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Ode to My Medication
-Maggie Hix

Damn you, happy pills!
A day without, | can manage.
Several, things begin their downhill

Rol | , a week? Well é

Damn you for what happens next.

Each morning, | wake much less than whole

And stumble through the darkness until a finger

Brushes one of my many missing pieces.

Damn it itdéds you! Al ways you
With your sociable stench of serotonin,

And other things | lack.

| 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 ira 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 haradriage. 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. Boone ever did. Soon the girl fell from memory
and was as forgotten as the Wanderers.

Along time ago when people stil remembered the princess, her parents
would come visit her daily, caling up the tower and teling her of all the
ways they were trgg to save her. They brought her homemade food to be
sent up by basket and knights from faraway lands to save her. She never gc
to taste the food and the knights never saved her. She never told anyone, b
as soon as anything from the outside passedghrbar window it turned to
ash and floated down to coat her floor, a reminder that she was fated to sta)
locked up forever. Immortalized until someone could save her.

Vines wrapped her tower in layers plastering the struggles of those that
came beforas a sort of warning to others. Their armor and bright white
bones stayed pinned up by thorns, swaying in theem@tent wind. An
omen for all those that came afte
stopped coming, and the parades stopped commbtha knights stopped
coming. And yet the girl still satin her tower untouched by the years
surrounded by a floor covered in

Year after year the princess watched from up in her tower as the pile of
white bonedelow her window grew and the shadows around the castle grev
longer and scarier. The yard became unkempt and the vines grew out of
control, spreading wildly across everything they could touch and devouring i
in a spiral of green. Stil more men came alnp and circumstance, leading
parades and delivering grand speeches about the princess they would attair
as theirs. But the parades became funerals that marched home in sorrow.

The girl és hope slowly seeped aw:
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 sul
rays seemed to pierce it, bouncing off and faling across the yard, leaving th



tower to wilt away. Forgotte 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 th
shadows stayed dark as no one came upon the tower.

The girl gaed 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 wownl &an&tol domwe nt eu
was woken up by the sound of horse hooves. She crept to her window to se
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 amdeolla
to the ground, landing with an unmoving thud. Gasping, she leaned out of h
window as far as she could before her air seemed to evaporate and she wa
left gasping for breath. The horse neighed, tossing its matted mane and
stamping its hooves, but themp 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 metthe gods and cursed
her fate, but only the stars responded, blinking down at her. Tears streamec
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 prc
something and fight for something,tkas 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 grour
of stable boys had given him for trespassing,rbost of all his soul hurt. It
hurt him to breathe as he lay there and felt his dream slipping out of his gra:
to fly away on the wind, seeming
finger to try and grasp it.

He didnot know wh ée shoulth eareyvbat ke ceuld dot |
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
fickered out as a life ended, but theuff of a light that happened abruptly
when a soul reached its imit 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 com



to help them. She lived in awer caged by vines, haunted by knights tangled
in their thorns, forgotten by the
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 wandeee@Iid World. She
was a |legend |l ong forgotten in a
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 vaorld h
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 everg tarsoul got snuffed out the

world became just a Ilittle bit gr
know legends are only partial truth.
The sun rose, and still the hor se

got up and walked across her rodmar 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 seepbd into
cracks and stained the white stone, changing it forever.

The girl sat on her bed, her de me
hear when the horse clopped away.

Now here is where our story takes a turn.

For the young man found a spalfte found it that night when he managed
to roll over and see a tower that was once white, seeming to cry grey tears
they seeped out of the stone, forever staining the pure white rocks. He foun
it when he sat up and realized that he lay in a shadowooier when it was
night. It was magic, he thought, and with that a flicker of his soul came back
And with that ficker 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 ba
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 andesmed to vibrate the air around him as he spoke.
AThe world is made up of |l egends,



legends are only partially true. First there was the legend that stitched
together the sky, then there was the legend of soulbripatened the
worldée. o The old man talked on an
legends, other times teling 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 bthe 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
aworld that was determined to hide fit.

On the fifth day the old man sighed and looksftinto the distance, as if a
great weight was on his shoulders.
|l egend |l eft to teach you, but thi:

AHow can a |l egend not have an enc
voiceasweetll | aby compared to the old |
nlt all started with a curse. A

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 gu&en

The old Wanderer told the legend long into the night and the young
Wanderer sat and listened, a great stilness creeping over him as he
remembered all those years back when his soul was snuffed out, but a spar
emerged because of a tower that cgesly tears.

AHowéhow does it end?0 the young

AThe ending is up to you. oo

The young man closed his eyes and breathed deep as the old one had tat
him, and when he opened them he was unsurprised to find the fire gone an
the man as well. But in his place rested a cloak and a travel stick, and the
young man knew without beingldothat 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 tagd look back
out the window, but even seeing that the horse and lump were gone she co
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 didndét evenhadtomnedgrey. t hat t he

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 ltbees 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 windowsil. Its chirp startled het



and then to her surprise it flew into her room. She squeezed her eyes shut r
having it in her to witness another death. Not hearing the slight rainfall of asl
on her floor, she opened her eyes to the wonderment of the bird flying arour
her room. It circled twice before flying out into the world beyond.

And with that bird came lak a spark. A spark that grew into a roaring fire.
A spark that would grow to save her.

She didnét know what had changed,
things to come into her tower, but something had changed. Instead of sitting
and cursing théates, she sat and planned. She planned and she sang to the
birds that had taken up residence in her room, escaping the new fallen snov
her spark roaring.

One day she woke up and the tower was no longer encased in shadow. T!
sun shone through, metjirthe 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 padkaok hold of the
vine and slowly climbed out of her window. As she climbed, the sun rose
behind her in the most briliant and vibrant sunrise the kingdom had ever
seen. The kind of sunrise that meant a curse had been broken. The kind tha
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
he watched that sunrise. And he knew. He knew in his bones that the legen
finally had anending. The girl had saMeerself.



The Butterfly Effect
- Prisha Rathi




Looking Through the Racial Lens: Wilkie CollinEhe

Moonstone
-Joshua John

Wi | ki e n@elTHeMoas$tonas set during a time when Britain's
crown jewel of their empire, India, was under constant turmoil, threatening t
break free from its captors. With events like the Sepoy Mutiny, the annexatic
of Punjab, and the Opium Wars fresh in the mind of the Bitigihiic,

Britaindéds collective opinion on ¢
favorable. Trailokya Mukhariji best captured this attitude by explaining that
Al E] very nation in the world cons

muchinferiorta t sel f , 0 a perspective espe
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 whitle showed through his treatment of
the Indians inThe Moonstone

Indians were often seen as mindless savages that were inferior to the
English in both mannerisms and language, but Colins portrays the Indians «
dignified individuals, defying English esteotypes of Indians. Perhaps the
most obvious example of Collinso
their interaction with Gabriel Betteredge near the beginning of the novel.
During the opening scenes of Bett
three Indians who want to perform for Lady Verinder. While Betteredge doe:
turn them away, he notes that one
mannerso (Collins 16). I n Victori.
importance in maintaining &$s distinction. As a member of Victorian society
himself, Colins 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 Bett er e dsengpesseddbyn E
their social conduct. This refere
that Colins believed that Indians were more than the simplded savages
Britain thought them to be. A far more common view of the Indian man woul
have lookedmore like the following excerpt from Sumanta Banerjee, where
he describes the Victorian view o
typically used their skills to engage in such games, that helped them to
overcome t heir s e nsarguagd employédanrthiso r i t
interpretation of the Indian man in Britain is teling of the common opinion
held at the time: the words Ai mmi
alienation and disrespect the Indians faced. The Indian juggler stereotype is
reinforced by Collins, but the skils and games the Indians play as jugglers a



not for escaping the suggested inferiority as a result of being an Indian.
Instead, Colins demonstrates how the Indians use the juggler disguise to
achieve their main objegtie , suggesting his resp
inteligence and their tactics. By attributing proper etiquette and inteligence
to the Indians, Collins crafts a respectable figure that defies the stereotypes
its group. Furthermore, Colins represents tidans 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 shovesabke
inappropriate behavior of uppelass British society to show how far removed
the Indians were from savages. During the eventhiefMoonstoneRachel
Verinder and Frankiin Blake demonstrate their poor behavior and step out o
their expected roleas upper class citizens. One of these instances is recallec
by Miss Drusilla Clack, a relative of the Verinders; she withesses an
encounter between Rachel and Godf
She started to her feaek twi tnhe 'la Docr
she excl ai me8)d hef rEspdnseitonGodfred,R@chelloses her
temper and yells at a man. Her behavior is unacceptable on two counts: her
position as a member of the upjmdaiss and her role as a woman. On the firs
count, her behavior is inappropriate because she is meant to represent the
Afgood breedingo of her family (Co
role of a woman in the Victorian household. The Victorian woman was, as
Deborah Gor hame e |fadrordadneess,t ificrietayr,
dependent and subordinate positiol
the House (102). Instead of upholding these values, Rachel defies both of tt
roles of an Angel and a subordinate to man through her veoamnts of
Godfrey. Her expected domesticity is abolished through her abrupt yeling,
and her offensive stance in her argument with Godfrey further alienates her
from the typically submissive Vic
cultural norms wouldchave her labeled as savage and uncouth. Moreover,
Franklin exhibited behaviors that were almost anikal when he saw
Rachel again after her departure. In this meeting, Franklin approaches Racl

and the following scenéewomdnelesedp!| a
coming nearer and nearer to me. She trembled; she stood irresolute. | could
resist it no longey | caught her in my arms,

(Colins 338). Although Franklin was originally with Rachelto discuss the
detalsé t he Moonstonebs disappearanc
comes first and foremost. FranklI i
a hunter stalking his prey. Empl o
Collins strengthens the allusion d@a animalistic hunteprey relationship



(338). To stress that FrankIlinods
Franklin Acould resist it no long
instinctive (338). Driven entirely by his sexuatincts when confronting
Rachel, he wholly ignores the Victorian view that such contact should not be
based on raw impulse. Colins critiques Victorian society through both
Rachel s outbursts and Franklinds
British upper class often fit the stereotypes of the savage animals they claim
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 @lititing 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 ra
and impulsively unrestrained main characters.

Collins also showsis 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 bot
the Indians and the British use violence to secwegbssession 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 Jol
Herncastle atizks the Indians. Setting up a disturbing image of the battle,

Collins writes, AA third I ndian,

Herncastl e, with a torch in one h
[and] [t] he dying | ndiathmofthe ladiaks paints
a cruel picture of colonial Brita
picturing of the Storming of Seri
imperial criméd | awl ess acts committed in t

140). Herncastle in the Storming of Seringapatam personifies colonial Britai
in its prime, wreaking havoc and destruction on the native people for persor

gain. The al-lukeooMobhet duer gierv el
colonial rapeof afemni zed I ndiado as a result
moonstoneo (Munjal). Wi th England

feminine India is constantly subject to these unrighteous colonial actions.
With the strong allusions to the questionable and crimiogd @f the

colonization of India, Colins drenches the narrative with innocent Indian
bloodshed by the British. However
colonization were not shared by his employer, Charles Dickens. Upon heari
of the Sepoy Rellien, where around 100,000 Indians died, Dickens relished
the fact that dAwretched Hindoos [
(gtd. in Sutherland xi)). He supported queling the rebelion, and,
unfortunately for the Indians, this opinion was widstared 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 thi

time, colonial Britainds racist v
explains: fiThe citizens of Great
cohesive whole. But few of them were ready to accept the peoples of the
colonies (and especially indigenol
(685) . It i s Cile@easdn@atyve ollihe overevirelnig v i e

majority in Britain, that Colins 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 ofBiritn 6 s
actions toward the Indians instead of following the racist bandwagon colonia
Britain rode.

In another example of violence regarding the Indians and the
Moonstone, Colins emphasizes the inteligent and nonviolent nature of the
Indians as they comytie 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 bee
London under the close and conniving watch ofitid&ans. Around the same
time, during his stay in London, Godfrey receives a note for him to visit a
house for his charity work, and u
suddenly seized round the neck frr
mouthwas gagged, and he was thrown helpless on the floor by (as he judge
two men. A third rifled his pocke
I ndians needed to conduct a searc
search his pockets, the Indians radarefuly 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 crinkeigaso worth
noting, as the description of the events only occupies four sentences,
suggesting the crime was committed swiftly and efficiently. Godfrey also hac
no recollection of the Indians ever talking during his detainment, which
pointed to the leveof organization the Indians had before committing the
crime. Collins could have portrayed the interaction as a typical street robber
but this would only affirm the poor opinion the British had for the Indians. By
instead showcasing a welkecuted planColins gives the Indians a level of
inteligence that most of the British would deny. The same occurrence takes

place in the home of Luker, where
Godfrey in Northumberland Street now happened to Mr. Luker in Alfred
Paceodo (Collins 198). The I ndians ¢

guickest way possible, much like the first attack on Godfrey, but in this case
the I ndiansdé endeavor was success



looking for. Both ofthese 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 to
Indians. Colins, again, could have easily given the hedsome sort of
weapon, but instead, he chooses to show them unarmed, or ratherrbade
As Ashish Roy describes, this connection between unarmed Indians and
innocence is rooted-5&, twki dilsehpoyg:
uprisihng andendedwi despreadé [b]loody rept
thousands of innocent unarmed Indians died to British hands. Collins also
employs other examples of the 1 nd
do not kill or permanently harm Godfrey and Luker, soimgtthat may have
occurred if the perpetrators were British and the perpetrated were Indian. B
representing them in this manner, Collins brings out two key aspects: the
Indians are inteligent and efficient in their crimes, and the Indians are
charactered by innocence and nonviolence.

Colins uses great detail to elicit a reaction of, at the least, severe
guestioning of Britainds violent
example of violence in connection with the Moonstone. The lack afl det
here shows a level of innocence and righteousness from the Indians.
Godfreybés murder is given scant d
describing the Indians committing the crime. In a correspondence with
Frankiin Blake regarding the murderrfSg e ant Cuf f af fir
(while he was asleep, or imeadiately on his waking) by being smothered witl
a pillow from his bed that the persons guilty of murdering him are the three
I ndianso (Collins 445) . Eey, ¢hay did koo u |
in the most nonviolent manner possible: smothering him using a pillow. Afte
going to great lengths to make the method of kiing as mundane and innoce
as a pilow smothering, Colins even adds the possibiity of Godfrey being
asleep wh# he was murdered, giving an even softer image of death. The fac
that the death happened without the readers witnessing it in the text also
lessens the severity of the kiling when compared to the kilings by John
Herncastle at Seringapatam. In contraggry violent action from the Indians
seems to be covered by a fim of innocence, as the kilings are never
gruesome. Collinsd suggestion of
hint at his support of t he tveofdhean:
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 cha
Indians, who adb reclaim their religious centerpiece, rather than greedily
yearning for seligain. The first character with a clear motive to find the
Moonstone is Frankiin. Although the Moonstone has great monetary value,



Franklinés interest with the Moon:
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. Betteredg
recounts Franklin's actions,@x ai ni ng, ihe first s
Franklin suggested next extending our inquiries to Miss Rachel, and sent
Penelope to knock at her bedroom
who steps up when the knowledge of the lost diamond esabk Verinder
household. His immediate reaction of attempting to find it while other
characters remain in a state of shock is because of his honor. Frankiin make
clear to Rachel that his main concernis with his honor when he approaches
herasecondi me about t he Moonstone, co
your handsé | would leave you thi:
obsession with preserving his honor is a driving force in the novel, but it ruin
many relationships and family ties in f@cess, such as his relationship with
Rachel for more than a year. Another example of a character trying to obtair
the Moonstone for his own sajain is Godfrey. He led a double life that he
had trouble keeping up we suburbswhioha n
was not taken in his own name, and with a lady in the villa, who was not tak
in his own name, eithero (Collins
pleasure led him to need a large sum of money to make up for his
expenditures, whh he sourced ilicitly from his beneficiary (Collins 449).
Godfreyods actions throughout t he
result of his one goal: to get out of the financial disaster he led himself into.
Out of all of the characters in thewme | the I ndiansd m
the diamond is the only one that does not serve their own interests. Long
before the Moonstone was known tothew World t he Adei ty
that the Moonstone should be ewmtc
of the generations of meno (Collir
was dedicated to the one task of keeping the precious stone safe. Itis with 1
heavenly mandate of being keepers of the stone that the Indians were prep:
toloseheir highest class of a br ahmi
the sea; secondly, in disguising
showing they are readily wiling to make profound sacrifices, Collins
ennobles them, demonstrating their devoto their holy duty. Collins crafts
their narrative throughout the novel as virtuous andssdfificing, worthy of
an English gentleman defying the stereotype of Indian inferiority.
ThroughoutThe MoonstoneCollins goes to great lengths to place the
Indians in the best possible light, and even when he uses common images ¢
as the Indian juggler, they are far from the classic stereotypes widespread ir
Victorian Britain. To develop his different narrative of Indians, Colins gives
the Indians novel &ibutes that go completely against English stereotypes,



presenting the Indians with traits of manners and inteligence. He even
contrasts these with the downfall of the white main characters, who, at times
act like the savages Britain likens tmelians 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, Colins
develops the Indian as worthy of respect and care, showing that Collins, at t
least, had a degree of sympathy and did not agree with the racism toward tt
Indian community and thections that Britain took against India.
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Work of Arch
-Jessica Hartman




Ana
-Loren Cocciolone

| 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 thi
defected mirror.

| only see what | want to see.

A me, full of seeping flaws, creepitigrough my skin and weeping their
insecurities.

| spend days laying in bed, a slave to the sayings in my head

Wishing | were dead.

Because dead is better than obsessed.

Never getting dressed in older clothes.

Stressed over the messed up press of this dresty body

I mold myself into wishes and desires.

With the higher standards that are required | sacrifice every lovely taste fo
losing waste.

| waste away by every pound.

| feel the heartbeat in my chest
As | continue counting down.
107,thehipest | 6ve ever been

100, only one week in.

97, | messed up again.

93, | start to feel thin.

Week 4 begins and | am tired.

Tired of these thoughts wired always to food.

But | must continue because | o6m t
close to the finishine,

Ana whispers in my ear..

| 6ve deftly avoided death so far,
But | donét know how far 106l]I go

Misaligned rhythms of my heartbeat.

Matching misaligned thoughts

Mismatched memories.

I candét r eme mbe appytwitheme,l ast t i 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 shoulduch my sacred tongue.

|l tds been years of the back and 1
And, trust me, | 6m doing my best



CK2YlFa tFAYS IyR (0KS dab?2
-Richard Holme

The religious makeup of America is changing. The Pew Research
Center found that the American
percentage points over the past
Research Center also f oedngharetohat
the populationd has grown to 26
(Aln U.S.0). This group of reli
atheists, agnostics, and the fastest grovdoggroup fAnot hi ng
particularo (Al n d&.f$no). ohbhe xifc oc
person who disbelieves or |l acks
and agnostic as fda person who b
be known of the existence or nature of God or of anything beyond
material phenomena; @&rson who claims neither faith nor disbelief in
Go dHowever,t he definition of finothi
harder to track dowrf-ortunately,b ecause t he finoth
do not selfidentify as atheist, or agnostic, or as being a merobany
traditional organizedr el i gi ous group, a defi
particularso can be found wusing
who may believe in God or higher power but has no affiliation with
organized religion. So, this is a complgt new, unique, and exciting
movement going on in America, right? Well, like most things in life, it
has all been done befora fact, thef oundation for t
particularso was actually |laid
the famed jarnalist and poltical activist Thomas Paine in his work
the AAge of Reason. 0o

| n t he A Age@&homadPaiR elain®ed hedwas a theist.
Paine said, Al believe in one G
happiness beyond t hi s ofGadfwkeo he( 6 9
described what he claimed was t
phiosophy, embracing the whole circle of scignce [ w his theh ]
study of the works of God, and of the power and wisdom of God in
His workso (699). Da xle 86 Hoef f @a a
we Behol do: Thomas Paine's the
PhysiceTheology" thati Thomas Paine was a o0
believed that the omnipotence and benevolence of God are evident in



the struct ur €81lpAccortiiyé Haffmany Raines e 0
Aicriticizes scripture for not f
eXi st ence (286297CThes tarin scentific deist is just a
fancy way of saying that science can help proveiteex i st enc e
supr eme b kes ntgvasPajnd Brgumentthat natureand
sciencein and ofthemselvesprovided all the evidence necessary to
prove that God existsTo 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 wmolorses the idea of a
Creator However unorthodox for his time, Paine accepted that
something greater than himself exist

Eventhough Paine believed in God, he certainly did not
beleve in Christianity or any other organized relgion. Paine said that

il do not believe in the creed
Roman church, by the Greek church, by the Turkishcbhuoy the
Protestant church, nor biewasny ¢

also quite outspoken as to why
institutions of churches, whether Jewish, Christian, or Turkish, appear
to me no other than human inventions geto terrify and enslave
manki nd, and monopolize power a
deepseatedmistrust of organized religionOntop of this, hevasalso
skepticalabout the origins of organized religion. Paine said that

Al e] ach ofs shdwaertain books) whchh teey call

revelation, or tHowevewRaredelevedl th&d d o
Afsomet hing has been revealed to
any other person, it is revelat

Paine did not see it, he did not believeBtient hough Pai ne
were widely unaccepted by ®&entury America, he wamafraid to
openly rejectorganized religion.

Now, fast forward a few hundred years and Thomas Paine, except
for those welversed in American history, is relatively unknown to the
average American. | had certainly never heard of kiowever, his
ideas sound strangely familiar to my modern ears. After stripping
away the details, the fundament
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 quote BN saying,

il am not actively i nowdoihBukgl i n



According to theWashingtonPost iSander s said h
t hough not necessar iHrapcesiand Wagndr)r a
Sanders also said, A | would not
Statesif Idd nothave er y strong religious
(gtd. in Burkg. So, Sanders claims to be spiritual and beleve in God,
but he is not attached to any traditior@banized religious group.
Does the Bern keep a copy of th
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 MAnot hilhigmy exposupeaa the ibeliafs! cd thes .
Ainothing in particuldhemast hBai nr
AAge of Reasono rlostsfiensbbl e t hat
Nearly one in fivemodernAmericans seff dent i fy as
particular MostfAibbhiUng. oh. particu
in God or a higher power. Corinna Nicolaaun her arti cl

ot O

but not religiouso writes, Al wl
we might call it &6the universebd
all this.d Most of us have reve

and crave adeper wunder standi ng Rewodlilian t s
Daniel wrote an essay fdrhe Huffington Postthere she spoke about

a hypothetical conversation wit
companion was #dAtelling nmeqtginat
Oppenheimer)Ni col aoubs use of the phr
t hat <creat ed ahydothetichl cosnganioa witb seBsa n i
divinity in nature is a reference to the idea of intelligent design.
Inteligent design is a close relative what Hoffman described as
Painebds s c In¢hawords of Painedhinsedf, nhe o
summation of these two relative
the works of creation, and of the power and wisdom of God revealed
and manif est e déndwas histgreatesteargument forghe
existence of God (699 hen Joseph Mirra, a setfescribed None
whose beliefs are more accurate
in his short poem said that onl
AAl mi ght woGogpedide exist. o Whil
snarky here, a comment from Paine reveals that he carsdilar
sentiment : Aln] o one [can] deny
(697) . Whet her the fAnothingr in



Her, or the Sun, or my dog Spot, they certainly believe in God, or at
least they believe in something greater than themselves.
Thought he similarities bet ween Pa
particularso do not stop here.

particularso to believe in God
their identity is that they are unaffiliated with organizedgicah. Rev.

Dani el continues in her essay a
particularo saying, il dread th

out | am a minister and wants to use the fight time to explain to me
that he is 'spiritual but not religis." Such a person wil always share
this as if it is some kind of daring insight, unique to him, bold in its

rebellion against (qtd. m®ppenbeimeryi ous
Nicolaou, who was simply raised ignorant to religion and is not
marchingintheb oot s of a rebel said, A |

services | attended growing up could fit on one hand, with enough
fingers left over for a peace sign. | hardly know a Catholic from a
Protestant, l et alone the belie
Nicolaou also explained how her views on sexuality caused her to
guestion traditonal organized relgioft can't wrap my head around a
God who is more concerned with our private parts than with the
content of our heartsN i ¢ o | @aferedcs for personaldgement
over doctrine and her wilingness to openly reject what she does not
believe was shared by Paine whe
churcho and #dAit i's necessary to
mentally faithful to himself.Infidelity does notconsist in beleving, or
in disbelieving; it consists in professing to believe what he does not
beleved ( 6C@réinuingwi t h Mirrads poem, a
organized religion Mirra continued the practice of prayer and used his
newly open Sunday sched e t o refl ect on t he
d o n arefection shared by Paine when he spoke of the many
Amischiefs that the Christian s
While the reasons the fAnothing
participating inorggnzed religion are not
Pand,s the Anothing in particular
comes to rejecting organized religion.

So, what does all this religious jargon boi down to? When | read
Thomas PheAggeebs Réasono | was str
his ideas felt to me. I instinctively knew | had heard something lke



this before. Paine said that he
revolution in the system of government would be folowed by a

revoi on in the system of religiol
Airevolutiono has occurred in Arm
believe there has been a Adrevol
peopl e. When Thomas Paineotheel e a

American ethosover the centuries it gestated and formed the now
prominent and recognizabl e demo
particulars. o
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Guiding Light
-Vanisha Lodhia



