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Ode to My Medication 
-Maggie Hix 

 
Damn you, happy pills! 

A day without, I can manage. 

Several, things begin their downhill 

Roll, a week? Wellé 

Damn you for what happens next. 

 

Each morning, I wake much less than whole  

And stumble through the darkness until a finger  

Brushes one of my many missing pieces.  

Damn it, itôs you! Always you, 

With your sociable stench of serotonin,  

And other things I lack.  

 

I swallow my humanity,  

Become closer to whole once more,  

And wallah! Damn you for that. 

Damn you and I, 

And our perfect match. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The Girl in the Tower 
-Yasmine Consolo El Khoury 

 
   It all started with a curse. A curse that fated an innocent girl to spend her 
days locked in a tower waiting for a knight in shining armor to save her and 
whisk her away to his far away kingdom. Only the last of the Wanderers 
remembered why, but what everyone did remember was that she was 
untouched by death and whoever rescued her won her hand in marriage. No 
one knew what she looked like, but her unattainable features gained her 
popularity among the young men. They would ride to the tower on gleaming 
horses and make way with a loud parade saying they would be the one to 
bring the princess home. But none ever did. Soon the girl fell from memory 
and was as forgotten as the Wanderers. 
   A long time ago when people still remembered the princess, her parents 
would come visit her daily, calling up the tower and telling her of all the 
ways they were trying to save her. They brought her homemade food to be 
sent up by basket and knights from faraway lands to save her. She never got 
to taste the food and the knights never saved her. She never told anyone, but 
as soon as anything from the outside passed through her window it turned to 
ash and floated down to coat her floor, a reminder that she was fated to stay 
locked up forever. Immortalized until someone could save her.  
   Vines wrapped her tower in layers plastering the struggles of those that 
came before as a sort of warning to others. Their armor and bright white 
bones stayed pinned up by thorns, swaying in the non-existent wind. An 
omen for all those that came after. Years passed and the princessô parents 
stopped coming, and the parades stopped coming, and the knights stopped 
coming. And yet the girl still sat in her tower untouched by the years 
surrounded by a floor covered in the ash of presents she couldnôt enjoy.  
   Year after year the princess watched from up in her tower as the pile of 
white bones below her window grew and the shadows around the castle grew 
longer and scarier. The yard became unkempt and the vines grew out of 
control, spreading wildly across everything they could touch and devouring it 
in a spiral of green. Still more men came all pomp and circumstance, leading 
parades and delivering grand speeches about the princess they would attain 
as theirs. But the parades became funerals that marched home in sorrow. 
   The girlôs hope slowly seeped away. It seemed to run out of her in dark 
rivulets and escape through the cracks in the rock to slither across the 
ground, creating a shadowed wall that none dared to pass. Not even the sun 
rays seemed to pierce it, bouncing off and falling across the yard, leaving the  



 
 
 
tower to wilt away. Forgotten. The shadows rolled off of her in streams 
blackening the whole room. The tower was surrounded by a blackness that 
seemed to have no end. And slowly her legend was lost to everyone, and the 
shadows stayed dark as no one came upon the tower. 
   The girl gazed out her window and watched the world pass her by as her 
tower started to crumble and the stones started too groan in the night. She 
began to wish that the tower would fall and take her with it, but she knew it 
was a hope that wouldnôt come true. It was on a cold winterôs night when she 
was woken up by the sound of horse hooves. She crept to her window to see 
an old horse struggling to walk as a hunched figure swayed in the saddle. 
Watching helplessly she saw the lump in the saddle sway too far and collapse 
to the ground, landing with an unmoving thud. Gasping, she leaned out of her 
window as far as she could before her air seemed to evaporate and she was 
left gasping for breath. The horse neighed, tossing its matted mane and 
stamping its hooves, but the lump barely twitched. Slowly, the horse calmed 
and sank to the ground, lying as still as the lump that had lain on its back.  
   Watching from the window the girl wished for a voice, wished for a basket, 
wished for a way down. She wished until she felt mad at the gods and cursed 
her fate, but only the stars responded, blinking down at her. Tears streamed 
down her face to fall into her ash covered floor, making puddles of grey 
water that fell through the cracks and sank into the tower stone.  
   Keeping vigil all through the night, she stared at the odd duo under her 
tower and wondered at the wanderer that had tumbled upon her tower. The 
lump under her tower was a man, a young man. One who had set out to prove 
something and fight for something, but as he lay there, unmoving on the hard 
ground, he too cursed his fate and he too only got the stars blinking back in 
response.  
   He hurt. His body hurt from lack of food and sleep and the beating a group 
of stable boys had given him for trespassing, but most of all his soul hurt. It 
hurt him to breathe as he lay there and felt his dream slipping out of his grasp 
to fly away on the wind, seeming to mock him as he couldnôt even lift a 
finger to try and grasp it.  
   He didnôt know where he was and he knew he should care, but he could not 
find it in himself to. Just as the girl could not find in it herself to hope that 
someone would save her.  
   That night the world watched two lights wink out. And not the lights that 
flickered out as a life ended, but the snuff of a light that happened abruptly 
when a soul reached its limit and retreated back into darkness.  
   The girl had had a little hope left, enough to keep her soul warm and her 
tower from being cloaked in complete darkness, but watching the unmoving 
lump and the horse, she felt only dread because she knew no one was coming  



 
 
 
to help them. She lived in a tower caged by vines, haunted by knights tangled 
in their thorns, forgotten by the world thanks to a curse she wasnôt supposed 
to be a part of. No one had come in years; she was as forgotten as the 
Wanderers, the last of the storytellers, who had wandered the Old World. She 
was a legend long forgotten in a kingdom that didnôt know how to save an 
innocent girl.  
   And the man, he was a just a boy with a dream to prove that the legends 
existed. That the Wanderers still lived. They just hid because the world had 
moved on and forgotten about them. But lying there half dead, their hope 
died. Snuffed out. And the world seemed to get a little greyer.  
   It was a legend, a different legend, that the light of the world was 
determined by the happy souls and every time a soul got snuffed out the 
world became just a little bit greyer. But thatôs only a legend and we all 
know legends are only partial truth.  
   The sun rose, and still the horse and the man didnôt move. Slowly, the girl 
got up and walked across her room, her heart heavy and her tears dried. The 
tower seemed to groan with her, understanding her anguish. The horse sat 
below, keeping its own watch, but unable to comprehend what it saw as the 
tower before him seemed to change to grey as if ash had seeped into the 
cracks and stained the white stone, changing it forever.  
   The girl sat on her bed, her demeanor as grey as the tower. She didnôt even 
hear when the horse clopped away. 
   Now here is where our story takes a turn.  
   For the young man found a spark. He found it that night when he managed 
to roll over and see a tower that was once white, seeming to cry grey tears as 
they seeped out of the stone, forever staining the pure white rocks. He found 
it when he sat up and realized that he lay in a shadow of a tower when it was 
night. It was magic, he thought, and with that a flicker of his soul came back. 
And with that flicker he pulled himself up and rode his horse into the 
kingdom.  
   He healed and he researched and within two turns of the moon he was back 
on the road. His spark was still small, but he nursed it each day and kept it 
alive. The more he traveled, the larger his spark became, and soon it was 
back to a roaring fire.  
   While traveling, he stumbled on a hunched old man tending to a fire. He 
felt as if he could taste the change in the air. With a weathered smile and a 
tired wave the old man motioned for him to lay his pack down and sit by the 
fire. Before the young man could ask anything, the Wanderer started to 
speak.  
   His voice was deep and seemed to vibrate the air around him as he spoke. 
ñThe world is made up of legends, but we all know thatôs a legend, and  



 
 
 
legends are only partially true. First there was the legend that stitched 
together the sky, then there was the legend of souls that brightened the 
worldé.ò The old man talked on and on into the night, sometimes listing 
legends, other times telling them. All the while the young man sat by the 
never dying fire and blinked slowly as he listened, enraptured by the spells 
that were woven by the legends.  
   Days passed and the young man learned the ways of the Wanderers. He 
learned how to listen, how to tell stories, and how to keep the magic alive in 
a world that was determined to hide it.  
   On the fifth day the old man sighed and looked off into the distance, as if a 
great weight was on his shoulders. Turning slowly he said, ñThere is one 
legend left to teach you, but this one does not have an ending.ò 
   ñHow can a legend not have an ending?ò the young man questioned, his 
voice a sweet lullaby compared to the old manôs.  
    ñIt all started with a curse. A curse that fated an innocent girl to spend her 
days locked in a tower, waiting for a knight in shining armor to save her and 
whisk her away to his far away kingdom to make her his queenéò  
   The old Wanderer told the legend long into the night and the young 
Wanderer sat and listened, a great stillness creeping over him as he 
remembered all those years back when his soul was snuffed out, but a spark 
emerged because of a tower that cried grey tears.  
    ñHowéhow does it end?ò the young Wanderer questioned. 
   ñThe ending is up to you.ò  
   The young man closed his eyes and breathed deep as the old one had taught 
him, and when he opened them he was unsurprised to find the fire gone and 
the man as well. But in his place rested a cloak and a travel stick, and the 
young man knew without being told that he now was one of the Wanderers. 
One of the few who could keep the magic alive.  
   Picking up his travel stick and swinging the cloak around his shoulders, he 
walked into the unknown.  
   Now the girl, the girl finally gained enough courage to go and look back 
out the window, but even seeing that the horse and lump were gone she could 
not bring herself to care. And again she turned to the sky to curse the fates, 
and again only the stars blinked in response.  
   She didnôt even notice that the tower had turned grey.  
   The little hope she had had seeped out of her, and the tower plunged into 
total darkness. Almost as if the tower became part of oblivion. Not even the 
stars could be seen.  
   For months the girl lived in total darkness, with only the bones of the fallen 
glowing in the night. On a night much like the one when she had been 
sentenced to her fate, a bird perched on her windowsill. Its chirp startled her,  



 
 
 
and then to her surprise it flew into her room. She squeezed her eyes shut not 
having it in her to witness another death. Not hearing the slight rainfall of ash 
on her floor, she opened her eyes to the wonderment of the bird flying around 
her room. It circled twice before flying out into the world beyond.  
   And with that bird came back a spark. A spark that grew into a roaring fire. 
A spark that would grow to save her.  
   She didnôt know what had changed, what had made it possible for living 
things to come into her tower, but something had changed. Instead of sitting 
and cursing the fates, she sat and planned. She planned and she sang to the 
birds that had taken up residence in her room, escaping the new fallen snow, 
her spark roaring.  
   One day she woke up and the tower was no longer encased in shadow. The 
sun shone through, melting the snow that sat on her window. The air turned 
to spring and the vines started to grow again, and the more they grew the 
more the fire inside her roared until one day the vines reached her window.  
   Singing goodbye to the birds, she grabbed her pack and took hold of the 
vine and slowly climbed out of her window. As she climbed, the sun rose 
behind her in the most brilliant and vibrant sunrise the kingdom had ever 
seen. The kind of sunrise that meant a curse had been broken. The kind that 
was lit from within by a soul that had escaped and magic that freed into the 
air.  
   The man was on the road, maybe a few daysô walk from the tower, when 
he watched that sunrise. And he knew. He knew in his bones that the legend 
finally had an ending. The girl had saved herself.  

  



 

 

 

The Butterfly Effect 
- Prisha Rathi 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

Looking Through the Racial Lens: Wilkie Collins in The 

Moonstone 
-Joshua John 

 
 Wilkie Collinsô novel, The Moonstone, is set during a time when Britain's 
crown jewel of their empire, India, was under constant turmoil, threatening to 
break free from its captors. With events like the Sepoy Mutiny, the annexation 
of Punjab, and the Opium Wars fresh in the mind of the British public, 
Britainôs collective opinion on colored people, specifically Indians, was not 
favorable. Trailokya Mukharji best captured this attitude by explaining that 
ñ[E]very nation in the world considers other nations as savages or at least 
much inferior to itself,ò a perspective especially true of Britain, whose racist 
agendas were necessary to justify its colonial conquests (702). Though this 
judgmental attitude was widespread in Britain, Wilkie Collins held a far more 
sympathetic view toward Indians which he showed through his treatment of 
the Indians in The Moonstone.  
 Indians were often seen as mindless savages that were inferior to the 
English in both mannerisms and language, but Collins portrays the Indians as 
dignified individuals, defying English stereotypes of Indians. Perhaps the 
most obvious example of Collinsô sympathy and respect toward Indians was 
their interaction with Gabriel Betteredge near the beginning of the novel. 
During the opening scenes of Betteredgeôs written account, he comes across 
three Indians who want to perform for Lady Verinder. While Betteredge does 
turn them away, he notes that one of the Indians ñexhibitedé the most elegant 
mannersò (Collins 16). In Victorian society, appearance was of the utmost 
importance in maintaining class distinction. As a member of Victorian society 
himself, Collins was aware of the importance manners played in the social 
constructs of his time, so he provides the Indians in the novel with enough 
grace that even Betteredege, an Englishmanôs Englishman, is impressed by 
their social conduct. This reference to the Indianôs proper manners suggests 
that Collins believed that Indians were more than the simple-minded savages 
Britain thought them to be. A far more common view of the Indian man would 
have looked more like the following excerpt from Sumanta Banerjee, where 
he describes the Victorian view of Indians as ña group of immigrants who 
typically used their skills to engage in such games, that helped them to 
overcome their sense of inferiorityò (62). The language employed in this 
interpretation of the Indian man in Britain is telling of the common opinion 
held at the time: the words ñimmigrantò and ñinferiorityò highlight the 
alienation and disrespect the Indians faced. The Indian juggler stereotype is 
reinforced by Collins, but the skills and games the Indians play as jugglers are  



 
 
 
not for escaping the suggested inferiority as a result of being an Indian. 
Instead, Collins demonstrates how the Indians use the juggler disguise to 
achieve their main objective, suggesting his respect for the Indiansô 
intelligence and their tactics. By attributing proper etiquette and intelligence 
to the Indians, Collins crafts a respectable figure that defies the stereotypes of 
its group. Furthermore, Collins represents the Indians as capable members of a 
Victorian society, able to maintain their manners and appearances in public, 
something the common English opinion would deny was possible for an 
Indian savage.  
 To reinforce his positive portrayal of Indians, Collins showcases the 
inappropriate behavior of upper-class British society to show how far removed 
the Indians were from savages. During the events of The Moonstone, Rachel 
Verinder and Franklin Blake demonstrate their poor behavior and step out of 
their expected roles as upper class citizens. One of these instances is recalled 
by Miss Drusilla Clack, a relative of the Verinders; she witnesses an 
encounter between Rachel and Godfrey Ablewhite, writing, ñóI will hear it!ôé 
She started to her feet with a screamé. óDonôt speak to me! Donôt touch me!ô 
she exclaimedò (Collins 207-8). In her response to Godfrey, Rachel loses her 
temper and yells at a man. Her behavior is unacceptable on two counts: her 
position as a member of the upper-class and her role as a woman. On the first 
count, her behavior is inappropriate because she is meant to represent the 
ñgood breedingò of her family (Collins 260). Secondly, Rachel violates the 
role of a woman in the Victorian household. The Victorian woman was, as 
Deborah Gorham elaborates, ñreared for domesticity, and preparedé for a 
dependent and subordinate positioné. [playing] the complex role of Angel in 
the House (102). Instead of upholding these values, Rachel defies both of the 
roles of an Angel and a subordinate to man through her vocal demands of 
Godfrey. Her expected domesticity is abolished through her abrupt yelling, 
and her offensive stance in her argument with Godfrey further alienates her 
from the typically submissive Victorian woman. Rachelôs rejection of these 
cultural norms would have her labeled as savage and uncouth. Moreover, 
Franklin exhibited behaviors that were almost animal-like when he saw 
Rachel again after her departure. In this meeting, Franklin approaches Rachel 
and the following scene takes place: ñI saw nothing but the woman I loved 
coming nearer and nearer to me. She trembled; she stood irresolute. I could 
resist it no longerðI caught her in my arms, and covered her face with kissesò 
(Collins 338). Although Franklin was originally with Rachel to discuss the 
details of the Moonstoneôs disappearance, his attraction to her as a woman 
comes first and foremost. Franklinôs description of the encounter even hints at 
a hunter stalking his prey. Employing words like ñcaughtò and ñtrembled,ò 
Collins strengthens the allusion to an animalistic hunter-prey relationship  



 
 
 
(338). To stress that Franklinôs action is involuntary, Collins also adds that 
Franklin ñcould resist it no longer,ò showing that his outbreak of lust is purely 
instinctive (338). Driven entirely by his sexual instincts when confronting 
Rachel, he wholly ignores the Victorian view that such contact should not be 
based on raw impulse. Collins critiques Victorian society through both 
Rachelôs outbursts and Franklinôs impulses, showing that the members of the 
British upper class often fit the stereotypes of the savage animals they claimed 
Indians to be. Had either of these instances been from an Indian, he would 
immediately face British scrutiny and fall into the stereotype of the common 
Indian savage. However, by attributing such character flaws to the white 
members of British society while giving none to the Indians, Collins 
strengthens his belief that the Indian is no more a savage than the boldly rash 
and impulsively unrestrained main characters. 

Collins also shows his sympathy toward Indians through his use and 
description of violence throughout the novel. Violence is a significant theme 
that is seen through various attempts at obtaining the Moonstone. While both 
the Indians and the British use violence to secure the possession of the 
diamond, the way Collins describes these violent acts contributes to his 
sympathetic attitude toward Indians. The first connection between violence 
and the Moonstone happens during the Storming of Seringapatam when John 
Herncastle attacks the Indians. Setting up a disturbing image of the battle, 
Collins writes, ñA third Indian, mortally woundedé and I saw John 
Herncastle, with a torch in one hand, and a dagger dripping with bloodé. 
[and] [t]he dying Indian sank to his kneesò (4). The death of the Indians paints 
a cruel picture of colonial Britainôs invasion of India. Through his grotesque 
picturing of the Storming of Seringapatam, Collins is ñcall[ing] attention to 
imperial crimeðlawless acts committed in the name of the empireò (Nayder 
140). Herncastle in the Storming of Seringapatam personifies colonial Britain 
in its prime, wreaking havoc and destruction on the native people for personal 
gain. The allure of the ñvirgin-likeò Moonstone develops the analogy of ñthe 
colonial rape of a feminized Indiaò as a result of the ñmale theft of the 
moonstoneò (Munjal). With England as the overbearing assaulter, the 
feminine India is constantly subject to these unrighteous colonial actions. 
With the strong allusions to the questionable and criminal acts of the 
colonization of India, Collins drenches the narrative with innocent Indian 
bloodshed by the British. However, Collinsô sentiment toward the Indians and 
colonization were not shared by his employer, Charles Dickens. Upon hearing 
of the Sepoy Rebellion, where around 100,000 Indians died, Dickens relished 
the fact that ñwretched Hindoos [were] [being] blown from an English gunò 
(qtd. in Sutherland xii). He supported quelling the rebellion, and, 
unfortunately for the Indians, this opinion was widely shared by the rest of  



 
 
 
colonial Britain. In truth, Dickens was likely the best representation of the 
dominant view in Britain since he was a male of the middle class. During this 
time, colonial Britainôs racist views were widespread, as Catherine Robson 
explains: ñThe citizens of Great Britain were thus welded into a more 
cohesive whole. But few of them were ready to accept the peoples of the 
colonies (and especially indigenous nonwhite populations) as truly óBritishôò 
(685). It is Charles Dickensô view, representative of the overwhelming 
majority in Britain, that Collins chooses to challenge in his writing. By 
emphasizing in the prologue the violence and bloodshed in India, Collins 
immediately brings into question the legitimacy and justification of Britainôs 
actions toward the Indians instead of following the racist bandwagon colonial 
Britain rode. 

In another example of violence regarding the Indians and the 
Moonstone, Collins emphasizes the intelligent and nonviolent nature of the 
Indians as they complete their objective of obtaining the Moonstone, showing 
that they are worthy of respect. The Moonstone, ever since it was in the 
custody of Septimus Luker, a dealer in ancient gems and carvings, had been in 
London under the close and conniving watch of the Indians. Around the same 
time, during his stay in London, Godfrey receives a note for him to visit a 
house for his charity work, and upon arriving at the house, he ñfelt himself 
suddenly seized round the neck from behindé. his eyes were bandaged, his 
mouth was gagged, and he was thrown helpless on the floor by (as he judged) 
two men. A third rifled his pockets, andé searched himò (Collins 196). The 
Indians needed to conduct a search of Godfreyôs pockets, and in order to 
search his pockets, the Indians had to carefully plan a scheme that involved 
using a letter to deceive Godfrey into arriving at the house. Collins uses this 
short interaction between Godfrey and the three Indians to emphasize the 
thoroughness of their actions. The amount of time the crime took is also worth 
noting, as the description of the events only occupies four sentences, 
suggesting the crime was committed swiftly and efficiently. Godfrey also had 
no recollection of the Indians ever talking during his detainment, which 
pointed to the level of organization the Indians had before committing the 
crime. Collins could have portrayed the interaction as a typical street robbery, 
but this would only affirm the poor opinion the British had for the Indians. By 
instead showcasing a well-executed plan, Collins gives the Indians a level of 
intelligence that most of the British would deny. The same occurrence takes 
place in the home of Luker, where ñ[e]xactly what had happened to Mr. 
Godfrey in Northumberland Street now happened to Mr. Luker in Alfred 
Placeò (Collins 198). The Indians carried out their attack and search in the 
quickest way possible, much like the first attack on Godfrey, but in this case, 
the Indiansô endeavor was successful: they found the slip of paper they were  



 
 
 
looking for. Both of these had taken place similarly, in each case with 
minimal violence. In both of the searches, they refrain from using any 
weapons, and the only forceful tool is the ñtawny naked armò of one of the 
Indians. Collins, again, could have easily given the Indians some sort of 
weapon, but instead, he chooses to show them unarmed, or rather, bare-armed. 
As Ashish Roy describes, this connection between unarmed Indians and 
innocence is rooted in the ñSepoy Revolt of 1857-58, which began asé an 
uprising and ended in widespreadé [b]loody reprisals,ò where hundreds of 
thousands of innocent unarmed Indians died to British hands. Collins also 
employs other examples of the Indiansô innocence, showing how the Indians 
do not kill or permanently harm Godfrey and Luker, something that may have 
occurred if the perpetrators were British and the perpetrated were Indian.  By 
representing them in this manner, Collins brings out two key aspects: the 
Indians are intelligent and efficient in their crimes, and the Indians are 
characterized by innocence and nonviolence. 

Collins uses great detail to elicit a reaction of, at the least, severe 
questioning of Britainôs violent actions in India; Godfreyôs murder is the third 
example of violence in connection with the Moonstone. The lack of detail 
here shows a level of innocence and righteousness from the Indians. 
Godfreyôs murder is given scant detail: Collins dedicates hardly a page to 
describing the Indians committing the crime. In a correspondence with 
Franklin Blake regarding the murder, Sergeant Cuff affirms, ñ[H]e was killed 
(while he was asleep, or imeadiately on his waking) by being smothered with 
a pillow from his bed -  that the persons guilty of murdering him are the three 
Indiansò (Collins 445). Even though the Indians did kill Godfrey, they did so 
in the most nonviolent manner possible: smothering him using a pillow. After 
going to great lengths to make the method of killing as mundane and innocent 
as a pillow smothering, Collins even adds the possibility of Godfrey being 
asleep while he was murdered, giving an even softer image of death. The fact 
that the death happened without the readers witnessing it in the text also 
lessens the severity of the killing when compared to the killings by John 
Herncastle at Seringapatam. In contrast, every violent action from the Indians 
seems to be covered by a film of innocence, as the killings are never 
gruesome. Collinsô suggestion of the possibility of a painless death seems to 
hint at his support of the Indiansô struggle, even if he is not supportive of the 
crime itself. When given an option on whether to support the Indians or the 
British, Collins clearly chose the Indians through his depiction of violence. 

Collins contrasts the main charactersô selfish motivations to that of the 
Indians, who act to reclaim their religious centerpiece, rather than greedily 
yearning for self-gain. The first character with a clear motive to find the 
Moonstone is Franklin. Although the Moonstone has great monetary value,  



 
 
 
Franklinôs interest with the Moonstone relates to his honor. When the 
Moonstone is first declared missing, Franklin is the first to go out and fetch 
the police, making the search for the diamond a personal matter. Betteredge 
recounts Franklin's actions, explaining, ñhe first sent for the servantsé Mr. 
Franklin suggested next extending our inquiries to Miss Rachel, and sent 
Penelope to knock at her bedroom doorò (Collins 79). Franklin is the character 
who steps up when the knowledge of the lost diamond reaches the Verinder 
household. His immediate reaction of attempting to find it while other 
characters remain in a state of shock is because of his honor. Franklin makes it 
clear to Rachel that his main concern is with his honor when he approaches 
her a second time about the Moonstone, confessing, ñIf my honour was not in 
your handsé I would leave you this instantò (Collins 339). Franklinôs 
obsession with preserving his honor is a driving force in the novel, but it ruins 
many relationships and family ties in the process, such as his relationship with 
Rachel for more than a year. Another example of a character trying to obtain 
the Moonstone for his own self-gain is Godfrey. He led a double life that he 
had trouble keeping up with financially, buying ña villa in the suburbs which 
was not taken in his own name, and with a lady in the villa, who was not taken 
in his own name, eitherò (Collins 448). Godfreyôs expensive tastes and life of 
pleasure led him to need a large sum of money to make up for his 
expenditures, which he sourced illicitly from his beneficiary (Collins 449). 
Godfreyôs actions throughout the novel in pursuing the Moonstone were all a 
result of his one goal: to get out of the financial disaster he led himself into. 
Out of all of the characters in the novel, the Indiansô motivation for obtaining 
the diamond is the only one that does not serve their own interests. Long 
before the Moonstone was known to the New World, the ñdeity commanded 
that the Moonstone should be watchedé by three priests in turné to the end 
of the generations of menò (Collins 2). The entire lineage of the Indian priests 
was dedicated to the one task of keeping the precious stone safe. It is with this 
heavenly mandate of being keepers of the stone that the Indians were prepared 
to lose their highest class of a brahmin priest in the caste system by ñcrossing 
the sea; secondly, in disguising themselves as jugglersò (Collins 71). By 
showing they are readily willing to make profound sacrifices, Collins 
ennobles them, demonstrating their devotion to their holy duty. Collins crafts 
their narrative throughout the novel as virtuous and self-sacrificing, worthy of 
an English gentleman defying the stereotype of Indian inferiority. 

Throughout The Moonstone, Collins goes to great lengths to place the 
Indians in the best possible light, and even when he uses common images such 
as the Indian juggler, they are far from the classic stereotypes widespread in 
Victorian Britain. To develop his different narrative of Indians, Collins gives 
the Indians novel attributes that go completely against English stereotypes,  



 
 
 
presenting the Indians with traits of manners and intelligence. He even 
contrasts these with the downfall of the white main characters, who, at times, 
act like the savages Britain likens the Indians to. Although Collins never 
voices his concerns over British colonialism and the treatment of the 
indigenous population, his characters and his descriptions of their behavior 
lead the reader to question the acts of the British. By going against the 
common picture of an Indian and defying stereotypes at every turn, Collins 
develops the Indian as worthy of respect and care, showing that Collins, at the 
least, had a degree of sympathy and did not agree with the racism toward the 
Indian community and the actions that Britain took against India. 
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Work of Arch 
-Jessica Hartman 

 

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

Ana 
-Loren Cocciolone 

 
I strive to be a collection of the misconceptions and self perceptions of 
perfection.  
Molding into the cold, fake gold outside appearance that is reflected by this 
defected mirror. 
I only see what I want to see. 
A me, full of seeping flaws, creeping through my skin and weeping their 
insecurities. 
I spend days laying in bed, a slave to the sayings in my head 
Wishing I were dead. 
Because dead is better than obsessed. 
Never getting dressed in older clothes. 
Stressed over the messed up press of this dress on my body 
I mold myself into wishes and desires. 
With the higher standards that are required I sacrifice every lovely taste for 
losing waste. 
I waste away by every pound. 
I feel the heartbeat in my chest é pound, 
As I continue counting down. 
107, the highest Iôve ever been 
100, only one week in. 
97, I messed up again. 
93, I start to feel thin. 
Week 4 begins and I am tired. 
Tired of these thoughts wired always to food. 
But I must continue because Iôm too far to turn back now when Iôm so 
close to the finish line, 
Ana whispers in my ear.. 
Iôve deftly avoided death so far, 
But I donôt know how far Iôll go before my heart decides to stop. 
Misaligned rhythms of my heartbeat. 
Matching misaligned thoughts 
Mismatched memories. 
I canôt remember the last time I was happy with me, 
The true me, 
Not this folded, pressed, and sewn up doll 
 
 



 
 
 
Cloth made of crippling cries clinging to uncertainty 
Sewn up with that sharp satisfaction of looking in the mirror dragging the 
thread of not eating. 
Not a single taste should touch my sacred tongue. 
 
Itôs been years of the back and forth. 
And, trust me, Iôm doing my best to survive. 

  



 

 

¢ƘƻƳŀǎ tŀƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ άbƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ tŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊǎέ 
-Richard Holme 
 

 The religious makeup of America is changing. The Pew Research 
Center found that the American Christian population has fallen ñ12 

percentage points over the past decadeò to 65% (ñIn U.S.ò). The Pew 
Research Center also found that ñthe religiously unaffiliated share of 
the populationò has grown to 26% which is ñup from 17% in 2009ò 

(ñIn U.S.ò). This group of religiously unaffiliated Americans includes 
atheists, agnostics, and the fastest growing subgroup, ñnothing in 

particularò (ñIn U.S.ò). Lexico gives the definition of atheist as ña 
person who disbelieves or lacks belief in the existence of God or godsò 
and agnostic as ña person who believes that nothing is known or can 

be known of the existence or nature of God or of anything beyond 
material phenomena; a person who claims neither faith nor disbelief in 

God.ò However, the definition of ñnothing in particularò is a little 
harder to track down. Fortunately, because the ñnothing in particularsò 
do not self-identify as atheist, or agnostic, or as being a member of any 

traditional organized religious group, a definition for the ñnothing in 
particularsò can be found using the process of elimination: a person 

who may believe in God or higher power but has no affiliation with 
organized religion. So, this is a completely new, unique, and exciting 
movement going on in America, right? Well, like most things in life, it 

has all been done before. In fact, the foundation for the ñnothing in 
particularsò was actually laid shortly after the American Revolution by 

the famed journalist and political activist Thomas Paine in his work 
the ñAge of Reason.ò 

In the ñAge of Reasonò, Thomas Paine claimed he was a theist. 

Paine said, ñI believe in one God, and no more; and I hope for 
happiness beyond this lifeò (696). Paine also spoke of God when he 

described what he claimed was the ñtrue theology:ò a ñnatural 
philosophy, embracing the whole circle of scienceé [which] is the 
study of the works of God, and of the power and wisdom of God in 

His worksò (699). David Hoffman wrote in his article "ôThe Creation 
we Beholdô: Thomas Paine's the Age of Reason and the Tradition of 

Physico-Theology" that ñThomas Paine was a óscientific deistô who 
believed that the omnipotence and benevolence of God are evident in  



 
 

 
the structure of the universeò (281). According to Hoffman, Paine 

ñcriticizes scripture for not furnishing as good a proof of God's 
existence as Creationò (296-297). The term scientific deist is just a 
fancy way of saying that science can help prove the ñexistence of a 

supreme beingò (ñDeismò). It was Paineôs argument that nature and 
science in and of themselves provided all the evidence necessary to 

prove that God exists. To simplify things further, if the theological 
terms theist and scientific deist are removed from the equation above, 
the picture being painted is that of a man who endorses the idea of a 

Creator. However unorthodox for his time, Paine accepted that 
something greater than himself exists. 

Even though Paine believed in God, he certainly did not 
believe in Christianity or any other organized religion. Paine said that 
ñI do not believe in the creed professed by the Jewish church, by the 

Roman church, by the Greek church, by the Turkish church, by the 
Protestant church, nor by any church that I know ofò (696). He was 

also quite outspoken as to why he felt this way: ñ[a]ll national 
institutions of churches, whether Jewish, Christian, or Turkish, appear 
to me no other than human inventions set up to terrify and enslave 

mankind, and monopolize power and profitò (Paine 696). Paine had a 
deep-seated mistrust of organized religion. On top of this, he was also 

skeptical about the origins of organized religion. Paine said that 
ñ[e]ach of those churches show certain books, which they call 
revelation, or the word of Godò (697). However, Paine believed that if 

ñsomething has been revealed to a certain person, and not revealed to 
any other person, it is revelation to that person onlyò (697). In short, if 

Paine did not see it, he did not believe it. Even though Paineôs ideas 
were widely unaccepted by 18th century America, he was unafraid to 
openly reject organized religion. 

 Now, fast forward a few hundred years and Thomas Paine, except 
for those well-versed in American history, is relatively unknown to the 

average American. I had certainly never heard of him. However, his 
ideas sound strangely familiar to my modern ears. After stripping 
away the details, the fundamentals of Paineôs beliefs are this: some 

kind of God or higher power exists, but this God or higher power does 
not exist within the confines of organized religion. Bernie Sanders, a 

2020 Democratic Presidential front runner, is quoted by CNN saying, 
ñI am not actively involved in organized religionò (qtd. in Burke).  



 
 

 
According to the Washington Post, ñSanders said he believes in God, 

though not necessarily in a traditional mannerò (Frances and Wagner). 
Sanders also said, ñI would not be running for president of the United 
States if I did not have very strong religious and spiritual feelingsò 

(qtd. in Burke). So, Sanders claims to be spiritual and believe in God, 
but he is not attached to any traditional organized religious group. 

Does the Bern keep a copy of the ñAge of Reasonò in his back pocket 
during interviews? Probably not, but this where a connection is 
beginning to form. The beliefs of Sanders qualify him to be a member 

of the ñnothing in particulars.ò It is my exposure to the beliefs of the 
ñnothing in particularsò that made the rhetoric of Thomas Paineôs the 

ñAge of Reasonò resemble that of a long-lost friend.  
 Nearly one in five modern Americans self-identify as ñnothing in 
particularò (ñIn U.S.ò).  Most ñnothing in particularsò claim to believe 

in God or a higher power. Corinna Nicolaou, in her article ñSpiritual 
but not religiousò writes, ñ[w]e may believe in a higher being, though 

we might call it óthe universeô or óthe divine intelligence that created 
all this.ô Most of us have reverence for a power greater than ourselves 
and crave a deeper understanding of its significance.ò The Rev. Lillian 

Daniel wrote an essay for The Huffington Post where she spoke about 
a hypothetical conversation with a ñnothing in particularò in which her 

companion was ñtelling me that he finds God in the sunsetsò (qtd. in 
Oppenheimer). Nicolaouôs use of the phrase ñthe divine intelligence 
that created all thisò and Danielôs hypothetical companion who sees 

divinity in nature is a reference to the idea of intelligent design. 
Intelligent design is a close relative to what Hoffman described as 

Paineôs ñscientific deism.ò In the words of Paine himself, the 
summation of these two relatives is ñthe study and contemplation of 
the works of creation, and of the power and wisdom of God revealed 

and manifested in those worksò and was his greatest argument for the 
existence of God (699). Then Joseph Mirra, a self-described None 

whose beliefs are more accurately defined as ñnothing in particular,ò 
in his short poem said that only a ñnumskullò would believe that 
ñAlmighty God did not per se exist.ò While Mirraôs tone was a little 

snarky here, a comment from Paine reveals that he carried a similar 
sentiment: ñ[n]o one [can] deny or dispute the power of the Almightyò 

(697). Whether the ñnothing in particularsò refer to God as Him, or  
 



 
 

 
Her, or the Sun, or my dog Spot, they certainly believe in God, or at 

least, they believe in something greater than themselves. 
 Though the similarities between Paine and the ñnothing in 
particularsò do not stop here. While it is common for the ñnothing in 

particularsò to believe in God or a higher power, another key piece of 
their identity is that they are unaffiliated with organized religion. Rev. 

Daniel continues in her essay about the hypothetical ñnothing in 
particularò saying, ñI dread the conversation with the person who finds 
out I am a minister and wants to use the flight time to explain to me 

that he is 'spiritual but not religious.' Such a person will always share 
this as if it is some kind of daring insight, unique to him, bold in its 

rebellion against the religious status quoò (qtd. in Oppenheimer). 
Nicolaou, who was simply raised ignorant to religion and is not 
marching in the boots of a rebel said, ñ[t]he number of religious 

services I attended growing up could fit on one hand, with enough 
fingers left over for a peace sign. I hardly know a Catholic from a 

Protestant, let alone the belief systems of other world religions.ò 
Nicolaou also explained how her views on sexuality caused her to 
question traditional organized religion: ñI can't wrap my head around a 

God who is more concerned with our private parts than with the 
content of our hearts.ò Nicolaouôs preference for personal judgement 

over doctrine and her willingness to openly reject what she does not 
believe was shared by Paine when he said, ñ[m]y mind is my own 
churchò and ñit is necessary to the happiness of man that he be 

mentally faithful to himself. Infidelity does not consist in believing, or 
in disbelieving; it consists in professing to believe what he does not 

believeò (696). Continuing with Mirraôs poem, after breaking from 
organized religion Mirra continued the practice of prayer and used his 
newly open Sunday schedule to reflect on the ñbad things religionôs 

doneò; a reflection shared by Paine when he spoke of the many 
ñmischiefs that the Christian system has done to the worldò (699). 

While the reasons the ñnothing in particularsò give for not 
participating in organized religion are not as ñfist shaking in the airò as 
Paineôs, the ñnothing in particularsò stand in unison with Paine when it 

comes to rejecting organized religion. 
 So, what does all this religious jargon boil down to? When I read 

Thomas Paineôs ñThe Age of Reasonò I was struck with how familiar 
his ideas felt to me. I instinctively knew I had heard something like  



 
 

 
this before. Paine said that he ñsaw the exceeding probability that a 

revolution in the system of government would be followed by a 
revolution in the system of religionò (696). While I do not believe this 
ñrevolutionò has occurred in Americaôs systems of religion, I do 

believe there has been a ñrevolutionò in the minds of the American 
people. When Thomas Paine released the ñAge of Reasonò into the 

American ethos, over the centuries it gestated and formed the now 
prominent and recognizable demographic called the ñnothing in 
particulars.ò  
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