
Dedicated to Stuart and Pete  
 P:  
 Observe a planet suffering. Have you noticed it? Billions of years of evolution-
ary labor thrown away. Pink fleshed, brown fleshed, plump and filthy, these miserable 
creatures squabbled in the dirt knowing that something was missing, but unsure of 
what. It was getting worse every day, for each one of them. The bigger ones stayed 
clean, physically at least, but they likewise were wallowing in the same dirt. They even 
had a habit of kicking in the faces of the smaller piggies. None of them really cared 
about what was going on around them; they were too busy with the unimportant. They 
deserved a good thrashing. They lived their lives and loved their mates. They ate the 
flesh of their own kind, metaphorically. 
 A:  
 It was half past midnight and Mahesh could not stop talking. No matter what 
he did, the words would simply keep flowing. It was all gibberish, really. Pseudo-
spiritual nonsense like ñVictory to God Divine.ò He had no idea where it came from. 
Mahesh had become a gateway to a higher plane, a mouthpiece for something 
greater than himself. ñThe personal world is unchangeable.ò It was one in the morning 
and Mahesh was standing in front of a group of hippies. He heard their laughter and 
replied with a message of the universe's infinite love. From then on, no matter where 
in the cosmos they were, they would always hear that message. 
 U:  
 In the history of the CIA, one of the darker anecdotes is that of Agent 421. 
Very little information about him (or her) is available, but its possibly mystic technique 
was feared by all who knew of it. Once contacted, the agent could not be stopped be-
fore it finished the job. First, someone close to the victim would go missing for a day 
or two. The loved one would soon reappear and confront the victim, ñGood evening, 
you know who I am? Yes, you know.ò Agent 421 had an unusual habit of making 
sheep noises when it killed. 
 L:  
 Julian was a scientist, and he had created life. Her eyes were like miniature 
LSD trips. Her pupils shone like the sun. When she escaped, he was devastated. The 
lab was near the waterfront, and that is where the symptoms first appeared. People in 
the city began to experience euphoria, hallucinations. A living weapon was loose. 
Julian bought the first train ticket he could; the city was no longer safe for him. When 
the men around him turned into plastic, he knew what had happened. Standing next 
to the turnstile was his girl. 
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 I:  
 It was in California where it first started; the trashy late night comedians loved that. A collectivist virus in a 
left-wing state, how funny is that? In San Francisco, a peasant was a cook was a teacher. When the infected 
started marching east, it stopped being a laughing matter. A priest was a porn star was an egg farmer. The horde 
did not sleep; the horde never stopped moving. There were some who were able to resist the meme. Some people 
were simply too individualistic. Businessmen, politicians, those with power, generally. The smiling jokers had their 
own form of punishment for those who resisted. The pigs tried to run, but it was too late. The first offshoots were 
already in Paris. 
 
 S:  
 ñAllow me to bring you down a level. You and me, we're going somewhere else. This whole society non-
sense, none of it is real. Don't worry about it. You'll find life easier when you're part of us. You don't understand, 
stop acting like an individual. You are nothing more than a component in the great machine that is this species. It's 
all right, not too bad. I disagree. I mean sometimes you'll find yourself thinking multiple thoughts at once. Like, 
sometimes I want to say both yes and no to a single question. That's the price of sharing minds, I guess.ò 
 
 D:  
 ñWe should let her join the combine. Her mind is unstable. Just looking into her eyes breaks our bond. Don't 
you understand how powerful we would be if we had her. Let's give this a try. None would reject our heavenly call. I 
can't believe we're thinking this. She's unnatural, a demon of science. She'll destroy us and then leave. We're natu-
ral? She wants to be part of us. She's not going to harm us. She is a blessing, can't you see? She was sent to help 
us. We can't take chances; we all know how important this for us. We can not believe what she is saying. She won't 
hurt us,ò the collective thought. 
 
 E: 
 Agent 421 stared at itself in the mirror. ñLook at the lonely girl,ò it thought. The face it now wore had once 
been part of a member of the collective. It sat in her tent and ate her rice. The agent opened a jar and removed a 
different face from it. It had belonged to a priest at one point. Wearing the face inspired the agent to write a mani-
festo no person would ever read. After all, it was probably the only individual left in America. Nobody would save 
the agent. For the first time, it felt lonely. 
 
 A: 
 Agape. Amore. Love. Agent 421 had grown to hate those words. The collective acted as though love was 
all the world required. They did nothing of value. Oh, they wold sing their songs and play their games, of course. 
But they didn't create anything. They didn't conserve their resources. The children among them were neglected, 
and those that were able to care for themselves would never be educated. They added nothing to the human body 
of knowledge. All they cared about was living their life of hedonism. Agent 421 was a nobody in the world of every-
body. It felt disgust. 
 
 D: 
 It was just the two of them now. ñYou could always take the easy was out, you know? I could make you trip. 
Just fall into a hallucination for the rest of your life. It would be merciful, a one-way ticket to paradise. I could even 
join you, if you want.ò 
 
 ñNeither of us are like them, we're not collectivists. We can't just give up on reality.ò 
 
 ñAre we supposed to restart society? Adam and Eve, only freakish? My way is simpler. Trust meò 
 
 Lucy's eyes began to swirl. Agent 421 was not going to have a choice. 
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Music: What is it? 
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Music.  
What 
exactly is it 
and how do 
you define 
it?  Merriam 
Webster 
defines it as 
following:  

Jacqueline Steiner 

Wow.  Iôm pretty sure I could not have come up with a more boring definition 
if I tried. 
 
For many of us, music is a necessary part of life.  Without is some of us 
might shrivel up and well, cry a lot.  I have over 700 CDs floating in my car, 
my apartment, my purse, book bags, grandparentôs house, and just about 
anywhere else I go. 
 
How many of you have an iPod?  How many have some other mp3 device.  I 
have two myself: an iPod and a Samsung.  One is amazing and one allows 
me to record radio or anything else I want in mp3 form.  For me music is just 
about the most important element in life.  I listen to it all the time and I am 
constantly finding new music.  One of my favorite places to listen to music is 
the Civic Center.  Luckily for us they like the Honors Program.  J  Pretty 
much about once or twice a month UWF Honors Program is given the privi-
lege to park cars for about two hours and then allowed into the concerts if 
there are seats available.  Itôs about the sweetest set up ever in my mind.  
Just last week we parked for the Celtic Women, and about three weeks be-
fore that we were allowed to go into a fantastic concert that headlined names 
such as Coheed and Cambria and Slipknot.  And we got in for the cost of 
hanging out with friends for two and half hours.  How can you NOT love 
that!? 
 
Keep your ears open and if you hear about a concert coming to town, con-
tact the Honors Fundraising Chair (Me) and see if we are doing parking for it. 

mu·sic 
Pronunciation: 

\῁my¿-zik\ 
Function: 

noun 
Usage: 

often attributive 
Etymology: 

Middle English musik, from Anglo-French musike, from Latin musica, from 
Greek mousikǛ any art presided over by the Muses, especially music, from 
feminine of mousikos of the Muses, from Mousa Muse 

Date: 
13th century 
 

1 a: the science or art of ordering tones or sounds in succession, in combination, 
and in temporal relationships to produce a composition having unity and continuity 
b: vocal, instrumental, or mechanical sounds having rhythm, melody, or harmony 

2 a: an agreeable sound 

mu·sic 
Pronunciation: 

\῁my¿-zik\ 
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Etymology: 

Middle English musik, from Anglo-French musike, from Latin musica, from 
Greek mousikǛ any art presided over by the Muses, especially music, from 
feminine of mousikos of the Muses, from Mousa Muse 

Date: 
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1 a: the science or art of ordering tones or sounds in succession, in combination, 
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b: vocal, instrumental, or mechanical sounds having rhythm, melody, or harmony 

2 a: an agreeable sound 

Now for the fun part!!   
 
Here are a few of the music sites 
I go to pretty much everyday or 
have run across: 
 
AOL Music Spinner 
YouTube 
MySpace 
Pandora 
Last FM 
Imeen 
Music.Yahoo 
iTunes 
MusicDiscovery 
Playlist 

http://music.aol.com/new-releases-full-cds/#1
http://youtube.com/
http://myspace.com/
http://pandora.com/
http://www.musicovery.com/
http://playlist.com/


                  
Itôs the Honors requirement that every student dreadsðthe infamous Hon-
ors thesis. Coming into the program, students are excited by the opportu-
nity to present at conferences, take exciting Honors seminars, register 
early, and participate in service and social events held by the Honors 
Council. Typically, for the first few years of an Honors studentôs life, the 
impending thesis is an unwelcome thought in the back of oneôs mind, hast-
ily shoved aside each time the topic arises. Eventually, however, every 
Honors student who is serious about completing the program requirements 
must sit down, pick a topic, talk to potential advisors, and start putting seri-
ous effort toward creating a quality Honors thesis. 
 
 I was one of the weirdoes. I began this process during the first 
semester of my Sophomore year, when Dr. Jane Halonen invited me to 
serve as an assistant administrator at the 2008 IUT Conference in Glas-
gow, Scotland. I spent nine glorious summer days gaining hands-on re-
search in the surprisingly complex field of event planning overseas before 
coming back to UWF in the Fall. It was at this point, however, that I real-
ized my work had hardly begun. I spent the next six months researching 

theories and practices in the fields of anthropology, communication arts, and theatre, attempting to relate each of 
these disciplines back to the profession of conference administration. The result of hundreds of hours of work done 
by Dr. Halonen and myself was a sixty-two page thesis entitled ñThe Roles of the Modern Humanities in Problem-
Solving at an International Conference.ò 
 
 Before you become frightened, realize that this is extremely long for a typical UWF Honors thesis. The end 
result of your thesis research is expected to be between twenty and thirty pages in length, varying of course de-
pending on the academic field to which your research pertains. I also worked with a highly detail-oriented thesis 
advisor whose goal was to turn me into a disciplined writer. Despite the countless revisions and hours of work I 
poured into my thesis, however, I know that I could not have worked with a better faculty member for my personal-
ity and level of motivation. Dr. Halonen was the absolute best advisor I could have wished for, and I would like to 
believe that by working on this thesis together, we formed a strong academic, professional, and personal bond 
with one another. Each student has a different level of work ethic, however, and wishes to achieve different out-
comes with his or her Honors thesis. The trick is to find an advisor that will help the student to achieve his or her 
individual goals. 
 
 I presented my Honors thesis at the 2009 Southern Regional Honors Council Conference in St. Peters-
burg, FL. This presentation actually landed me a gig as a student representative on the Executive Board of the 
2010 SRHC Conference. This is one of many doors that I am sure my thesis will help to open for me in years to 
come. Having completed a project of such magnitude on event planning (something I enjoy with a unique passion) 
will help to set me apart in this field in the future. 
 
 Although my thesis is complete, I plan to continue working on my research this summer in Vancouver at 
the 2009 IUT Conference. Hopefully, I will present my new finding at the 2009 National Collegiate Honors Council 
Conference in Washington, D.C. 
 
 The Spring 2009 Honors Thesis Workshop was held in mid-February this semester. At the workshop, Hon-

ors students Angelica Jenkins, Mark De Luna, Hien Nguyen, Stevie Neale and others shared their Honors thesis 

research experiences. We also heard from former Honors students Keysha Cron and Tim Moore. In addition, fac-

ulty members Dr. Wayne Bennett and Dr. Jocelyn Evans spoke with Honors students about choosing a thesis 

topic and advisor that fits the studentôs personality and academic interests. This interactive event is held annually, 

so if you missed it this year, please look forward to attending the Honors Thesis Workshop in Spring 2010. 

Chill Out! Itôs Just a Thesis. 
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 On March 20th, the honors program hosted a dinner complete with Italian food, live violin music, mur-

der and intrigue. The mystery was set in the Prohibition era of the 1930s, with the story centered around the 

godfather, Donato Brundizzi, played by David Tatem. The seventy-plus attendees ate salad, spaghetti, and 

cake while many Honors Council members met their dramatic fate. They portrayed best friends, former lov-

ers, and family members. But one in particular could not forget her unhappy past. The godfather had killed 

her parents, and she wanted revenge. Rita, played by Kelcie Lloyd, stabbed the godfather, declaring herself 

the ñnew godmotherò.  Audience members who guessed correctly as to ñwhodunitò received certificates and 

Honors merchandise. The entire night was a huge success, and Ashley Armbruster, the Social Chair of the 

Honors Council, hopes that there will be something similar in the future. Special thanks to the entire cast for 

their impressive performances: Blaise Moehl, Jennifer Oelschlager, Monika Scott, Stephen King, Chelsea Pit-

vorec, Rebecca Barnhart, Ann Swisshelm, Kelcie Lloyd, David Tatem, Taylor Boes, and Dr. Lanier.  

Murder Mystery! 

Rebecca Barnhart 


