area of the melting pot and see what happens. This is exactly what some entrepreneurs have

done with the burger.

Sure, some of them just change little things about how they cook it, such as Ted’s Restaurant in Meridian,
Connecticut that steams their burgers instead of grilling them (apparently steaming cooks it more evenly), but
others completely change the ball game with the American delicacy. In Kennett Square, Pennsylvania, the
Half-Moon Restaurant will serve you up a burger made from the meat of kangaroo, alligator, wild boar, buffalo,
or any other sort of wild game. These meats tend to be much leaner than beef, which leads to healthier, yet still
tasty, hamburgers. Down in Hermosa Beach, California, the Spot has made its mark on the community with

its incredible veggie burgers. Even the meat-eaters will come in for this mixture of fresh vegetables, beans, rice,
and soy packed into a hamburger patty. Doesn’t sound the most appetizing to me, but the owners must be doing
something right; customers generally find the burgers so delicious that they are frequently compelled to ask the

owners what kind of meat they use.

New York City has a couple of notable burger joints of its own to appeal to different crowds of people. Fan

of the late night bar scene? Head into Pop Burger, where you can get 3-inch burgers in between your drinks.
And you might even see Justin Timberlake or Jay-Z while you're there; they’re both frequent customers. And
if you really want to feel like a high-rolling red-meat eater, it doesn’t get much better than the Old Homestead

Steakhouse. Each burger contains 20 ounces of Kobe beef, perhaps the best hamburger meat in the world, and

it'll cost you a pretty penny of $41 apiece, but I hear it’s worth it.




Now maybe if you stop and think, you can come up with a burger joint in your own area that does something
unique and different to appeal to the certain fraction of the melting pot that lives nearby. I thought of two in
my own college town of Charlottesville, Virginia. I could walk just down the street to the White Spot (where
Dave Matthews once worked years ago) and get their famous Gus Burger, a hamburger topped off with a
delicious fried egg. Or perhaps stroll over to the Wild Wing Café and get a burger soaked in the marinade of

any of the 33 flavors of Buffalo wings. Despite how weird it may sound, it’s actually quite good.

Now maybe after all this, you might think I'm reading a little bit too much into the variety of burger
restaurants there are. But I'd like to think that the burger could be a symbol of the values for which American
stands. It’s not too hard for everyone in Italy to like the pasta, because the little boot is smaller than some of
our individual states and therefore not a home to so many different types of people. Yet, everyone in a nation as
big as America can love the burger thanks to the ingenuity of countless entrepreneurs of the past and present.
In a way, it unites us. We have the opportunity to eat our burgers as we choose, just as we can live our lives in

this country as we choose. We don’t all have to be the same, but we are all still one nation.

So I salute the hamburger as a testament to the America, the land of unity and the land of opportunities.




With Running

By Christine Montelione
Miami University
Writer’s note:

As humans, we are all confined to our minds no matter what. When our minds become too much,
strangled by our overwhelming thoughts that poison our very being, an escape is needed. We find ourselves
looking for something to wean us out of the world itself, and lift us up past where our body can physically take
us. And when we find our way of doing this, our own self transcendence, a quiet and peace comes over our
spirit, if only for a little while.

[ use the word “you” to express the person in this story. I do this not because I want you, as the reader,
to be the one in the story, but because I am talking to myself. This has become a habit of mine, especially
writing in my diaries, to subconsciously remind me that I am writing for me, to remind myself of what I've
done, how I feel and where I've been. Though it sounds callous, I am not writing this for you, anonymous
reader; 'm writing this for me. I am always writing for me.

This kind of selfish attitude comes, in part from the release I get from my writing. It puts me into a
different state entirely when I am doing it right. This is also how I feel when I am able to run by myself, for
myself. The narrative that follows goes in and out of explaining the process of illumination of the soul and self

transcendence, to the muddled jabber of the mind, and the unrest we all sometimes feel in a busy head.

Stamp, glue, stick, tape. That is your life for the next four hours. An array of books stands before you




on a metallic cart with a bum wheel and faded stickers on it with attempted library humor. You read one over
and over again every time you reach for a new book; it reads, “Help! I'm a prisoner of the library,” awfully
depressing humor seeing as you really are. Stamp, glue, stick, tape. Job training was easy enough. “Stamp
‘Miami University Libraries’ on the top, glue in the seal, stick in the security strip, tape in the date due slip
and repeat.” You are stuck on the third floor in a desk in the middle of a large room with the air conditioning
blowing its cold product on your neck, all the while-- stamp, glue, stick, tape. What makes it worse are the
thoughts that are always running through your brain that wear down your self-esteem and counter the sunny
mood of the other librarians.

[hatethisjob.lhatemyclassesThateSpanishsomuchHowdidlItestinto201.I'msohorribleatit,andtheparticipat
ionpointsarekillingme.Mygradeistankingbecausel’'mtooscaredtoputmyhandup.I’'msostupid. What’ssohardaboutra
isingahand,especiallywhenlknowtheanswer. Whydoesithavetosmelllikeoldbooksandnastymicrowavedmeals.Ick.
Howdotheyeatthatstuff. God,Ihatethisplace.

The only God-send you have between the gluing and the thoughts is that you are allowed to bring your
music and plug your brain in to something other than the constant drum of your own mind. You insert your
headphones and play noise into your busy head, only to find the upbeat series of songs you put in order earlier
to be less than satisfying for your melancholy mood. The hours slide past with always one moment closer to
being let free from this monotonous place. The last five minutes are when you feel the most trapped, uncertain

whether or not you can hold it together for that long. All you want to do is to bolt. But, the anxiety passes, as

do the minutes, and the time has come to take the slow, cold, mile and a half walk home.




You step into another world of gloom as soon as you leave. It is the first day you have felt a chill like
this, and it seems the weather is matching your mood. The cold is the bitterness you feel for the job you
hate, while the clouded sky is the awful headache you have developed from being caught under the crazed
buzz of florescent lights for so long.

There are moments in your life where the thought of being around anyone at that point in time seems
completely absurd. When you feel claustrophobic within your own life, strangled and tied into one role of
this one person you are suppose to become, an annoyance is cast over your spirit. You feel that a steal cage
is no more imprisoning than this life.

Whyisthatguystaringatme Iwishtherewasabusthatwouldtakemebacktothedorm.Diditseriouslyhaveto-
bethiscoldoutside. Whatiswrongwiththisweather.IhateOhio.Ihatethecold,andmebeingthesmartonelamdidno
tbringasweatshirttoday.Justanotherwayl'vescreweduptoday.

And the problem is, you can’t focus. The chatter in your brain just keeps going until the only solu-
tion is to cut it off from speaking by being in some place else with your mind. The squished setting of your
dorm room confines this self transcendence to music and this only robs the rest of the body from awaken-
ing into a complete state of nothingness and relaxation. There must be something more. The frustration
builds to a point where the only solution is to run away. Run. That’s all you need to do. You hurriedly
change, second guessing what you’re doing every second, making excuses for your laziness. So the chatter

in your brain continues and escalates to more than just a constant drum, and you decide finally and abso-

lutely you need to go now.




than just a constant drum, and you decide finally and absolutely you need to go now.
ShouldI,shouldn’tI?’Idon’tknow,I’'mtired,mystomachhurts.Maybelater. Yeah,laterwouldbebetter.
[justwanttorelaxandsithere.Ishouldcheckfacebookormye-mail.Idon’twanttogetuptodoanything. WhatamIsaying?
Iknowlwon’tdoitlater,somovenow.Comeon.Getup.Move.

The initial point of listening to music while running was to drown out the outside world, but
consequently, you drown out your own thoughts too. You are playing the list of songs from earlier, this time
they have such a different effect. The lines of the first song pound into your head and seem to be speaking to
your very psyche when they say, “That that don’t kill me, can only make me strongerl.” This is all you need to
make you fly. Your legs stretch out into a gallop as the song beats into your brain. You raise your chest high as
if walking tall and proud. Nothing can stop you. You feel your eyes narrow to slits and your vision concentrates
only on the road ahead. You want to keep running until you defeat the world. You win when the world ends
and you are still going.

The pace is insanely fast, but this fact is beginning to slip farther and farther from your mind. The care
for the nagging ankle injury, the shoes you're wearing with too many miles on them, and the fact that you will
be sore as hell tomorrow with this tantalizing pace are melting from your thoughts.

You've spent your whole day alone, at work, in class, but somehow, with running, this kind of alone makes
sense, and isn’t so frustrating.
Calm.Patient.Sol'lljustbreatheanditwillbealright.

Most of the time, there is a joy in running—a therapeutic calm that overtakes your mind and senses

while the rest of your body is in turmoil. When you are running for yourself, truly running, the only struggle

you have is to breathe. The cares and wonders of the day drip away, much like the sweat on your brow. You

forget the world and the violence, wondering why anyone would feel the need to create such a scene. Your




friends don’t even matter, with their own worries and fixations on the tangible world. You slip out of any reality
you have created. When you take in that first breath, that first real inhalation of necessity, you suck in all the
weight of the world, all the voices who say you can’t and all of the pressures of this life. But, as you blow out,
you let go of worldly things, your heart is on your sleeve, and your soul is in the air. You wear your raw emotion
as you wear your shirt, and cast it off as it starts to weigh you down. You have the urge to fly. There is a certain
drama in this that others will find impossible to create. You find that the meaning of your life is soul-sized as
you continue that thythm of in and out, in and out.

Music makes you different somehow while running. It erupts a sort of primitive intuition that can
exploit the emotions. No other word is thought other than the words to the song and the feeling they give
you. You don’t hear your own breathing and the fact that you're gasping for air. It is actually only known
that breathing is occurring from the way your chest is moving up and down, and the stares you receive from
concerned pedestrians that pass.

The only thought you have is how masterfully you constructed your play list of songs. The upbeat songs
that started your feet flying transition into gut wrenching lyrics written at an emotional height. A musician
screams in your ear, “So let me SLIP AWAY...2,” and so you do; you do exactly what the music tells you to,
and believe the words they say as truth. Some lyrics anger you—reminding you of your fragile confidence when
they say, “And [ am flawed, but [ am cleaning up so well. I am seeing in me now the things you swore you saw
yourself. And rendered me so isolated, so motivated...2” Another takes you to new depths of your soul as it
tells you the truth about the world, “We’re living in a den of thieves. Rummaging for answers in the pages3,”
as it goes in and out of —oos in a high minor key. It is a kind of eerie whispering that is both empowering and

crushing as you realize the pure emotion she is singing. There seems to be no barrier between her soul and

yours. By the end of the song you are near tears, knowing the pain she has suffered to be able to express herself




that way.

But you do cry because the last song is coming on, and you know the time is coming for you to
stop. The last song is appropriately called, “How to Save a Life4.” This is what this run has done—it has
saved your life from becoming a torture to live in, making it bearable enough. The last beats of the drum
sound and you are at a loss because you have been recklessly shoved back into a heartless world, trapped
without grace or amnesty, that is, until you run again. You take this to heart.

In the purest form of running, it never matters where you’re going or for how long, and in fact,
in most cases you never want to stop; but the physical world begins to wear you down. You begin to feel
the blister on your ankle, the sweat in your eye. When this begins to happen, the mindset is broken and
thoughts fly in and out of your head as fast as before. It’s a terrible thing we cannot be in this state forever.

But while it lasts, you can think of no other reason as to why you would ever want to run. You go
through the list in your mind of pointless reasons you’ve given before to answer the question of why, like
varsity athletics and to keep up a certain body image, and decide these reasons are insufficient.
Neverneverloosesightagain.

You ultimately find out that self transcendence is not a lack of thoughts, but a lack of thoughts

from the outside world. It is a release of how you view yourself, or how you think you are perceived.




Take a look, you are hooked on
Facebook/ College life

By Elina Kumykova
University of Georgia
Due to the invention of Facebook in 2004, the power of communication of college students has
grown tremendously. Facebook has met with enormous success among people of all ages. According to the
Facebook website, there are more than 100 million active users, and it is famous as the most-trafficked
social media site in the world. As a social network phenomenon, it attracts a lot of attention from
researchers from different fields of study. Due to my curiosity after registering on Facebook and exploring
its features, I did my own research about this phenomenon. Surprisingly, I found out that through the
opportunities Facebook provides, it affects us as users not only in positive, but also in negative ways.
Searching for new friends, students create their profiles to introduce themselves to the Facebook
“community”: they create their unique online image; answer various questions; and post photos of
themselves, their friends and pictures from recent vacations and parties. As a Facebook user says in a
popular song:
“There’s an online world where I am king
Of a little website dedicated to me
With pictures of me and a list of my friends

”»

And an unofficial record of the groups that I'm in...” (Facebook Song)

People disclose themselves to the world. One specific effect of this self-disclosure is the ability to find




friends according to their profiles. However, there are also “hidden” or “deferred” negative effects on
students’ offline lives, for example, on their privacy and future career opportunities. There are several
reasons for that. We look at the positive effect of self-disclosure first, and then we describe its negative
effects.

The positive effect of this information revelation makes Facebook a breakthrough in ways of
communication. How does it happen? Due to the features of Facebook, people get a chance to look for
profiles of their classmates, colleagues, friends, or people with the same interests, religious or political views.
As a result, tremendous number of people find their old friends, meet new ones or find a true love. Besides,
Facebook provides the chance to discuss and exchange ideas based on different interests and points of view.
As an example, according to The University of Georgia Magazine, there are “500 groups affiliated with
UGA” on Facebook. Most of them are general like “South Campus by Choice, and Proud of It!” or “I wear
flip-flops every day... even when it snows.” Others are made by fans and for fans of popular campus people
like “I love Sandra the Snelling Dining Hall Lady.” My own experience confirms: Facebook works! It helps
me to constantly keep in touch with friends and cousins from my home country and with new American
friends. Often I find classmates on Facebook and chat with them, look at their profiles and photos.

You will be surprised how much information people post on their profiles. Since Facebook is a social
network, self-disclosure is a necessity on this website. However, it is also an essential to make the right
decisions when sharing private information online. Failure to do so can lead to very unpleasant effects on
personal privacy and future career.

According to the research from Carnegie Mellon University, 89% of all names on students’ profiles

are realistic, and “in the majority of profiles, the images are suitable for direct identification (61%).”

These college students do not aware of the fact that providing a birthdate, hometown, current residence




in a public place can be used to discover a person’s social security number. What can be done with this
information? Study shows that it can be used in risky ways: for identity theft, embarrassment, online and
physical stalking, blackmailing, etc (Gross, Acquisti, and Heinz III, 2005). As for identity theft, I think
the majority of people starting with high school seniors are aware of its meaning. We carefully keep our
Social Security number private; we do not throw away our bank statements; and we do not fill out forms
of companies we do not trust. These are all the right things to do; nevertheless, we easily forget about our
privacy when we login to Facebook. In fact, Facebook does not force us to use real names and pictures. It
is our own choice. However, do we aware of the consequences? The answer is that most of us do not. And
the reason is simple: the default setting on Facebook makes profiles available for everyone on the site

to see; and the scariest thing is that the majority of people do not even bother to change it. Maybe they
do not pay attention or do not know about this option. Besides, not all of the profiles’ visitors are well-
intentioned people. Potential stalkers are looking for “easy” victims: students with available information
about dorm locations and class schedules. If we consider that on Facebook now are “more than 100
million active users” (“Facebook”), it is insane do not care about privacy.

Another negative effect of self-disclosure on Facebook is its effect on our future career. The study
shows that “approximately 77% of employers use search engines to evaluate candidates. One in five
employers use sites like Facebook to research job candidates. And 35% of these same recruiters say they
have eliminated a candidate based on the information they uncovered” (“Don’t Let Facebook Ruin

Your Job Search”). I think these statistics are reasonable. It makes sense that employers may want to

do research on job candidates. The way they can do it is to Google our names. And guess what? We are




there. While examining our profiles, they can really learn a lot about us and then maybe think twice about
giving us a job. Since even after college graduation, Facebook profiles keep the memories of crazy parties,
fun weekends and birthday videos. This is exactly what we do not want our employers to see. And not
only the content of the profile, videos and photos matter; the language that we use on our “Wall” while
chatting with friends; comments that we write to look funny and cool; and the list of interests and groups
can also characterize us. One of the many true “career horror stories” that I found on the Internet describes
how the recruiter “rejected an applicant after searching the name of the student, a chemical engineering
major, on Google. Among the things he found was this [student’s] remark: “I like to blow things up”
(Finder, 2006). Thus it is not surprising that career consultants at UGA Career Center advise us to clean
our Facebook profiles by deleting some posts and photos and creating a more professional online image

of ourselves. Moreover, “counselors are also encouraging students to apply settings on Facebook that can
significantly limit access to their pages” (Finder, 20006).

To conclude, we can see that our self-disclosure on Facebook can affect us in positive and negative
ways. At the end, [ want to tell a true story that happened at the University of Colorado. A journalism
professor during the class discussion asked how many students had seen the previous night’s NewsHour on
PBS or read that day’s New York Times. “A couple of hands went up out of about 140 students who were
present,” he recalls. “One student chirped: ‘Ask them how many use Facebook.” I did. Every hand in the
room went up. She then said: ‘Ask them how many used it today.’ I did. Every hand in the room went up”
(Facing the Facebook, 2006).

So, before raising a hand, be aware of and be ready to face all the negative consequences. In other

words, enjoy Facebook, but do not become a victim of it!
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Ice Cream Meltdown

By Trent Britton Moore
Western Illinois University

The first fourteen summers of my life I could basically roam free. Whether it was playing on the
swings of Erfert Park everyday at the age of five or riding my bike all summer at age ten, summer had always
been full of play, play, and even more play. It never crossed my mind that summer could be full of work,
work, and maybe some play in-between work. However, one day during the spring of my freshman year of
high school, my mother dropped a bomb on me.

“Trent, by the first day of summer, you BETTER have a job,” she demanded.

I knew she meant business with this demand because she used her famous “mom” voice. Just about
every mother has a “mom” voice so she can show her son or daughter just how serious she is. [ decided I
should get a job so I would not have to hear her famous “disappointed mother” voice that makes me feel
like the worst son in the history of child births.

[ decided to apply at Dairy Queen. I figured since most of my ten-dollars-a-week allowance went
to buying various ice cream related products, I might as well work there to get a discount. My mom drove
me to Dairy Queen a week before the start of summer so I could fill out an application. Then, I walked to
the counter and met two familiar faces, Craig and Doug whom I knew from the drama club. They handed
me an application and I filled it out immediately. They promised to put in a good word for me. Less than a

week later, | received a phone call that would send me into frenzy.

“Can I please speak to Trent?” said a polite woman who sounded like Carol Brady.




“This is he,” I said, wondering who might want to speak with me.

“Trent, this is Nancy at the Lansing Dairy Queen. Is it possible for you to come in for an interview

in about twenty minutes?”

“I'm on my way.”

[ was freaking out on the inside. This was my first job interview. I am known for getting worked up
during many different firsts. On my first day of high school I was so nervous that I forgot to put on a pair
of underwear. I forgot to put on deodorant on my first date and probably blinded my date with my body
odor. My nerves get the best of me during new situations.

After getting off the phone with the Carol Brady impersonator, I hurriedly put on some clothes. I
did not want to dress too dressy because, after all, it was an ice cream shop, but I did not want to dress too
casual because, after all, it was a job interview. | ended up putting on khaki pants, a nice polo, and a nice
pair of white tennis shoes. My mom drove me to the Dairy Queen and I rang the back door bell.

“Are you Trent?” asked the lady who sounded like Carol Brady. She may have sounded like Carol
Brady, but she did not look like her. She was a short woman, but had the presence of someone about
seven feet tall. She wore a Dairy Queen shirt that was covered in many kinds of fudge, caramel, and cake
frosting.

“Yyyess, | aaaaam,” I said. I have a real bad stutter when I am nervous. I remember stuttering
my way through a speech in oral communications class in middle school. Afterwards, the whole class

murmured about what they thought I was talking about. The answers ranged from Anne Frank to

frankfurters.




She led me into the Dairy Queen. As [ walked in, I could smell the sweetest aroma I ever
experienced. It literally smelled like how I would expect Willy Wonka’s chocolate factory to smell like.
The space in the Dairy Queen was very crammed. There were boxes of cups, spoons, and many other
necessary products needed to create and enjoy ice cream novelties. In the front of the shop I could
hear the workers screaming orders to one another. Nancy led me to a stool and began to drill me with
questions. | was ten times more nervous than before.

“Why should I hire you?” she asked. She turned her previously smiling face into a stern drill
sergeant looking one.

“I, uuuuuhhhh. I like ice cream.” That was the only sentence that could come out of my mouth. I
knew I was not going to get the job.

“Trent, I can tell you are very nervous right now. Craig and Doug have told me how hard of a
worker you are. [ am going to take their word on it and give you the job.”

[ felt relieved and ecstatic. I wanted to scream, but I did not want my new boss to think twice
about the decision she had just made.

“Here’s the bathroom right here. Put on this polo and head up front for your first shift,” she
demanded.

[ felt confused. I thought I would have a couple days to prepare for my first day on the job. I felt like

a soldier being thrown onto the front line with no previous military training. I put on the polo very
slowly to prepare myself for battle. I told my mom about the news and then went up front with my new
coworkers.

The first order of my Dairy Queen career looked like the longest list known to man. It resembled

the Christmas list of a spoiled millionaire’s favorite daughter. It seemed to go on forever. My new




coworkers instructed me how to make blizzards and taught me the various ingredients in several of them. I
started to get the hang of it.

Then I made, what I thought to be, my biggest screw-up since I spelled the word “vineyard” with

“_”

an “f” instead of a “v” with the third grade spelling bee on the line.

[ started making another Oreo blizzard. I needed a little more ice cream, so I walked over to the
machine. My feet began to feel cold. Then, I realized that I had forgotten to turn the spigot off the last
time I used it. The reason my feet were cold was because I stood in a mountain of vanilla soft serve.

My boss came up from the back and just shook her head. I was instructed to clean up the mess as fast as
possible. Tears welled up in my eyes as I mopped away the mess I had created. [ knew I was going to be
fired.

At the end of the night my boss pulled me aside to have a talk with me. “Trent, [ want you to
know you did a good job for your first day. Yes, you had a little mishap, but that happens to the best of us.”

[ felt lucky to finish my first shift without getting fired. I just recently finished my fourth year of
shifts at the local Dairy Queen. We are open seven months out of the year, of which I have worked five

days a week for four years. I am not really that good at math, so I cannot calculate exactly how many

shifts that adds up to. However, I do know that is a lot of Oreo blizzards made.




An Unsolvable Problem

By Jarvis McCowin

Virginia Commonwealth University
To support my argument/claim: Not all decisions or aspects of the United States’ government are
completely bad. When I refer to the “federal government, the homeless & homelessness,” [ am referring
to those that have ruined any chance of positive outcomes for the homeless community.
Bringing an end to an unsolvable problem will never happen. Based on previous attempts by the federal
government one can conclude that bringing an end to homelessness in America is an unsolvable problem.
As long as the federal government has dominant control over this issue; I conclude that homelessness in
America will forever be an ongoing crisis.
How do we bring an end to homelessness in America! As a whole, “America” does not possess any
logical solutions. Whether or not we will actually want to better the other halves life is essentially up to
us and no one else. The government -believe it or not- is actually involved in organizations to help end
homelessness in America, but in many cases, they are making the crisis worse. Still today, the federal
government spends more money on researching new budgets for the homeless and why the homeless are
homeless instead of researching new methods to end or help ease homelessness here in the United States
(Triplett 550).
We already know why the homeless are homeless. I believe that “America” is an obvious broad reason as
to why one could be homeless. As long as the government places laws that prohibit the homeless from

sleeping in public or “begging” for food; homelessness will never go away (Triplett 548). We do not really

know how to fix this increasing problem. In reality, we are searching for an answer to end a crisis that will




ultimately last forever.

William Triplett, author of “Ending Homelessness,” states that the number of Americans that
will experience homelessness unfortunately rises every year. “Forty percent are families with children,
thirty percent are substance abusers, twenty-three percent are mentally ill, seventeen percent are
actually employed, and ten percent are veterans (Triplett 543). Who are these people!? Many classify all
homeless as people who are “too lazy to work” instead of seeing them as “normal people in unfortunate
circumstances” (Bottomley).

There are two distinct types of homeless; the episodic or transitionally homeless and the
chronic homeless. The episodic or transitionally homeless are those who are experiencing a bad run of
luck, but will soon be back on their feet. The other type of homelessness -the main reason as to why
homelessness in America will never be cured- is classified as the chronically homeless. Those that are
considered chronically homeless are substance abusers, the handicapped, or the mentally ill. They only
account for about ten percent of the homeless in America, but they are the ones that need the most help
and financial aid from the government. This is essentially why the government should have as little
control. Yes, they are providing the most attention to those that can not help themselves, but helping ten
percent as opposed to the other ninety will not “end” homelessness.
The aid from the federal government is also going to the people who essentially will desolate the funding.
Sure the mentally ill and handicapped need help, but the substance abusers ruin any relief. The mentally
ill ultimately need permanent care and concern from average hard working citizens rather than from

“white collar” policy makers. Unlike the episodic homeless, the chronic homeless most likely will never

“get back on their feet;” another reason why one can conclude that there will always be homeless here in

America (Triplett 545).




Paying the homeless to be homeless
Why do the substance abusers hinder any chances of help to their fellow homeless? San Francisco used
to pay people to be homeless. You are probably wondering, “Seriously,” but yes, it paid to be homeless at
one point. San Francisco once gave the homeless four hundred and ten dollars a month. Not all abused
the generosity. Some actually tried to find cheap housing while the substance abusers wasted the money.
Think about it, what do you think the substance abusers did with the money? Here is a clue; it is what
caused them to be homeless in the first place. Television stations in San Francisco secretly taped the
homeless substance abusers cashing there checks only to spend it all on drugs and alcohol (Triplett 547).

“Chronic homelessness is the toughest job for any shelter” (Gimme a roof over my head). They
are very costly; receiving more than half of the 3.2 billion dollars the government spends on all homeless.
The “Interagency Council on Homelessness” ensures that the federal money provided by the government
reaches those most in need. I feel that the mentally ill and substance abusers do in fact need the most
help; but the government is making the crisis worse by giving away money. Aid should be given to the
chronic, but at the same time, government funded organizations should provide shelter and a learning
environment for the non chronic homeless (Gimme a roof over my head).

[t is not a “win-win” situation for all. In fact it will never be as long as the government has in its mind
methods to end homelessness. Instead the government -America as a whole- should have methods to
ease and drop the homeless rate in America. In 2002, President Bush proposed a plan that would end
chronic homelessness within ten years. Pause for a second and think about the actual proposal. I feel

that the plan possessed many negative aspects. A ten year goal and an effort to bring an end is a little too

ambitious for me. It is great to actually have a plan mapped out, but to place a time frame on this issue is




mindboggling. This will not happen over night and possibly not in our lifetime. Also, we need to stop
saying “let’s bring an end to
homelessness.” We most likely say “end” simply because if the methods fail, we always have
this to fall back on and say -“the homeless, it was just too many of them to deal with.”

The government is making efforts to “ease” homelessness in America, but that is about it.
In reality, that is all that they can do. The “Bringing Home America Act” pushes Congress to
raise the minimum wage in attempt to keep those that already possess a job off of the streets, but
Americans and the non chronic homeless do not realize that by raising minimum wage; we also raise the
unemployment rate in America. We ask ourselves why people in America -in this case the homeless- do
not have jobs. The “Bringing Home America Act” and any other legislations similar are the answers to
that simple question. A rise in minimum wage will hinder the job market because businesses will have to
pay employees more which will cause a major increase in the layoff, the unemployment, and the homeless
rates (Gimme a roof over my head).
Not to possess two different topics in one, but here in America, job outsourcing under globalization
can also be considered to be a factor in the lasting crisis of homelessness. Sending jobs away to other
countries eventually sends hard working Americans to the streets.
Relying on the government to solve the unsolvable in America is one of the many reasons why
homelessness in America will never be cured. The federal government is only focused on helping ten
percent of the homeless, while the other ninety percent are out there suffering as well. Due to the
chronic homeless being the primary beneficiary of the government’s funding, non chronic homeless

protest against many government run homeless shelters that only help the mentally ill and drug abusers

(Gimme a roof over my head). Personally, this proposes many reasons as to why I believe homelessness




will never be cured. One is because the time spent by the homeless protesting could actually be spent on
finding a job which ultimately means that some of the homeless do not have an incentive to acquire better
lives.
Laws hindering the homeless will not help end or ease homelessness. Why are there massive laws against
the helping of the homeless? Who knows what Congress was thinking -if they were at all- while making
these legislations. I will never understand why one could be
arrested for helping the homeless or why the homeless could be arrested for asking for a piece of
bread (Triplett 545).
In 2006, Las Vegas and many other cities made sharing food with the homeless a crime. The backbone
of this journey to ease homelessness will be the citizens of America that actually have a place to call
home. The government has time to pass “anti-homeless” laws against the homeless, but they claim to
have too little time, money, and effort to help them. Instead, take that wasted time and train responsible
individuals on how to deal with all aspects of homeless people while also providing facilities that will train
the homeless how to rely on themselves instead of waiting for someone to help them (Homelessness. A
Solvable Problem).

“Homelessness could be solved if society addresses the many factors that cause it” (Triplett 543).
We will be the deciding factor of any gain to the homeless; not Congress. A significant amount of weight
and pressure is also placed on the homeless to cooperate. Some chose this lifestyle, but for the majority,
they are just experiencing one of life’s tragic elements. No questions should arise pertaining to “if” the
homeless want to better their lives; of course most of them do. They will not be able to do it on their

own. All of the United States’ citizens -from the homeless to the president- have something in common.

We all need an initiative. It will take something dramatic to make us all realize that no longer can the




the homeless want to better their lives; of course most of them do. They will not be able to do it on their
own. All of the United States’ citizens -from the homeless to the president- have something in com-
mon. We all need an initiative. It will take something dramatic to make us all realize that no longer
can the homeless continue to live as second class citizens. To me, the government has done all that they
possibly could have done to hinder the homeless; now it is time for society to step up and say “enough
is enough.” At the end of the day we are all citizens of the land of opportunity. The homeless need an
advocate. Not an average citizen, but a person who has actually experienced the life that many hope to
never live. Possibly a new “Civil Rights Movement” may occur. If one does, we have
no one to blame but ourselves for letting the federal government have more control than the
volunteer organizations of America.

Homelessness is America’s mathematical problem that will never be solved. “Homelessness" plus
“in America” equals “a crisis that will never end.” The United States’ government has taken the test and
failed numerous times. Now it is time for more volunteer led organizations like the “Palace Employment
Shelter” that will actually go out to the cities where the homeless can be found and teach them that they
are missing out on a possible prosperous life. If anything, the federal government should provide more job
training, therapy for addictions, and discipline to the homeless (Gimme a roof over my head).
Solving “America’s” Problem: A person minus a home will always be homeless as long as they live in
America.

That may sound corny and cliché, but unfortunately it is true. To be quite honest, this is the one time

where [ wish to be proved wrong. These are my thoughts and perspectives on an issue bas That may




corny and cliché, but unfortunately it is true. To be quite honest, this is the one time where I wish to be
proved wrong. These are my thoughts and perspectives on an issue based on research that I have ac-
quired, read, and made a conclusion upon. Whether or not one agrees with this; [ hope to at least instill

in your mind a concern of America’s increasing and unsolvable crisis.
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The Wirewalker

By Joey Ewan
Radford University

[ saw a man walking on air
So far up, he was almost invisible.
He looked like a god.
He may have been God.
[ imagined him sauntering over the crowds of people who gazed up
In awe and terror.
Beneath him, a metal wire twanged in the breath of the sky.
The wind carried his feet every step
Until he floated between two concrete towers.
There, on the dashboard of the world, he danced.
Beauty showered down from his every fluid motion.
His audience was smiled, laughed, swooned.
He was glorious.
When he left our sight and returned to earth,
We imagined him dancing,
Hovering above staircases
And past the “No Trespassing” sign—
Never touching the ground.
As he stood before the silenced crowd, he smiled.
He didn’t stop.
When the police came to arrest him,
He smiled.
When he was placed in the back of a cop car,
He smiled.
When he stood before the judge,
He smiled.
And everyone smiled back.
Because we were all up there with him
Bounding over the clouds.




Dark Kiss

By Kathleen Byrnes
University at Buffalo

You barely know my name
but the touch of my cool kiss
chills you just the same.
Sometimes | come in the dead of night
a whisper in your ear
just when you thought it was alright.
I take what you love
without a second glance.
Once you’ve felt my lips
you never get another chance.
[ lurk in shadows
watching my prey.
Not one of them knows
who is next to go.

I AM the only certainty.
For me there is no remedy.
I AM the only guarantee.

Some whisper a prayer
suddenly turning penitent
when they see her comb her hair.
They heed her warning.
Their souls from me
their prayers are shrouding
For others when they hear the banshee
all they feel is cold
the cold that is me.

There is no escape
meeting me is not an option
the outcome is yours to shape.
Only you can choose the place
in which you end
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Old House

By Jeffrey Wellman
University of Maryland

He became an old house.
The front porch railing with its missing spindles,
That made up his worn smile.
The stiffened joints that echoed the creaking stairs,
As he slowly ambled up to bed.
And the vacant eyes with their shades closed,
Detached from the living world.

The yard and flower beds were left unkempt,
Since he hadn’t trimmed his beard in years.
They say his furnace broke the day his wife died.
The cold crept in and filled his bones,
With a terminal ache and longing.

Now what’s left is the leaky roof,

Where the rain soaks in,

And the memories seep out.
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Notes of a Granddaughter

By Maria Seger
University of Pittsburgh

There’s something comforting in remembering your roots: it seems we find inspiration by return-
ing to the beginning. In our heritage, in our background, in our blood, we find a sense of memory that
impacts our understanding of ourselves. There is an undoubtedly human quality in the desire to connect
to the people with whom you share genetics; although you can’t choose your family, there’s something
deliberate (not to mention permanent) in your placement. Sometimes you find yourself at a point in your
life where returning to your roots is the only way to move forward.

stk

He died just three days after his wife’s forty-second birthday. The mild February morning greeted
him with a surprise: he was called into work on his day off. He usually took his post on the roof, but for
some reason, on this day, he was drawn inside the flaming building to put the fire out. The floor of the
third story was structurally weak. He and his partner fell through three floors to the basement, trapping
them under heaps of rubble. No one could reach them before the building burned to the ground. His
remains were recovered; the autopsy attributed his death to asphyxiation. I've never bothered to research
the meaning of that terminology. In my estimate, he suffocated from the weight of the debris and the
smoke in his lungs.

His wife, my grandmother, was left with the remains of the life they had planned

together. With an eighth grade education and no work experience or driver’s license, she packed




up her belongings and memories from the house in which she had intended to age with her friends and
family surrounding her. She found her ten children a home on Troy Hill, and with the passing of their
father, so passed their childhood neighborhood and home. A family tree with roots deep in the soil had to
be transplanted, hoping for preservation and survival in their new situation.
o
[ remember sitting in the kitchen of that house on Troy Hill as a young child, the picture of my
grandfather, a man [ would never meet, hanging proudly on the wall. It was stagnant in the chronology
of the other photos on the wall, mostly of the children growing up. Through the ages and places they had
been and seen, their father’s photograph remained the same - a toothy white smile on a face with thick
but not unkempt eyebrows, dark Italian skin, and deep brown eyes. His fireman’s hat placed perfectly on
his head and his chin held high — is this all I have to remember a man I will never know?
e
My grandmother told me plenty of stories before she was diagnosed with Alzheimer’s, but I was too
young to realize I would want to remember. We would sit on the porch swing in my backyard and she’d
read me Robert Frost and write her own poetry. I like to think that I helped her during those summer
afternoons, and I reread her composition books trying to remember. My collective memory of those mo-
ments is a compilation of fragments of other people’s recollections and my grandmother’s writings. And
although I'd never grow to like Frost’s poems, nowadays I find myself opening that anthology she left to

me to Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening and thinking of what she meant by “and miles to go before

[ sleep.”




My grandmother died from complications of Alzheimer’s disease at the age of seventy-
seven. She starved herself for seven days because she forgot how to chew and digest food — her brain
couldn’t tell her she was hungry. [ watched her wither away into nothing, the color draining from her face.
[ stared at her for hours, surprised to see her in this state, so starkly contrasted with all of the stories [ had
been told about her from youth. I always had a hard time reconciling the stories my family told me with the
person that existed in front of me, but this time was different, more extreme. Everyone proclaimed her a
neighborhood hero, a model mother and a saint — and now she was lying helpless in a hospital bed. It made
me wonder what my grandfather looked like lying under that rubble.
s
[ remember spending dewy spring afternoons around the ten by ten patch of grass in her
backyard, weeding and turning and sowing seeds into the soil. Each square foot of that land was important
to her — she did it all with her bare hands, touching the earth and squeezing it between her fingers. She
taught me how to plant seeds and care for them while she gracefully tucked them under the warm soil, giv-
ing them life. I loved the way she would smell when we went inside for lemonade — a mixture of sweet sweat
and natural earth, not at all dirty but organic and healthy. We’d sit on the porch and admire our work, and
she’d always let me stick the pinwheels wherever [ wanted when we were finished.
s
And through this I find the essence of my grandparents somewhere between fact and fiction, human
and hero — exactly how [ remember them today. The definition that emerges from the scattered and frag-

mented memories shows that these two are legends - the people who give me something for which to strive,

the people I most aspire to be, and the most wonderful spirits I will ever know. I claim these memories of




grandparents just as they claim me as their granddaughter, because my family is an important part of who
[ am. Although my grandmother and grandfather are no longer tangible to me, I see them nourishing the
roots they have planted in my soil; my memories and experiences with them and surrounding them are
working to shape and mold me into a reflection of tradition. It is with a firm recollection of my roots that

[ stride into the future, remembering and honoring those who came before me.
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Play Me Another One

By Jacquin Delane
Missouri State University

Christmas Day when [ was about eight years old, my grandparents came to my house just like they
had every year. This year, however, was very different than all of the other Christmases I have memories
of.

“Delane, why donit you play your piano for your grandparents while I finish getting lunch ready.” my
mother had suggested.

[ rolled my eyes. I had not been playing for very long and did not feel comfortable playing in front
of other people yet, even my grandparents, but this was the first Christmas I had my piano and the first
time they would have heard me play. As I plucked a very simple version of Jingle Bells my grandfather sat
next to me on my piano bench and closed his eyes listening intently to each strike of the keys. A smile
grew across his face as my fingers softly found the notes.

[ loved my grandfather, just like any small girl loves her grandfather, but my grandfather was very
old. Before this Christmas the extent of our relationship was him asking me about school, reading to
me, and the occasional board game. My grandfather was old, hard of hearing, had difficulty seeing, and
his joints weren’t nearly as flexible as they had once been, but my grandfather was a great man. He had
worked very hard as a barber to provide what he could for his wife and six children and he always thought
about what was best for the people he loved rather than himself.

When I finished Jingle Bells, my grandfather opened his eyes, put his arm around my waist, and

pulling me close he kissed my forehead and said, “Play me another one.” It continued like this for another




five songs and was only put to an end when my mom came into the living room and said that lunch was
ready.

[ didn’t know it then but that Christmas would be the beginning of something new in my life.
From then on every time my grandfather would visit, he would insist that I play for him, he would sit
next to me on my piano bench and even if the song I had played wasn’t very good or | had made a lot of
mistakes he would always tell me he loved it.

As the years went by my grandfather grew more and more frail and eventually he was no longer
able to make trips to our house. Soon after, he was put in a nursing home. Every time my family would
visit him I would take my piano music with me and if it was a good day we would get his fragile body in
a wheelchair and take him to the piano in the small lobby where he would sit next to the piano bench
and listen to me play. If it was a bad day, on the other hand, I would bring the keyboard that the nursing
home had into his room and play while he laid there and listened.

My grandfather passed away when I was 16. I still remember that day vividly. We knew his time
was coming very soon; family had been in and out of town all that month saying their goodbyes. I came
home from school with my brother and sister just like I did every day and my mother was sitting in the
living room waiting for us. Her cheeks were wet and her eyes puffy and red from crying.

“Kids, come here.” She mumbled out through a fresh wave of hysterics as she got up and pulled all three of
us close to her. We all knew what had happened that was making our mother cry. None of us spoke for a

long time, we all stood in our living room and held each other, crying and feeling each otheris pain as we

remembered our grandfather.




When my father came home from the nursing home the five us sat in the family room together
and solemnly talked about what would happen over the next couple of days, where family coming into
town would stay, where the funeral would take place and of course we talked about my grandfather and
all the wonderful memories we had of him we hoped would stay with us forever.

[ played the piano at his funeral; it took me a long time to pick out the perfect song to play for
him, there had been so many over the years that he had loved. Finally, I decided on “Deep River” it
is an old slave song, slow and full of feeling. As I sat in the choir balcony, on the hard wooden bench
overlooking the entire church, and watched my family down below walking to the altar for communion
my fingers easily found the keys of the slow melancholy song. Tears streamed steadily down my cheeks
and I had to stifle my sobs as I watched my family file past my grandfather’s coffin.

Suddenly, I felt a presence next me. I looked over but I was alone in the balcony. In my mindis
eye, though, I saw what had made the hairs on my arms rise. My grandfather was sitting next to me, his
eyes were closed, a large smile was plastered across his face and his body swayed to the music, but this was
not my grandfather I had known recently. This was the grandfather [ had known when [ was eight years
old. His skin was no longer pale and cold, his skeleton had more fat on it and his back was straighter,
more able to support the weight of his upper body. This was my grandfather as he was the first time I
had ever played for him. The tears came faster as | remembered all the times over the years we had sat

exactly like this. As the last notes of the song died away the presence of my grandfather opened his eyes,

his warm lips brushed my forehead and he told me how beautiful that was.




Then he was gone, I could no longer feel his presence next to me. I broke down and buried my
face in my hands, but this time they were not tears of sadness, they were tears of...realization. Realization
that my grandfather was in a better place and that God had not taken him away from me but had simply
rewarded him for the wonderful life he led.

My grandfather showed me that day that it was okay to be sad, but that it was also okay to move
on too; he showed me that he would always be with me, sitting on the bench next to me. Now, every
time [ sit down to play my piano I remember my grandfather and the feeling of his body next to mine with
his eyes closed, smiling, and I know that no matter what he will always think what I am playing is beauti-

ful and as the last note fades away, he will say, “Play me another one.”
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