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At the university, perhaps most of 

what we learn is not surprising, 

though we did not know it before, but, 

occasionally, there are moments when 

we don’t learn, but realize; our entire 

mind, mood, or being does not take 

facts inward, but moves outward and 

claims some phenomenon, concept or 

space in the vast sphere of knowledge 

for its own.  This is epiphany. 

   Though I had considered epiphany 

as a theme for the “Looking-glass” 

before, I was not struck by the univer-

sality of the experience until I re-

ceived the submissions for this semes-

ter’s newsletter.  The content of this 

issue—which is slightly larger than its 

predecessors—testifies to this fact.  

Some of the students chose to write 

about how they came to hold certain 

political viewpoints, whereas others 

expressed their realizations through 

poetry and fiction.   

   However, what these pieces have in 
common is their originality which, 
obviously, is what is most beautiful 

about moments of epiphany.  Perhaps 

this is because, while we can teach 

most people what we learn, we can 

not force them to learn the concept 

in the same way as we do; nor can 

we be sure that they will see the 

concept in the same way that we 

have.   

   Finally, it should be noted that 

since we are at a university, mo-

ments of epiphany are probably 

quite common.  Nevertheless, while 

we all have moments in which the 

entirety of our being moves us to 

knowledge, these moments rarely—

if ever—are acknowledged.  These 

pieces will possibly remind us that 

our experiences are individual, but 

not alone in their individuality. 

   As usual, our newsletter is grate-

ful to the Honors Program faculty, 

particularly Dr. Kenneth Faunce for 

encouraging his students to submit 

their work for publication.  We are 

also grateful to the students who 

took the time to write for our news-

letter, and to the readers who pre-

vent the writers’ work from going 

unread. 

— James Banks, “Looking-glass” 

editor  
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The Globalization of Love by Elisa Breismeister 

 

  I went to my sister’s wedding this week-

end, in Canada. From the outset, I was 

determined to give all my energy in order 

to make this wedding a success and bless 

her family. I say “her family” because in 

truth, she’s not my sister, but I’ve simply 

been adopted into her family. Not by 

blood, not by law, but by a much stronger 

force: Love. 

  My sister Mandy is someone who has 

impacted my life in ways that 700 words 

simply can’t express. I met her in our ca-

baña in Pichilemu, Chile. Really, the 

southern hemisphere is where this entire 

story begins. So, I’ll tell it chronologically, 
traveling from Chile to end up on the op-

posite side of the earth in Canada. After 

all, the world is small. First I met the man 

who was her husband to be: a Chilean 

named Jorge Santana. I see that the world 

is small because I’m part of Jorge’s family, 

too, since I lived among them for a month. 

We got along well while I was serving in 

Concepción as a missionary with his 

church and he promised that he’d introduce 

me someday to this Canadian girl whom he 

loved, Mandy Barto. They were both 

YWAM missionaries, too, and had met 

several months earlier. Just then, she hap-

pened to be home in Canada visiting fam-

ily. But things worked out so that the three 

of us were in school together five months 

later, in Pichilemu, Chile. Jorge’s promise 

was upheld, and Mandy and I became very 

close—like sisters.  

  The world was small enough for their 
love to begin and for me to become a fast 

friend to both of them. Despite the differ-

ence in language between English and 

Spanish, Mandy and I delighted in learning 

a new culture and clowning around as 

friends in Pichilemu, Chile.  Jorge and 

Mandy learned to love one another beyond 

the language and cultural difference, too.  

  Long story short: I found myself in Ed-

monton, Alberta, Canada crying with joy at 

the consummation of their miraculous 

courtship as they embark on a new 

path as wife and husband.  Two of 

their other YWAM friends and I 

represented Jorge’s Chilean family 

because we were set in the right 

place at the right time. Jorge’s and 

Mandy’s love, like God, transcends 

geographical boundaries, language 

barriers, and spans of time. I went to 

their wedding to be a support and 

blessing to both of them, and they 

ended up blessing me. “Blessing” is 

a noun, verb, and adjective used to 

describe a person who acts with the 

goal of achieving the maximum 

benefit of another without hoping 

for anything in return. That’s also 

how I would define love: seeking 

the maximum benefit of the other, 

without demanding anything in re-

turn.  It hit me today as I went to 

Canada with plans of only giving 

love, I was blessed in return by the 

open arms and welcoming generos-

ity of the Barto family. This type of 

family love, extended to me by the 

Barto and Santana families in two 

different hemispheres at two differ-

ent times, as well as the love be-

tween Mandy and Jorge themselves 

demonstrate to me the power of 

human relationships- near or far 

apart. This weekend has opened my 

eyes to the fact that the world is 

interconnected in a web of love.  

   Love, unlike marketplace trade or 

the sharing of food and fashion 

across cultures, is an unseen force 

holding the world in one piece. 

Genuine love cannot be packaged or 

sold, it is not visible or fully ex-

plainable, but it is a strong, globaliz-

ing force.  It is the miracle that cre-

ates a family when it appears that  
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“Love, unlike 
marketplace trade or 
the sharing of food 
and fashion across 
cultures, is an unseen 
force holding the 
world in one piece.” 



Portland Trip 

Intersection: a Work of Fiction by 

Ashley Peak 

 
 

  SEPTEMBER AVENUE - 

   It began on a Friday morning as twenty students piled into two large cans with all their gear—

some packed light, others brought cameras, formal wear, and a metric ton of homework.  The high-

light of the drive down the Gorge was the stop at the “Stonehenge” monument near Maryhill, 

Washington, where Mark Warner, Associate Director of the honors program, was sacrificed to the 

gods of Footwear.   

   As we neared our destination in downtown Portland, the shoppers among us were excited to see 

Powell’s Books down the street and a retro clothing store on every corner.  Aside from the two 

larger group activities, some students spent all their time in these stores, looking for the Holy Grail 

of Great Deals in thrifty fashions or bulk literature.   

   Friday night, the whole crew attended a modernized version of Ovid’s “Metamorphoses,” an an-

cient Greek poem that has influenced many artists over the millennia (Midas, Icarus, and Phoebus 

ring any bells?).  This version was supposed to be performed in a pool full of water.  Ultimately, it 

was performed dry because of a leaky stage.   The cast made up for it with a clever use of fabric 

and props, delivering a fantastic show.  After the curtain fell, most of the students went for what 

may be called a late-nite Gelatto at a little shop down the street from the hotel.  You may be won-

dering how anyone could have the energy to deal with Saturday after a Friday like that.  Let’s just 

say it was sunny and 75 for three days straight in Portland.  Saturday never looked so good; on the 

rooftop garden of the hotel you can munch on a croissant at the breakfast table and plot your course 

to world domination or even a quiet walk downtown.  Many people decided to check out the Satur-

day Market near the river, although some had grander schemes in mind and trekked to the far 

reaches of the city.   

   In the evening, Dr. Warner and a collection of novice diners boarded a train to Marrakesh.  No, 

this is not Crosby, Stills and Nash—I am talking about using the metro trams to get to a restaurant 

serving Moroccan food.  After thoroughly stuffing ourselves in an unusual atmosphere (no chairs, 

no forks, YES belly-dancing) we returned to the hotel.  A few night owls went back to Powell’s, 

while one intrepid crew went clubbing until all hours.   

   Waking up Sunday morning was followed by coffee at Multnomah Falls on the way to the Ore-

gon side of the Columbia River.  After a leisurely voyage back through the sunny countryside we 

debarked around 5 pm on Sunday in the Steam Plant parking lot.   

— Robert Harder 

 

 

 

Our eyes locked. 

Mine were black. His were 

dirty brown. My car lurched 

to a stop. It didn’t matter 

that I was in the middle of 

an intersection. My fingers 

tightened around the steer-

ing wheel. I could feel the 

sun behind me, pounding 

against my messy hair. 

Blackness invaded my pe-

ripheral vision. Dreams of 

violence and fury tried to 

suppress my logic. I fought 

back, but I fought half-

hearted.  
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one is alone, it is the force 

that attracts two people 

from opposite ends of the 
earth, and it’s what makes 

the world smaller and more 

tangible for the human be-

ing. 

Cracked Weld 

By Ivan Kuletz 

 

The piercing shriek of the gulls and 

Electric grinders 

Compete with the smell of low tide and 

Hydraulic oil 

For the right to assault my senses, 

Already overwhelmed 

By the slow shock of 

Memories of last summer. 

I do my best to ignore 

So that I do not become 

One of those haunted fishermen, 

Running away from their hurts 

To their only constant lover, 

The inconstant sea –  

I do my best. 

And yet, 

Here I am 

Again – 

Sailing backwards into specters. 

Mulligan 

By Ivan Kuletz 

 

 

I popped my hypothalamic clutch 

And dreamt 

Of Limitless Suns 

That merged their greatness 

In steadfastness 

And understanding. 

Life, 

In all its glorious mystery; 

Wiped out 

In one cosmically innocuous 

Hiccup 

To allow the Big Compression/Bang/Expansion 

And to take it from the 

Sub-Atomic Top, 

Once More, 

With Feeling: 

Twelve Million Miles a Minute 

Give or Take 

A Black Hole 

Detour. 
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Twin  by Heather Tyner 

 

Wake up, eat breakfast,  

I was not alone, 

 

Read the comics, brush my teeth,  

I was not alone, 

 

Kiss my mom, catch the bus,  

I was not alone,  

 

Sit in class, wait for lunch, 

I was not alone,  

 

Chat with friends, laugh a little,  

I was not alone,  

 

Go home, study hard, 

I was not alone,  

 

Family dinner, do the dishes,  

I was not alone,  

 

Look at schools, scholarships, 

I was not alone,  

 

Find a place, write the paper,  

I was not alone, 

 

Get a job, earn some money,  

I was not alone,  

 

Pack for school, say goodbye, 

I was not alone,  

 

Board the plane, arrive at college,  

Now I’m on my own.  
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This man standing in the middle of the road ruined my life.  He fucked my mom. I was seventeen. It tore my family apart. I came 

home almost every day of my senior year of high school to a crying father and a confused little brother. I grew up fast. I told my 

brother he could live with me when I moved out after I graduated. He wouldn’t put up with this like I did. This man just kept staring 

at me, his revolting mouth hanging open. I hated him. He ruined the year that was supposed to be mine. New Year’s was hell. Prom 

was hell. Graduation was hell. My last Christmas at home consisted of my parents screaming upstairs and my brother and I hiding 

downstairs, starving to death but unwilling to bring our feet up to the kitchen. He stood in front of me now. It was summertime. He 

was on foot. I was on four wheels. For the first time in months I felt powerful. I could control my life. It would stop spinning. Please 

stop spinning.  

 My eyes were closed tightly as these memories swamped my mind. I could keep my black eyes closed and slam on the gas. 

I wondered what it would be like to feel the thud of a human being against my sports utility vehicle. I could just keep driving. No 

one would know. I would just open my eyes and forget it ever happened. My heart screamed at me, “Do it. You deserve it. Look 

what he did to you. You’re pathetic.” Even if people found out, wouldn’t it be understandable? It would be a service to humanity if I 

had the guts. I could always plead insanity. I was underage. What could they do?  

 This guy, he has a website with photographs on it. I was never able to resist staring at them, mesmerized with rage. He had 

hacky-sack listed under his interests. What kind of twenty-seven-year-old man plays hacky-sack? He had disgusting, patchy facial 

hair and large, black circles under his beady eyes. I hated him. I loathed him. He was obviously unworthy of oxygen. His t-shirt had 

holes in it advertising some form of beer. How could my mom screw with my life for this worthless asshole? How? Am I that unim-

portant? Is my happiness worth this little? I felt vomit come up in my throat.  

 I felt a million moments pass. What day was it? I was still stopped in the intersection. I could have sat there forever para-

lyzed, but a car behind me obnoxiously honked. I could hit the gas pedal, or I could turn left. Back and forth, back and forth, back 

and forth. The car honked again. Realization. 

 Turning this guy into road kill would not give me back my senior year of high school. I could never have those memories 

back. It was lost. All that was left was for me to pick up these shards. I was moving out in a month. I could forget all about it. I 

slowly turned the wheel and accelerated. I would not let this haunt me for the rest of my life. I was stronger than that. I was brought 

up strong; I’m a fighter. I hated my life, and I was so close to having control...finally. There isn’t room for forgiveness. How would I 

ever learn to trust again? My parents had always seemed content. Why was I so blind and naïve? I wouldn’t be again. I would as-

sume the worst for always. I swore it. I could never be disappointed if I assumed the worst. God, I hated that ugly man. I let up on 

the accelerator; it wasn’t too late. That moron was still standing on the side of the road staring at me. Sigh. It was too late. I contin-

ued on. I pulled out my cell phone and dialed the one number that comforted me. My hand shook.  

 “Hello?” 

 “Hey. It’s me,” I whispered.  

 “What’s the matter love?” 

 “I saw the guy when I was driving. Can I come over?” I almost dropped the phone. I rolled down the window. The wind 

was startling. The sunshine warmed my neck. 

 “Sure. I’ll be waiting. I love you.” 

 I drove to my love’s house.  I got out of the car. He put his arms around me, and I was very afraid. We stood like that for 

too long. I looked up, and he smiled.  

 “No matter what,” I swore to myself, this wouldn’t happen to me. I’m better than this. I’m not selfish. I’m intelligent. I’m 

strong. I’m done with crying. I’m done with contemplating murder. My family is a living social disaster, and I was determined to 

live my life making up for it.  
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Politics from a Child’s Perspective:  

                                                       On Toleration by Aimee Cominotti 

Anton likes to play with dolls, his favorite color is pink, and he always plays with girls; I know what the statistical evidence 

says. He has always identified with the opposite sex, helping me shop and pick out “this is cute mommy” clothing and shoes, while 

his older brother Nedo would lay sprawled out in the aisle trying to trip people, rolling his eyes and scrunching his nose, “Come on, I 

wanna get a sword.” Anton usually ignores him and moves to the clearance rack.  

My boys don’t look alike, not even enough to pass off as cousins. Nedo was born two weeks late, blond and tall. He slept 

through the night since birth and is a klutz. Anton, on the other hand, brown eyed and short, was born sixteen months later. He could-

n’t wait to make his entrance into the world, almost falling into the doctor’s lap and still can’t sleep an eight hour stretch, at five 

years old. 

Lazy versus high strung. Six versus five. So it is no wonder they fight. And I mean Fight. “I’m sick of Anton, he’s like a 

girl,” and “Nedo won’t leave me alone, I don’t want to play.” Constant punches and slaps.  

But change can happen.  

In the spring of 2006, when the snow had receded enough to reveal the emerging green, the silence startled me. In order to 

avoid the constant screaming which had been particularly intense that day, I had sent them outside to play by themselves, for the first 

time. I ran outside to the curb.  

I called up the street.  

No answer.  

I called again.  

No answer.  

I screamed.  

No answer.  

I ran to the closet by the front door and threw shoe after shoe after shoe behind me. Then clumps of shoes were chucked 

behind, until I located two mismatched sandals. One right. One left. I ran back outside, hopping as I placed one then the other on 

each foot. I caught a glimpse of movement, and stopped. The boys came walking down the road towards me, sheltered by branches 

of pink crabapple blossoms. Both bare-chested and wearing matching blue jeans. Nedo swung a stick in one hand and Anton wore 

one of his stepfather’s shoes on one foot and his pink winter boot on the other. They walked, hands clasped tightly, and very close, 

together. 

 

 

 

     On Family Planning 

 

 I heard a high-pitched scream from upstairs—Anton’s had enough. Thump, thump, thump down the stairs, then Anton ap-

peared. As he ran towards me, I noticed how the front of his red shirt was stretched out. He was out of breath and sobbing. 

 “Mommy, Nedo, took my baby!” He dug his face into my shirt. His breath warmed my stomach. 

 Nedo poked his head and the doll around the corner. The naked doll swung by its leg, upside down. “It was time to come 

out. It was done.”  

Anton let out a muffled scream. I rubbed the top of his head and said, “Nedo, it’s your brother’s doll.”  

 “But, Mommy.” 

 “Give it to him.” 

 “But-,” 

 “Now.” 

 “Fine,” he said as the doll flew at my feet. 

 Anton lifted his head and picked the doll from the floor, “I say when it’s done.” 
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Thank you for reading, good luck with 

your classes and we hope that you will 

contribute to our next issue, which will 

possibly adopt a new format still in the 

    developmental stage.  

UI Honors Program 
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