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 Welcome to the first joint issue of MiNT Magazine and the Welles Report! We are very excited 
to be working together on this publication. This issue represents some of the best student writing that 
Geneseo has to offer, and we are very thankful that the student body here is engaged in both publica-
tions. 
 There is no doubt that profound changes have been going on in the international system, espe-
cially in the Middle East and North Africa. In this issue, you will find thoughtful commentary on what 
has been going on in the Middle East as well as travel writing, an analysis of President Barack Obama’s 
time in office so far, and an International Relations themed “recipe” for Turkey’s inclusion into the Euro-
pean Union. 
 We also have a great selection of International Relations-themed fiction and nonfiction writing 
from MiNT Magazine.  Our writers have thought long and hard about what the international landscape 
means to them and sent in provocative pieces about travel, immigration, and our own cultural heritage.   
 So take a break from the books and find a sofa where you can curl up with MiNTernational Rela-
tions.  As you read through our articles and stories, opinions and questions, we hope that you’ll find not 
only the opportunity to hear our thoughts on what it means to be students in an international world, but 
also find the time to reflect on your own experiences. We invite you to leaf through these pages and find 
a home in SUNY Geneseo, New York, United States, World. When every student has a voice, we can 
make the same old familiar places like the College Green and the library parts of a truly global campus. 

LETTER FROM THE EDITORS

Eric Gomez
Editor-in-Chief 
The Welles Report

Lauren Hanson
Editor-in-Chief
MiNT Magazine 



 An old proverb states, “the road 
to hell is paved with good intentions.” The 
ongoing struggle for power in Libya and 
the UN-implemented “no fly zone” offer 
a pristine example of how the best inten-
tions of states in the international system 
have the potential to deepen problems 
in unforeseen ways.  At the start of the 
Libyan conflict, I was in full support of 
a no-fly zone over the country, thinking 
that it would be a quick fix that would 
allow the rebel forces to take over the 
country. In retrospect, my belief that any 
form of intervention could work in such 
a way was mostly, but not completely, un-
founded. As the conflict has dragged on I 
have given thought to the idea of foreign 
intervention into another country’s af-
fairs. Specifically, I wondered what sort of 
event, if any, requires intervention by the United States and 
the complexities of intervention as its own sort of regime 
in international relations. Is there any way that we can get 
off the proverbial road to hell while still fighting the good 
fight? 
 The situation in Libya offers a current example of 
how quickly things can go awry when the United States 
and other foreign powers intervene in another state’s inter-
nal affairs. Images of ragtag groups of rebels fighting along 
the main coastal highway of Libya against the better-armed 
and equipped forces of Colonel Muammar Gaddafi stirred 
emotions across the world. One of the biggest challenges 
that rebel forces had to deal with was the Libyan Air Force. 
The rebels had no air power of their own and no effective 
anti-aircraft weaponry to keep government warplanes from 

attacking them at will. On March 17th, the UN Security 
Council passed Resolution 1973, which authorized mem-
ber states to use force to “take all necessary measures…
to protect civilians and civilian populated areas” via the 
implementation of a no-fly zone. This plan was supported 
primarily by the United States, France, and Great Britain, 
but also had the support of the Arab League. The UN-
authorized no-fly zone seemed, from the outset, to be a 
shining example of what the international community of 
states could accomplish in terms of intervention. Aircraft 
from twelve states enforced the no-fly zone, it was legal in 
the eyes of the international community, and, perhaps most 
importantly, it had the support of the Arab League. Claims 
about Western imperialism or other nefarious objectives 
in intervening could be deflected because of the support of 
the Arab League.

BY ERIC GOMEZ

The Road to Hell is Paved 
With Good Intentions
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 In marked contrast to the relatively rapid imple-
mentation of the no-fly zone, the intervention in Libya, 
what President Obama has dubbed Operation Odyssey 
Dawn, has not gone smoothly. Libyan air forces were 
quickly eliminated by a combination of cruise missile 
strikes and bombings  by French, American, and British 
warplanes, to name a few. Despite this support the rebel 
movement has been forced to retreat in recent weeks. On 
at least two occasions NATO airstrikes have claimed the 
lives of rebel fighters. The role of the United States in the 
intervention has been murky at best.  We played a major 
role in missile strikes at the outset of the operation, and 
US warplanes have run most of the combat missions, but 
President Obama said at the beginning of operations that 
the United States would play a more limited role. NATO 
assumed command of the operation on March 31st, but 
there is a marked lack of unity among NATO members. 
France and Britain have recently called for ramping up air 
strikes against Gaddafi forces, but as of this writing, there 
was no broad consensus in NATO as to what would be the 
course of action going forward. In summary, the interna-
tional intervention in Libya has been plagued with prob-
lems and an overall lack of unity and strategy on the part of 
the Western states that have sent armed forces to the area. 
  In many ways, I believe that Libya serves as an 
excellent case study for examining the drawbacks and 
limitations of direct military intervention. At the very 
broadest level, the decision to intervene is a “damned if you 
do, damned if you don’t” decision. If intervention is not 
supported and great violations of human rights are com-
mitted then the responsibility for such violations could fall 
on the states that had power to do something but failed 
to act. On the other hand, if a state is too zealous about 
intervention then it could rush into a situation that it does 
not fully comprehend. This has the potential to create dis-
unity, mistakes, and a deepening of whatever crisis existed; 
in addition, armed intervention could create an entirely 
new conflict that did not exist prior to intervention. As the 
Libyan example shows, legal international legitimacy does 
not guarantee international consensus. 
 From the United States’ perspective, the case of 
Libya is also an example of  international interests that ap-
pear hypocritical. Protesters are being killed in the streets 
of Bahrain and Yemen, yet there has been no major indica-
tion in the news about the United States coming to the aid 
of those people. Granted, the conditions of the anti-gov-
ernment movements in those countries are very different 
from the rebel movement in Libya in many respects, but at 

their most basic level they are all instances of the populace 
rising up and saying enough is enough to the strongmen 
who rule them. The United States will never come down 
hard on the government of Bahrain because the island 
nation serves as a major naval base. Without a friendly gov-
ernment in Bahrain, we would lose a major operating base 
in one of the most important geopolitical regions of the 
world. The US relationship with the Yemeni government is 
similar. The US does not want an unfriendly, or invariable, 
government in Yemen because it is viewed as a major hub 
for terrorist groups, including al Qaeda. The larger security 
interests of the United States make it seem hypocritical 
when it bombs Libyan tanks and planes for the sake of the 
people, but takes few serious actions toward the govern-
ments of Bahrain and Yemen for killing protesters. This 
leads to a tarnishing of our international image. 
 There are many more issues regarding the dif-
ficulties of military intervention during political crises. In 
the broadest sense, I believe that there are occasions that 
armed intervention by the United States and other states is 
the correct course of action, from a legal, political, and ethi-
cal view. However, it has been incredibly difficult to form 
an effective strategy for intervention that meets the objec-
tives of the international community/outside state without 
worsening conditions in the state that is being intervened 
upon. Past interventions have ended with military defeat 
(Somalia), a worsening or “bogging down” effect (Iraq, 
Afghanistan), or have failed to avert major human catastro-
phes (Rwanda, Kosovo). For the next few decades, it would 
behoove the United States and the international commu-
nity at large to curb their appetite for military intervention 
into the affairs of others states, with the sole exception of 
intervention to stop acts of genocide. The US, UN, NATO 
and other states and organizations should come up with a 
better way to intervene without worsening conditions, but 
this will take a good deal of time to figure out. The instabil-
ity that results from failed intervention is too great and the 
cost in blood and treasure is too high to continue with the 
current status quo. 
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 The thing about Filipinos is that we always move in packs. When we were still in Manila, my grandparents, aunts, 
uncles, and cousins all lived within easy walking distance from my family’s cramped one-bedroom apartment. I couldn’t 
discipline my younger brothers without our grandmother, Lola Maria, chiming in from down the block. “Oi!” she would 
call from her open doorway, “Makinig sa iyong mga Ate Maria!” “Listen to your older sister Maria,” she would always say 
over the bustle of vendors and trolleys along the street. And so when we made our way to the United States, naturally we 
went the only way we knew how – all together. On the day the Silva pack moved to Hollis, Queens, the population of the 
borough doubled. 

...

 The brown leaves crunch under my feet as I cross the lawn, struggling with my bag full of leaves collected from the 
backyard. “Hey!” I call to my cousin Bec-Bec, as I lift the black plastic sack into the garbage can, “Are you working or what?” 
I look around – I’m  done with the backyard, and she  has hardly raked up half the front lawn.
 Bec throws her rake down and lets out an exasperated sigh. “Maria!” she nearly sobs, “I hate this thing! All it does is 
pull grass, and tear the leaves into even smaller pieces! I’ll never be done!” 
I give a little sigh  as I walk over to where she stands. While Bec is the closest cousin I have to my age, she’s still only fifteen. 
As I pick up Bec’s discarded rake to show her how not to dig up the lawn, a little red car pulls up to the curb in front of our 
house. I strain to see who’s inside while trying not to look like I’m straining. 
“Who’s that?” Bec whispers next to me, acting as much as I am. The driver’s side door opens, and a thin man with thick 
black hair climbs out, smiling at us as he balances a large white box. 
 *“Kamusta na po, kamusta na po?” he says, asking us how we are as he crosses the shabby metal gate and approach-
es us. “Welcome to the neighborhood!”
 “Hello! We’re well, thank you. How are you?” I respond to his greetings in English – I always scored the highest 
marks in English class back home, but I want to totally kick my native Tagalog accent before starting work at the travel 
agency next week. 
 “Good, good!” he says, “I’m Jun, I live with my parents and brothers in the corner house there!” He indicates the 
nicely groomed white house a few houses down from us. I sigh - while all the houses on our block are built exactly the same, 
ours still manages to look the worse, no matter how hard we try to tidy it up. 
“I just come from our Filipino store, my mother sent me with siapoa for our new neighbors!” He opens the lid of the white 
box to reveal perfect little steamed white, pork-filled buns. 
 “Oooh, yummy!” my cousin exclaims as she grabs one. 
“Bec-Bec!” I reprimand as she eagerly bites into the bread, although my mouth starts to water at the aroma of the pork. Jun 
laughs. 
“It’s okay! These are all for you guys. I’ll bring them inside. Is your families coming to Mung Vic’s party tonight?” Me and 
Bec both nod ‘yes’ as we devour our siapoas. We’ve been eating nothing but take-out Chinese food and delivery pizza since 
we arrived a little over a week ago.  Twenty-two people in one house, and no one has gone grocery shopping yet!
 We tell Jun to let himself into the house and watch as he struggles to get through the door with his huge box. 

How I Met Your Father
BY RACHEL SANGALANG

• FICTION •
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“Cute na cute!” Bec says through a mouth full of food, “Funny na, but cute!” I roll my eyes at my cousin’s Taglish. She isn’t 
even trying! 
“Yeah, he’s okay,” I say as I finish the food and continue to rake, occasionally glancing at the window, at Jun with my father 
and uncles, laughing inside. 

…

 “Hmh, and bakit ikaw dressed kaya nice?” I hear my brother Tom-Tom inquire about my new dress as we walk 
down the sidewalk and approach Mung Vic’s house. I glance behind me. 
“Well, why are you not dressed nice?” I remark as I take in his tattered jeans and unkempt curly hair. “Don’t you want to 
make a good impression on our neighbors?” 
 “Hey, don’t make fun of her!” Bec-Bec says from right beside me. “She just wants to look nice, for when she sees 
Jun Macabuhay!” 
“Bec!” I exclaim, pinching her arm as everyone, even my mother, laughs hysterically. “What?” she giggles. “You didn’t say 
not to tell anyone!” 
 The laughter dies down as we enter the gate to Mung Vic’s. We see the elderly owner of the house himself sitting 
on the stoop, smoking a cigarette with some of our other older neighbors. We exchange greetings in our native tongue, 
and the older gentlemen exclaim at the dishes we brought. As the rest of us enter the crowded and noisy house, my father 
stays behind for a cigarette. My mother and father, as well as my aunts and uncles, know many of our current Hollis neigh-
bors from when we were still in the Philippines. They weren’t all from Manila like us – some worked at the same firm 
as my father, taught at the same school with my mother, or worked at the shops we frequented. That’s how my parents 
knew the Macabuhays and their children – they owned a bakery in Manila until they moved almost ten years ago and just 
recently opened another right here in Hollis. 
 “Yes, it is so nice to have our own tindahan again!” Gloria Macabuhay exclaims when my mother inquires about 
her new shop. “Me and my husband miss the work!” She takes our foil-covered plates of pan-sit and lumpia and somehow 
finds places for them on the crowded dining room table. 
 “Hey, Maria!” I look behind me and see Jun fighting his way through the crowd to greet us. 
“Hi,” he says again when he reaches my side. “It’s crazy in here, ah?” He has to shout and make lots of hand gestures in or-
der to be heard over the crowd. I laugh and nod along – the whole neighborhood is crammed into this one Hollis house. 
In general, the houses here aren’t so spacious. 
 “My brothers and I are thinking about going bowling!” Jun continues, “Do you want to come?” 
 My eyes widen in surprise. “Bowling? Um-“ Honestly, bowling isn’t my thing. No sport of any kind is, for that 
matter! 
 “Well, I, um, I don’t know…” I continue, as I watch a man approach with a pregnant woman. “Oi, Jun!” he says, 
sounding irritated. “Let’s go! Are we going, hah?” 
 “Oo, yes, Cuya, just a minute!” Jun respectfully refers to his older brother and turns back to me, “Alex, this is Ma-
ria! I was just asking her, if she wanted to come!” He smiles at me. 
 “I’d love to, but I’m not dressed!” I say the first excuse that comes to mind, pretending to be disappointed as I 
gesture down to my new dress. 
 “Oi, this my wife, Val!” Alex says, indicating the exhausted-looking pregnant woman at his side, “She might have 
something for you to borrow!” He laughs as he adds, “She used to be your size! Almost.” Val looks me up and down as she 
wipes sweat from her forehead. I shift uncomfortably, avoiding the conga line of people making their way past us to the 
dining table. 
 “Oo, yes, I can get you something, if you want!” I flinch – no, I don’t really want her to get me something, but 
how could I say no? 
 I turn to follow Val through the crowd and to her house next door, feeling defeated. But I glance once more over 
my shoulder, and see Jun smiling and waving at me. I smile back. Okay! So maybe bowling won’t be so bad…
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 “Open your windows, get a taste of our air,” 
demanded our bus driver as he turned off the air condi-
tioning, forcing us to obey him. To the left of our road 
was the Atlantic coast, so I assumed the air would be 
warm and inviting, the kind of tropical air that makes 
you feel lazy. That wasn’t the case – I nearly choked 
on a foul mixture of burning trash, human waste and 
humidity. This wasn’t the fresh, salty Atlantic of my 
childhood home on Long Island at all.
 After dismounting from our bus, the full 
weight of the heat struck, and I felt cool beads of 
sweat forming on my legs and arms. The coastline was 
in sight, but the beach was littered with wooden debris 
and other unidentifiable garbage. The Jonestown 
Lighthouse, constructed by British settlers during the 
1920s, looked sad and worn out, its colors were muted 
by the bleak, cloudy sky. 
 I thought this melancholy scene to be an 
indicator of what lay ahead for us, while we, a group 
of middle-class, mostly white, American students 

prepared to walk through a Ghanaian coastal slum. I 
prepared myself to encounter sadness and desolation, 
the kind of emotions elicited by children’s charity 
commercials on television.
 I studied international development for three 
years before taking this month-long trip to Ghana. I’ve 
written papers on microfinance, on malaria and on 
HIV/AIDS. I’ve watched films depicting life in slums 
and ghettos. My studies gave me only the smallest 
preparation for what I encountered in Usshertown – it 
was as if someone explained the rules of football to 
a newcomer, gave them a helmet and some pads and 
dropped them on the starting line of the New York Gi-
ants. I thought in readying for sadness I’d be prepared; 
I was wrong.
 Our tour guide was born in the slums, but had 
been one of the few to escape, eventually gaining a 
university-level education. He now conducts “poverty 
tours” to show the effects of destitution and to bring 
some money into the community. While walking, we 

Usshertown

BY ALEX FITZPATRICK

• TRAVEL •
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had to be careful to avoid human and animal waste, 
not to mention the free-roaming goats and chickens. 
Scooters and broken-down cars whizzed passed by 
us, dancing to the beat of a traffic routine I couldn’t 
understand. 
 Little children came up to touch our exposed 
arms and legs; it’s a myth that touching white skin 
brings good luck. That kind of myth speaks volumes 
about the psychological impacts of colonization. The 
colonial legacy sticks with a place for generations, 
the impact never fully washes away. The Usshertown 
community was once a thriving station of British ex-
pansion, now it’s been forgotten by almost everyone, 
save those that live there.
 “Jackie Chan, Jackie Chan!” yelled one al-
most-naked child, mistaking me for an Asian traveler, 
as he showed off his kung-fu moves and gave me a 
high-five and flashed a bright smile. How unexpected 
that smile was! Here in the slums, where I expected 
such melancholy, here was a kid just being a kid: 
happy-go-lucky, trying to impress me as I passed.
 We stopped at a small shop selling snacks, 
pens and other small items for the locals. The shop 
was simply the front of a shack, which the owning 
mother and four of her daughters called home. One 
of the teenaged daughters made eye contact with me; 
she looked tired and worn-down. The mother said that 
she was able to buy her goods from a wholesaler and 
sell them at retail to try to make a profit to support her 
family.
 We bought boxes of biscuits and gave them to 
the children around us; our gifts were met with bright 
smiles and more high-fives. We tried to continue on 
through the small alleyways crowded with yet more 
goats, but children were appearing from every direc-
tion, some naked. Word spread that cookies were be-
ing given out, and our supplies dwindled quickly even 
as more excited, cookie-craving children appeared.
 We were welcomed into another home by an 
aging grandmother. She appeared frail and brittle, and 
moving around was difficult for her. The small, metal-
covered shack she called home had no air conditioning 
and no windows to provide the brief mercy of a pass-
ing breeze. While we were there, I felt myself close 
to passing out more than once. The woman’s daughter 
was there; she explained that her mother had recently 
suffered a stroke and become dependent on her family 

for support. The daughter’s husband left Ghana for the 
United States, taking one of their children and sending 
back only small, unpredictable remittances.
 After only five minutes in that house, I was 
drenched in sweat and covered in dust. I wanted badly 
to leave, but I wanted to show respect for the people 
that live in the slums and experience life there every 
day. How could I be so rude as to excuse myself from 
a taste of a life which I’ll never have to lead?
 The overwhelming smell only grew stronger as 
we walked at greater lengths through other parts of the 
village. At one point, I had to suppress the tremendous 
urge to vomit in the streets. The smog of Los Angeles 
could never compare to the thickness and harsh com-
plexity of the air here, with its brutal assault on the 
senses. That’s something you’ll never get from videos 
or textbooks on poverty – the smell and the heat.
 We found a nineteen-year-old woman outside 
her home, doing laundry in metal bins filled with 
brown water. She was in a central square where lots of 
women and children gathered to work, the adults were 
engaged in conversation, the children playing happily. 
 The young woman was wearing a pink shirt 
and had her hair up in a bow. She looked bored with 
her task. She told me she’s finished with her primary 
education, and wants to go to the university for a 
degree in journalism. For the time being, though, she 
said she was happy to help her family in any way she 
could. If that meant delaying college a while, so be it.
 I was blown away – I never expected a woman 
so close to my own age and living in an urban slum to 
have such aspirations. I felt awful about myself for a 
while. After high school, I set out to study journalism 
but changed my major, and all that took was me sign-
ing some pink-colored paperwork. 
 Everyone here in the slum has as much poten-
tial to grow as anyone else in the world, but they lack 
access and opportunity. That’s what poverty reduction 
has to be about – access.
 We made our exit from the slum through an 
area crawling with teenagers. They were riding scoot-
ers, playing table tennis set up outdoors, and enjoying 
pick-up soccer games on dirt and mud fields. As we 
left, I realized I found something I never expected to 
discover in the slums of Accra. It wasn’t a sight, but a 
sound – laughter. It didn’t hit me until the end of our 
visit, probably because it was so completely opposite 
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to the emotions I expected to encounter that my eyes 
and ears weren’t in tune to it at first. 
 Laughter! It was everywhere! 
 Children playing in the streets, teens organiz-
ing soccer games despite the trash-and-glass ridden 
mud fields on which they played. Mothers telling 
jokes, whole families laughing in response. I felt such 
sadness in the slums, as I’m sure those living here do 
as well – but it’s a testament to the human condition 
that laughter could be found even in the thick, almost 
impossible-to-breath air of the Usshertown slum. 
 The Lighthouse premonition was wrong. 
This was no dreary and bleak hell-on-earth, this was 
home to families and friends and neighbors and little 
kids who want to be Jackie Chan. Their spirit was a 

testament to the triumph of the human spirit: after 
two hours in the slum, I was ready to cry, while the 
lifelong residents were laughing at jokes and playing 
sports. Some encounters were deeply saddening; I will 
the carry the image of the elderly stroke victim with 
me everywhere I go. But ultimately, I found exactly 
the opposite of the sorrow which I was preparing to 
encounter.
 On the bus ride back to our very comfort-
able hotel, I made two new rules for myself: Always 
Remember to Laugh, and Always Remember Ussher-
town.



“WAR IS A RACKET”
—U.S. Marine Major General Smedley Butler

This is the title of a speech and short book written by Butler, one of only 19 
people to be awarded the Medal of Honor—twice.  In War Is A Racket, Butler 
points to a variety of examples, mostly from World War I, where industrialists 
whose operations were subsidized by public funding were able to generate sub-
stantial profits from mass human suffering.

What has changed in the 75 years since Butler’s book?  The amounts of money 
involved are now much larger, and nuclear weapons have been added to the 
mix.  And government and the corporate media promote fear and the war-du-
jour more shamelessly than ever.

What can be done about it?  Talk to us.

Genesee Valley Citizens for Peace   (585) 624-3673   www.gvcp.org
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 The street outside of the Hudson Bay Company department store has thickened with people since we walked 
in earlier. The November chill is stronger than I’d remembered. Mike and I push through the crowd as a line of trolleys 
grows to our left, waiting to cross the street ahead. 
 “It’s a parade!” he yells out, a grin spreading over his face. 
 The people in front of me are too tall for me to see the street. A preschooler is stationed on top of an electric box, 
her tiny feet swinging six feet over the sidewalk. Her father glances up at her occasionally, but his attention seems cen-
tered on the street ahead. 
 Mike lifts me up onto his back, and beyond a ten-foot wall of bodies, I can see elves dancing in the street along-
side cheerfully waving snowmen. A giant polar bear rides on the back of a Ford 4x4 across the intersection, and I can hear 

the sound of trumpets float faintly through the air. Like the 
snowflakes, Christmas comes early in Toronto.
    ***
 We look at the map, then back up at the CN Tower. The 
map doesn’t seem to know where the street that our hostel is 
on is located. We’ll have to retrace our steps, but it’s hard to 
follow breadcrumbs through crowded city sidewalks. There’s 
a Starbucks. Is it the one that we walked past first or second? 
Maybe neither. 
    ***
 “Do you smoke?” the quiet one asks Mike as I munch on 
pita chips, tucked away in the bottom bunk. “Korean ciga-
rettes,” he explains. 
 The quiet one throws a small white box across the room 
and Mike catches it with uncharacteristic agility. “No,” he 
says, examining the box in his hand. It is stark and bare ex-
cept for a vibrant orange circle on the front side. Mike asks, 
genuinely curious, “Are they orange flavored?”
 The two boys laugh, not quite maliciously, but teasing 
none the less. Mike goes to throw the box back, but the quiet 
boy interrupts him. “I don’t smoke. You can keep them.”
 The loud boy commences talking again, telling us about 
his plans in Canada and inviting us to dinner. We decline and 
answer their questions about where to find dinner in To-
ronto by repeating what the sweet girl at the front desk told 

Snapshots
BY LAUREN HANSON

• TRAVEL •
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us earlier. I look at my watch. We decide that it is time to go. We can’t really tell from the map how long the walk will take.
       ***
 I can’t identify the long, white, spiraled tendril on my plate. Sitting triumphantly on the top of the mound, it 
looks like the meat that would come out if you could crack a narwhal’s horn open like a crab claw. I’ve identified chicken, 
pork, and shrimp, but this one substance remains too much of a mystery to brave. I push it aside and plunge my fork into 
the tangled mass of noodles.
       ***
 It’s too cold to wait outside, but the Tim Horton’s employee seems grumpy enough to take the “20 minutes only” 
signs seriously. I sip Mike’s hot chocolate slowly, letting the sugar and warmth rest gently in my mouth for a long mo-
ment before swallowing. When he comes back, I decide that I should take a trip to the restroom as well. The door by the 
counter leads down a steep, claustrophobic staircase. The hallway on the floor below is an oppressive beige, which quite 
perfectly contrasts the warm, orange hued shop above. 
       ***
 Eight dollars. The bartender has already pulled the cap off, so it’s too late to change my mind. I fish around in my 
wallet, trying to figure out the value of the large Canadian coins collecting among my receipts and few remaining Ameri-
can dollars. I don’t seem to have enough. 
 “We accept American,” he tells me reassuringly. He probably gets this a lot. I pull out a ten dollar bill and he 
quickly hands me two coins before moving on to another customer. Eight dollars. I drop one coin on the counter and 
walk back through the dimly lit Lee’s Palace to where Mike waits. The most expensive Bud Lite Lime I ever hope to have. 
A beer I barely like. At least the show is starting soon.
       ***
 Jay’s voice was beautiful. It was the same sad, hopeful, swooning sound from his CDs.  Almost too close to seem 
real, but satisfying all the same. The previously crowded Chinatown is desolate now. The fruit vendors have evacuated, 
leaving behind empty boxes and half-assembled wooden stands, not even locked up for the night. Somehow, the win-
ter chill seems to have died down since the afternoon, and it’s pleasant to be outside under the streetlights. The noodle 
shop where we ate earlier is dark inside, and I regret having declined to take our leftovers. I wish that I had pulled myself 
together and eaten that white mystery spear. Small regrets. I think that our street might be coming up, so I examine the 
signs high up on the traffic light poles, but they’re hard to see in the dim lighting.
       ***
 I sit at the wheel, talking with Mike about the people we can see through the hundreds of cars waiting anxiously 
around mine. We quiet down when border guards walk past, and consciously try to act as innocuous as possible in 
anticipation of a gentle tap on the car window. We have nothing to fear, having only added two shot glasses, a few cheap 
t-shirts, and a half-finished cup of coffee to our possessions since we crossed the border yesterday. It reminds me of 
the theft detection systems at the doorways of stores in the mall. I don’t steal, but I always hold my breath when I walk 
through them. Mike and I laugh.
 The brake lights click off on the car in front of us. I can see America through the windshield, all glowering faces 
and passport checking. As I drive up to the booth, hidden cameras flash from all sides and steal our faces, like dozens of 
roller coaster photos. I wish I’d known to throw my hands in the air.
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 Since the election of 
President Barack Obama, the 
American people have expe-
rienced a plethora of signifi-
cant political developments.  
Although some of Obama’s 
supporters were hoping for 
immediate and sweeping 
reform due to his high rates of 
approval upon taking office, 
his legislative record is indeed 
remarkable considering the 
firestorm of opposition he has 
faced from the far right.  Pres-
ident Obama has managed to 
positively impact millions of lives and has allowed 
democracy to permeate throughout the country in 
unprecedented ways.  Previously marginalized Ameri-
cans helped elect this president, and are finally gain-
ing shade under the umbrella of political democracy.  
Obama is challenging normalized and discriminatory 
molds that the United States has fashioned over the 
course of its history.  Concurrently, he is promoting a 
more democratic political system via the expansion of 
rights such as equal pay and health care.  This enact-
ment of democratic principles is the most significant 
political development since Obama’s election. 
 The Lilly Ledbetter Fair Pay Act was one of 
Obama’s first legislative actions, one that helped bol-
ster confidence among his female supporters.  During 
his first days in office, President Obama assumed the 
role as a vanguard for equal pay; as a candidate he 
had promised to promote efforts to close the pay gap 

for women and minorities.  
Not long after the pas-
sage of the Lilly Ledbetter 
Act, Obama answered the 
public’s concerns pertain-
ing to torture by attempting 
to close Guantanamo Bay.  
The Hate Crimes Preven-
tion Act, known as the 
Matthew Shepard Bill, ex-
panded federal designations 
of hate crimes to include 
gender, sexual orienta-
tion, and disability.  In a 
historic decision, President 

Obama directed military leaders to develop policies in 
anticipation of the repeal of Don’t Ask Don’t Tell—a 
landmark moment many consider to be Obama’s most 
tangible human rights success since in office.  The 
repeal was signed in December, 2010. However, it will 
not come into effect until 60 days after the military 
certifies that the new policy will not affect the coun-
try’s readiness. Undoubtedly the most contentious 
legislation proposed by President Obama’s adminis-
tration was signed into law in March of 2010.  The 
Patient Protection and Affordable Care Act and the 
Health Care and Education Reconciliation Act of 2010 
(together, the Health Care Reform of 2010)  expanded 
health care coverage to millions of Americans and 
initiated reforms to encourage a prevention-focused 
system.  
 With hegemonic status in the world’s current 
unipolar layout, the United States flaunts its ideals and 

President Obama: Bolstering Democracy with  
                         Legislative Success

BY MARY NICHOLAS

• OPINION •



frequently aims to impose democratic morals through 
diplomacy and intervention.  Unfortunately, hypocrisy 
has clouted legitimacy within the U.S. government.  
The government is supposed to act for the people, 
however, the United States has a deleterious past that 
refused women the right to vote until 1920 and refused 
African-Americans the right to vote until 1964.  Gay 
Americans, until Obama’s recent repeal of Don’t Ask 
Don’t Tell, were not allowed to openly serve in the 
armed services.  Women, minorities, and people of 
certain sexual orientations continue to struggle for 
equal rights from a government that claims to act as 
the world’s role model in democratic policy.  
 President Obama has begun to transform the 
U.S. government into a lawful body that makes politi-
cal choices in accordance with democratic values.  The 
Lilly Ledbetter Fair Pay Act addresses the ongoing 
relevancy of pay discrimination, while the attempt 
to close Guantanamo Bay puts American policies on 
torture and the Geneva conventions back into the spot-
light.  The repealing of Don’t Ask Don’t Tell grants 
thousands of soldiers their deserved legitimacy and 
respect, while paving the way for a strengthened and 
more unified armed services.  Furthermore, the repeal-
ing of the Act reflected a more accurate representa-
tion of the U.S. military by providing a more detailed 
description of the diversity within the organization. 
The Health Care Reform of 2010, a piece of legisla-
tion many Americans felt was long overdue, aimed to 
repair some of the flawed system’s faults and mini-
mize the overwhelming power that corporations have 
over health care.  President Obama worked vigorously 
to achieve all of these goals, and showed a genuine 
fervor that reminded Americans political honesty had 
not completely disappeared from the White House.  A 
sense of transparency developed in the government 
which had proved dormant until Obama resurrected 
the seemingly outdated policy.
 Considering the amount of lobbying involved 
with campaigning, corporations are inevitably in-
volved in U.S. politics. Subsequently, government 
transparency has become a promise of President 
Obama’s.  Through the Open Government Directive, 
the President requires governmental adherence con-
cerning the disclosure of White House documents to 

the public.  However, transnational corporations con-
tinue to influence politics, causing many politicians to 
act in favor of maximizing corporate profit instead of 
protecting the needs of the general public.  Although 
it is nearly impossible to shun powerful corporations 
altogether, President Obama has been leading exten-
sive efforts to act on behalf of the American public. 
The Health Care Reform of 2010 expands coverage to 
32 million Americans who were previously uninsured.  
With health care reform, the government would keep 
health insurance corporations in check by offering 
subsidized health insurance exchanges.  Some Tea 
Party legislators and conservatives argue that this is 
“socialized” medicine, and impairs American free-
doms by essentially forcing participation, yet millions 
more people gain access to medical attention and have 
the opportunity to live healthier lives.
 Instead of isolating and vilifying the Republi-
cans, Obama furthered democratic ideals by emphasiz-
ing cooperation between parties in order efficiently 
accomplish as much as possible for the American 
people. Many of Obama’s speeches have emphasized 
the essential nature of bipartisan cooperation.  Mem-
bers of Congress worked together to reach a compro-
mise, and passed health care reform legislation that 
harbored positive change for millions of Americans.  
By employing his charismatic nature in political col-
laboration, President Obama has produced beneficial 
relationships with key politicians for the maintenance 
of public interests. 
 A fundamental change has occurred within 
the United States.  Obama has ushered in an era of 
political sincerity, while improving the definition of 
American democracy.  Many Americans appreciate 
the increased accountability of the government since 
Obama’s election, pertaining to the use of torture, 
for example.  The system is still flawed—it would be 
naïve to believe otherwise.  However, the implications 
of numerous political developments since Obama’s 
election should not be understated.  Continued fo-
cus on bipartisanship can help to thwart the negative 
outcomes of uncompromising politics.  Acts passed 
ensuring equal rights of U.S. citizens incorporate more 
people into democracy, while increasing its functional-
ity.  
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 President Obama is reviving the political 
system along with the American people.  Throughout 
his campaign and journey into the Oval Office, Presi-
dent Obama displayed a determination responsible for 
rejuvenating openness, unification, and development 
within the political system. Additionally,  a sense of 
empowerment has been instilled in U.S. citizens—
individuals have begun to recognize their potential 
as agents for change.  Americans have adopted an 
increasingly active role in politics, resulting in greater 
democracy. One could even argue that the ascendancy 
of Tea Party official representation in the legislature, 
often elected by anti-Obama vitriol, has broadened our 
democracy.  President Obama has worked indefati-
gably to create a system more reflective of American 
needs, and is guiding the United States into a progres-
sive future. 
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 With a name like Colleen, you don’t get called Italian much. Instead, most people reach the conclusion that you 
have a taste for corned beef and some degree of experience with worshipful songs about liquor. In my case, both things 
are true. Aside from cheddar cheeseburgers with succulent layers of bacon and mushrooms piled atop a medium-rare 
ground beef patty, corned beef is the biggest thing I miss since boarding the S.S. Vegetarian. And don’t get me started 
on the music— for the first five years of my life, my dad sang me to sleep with “The Real Old Mountain Dew,” featuring 
the lyrics, “It fills the air with perfume rare/ And betwixt both me and you/ As home we roll, we can drink a bowl/ Or a 
bucketful of mountain dew.” One day, about six years later, it dawned on me out of nowhere that the song was not about 
soda. 
 My mom’s side of the family is Italian; Sicilian, to be exact. I don’t feel particularly close to Italian culture, having 
been surrounded by enough Irish-ness to last a lifetime. However, there is one factor of my life inextricably intertwined 
with Italy, and that is eating. I was close to Grandma Tubiolo before she died, and though she was born in the United 
States, Sicilian traditions had no doubt been passed on to her. Her cooking, especially, displayed Italian influence: tripe, 
calamari, spaghetti and meatballs. Unfortunately, I refused to eat most of it growing up, due to my dislike of pasta sauce. 
She was understanding about this, and would simply make at least one separate dish without pasta sauce, ensuring that 
everyone had something of which to eat two or more helpings. The stereotypical Italian ‘mangia’ rule flows through the 
Italian bloodline.

Mom: Aren’t you eating tonight?
Me: What are you talking about? I just finished those mashed potatoes. 
Mom: Ah, Colleen, if you only ate a little bit more, you might reach five feet tall after all these years! 
Me: I don’t think malnutrition is my issue.
Mom: Are you sure you don’t want some of this nice broccoli?
 I catch myself doing the same thing, though I am young and firmly embedded in Irish-American culture.
Me (to my niece): Azure, I’m so glad you could come over! Are you hungry?
Azure: Nah, I’m fine.
Me: Oh, come on, we’ve got plenty of food. These cookies, some leftover lasagna, Jell-O… You’re absolutely 
sure you’re full?
Azure: Yes. 
Me: Okay, well, if you want a cookie later, just help yourself. You can take more than one if you want. 
 
 On Halloween, I give the kids handfuls of candy, instead of just one skimpy fun size Snickers bar. If 
I have lunch with friends, and they don’t seem to be eating enough, I catch myself starting to say something 
like, “Won’t you be hungry later?” This is ironic, since I myself don’t particularly eat much; frequently, a few 
bites of pasta is all it takes to fill me. You’d think I would be able to project the ability to not be hungry onto 
somebody else. Consciously, I can do that, but somewhere in the knee-jerk social reaction center of my brain, I 
simply want to make sure everyone is getting enough nourishment. 
 If you ask me about my heritage, I’ll probably say Irish first, my mind immediately jumping to memo-
ries of past St. Patrick’s Day parties. But the Italian streak continues to exist. I’m sure it affects more than my 
relationship with food; perhaps I only concentrate so heavily on that aspect because I would very much like to 
eat dinner right now. I think my mom is making stuffed shrimp or something like that. 
 So I may have to get back to you on the greater complexities of my Italian heritage. We can talk over 
lunch. 

Italy in Me
BY COLLEEN WILSON

• OPINION •
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 The words “Buenos 
Aires” and “Argentina” imme-
diately bring to mind images 
of the tango, Evita Peron, and 
expansive plains of grassland 
called the Pampas. Argentina 
strikes some as a uniquely Eu-
ropean and Latin country that 
lies below the Equator. Sadly 
enough, I also held other, more 
negative views of Argentina. I 
believed it to be a very poor, 
underdeveloped country rife with political problems and 
burdened by unstable economic practices. Given how 
little I knew about the Falklands War, I believed that the 
people of Argentina would be very militaristic, hostile 
towards Americans (due to our close ties with the United 
Kingdom), and generally aloof and suspicious of tourists. 
These were the images of Argentina that I held before go-
ing there for two weeks over winter vacation as part of a 
study abroad program. I am absolutely thrilled to say that 
Argentina was nothing like I imagined. 
 The first thing one notices when traveling from 
the international airport in Ezeiza, to Buenos Aires is 
the people. Along the intercity highway, cars are parked 
every few feet along the shoulder of the road. Families and 
friends gather play soccer, have cookouts, or just relax on 
the margins of this major highway. Imagine someone just 
pulling over on the side of the NYS Thruway and starting 
up a game of baseball! Signs of poverty are evident on the 
outskirts of the Buenos Aires metropolitan area, but the 
conditions are hardly worse than the low-income hous-
ing on the outskirts of many North American cities. The 
center of Buenos Aires feels very similar to New York City, 
but it has its own “vibe” that sets it apart. I am hesitant 
to use the word “grittiness” because to many such a word 
would carry with it a negative connotation. Still, it is the 

best term to describe Buenos 
Aires. I never felt threatened by 
locals or nervous when touring 
the city, but one does become 
immediately aware of the fact 
that one is, for lack of a better 
term, a stranger in a strange land. 
However, the Argentine people 
did prove themselves to be noth-
ing but warm, friendly, welcom-
ing. During my two-week stay 
I never met a hostile or distant 

local. So long as I tried to speak and understand Spanish, 
the Argentines were friendly as could be, and even when 
the language gap proved too large to bridge they were still 
exceedingly friendly. 
 The purpose of my study abroad program was to 
examine issues of environmental conflict in cities in de-
veloping countries. It is in this respect that Buenos Aires, 
and more broadly Argentina, shows itself as a develop-
ing country. Recycling receptacles are absent in the city, 
the subway system is woefully small, and great heaps of 
trash pile up on the curb on a daily basis. My time there 
consisted of field visits to sites such as a water treatment 
plant, an ecological reserve, and a working landfill as well 
as a traditional classroom setting. This methodology, 
classroom instruction followed up by a field visit, proved 
highly effective in informing myself and my classmates of 
the environmental hurdles that developing countries must 
overcome. How can we get people to recycle more? Do 
we have the money and political resources to construct a 
new landfill? What effects will increased urban population 
have on the environment and our already strained re-
sources? These are the types of questions that Argentina, 
as well as other developing countries, is grappling with. 
Based on what I experienced in Buenos Aires, I believe 
that Argentina has the capacity to become a much more 

Buenos Aires: The Paris of South 
America 

BY ERIC GOMEZ
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environmentally sustainable country without sacrificing 
the quality of life of its residents. 
 Trying to capture the essence of what I expe-
rienced in Buenos Aires is an exercise in futility. It was 
without a doubt my best college experience and one of the 
best experiences in my life thus far. I strongly encourage 
all college students to do a study abroad if it is within their 
means, regardless of their major.  I was incredibly happy to 
discover that all of my negative stereotypes about Argen-
tina were dispelled by only a two-week stay in the country. 
Buenos Aires is a modern, industrial city with a vibrant 
culture. Individuals are, for the most part, not poor, but 

great income dipartites do exist between the rich and poor, 
as in every society. In terms of environmental sustainabil-
ity, Buenos Aires has the means to become a greener, more 
sustainable city, but a great social and political effort will be 
needed to make the necessary changes. Going to Buenos 
Aires taught me more about the people of Argentina and 
the issues facing it than any book or film could have. Expe-
riencing the country and the city first-hand also dispelled 
many negative stereotypes I held about the country and 
the region in general. 

 Recent demonstrations in the Middle East calling for key changes in various areas of political, social and econom-
ic life will likely cause considerable change on a global scale in the next few months. Policy makers have been on the edge 
of their seats, analyzing each occurrence in these countries to attempt to determine which path these Middle Eastern 
nations will follow. Many Western leaders hope that the demonstrations will make way for the downfall of various anti-
democratic leaders in many Middle Eastern countries (a result which has already been seen in Egypt), and which will 
subsequently spur the growth of democracy. However, as Clifford D. May establishes in “An Arab Spring,” these uprisings 
are not foretellers of the future, and perhaps the demonstrators alone will not be able remove their totalitarian rulers and 
establish democracy. 
 Accordingly, to stand by and watch as these demonstrators struggle for freedoms in their nations could be a 
mistake of great proportions. Furthermore it could threaten U.S. national security, as well as global security. If the proper 
measures are not taken to aid the demonstrators to help oust these dictators, it is possible “that one form of oppression 
will simply replace another” (May). However, if the United States and other democratic nations lend a hand, perhaps 
democracy will be a more viable outcome. In Libya, direct aid from the U.S. and NATO has undoubtedly been a factor in 
damaging President Gaddafi’s government. Since the U.N. has imposed a no fly zone, NATO warplanes have been active 
in Libya and much pressure has been put on the regime. Notably, Foreign Minister Moussa Koussa and another senior 
official, Ali Abdussalam el-Treki resigned and fled the country recently. Tommy Veitor, an American national security 
spokesman argues that, “Moussa Koussa’s decision shows which way the wind is blowing in Tripoli.”
 Many critics would say that it is not the place of the United States to impose such force on other nations in an 
attempt to implement our own form of government. However, simply disagreeing with a regime’s way of governing will 
not do much to promote change. As May points out, attempts by President Obama to engage the Iranian theocracy “has 
yielded no results.” Contrastingly, economic sanctions and military intervention (under desperate circumstances) have 
undoubtedly fostered changes. It is necessary to ask oneself, when people are screaming for liberty and freedom, values 
which our nation holds so dear and moreover when the security of our own nation comes into question, does it not seem 
necessary to take action? 

Opportunity for Democracy in the 
Middle East 

BY CAROLINE CARLSON
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 Applying to the E.U. in 1987, Turkey has 13 open chapters of discussion towards the ascension process. Reforms empha-
size human rights and political equality, even as support for E.U. membership is wavering. Balancing an often monolithic percep-
tion of Islamic Turkish identity and modern democratic institutions, Turkey is a unique bridge between East and West. Following 
E.U. recommendations to fulfill the Copenhagen Criteria would benefit the Republic of Turkey, even if cultural or other factors 
permanently delay E.U. ascension. 

Prep Time: 24 years
Cook Time: varies, depending on when Copenhagen Criteria is met
Ready Time: After meeting all Copenhagen Criteria, cook to suiting Europe Union tastes

1. Preheat oven to Article 301. 
While the number of prosecutions under Article 301 and similar restrictions on freedom of speech have declined in re-
cent years, criminalizing critical commentary of Turkey is a serious infringement on freedom of expression. For best taste, 
reduce heat on journalists and academics. Use a glass dish for increased transparency.  

2. Take one whole Turkey and remove violations of human rights. 
Kurds make up 20% of Turkey’s population, yet are still denied linguistic equality and political representation. Rights of 
religious and ethnic minorities such as Jews, Armenians, Christians and Greeks are not successfully preserved. 

3. Stuff Turkey with equal parts racial, religious, gender and ethnic rights. 
 If struggling with equality stuffing, follow the protocols in European Convention for the Protection of Human Rights 
and Fundamental Freedoms.  Add salt to taste. 

4. Secure stuffing with legal protection of minority and women’s rights. 
Legislative protections of religious freedom and political and personal rights add a full-bodied taste to Turkey. For extra 
flavor, try increased broadcasts in languages other than Turkish. Embracing a variety of freedoms is the spice of life. 

5. Once stuffed, cover whole Turkey in equal parts butter, democracy and secularism. 
The separation of mosque and state and a commitment to democratic institutions is critical. Equality before the law, 
transparent government, civilian military control and an independent judiciary to support freedoms must be generously 

Grandma Copenhagen’s Slow-Cooked 
Turkey Recipe for Democracy and E.U. 

Ascension
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applied to Turkey. Historic military coups and one-party rule have hindered the consolidation of democracy. A generous 
coating of democracy that conforms to E.U. standards makes a great addition to any Turkey. 

6. Place Turkey in pan-Eurasian context.
 Surround with European, Middle Eastern Russian, Armenian and Cypriot garnishes. Add others as necessary. Seeking 
E.U. membership, focus reforms on bringing Turkey to E.U. standards. However, normalization of relations with Armenia 
and historical truth need to be emphasized. A permanent solution to divided Cyprus is also necessary. Furthermore, as a 
democratic, Muslim, and modern state, Turkey should be seen as a regional force and helpful foil for neighboring states. 
Add pepper to taste and sprinkle entire dish with common sense, highlighting the importance of normalized relations 
with neighbors and the potential for Turkey, as a reconciler of Islam and democracy, to play a positive mediator role in 
Arab conflicts.

7. Cook until tender, garnish to style. 
Decades after applying to the European Union, membership may not be the ultimate goal it once was. E.U. criteria would 
allow the consolidation of democracy, normalization of diplomatic relations, guaranteeing of human rights, and strength-
ening of economic relationships, and would establish Turkey as a model of Muslim and democratic identity.  It is a 
process that will take time and dramatic changes, but reforms –even if we do not end up bringing Turkey to the European 
table –will make for a better Turkey. 

 Sometimes he liked to sit at the seashore and watch the waves roll in. He would come after lection on Shabbat or 
in the short breaks he got away from the synagogue and just look out over the sea, to the clouds and to the expanse above 
them. Vibrant blue, so rich in hue. The wind flowing through his chestnut hair to throw the mess of it into more of a mess 
than before. The linen garment he was clad in rustling and folding in on itself, pressed against his skin. Until with the 
cessation, their movement would cease, too, and they would ease back down to their proper place. Yeshua sitting there, 
eyes closed, enjoying it all. Then the surf would come up around his toes, between every groove and crease, and he would 
smile and ease his feet into the dirt, pressing them in as he had in days long passed. He would pull them out and stretch 
his legs out straight, digits extended, and lean back in the shallow water with his hands behind his head. Eyes to the infi-
nite heavens, never an end in sight. The color ubiquitous throughout. The landscape and the feel of the water, and of the 
air, and the grit beneath his feet, had a calming effect on him in trying times. More natural than the city behind his back. 
More like home.
 One day when he was lying there he heard two men down the beach that sounded to be in heated argument. He 
turned on his side and let his eyes adjust to the earth. They were standing a ways off by a moored schooner, a newly con-
structed one by the look of the planks and the iron nails that still shone in the sun. The men had dark skin and dark looks, 
and scowls on both faces when their mouths were shut long enough to hold one. There had been an unwritten contract 
between them that one had broken, from what Yeshua could hear, and by the sound of their gruff voices they were mov-
ing further from a peaceful resolution by the second. He pushed himself up from where he lay and left his sandals by his 
imprint in the dirt. The wet sand clung to his legs with the composition of molasses as he approached on cautious feet.
 “Is everything alright?” he asked the pair.
 The one against the boat turned with a shrug, but his litigant was ready for the podium. “He said I’d have half the 
catch if I helped him and now he’s not giving me my while! A lying crook, you’re a lying worthless crook.” 
 The other jumped in at this point, but lazily. “I don’t know what you’re going on about, Petros.” “Did you promise 

Meeting Petros
BY JOEL INBODY
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him what he says you did?” Yeshua asked, watching the language of his body. He had to keep turning from side to side to 
ensure the one on shore wouldn’t try to tear the other to pieces.
 The man looked away. “No, I-“
 “Meet my eyes, and tell me what you were going to say,” said Yeshua.
 “Who made you judge?”
 “Please answer my question.”
 The man licked his lips and looked at him quickly, and then at the ground. “Look, I don’t really remember what I 
said, but I can’t possibly give him half. I’m in debt already.”
 “If you promised it to him, you should make good on your word. Are you a Jew?”
 The hired hand had been letting the mediator run things but with this comment he returned to the argument. 
Yeshua raised a hand in the hopes of calming him, but Petros pushed him aside and began to point and jab at the other’s 
face with his finger. 
 “If you’re a Jew, Elul, every crook in this city’s a Jew. You’re a promise breaker and a bastard and I should-“
 At the last insult the man had stirred from his indifference and was now rolling up his sleeves with his face set in 
a grimace. “Say that again; Just say it, you fool. My mother never touched a man besides my father and she was a good 
woman who took us to synagogue and-“
 “Well then you’re a bastard in spirit.” And with that the rugged fisherman spit in his face. 
 Fists flew immediately from both sides, and Yeshua was caught in the fray with hands raised trying to intervene. 
As he darted in to keep the men apart, he took a right hook to the face from the ship’s owner and went down to the sand 
with a pounding in his ears. The world spinning around him, shifted from its axis, veering about unhinged. Blood on his 
lips and the grit of the ground, he tasted both. When reality converged, and the fluid settled in his cochlea, he pushed 
himself off his belly. The scuffle had already begun to move inland by that point. Yeshua saw Elul throw a high punch and 
his accuser ducked. Then Petros feinted high, and the man moved to block, and, seeing an opening and an end, Pet-
ros seized the man around the waist and with a grunt tackled him to the ground. Another two punches to the face had 
brought the man’s flailing arms up in submission as blood poured from his nose. Nothing but fear in his eyes now - fear 
and shock. Yeshua steadied himself with one hand and got to his feet just as the victorious Petros was coming up.
 “Are you alright friend?”
 “Yeah, I’m. I’m ok.” He wiped his hand across his mouth and it came away crimson.
 “Did I hit you?” He looked uneasy.
 “No, I think it was him. But I’m ok.”
 “Good enough. Have a swing at the bastard while he’s still down. Hurting spectators now eh?” He gave the man a 
kick with his foot and there was a low grunt or moan from below.
 Yeshua stooped and he looked at the oath breaker who lay on the ground battered and beaten. Pathetic, really. 
Dull eyes fluttered as he ran a fragile self check. Perhaps his back had been hurt in the fall, for he squirmed but didn’t rise. 
Things shouldn’t have had to end this way. How brutish, how short, the lives of men. If only they knew another way. And 
Yeshua took pity on the fallen brawler and he took the man’s arm and put it round his shoulder and helped him to his feet.
 “Can you stand?”
 “Yeah.” His breathing was heavy but sounded regular.
 “Pay him what his half ’s worth and then get out of here.”
 “Ok.”
 The man tossed Petros a bag of coins. He emptied the lot of it into his palm.
 “Don’t take anymore than you’re owed,” Yeshua said. The man sighed and doled a few coins back in, and then he 
returned the bag. The rabbi would have helped Elul off, but he wouldn’t let him, and he stumbled off in the direction of a 
boat house where some other fisherman had gathered to watch the proceedings. The nets in his boat still needed empty-
ing and he was in no shape to do it.
 “Why’d you do that?” Petros asked, after a moment.
 “Why’d I help him?”
 “Yeah.”
 “It was the right thing to do.”
 “He was going to cheat me outta my share. You heard him.” 
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 “I know. But he was giving in towards the end. You didn’t need to hit him.”
 “Ah, he would’ve figured some way to wiggle out of it. It’s happened before.” He turned and looked out over the 
sea. “Why’d you get involved anyways?”
 “I wanted to make sure things turned out ok.”
 “Why?”
 “That’s what God would want me to do.”
 “Ah, God. They all talk about it and you see what it means. Nothing.” He spit again, in the sand this time.
 “Well, it doesn’t to me.”
 “First one I’ve ever met.”
 “That’s too bad”
 “Eh. It is what it is. What are you, anyway? A traveling lawyer?”
 “I’m a rabbi. I teach at synagogue sometimes.”
 He snorted. “Don’t expect to see me around.”
 “I won’t. But if you do ask for Yeshua.”
 “Alright.” 
 Yeshua turned to go, but Petros cleared his throat loudly. There was a long pause before he spoke. “Thanks uh, for 
the help back there,” he said. “I. Uh, well. Glad you were around.”
 “Of course.”

 The citizens of Japan endured immense suffering 
during World War II, leaving the land and the population 
permanently scarred. The most destructive and horrific 
attacks on Japan during World War II were the atomic 
bombings of Hiroshima on August 6, 1945 and Nagasaki 
on August 9, 1945, which ultimately drove Japan to their 
surrender on September 2, 1945. President Harry Tru-
man’s decision to drop the atomic bomb was highly con-
troversial and remains a topic of considerable, politically 
contentious debate. The death of hundreds of thousands of 
innocent civilians, the psychological damage incurred by 
survivors, and the infrastructural damage done to the cities 
has not been forgotten. The question of morality regarding 
Truman’s decision is still a heavily debated topic among 
historians. Was the decision to drop the atomic bomb an 
act of immoral military aggression or was the bombing 
necessary to ensure American national security? Whereas 

various scholars insist that Truman’s decision to drop the 
atomic bombs was indeed a necessary measure to end the 
war with Japan, much evidence points to the contrary – it 
was unnecessarily ruthless, immoral, and in fact a ploy to 
achieve ulterior motives. 
 President Truman regarded the atomic bomb as a 
saving grace and a major accomplishment for the United 
States. At one point, he declared that the bombing of Hi-
roshima was the “greatest thing in history!” To many, this 
may seem an unfitting description of an event that caused 
the complete destruction of two major metropolitan 
centers. However, there were many reasons why Truman 
considered this such a grand historical milestone. For one, 
Truman argued, “the dropping of the bombs stopped the 
war (and) saved millions of lives.” The atomic bomb killed 
hundreds of thousands of people at ground zero, but the al-
ternative option of dragging on the Pacific War would have 
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likely cost more lives than the explosion of the two bombs 
did. Additionally, for the American public, the bombings 
symbolized victory and a power ridden exit to the war.  As 
one American source described, “It is all but impossible 
to recall the instant change in American thinking, the new 
sense of confidence and power the first atomic explosions 
engendered.” It appears that Americans thought the posi-
tive consequences brought about by the dropping of the 
bomb outweighed the negatives, and thus had adequate 
reason to support  Truman’s decision.
 It remains essential to analyze the amount of 
destruction and tragedy that were brought about in Hi-
roshima and Nagasaki to properly assess whether or not 
Truman’s decision was morally right. At Hiroshima alone, 
approximately eighty thousand people perished that 
day, and tens of thousands more were burned; an untold 
number would die of radiation sickness in later years. One 
eye-witness described her experiences at ground zero by 
saying, 

 “Nobody there looked like human beings…There 
were people, barely breathing, trying to push their 
intestines back in. People with their legs wrenched 
off. Without heads. Or with faces burned and swol-
len out of shape. The scene I saw was a living hell.”

 This “living hell” was not limited to the Hiroshima 
context. Thousands of victims endured a similar horror in 
Nagasaki three days later.
 Many scholars insist that Truman’s decision to 
drop the atomic bomb was not necessary to an American 
victory and that diplomatic negotiation could have brought 
about an end to the war. Admiral Leady who served in 
WWII stated that, “the Japanese were already defeated and 
ready to surrender,” and that the dropping of the atomic 
bombs an unnecessary means to end the war. Eisenhower 
argued, “Japan was, at that very moment, seeking some way 
to surrender with a minimum loss of face…It wasn’t neces-
sary to hit them with that awful thing.” 
 Truman’s decision to drop the atomic bombs on 
Hiroshima and Nagasaki proved massively destructive, un-
questionably fatal and ultimately has proven itself to have 
been an avoidable act of aggression. Thus, the bombing of 
civilian sites,  the death of innocents, and the everlasting 
psychological struggles which survivors have had to endure 
leaves one to think: how could the president of a demo-
cratic nation so proudly support such an act of injustice? 
One American wartime source insists, “the name Hiroshi-
ma, the name Nagasaki are names for American guilt and 
shame.” 
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