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For Dr. Kukk, who has given his heart and soul to WCSU and its Honors students 
for 19 years. This magazine was made possible because of your constant support of 
student work and encouragement of creativity and interdisciplinary thinking. You 
taught us that the real art in life comes from the connections we make, the people 
we inspire, and the compassion we cultivate in our communities. We are forever 
grateful for the friendships that you have fostered, the ideas you have instilled, 

and the affinity for chocolate milk that you have spread. We are honored to pres-
ent the second edition of Perspective in dedication to you, a great professor, men-

tor, boss, and honorary dad. Thank you for everything.

Love, the Kathwari Honors Staff



Wading by Kyle Venditti



“A Word’s Beauty” by Claire Greene
 

I collect words like fine antiques,
admiring the way this ancient lexicon rolls off my tongue,

as if scripture can glow like crystalline candlesticks in the sun.

I create sentences like painters create art,
each syllable delicately placed, 

but never truly understood.

I cherish books like passions held close to my heart,
Comparing the glide of page against page as they turn in excitement

to gentle kisses shared in private moments,
Loved and filling my heart with content.
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Radioactive Rat 
by Danielle Nielsen
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“Spring’s Plague “ by Tyler Munroe 

we sing, blasting our playlists in the car just 
how we did two months ago when all this 
news wasn’t such a big deal. 

you turn to me and say, “i wonder if they’re 
going to start giving us a curfew.” i look back 
at you. “they pretty much already have.” 

the shopping centers and malls now close at 
8, or 7, or 6, and no one can eat inside any 
restaurants any more. i feel as though the very 
basis of our culture is beginning to be taken 
away from us and i just hope with all of my 
heart that things will go back to the way they 
used to be. 

i am not afraid of it, but i can feel people are 
afraid of me. grey-haired women stare at me 
as though i am a green glass bottle labeled 
with a skull that was just emptied into their 
drinks before their eyes. i avoid their glares by 
checking my phone, but i still feel watched as 
i read my mother’s texts about the groceries i 
must buy for our family. 

that night, you and i roamed the aisles of a 
Target together and we were welcomed by 
dust. the empty shelves where bread and 
tissues used to live are now clear and clean and 
blank, blank white. 

i feel panicked and afraid, unsure if the 
countless news articles are telling the truth or 
simply exploiting the fame that fear brings, 
and i am angry at the current state of the 
world. i am angry at behaviors, at laws, at 
statements, at everyone. i am angry at the loss 
of what i thought would be the best spring 
break of my entire life. i had all of my plans – 
all of our plans – burst into flames right before 
my very eyes. 

i am only thankful for your existence at this 
time. i cannot fathom this world, this broken 
planet we stand on, without you standing by 
my side. 

i feel like i can only withstand this current 
state of life if you are with me, breathing in the 
same polluted air. 

i lace up your new shoes as someone is rushed 
to the hospital. i compliment your outfit as a 
nurse discloses some test results. i smile on 
our drive to my house as another person dies. 

i will admit that i was angry about what i had 
lost. i felt like the whole world was against 
me and against us. it felt hopeless to try 
and impossible to win. i understand a little 
bit more about the world now and the true 
severity of this whole issue. i somewhat regret 
all of the times i left my house. a week’s worth 
of news can change a lot. 

back in the car, we are driving down the 
highway, listening to ‘folie à deux’ when you 
say, “they’re acting like it’s an apocalypse.” i am 
silent until i park the car and reply, “maybe it 
is.” and we exhale the polluted air. 

Amoeba by Divanie Yamraj 2



“50,000” by Pamela Cruz Aguirre
Fifty thousand clouds drifting through the sky
Fifty thousand dolphins traveling through the sea
And fifty thousand more memories made

Fifty thousand lights shining in the city
Fifty thousand crops planted in the field
And fifty thousand more stars burning strong

Fifty thousand brain cells at work
Fifty thousand tasks to do
And fifty thousand more memories to forget

Movie. Game. Book. Toy. Life.
How many are seen in time?
How many are lost to time?

Without even realizing they’ve gone
Fifty thousand a day, at least
And fifty thousand more to go

Jasper and Frank by ShawnaLee W. Kwashnak
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Taffy and Pumpkin by ShawnaLee W. Kwashnak

Freckles from Manes and Motions
 by ShawnaLee W. Kwashnak
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a sort of respect for the classics
by Satil Moni



“Insecurities”  by Olivia Geiger
We bloom, but sometimes our petals fall, fissure, float away. Swimming with the currents of the sky, 

our words live in the clouds. Even when we break, we grow again. Even when our breath flatlines there 
is another world waiting on the other side. Perhaps this world is more suited for a divine being such as 
yourself. Perhaps this exact world is at the brink of your fingertips, but you fear to touch it for you may 
be burned. How wrong you are, fire is what sustains passion, and without passion what is the meaning of 
it all? Passions vary, no one’s is correct nor logical, almost unexplainable. To deny passion is the cruelest 
of tortures. The silence of oppression, of suppression, sits in your toes, in your ears, in your heart like an 
anchor dragging you to the bottom of the sea: but you never die. Choking on your breath, on your own 
insecurities. Fishes swim with an envied freedom around your bound body. Their fins shimmer in the 
sliver of sunlight leaking in from the sky above. You wonder the feeling of light, for all you feel is the 
plaguing darkness. The haunting fact is this is a choice made by the grooves of your own broken brain, 
of your own solidified, undeciphered  insecurities. 

You have two brains, battling each other without any validated triumph. There is the logical mind 
that you hence listen to. It is merely there for protection, the mask in the face of the “other.” The logical 
mind is not you, it is what you want people to see. Then there is the mind truest to your purest form. It 
holds your deepest secrets coated in the crimson blood of your own doing. It holds your greatest plea-
sures soaked in the sins you never speak from your glossed lips. It holds the darkness of your beauty: 
These eyes speckled with green that pleads to be mended but also pleads to be recognized. It holds, with 
little delicacy, the rooted insecurities that inhabit the patchwork of your skin. With this torment sprouts 
empathy, and for that you should feel like a gift to a divided world. 

You need to find the balance, the equilibrium between the two worlds of thought. You deserve to fill 
your lungs with the light from above. You deserve to swim in boundless lengths. 

Unchain yourself, only you have the key. 

Island Flower by Jonathan Wencek
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Thomas Gaming
by ShawnaLee W. Kwashnak
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“When I Told You How Loneliness Felt” by Danielle Nielsen 

Beneath the streetlamp stood an entity emitting electric clouds of blinding white. It 
wore no face. It gasped no air. It bared no eyes yet its light poured into mine. Over the years, 
I’ve tried to befriend the light; I’ve emptied my chest to it and watched it turn and walk away. 
I’ve handed it my umbilical cord, the reins to pull me from the womb in which I lived familiar. 
This time, the light came to me, and from my home I heard it say, 
 I wanted to see you again. 
I shook my head and said, “you will leave when the sirens mellow.”  
 The light said, you were right; the cold is as vague as it is hollow. 
 “This time is no different,” I said. 
 The light opened its arms and said, I will give you my warmth. I will fill up your chest 
and we will walk into the Summer together. That I promise. 
 It’s static steps burned blades of grass and killed thousands of budding flowers across 
the globe. I peeled off my skin, my naivety and doubt. I opened the door and found a world of 
death. The body of light had left with its promise and followed the sirens elsewhere. 

Is This Sarah James Eddy?
 by ShawnaLee W. Kwashnak
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“verse xvi - i, the judge of my discord” by Satil Moni

it was not until i had my forehead on the ground 

that i felt that i had finally been freed from the warning philosophies, the clashing cultures, the 
undying dynamic between the answers i knew to be true, and the quest for them that refused to end

because what quest ends at the age of 16, 17

if you were to ask me to assign which of these two were good and evil, I could not tell you

it is a war that never ends in the self – the greatest of all wars that only ends well if “good” wins. 

But wars happen only when both sides fight for justice! [and then they forget that that is what they are 
fighting for]

they both want my judgement,
my self-sovereign decree,
as I am captain and yet slave with free will.

My judgement.
In this war, there is no good or evil.
There is only what you choose for yourself
[among them].

MRA 2014 Afternoon by ShawnaLee W. Kwashnak
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“Outside Looking In” by Pamela T. Cruz Aguirre

Caught between the focus and the zoom of the lens
The atrophied limbs of twenty-one years begin to move
But it was just a crawl of nanometers in the end
Staring up into the sun of this quiet room
Watching as it becomes the moon
Lost between ephemeral and permanent
Never knowing where to mark the map
Never knowing where one went
Drowning in a sea of air
Losing the way in the light
And all at once seized by fright
For by the time I could finally speak
It was already time to sleep

 Envy by Fatima Izzat



As You Were by ShawnaLee W. Kwashnak

11



“They Took the Trash Away Twice” by Nicholas M. Quinones
 I forgive you.
 Madeline had been trembling with anxiety since she first received Zachary’s letter; after reading 
the first line it changed to rage. She had stuffed the letter in her nightstand, vowing to never read it. For a 
few weeks she had not.
 Over time however, the three starting words of that letter came back to Madeline and she would 
tremble again, gritting her teeth. On grocery runs she sat in the parking lot, 
debating what she needed to be forgiven for. The dinners for her and her mother 
were burned the past few nights, Madeline drifting off in thought. At one point 
she tried to tear the letter to pieces, but her hands went weak when she gripped it. 
Discarding it would only leave her in the dark about what she did and leaving it in 
her nightstand left room for temptation.
 After three weeks she finally broke down and decided she would have to 
read it.
 I forgive you. For a while I thought that I did not have to. That I could just forget. But the thought 
always came back, the image of you with someone else. I thought that if I could not forget that I should 
then confront you. I tried to once; when my mother died and I came home for her funeral, I went to see 
you, stood outside of your house for an hour. I never knocked but your mother did see me, and she let 
me in. She told me you were happy with Trevor, and that my coming back would only ruin that. She told 
me that I should just move on, be happy myself. So, I went away again, deciding to distract myself with 
someone new. I met a girl who was great, had a wonderful sense of humor, loved to dance; I remember I 
could never get you to dance, you insisted you were too awful at it. She was good to me. But I was terrible 
to her. I was jealous of her friends, when they made her laugh, when she touched them casually. I was 
suspicious too, following her around when she was out, questioning her on where she had been if she was 
ever late for a date. After a while it was too much for her and she left me. I was bitter after that. I hated 
you, her, Trevor, your mother. I hated myself most of all. I started seeing someone, and they helped me 
work through some things. I think I am doing better now but my doctor suggested that I should tell you I 

forgive you. So here it is, in the form of this letter, my forgiveness. I genuinely hope 
the best for you and Trevor. 
 Love, Zachary.

Madeline placed the letter back into the nightstand and sat on her bed, listening to 
the sound of her clock. The letter had not brought her piece of mind but for now her 
confusion was in the forefront of her mind rather than her anger. She would have sat 
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in her room for hours, staring at her wall had a shout not brought her back to her senses.
 “Madeline!”She shot up in response to her mother’s shout. Down the stairs and through a hallway 
full of boxes, trinkets, and broken furniture, she found her mother at the kitchen table which was littered 
with bottles and old food.
 “Do you need something?” she asked.
 “Do I need something?” her mother said. “Yes, I need something. I needed dinner an hour ago. 
Why are you hiding away in your room instead of cooking? You weren’t expecting me to do it, were you?”
 “No mama, of course not,” Madeline said. She sprang into action, a flurry of motion around the 
kitchen, her mother’s reproachful gaze on her. This was their daily pattern and had been for a decade. As 
a part of that pattern Madeline asked her mother how she was taking to her most recent medication. In 
response the medicine bottle was thrown at the window next to Madeline’s head, causing her to flinch.
 “They give me the shits,” her mother said.

 Madeline cringed and felt her mother’s glare intensify.
 “I’ll tell the doctor in the morning then,” Madeline said. She moved to place the bottle in a 
cabinet above the counter but when she opened it, an avalanche of bottles cascaded out. She 
pushed them to the back of the counter, putting off reorganizing the medicine cabinet until 
later. From the table her mother chastised her, Madeline wanting to snap back that it was not 
her fault. It was her mother who insisted they hang on to the old pills. 

Her mother insisted that they hang on to most things, Madeline not even needing to take out the trash 
some weeks.

“What are you making tonight?” Madeline’s mother asked after calming down.
“Potato souffle with bacon,” she said, returning to peeling.

 “We haven’t had that in so long,” her mother said. “Not in the past few 
years, I think. Why are you suddenly making it? You aren’t trying to butter 
me up to ask for something are you?  If so, the answer is no. I already pay 
double on water and electricity supporting you.”

“Of course, not mama,” Madeline said, turning back to her mother 
and smiling. “It’s just that something happened, and I need some feel better 
food. Something to remind me of old times.”

“Well whatever it is, I’m sure you’ll be fine,” her mother said, rolling 
up one of the hundreds of newspapers off the floor and slapping a cockroach 
that had crawled on the table.

Madeline turned away from her mother, grimacing. She put the 
potatoes in a bowl and moved to wash them in the sink. The water took a moment to start, the pipes 
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creaking from strain. When it finally flowed out it had a crimson hue. She let the water run for a minute 
before it cleared up, the extra time allowing her to build up her courage.

“I got a letter from Zachary,” Madeline said. “You remember Zachary, right? I dated him way back 
in high school and a little while after.”

“Oh,” her mother said. “Well if you want me to get rid of it, I’m sure I could find a paper shredder 
that works somewhere in my office.”

Madeline considered taking her mother up on her offer, but it would 
not change what she knew, and she could not refrain from continuing. 

“Mama, why did you tell Zachary that I was seeing Trevor?” she asked. 
The room was silent save for the whispering drafts flowing through the walls 
and the occasional groan from the old pipes. “Mama did you hear what I said?”
 “Yes,” her mother said, offering up no further information.
 “Well?” Madeline asked, grabbing a potato masher.
 Her mother sighed. “Well you were, weren’t you? Did you expect me to stand 
by and let you keep stringing that boy along? You weren’t telling him, so I did.”

 Madeline paused in her mashing. “Mama, I was asking about his visit after his 
mother’s funeral. He had already broken up with me before then. How could I have been stringing him 
along if we were broken up? Had you told him I was seeing Trevor once before that?”
 There was a pause. “Oh, you were asking about the second time,” her mother said. “Well yes, I had 
told him before, soon after he went off to school. He called the house phone when you weren’t around. He 
was so hung up on you, asking how you were and telling me little messages to give you. It broke my heart 
to hear him, knowing you were seeing Trevor. I had to tell him and when I did, he asked if I could break 
up with you for him. It really was your fault for going behind his back like that.”
 “I was never dating Trevor, mama,” Madeline said, spinning to face her mother. “Why would you 
think that?”
 “How could I not?” her mother asked. “You two would go off to town leaving me here alone I might 
add, unable to take care of myself. When he walked you to the door, you would hang on to him and you 
would have a look in your eyes. I thought maybe you were putting out.”
 “Mama!” Madeline said. “You know I wouldn’t do that. You know it wasn’t like that, I told you it 
wasn’t like that so why would you lie to Zachary?”
 “I already told you, I didn’t think I was lying,” her mother said. “I think I’m done explaining this 
to you. Arguing isn’t good for my health.” Madeline nodded and returned to the task at hand, mashing 
harder than before. The room was silent only for a few moments before Madeline’s mother decided to pipe 
up again. “I never liked Zachary anyways, he was never good enough for you.”
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 Madeline’s hand slipped, nearly knocking the bowl off the counter. “There was nothing wrong with 
Zachary, mama.”
 “Sure, there was,” her mother said. “He was flaky, leaving you behind and going off to that fancy 
school. What was wrong with going to school here? Nothing. He would always drone on about wanting to 
make life better for himself and that’s why he needed to get away. Your father used to talk like that, and it 
was that kind of talk that made him leave us.”
 “Daddy didn’t leave us mama,” Madeline said. “He left you. He wanted to get away from you.”
 A sharp pain exploded in the back of Madeline’s head and spots danced around her vision. She 
took a moment to collect her bearings and looked down to see shards of glass. When she reached back, 
Madeline found no shards from the bottle her mother threw embedded in her scalp, but she was bleeding. 
When she looked up her mother was sneering, appearing almost bestial.
 “Don’t you ever say it like that,” she said. “Don’t say it like I pushed him away, like it was my fault. 
It was entirely his.”
 Madeline said nothing, and after a while her mother continued their pattern.

“I’m sorry honey,” she said. “But you know to be careful how you talk about that man. You know 
how angry it makes me.” She continued making her promises and apologies, none of which Madeline 
responded to, too furious to even pretend to accept them, only continuing to make dinner. When she was 
finished, she brought two plates over, not eating herself, but instead watching her mother scarf it down, 
not bothering to chew. She shook with excitement and tried to hide a smile but found that she could not, 
no more than she could fully stifle a giggle. Her mother picked up on it and look up at her.
 “Are you not eating,” her mother said passed a mouthful of food.  
 “No, I’m not feeling hungry after all,” Madeline said. “I think I will have a drink to calm my nerves 
though. Do you want anything? Now that you stopped taking your prescription the doctor can’t get mad 
at you for it.”
 Her mother’s eyes softened for the first time that evening. “I think you’re right,” she said. “Get me 
something strong then.”
 Throughout the night, Madeline poured whatever she could find for her mother whose thirst 
seemed unquenchable. She herself only indulged in a bit of wine, finding that it helped with the trembling. 
When the lights began to flicker in the kitchen, the old bulb threatening to pop at any second, Madeline 
finally escorted her mother to bed, laying her on her back.
 She sat at the edge of the bed for a while, moving her mother’s greasy hair out of her face, taking 
the old woman’s hands into hers and rubbing them soothingly. For a moment she questioned what she 
was doing. Despite everything her mother had done to Madeline she was still her mother. But when she 
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continued to think about it, she had been this woman’s daughter and that had never curbed her vicious 
behavior once. It only made her hold onto Madeline with the same vigor that she held on to the trash piled 
throughout their home. If that was the case, then what did Madeline owe her? She placed her mother’s 
hand down, her resolve overcoming any doubts, and patiently sat beside her mother until she was lulled 
to sleep.

 Before the paramedics could be called the next the next morning, the trash collectors had already 
come through. The only thing they took from Madeline’s house was dinner from the night before and the 
fragments of Zachary’s letter. Madeline’s mother was pronounced dead at the scene and when the coroner 
came to take her away it took a full half hour to remove the body, the hallways needing to be cleared to 
make way for the stretcher.
 No one questioned the death of Madeline’s mother; it was hardly sudden. On top of being sick 
for years, she had a bad habit of drinking with her medication when she did take it; when the time came 
for medical examiner to pronounce she had died choking on her vomit in her sleep, no one would be 
surprised.
 As she watched the coroner’s vehicle pull away, Madeline found herself marveling at a sudden 
revelation: they had taken the trash away twice that day ■

Pears and Apples by Valerie West-Rosenthal 

Pages 12-14: Faces by Divanie Yamraj 
Page 13: Charcoals and Hot Coffee by ShawnaLee W. Kwashnak 
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Banana Pop Art by Jonathan Wencek
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Sunset by Divanie Yamraj

Oscar Wilde, where do you get your inspiration?
Tell me, do your muses dance on the stars,

can they be heard by the sea?
Poetic and tragically romantic,

words strung together on the dewy webs of little black 
widows,

poisoning me with a cracked rosy vision.
What visions dance to create such imagery?

What vivid colors dance across your conscious?
O, Oscar Wilde,

the question haunts me;
Where do you get your inspiration?

“Oscar Wilde” by Claire Greene



“The Human Monet ” by Claire Greene
Blurry details

milky scratches and old punctures,
charming wrinkles and spots of pure sun,

a human Monet of self-perceived flaws
delicately tie together and blur to create new imagery,

a lush scenery of memories and time,
a coveted masterpiece of the universe.

Jon by Fatima Izzat
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Deity by Erika Sabovik



“The Plunge” by Claire Greene

Standing on the edge of the forbearing unknown,
A sea of pestilence and destruction rages below.
A knife at my back, a jolt of fear down my spine,

I plunge into my watery grave,
Wondering if I might be strong enough to swim.



Old Boat  by Jonathan Wencek



At times it seems as though you are unreal,
a figment flowing through my dazzled mind—
until my memories again reveal
that this delicious dream’s the waking kind.

My eyelids cannot close beneath the night,
with whispered wishes woven through those skies . . .
I love to let this linger in my sight
(don’t look now, but there’s starlight in your eyes).

Here is a lovely vision to behold—
our pasts and futures cherished by the stars.
These endless fates of ours remain untold,
kept safely there by Venus and by Mars.

And when the morning lights the sky anew
I’d love to wake up once more next to you.

Pa
in

tin
g 

by
 F

ai
za

h 
K

ar
im

“Stargazing”   by anonymous



How easi ly the curtains drif ted
to the f loor,  and soft ly si f ted
light from the luscious lavender, 
the buzzing from the hum.  
And swift ly slathering 
the sl ipper y,  evasive haze
of unborn days
with hopelessly entangled mumbles
rumbling along,  the quiet
corners scattered through my mind
began unraveling,  unwinding
twist ing tendri ls  to entwine
with long-awaited slumber.  
And I  l istened to their  nonsense 

Background: Space Song by Divanie Yamraj

“The Window“ by Jess Kegley

phrases, 
wandered through their  mazes
(though I  never found the end of  them), 
and sleepi ly sank deeply 
down the rabbit  hole, 
the purple curtains 
sl ipping down my eyes. . .

I  tumbled down the reaches of  my soul
and felt  its  night-t ide r ise. 



“The Good Life” by Danielle Nielsen

        A butterfly does not discriminate beauty, and flutters
       No judgment. It is majestic in the air, and finds solace 
       Upon saw blades and pallets of wood, pipes and motors.

       A fly sings a lament, searching for rot, stench, and grease.
       It doesn’t know why our flesh is soft and warm. Death
       Upon a white wall, where it is squelched. Buzz no buzz.

        A murderer walks with swollen feet and calloused hands.
       Their bones fracture and muscles ache. Mama sets pie
       Upon a window sill to cool, and welcomes them home.

Butterfly by Jonathan Wencek
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Brushstroke by Erika Sabovik



by Danielle Nielsen



Mistresses of the moon, decadent like stars,
temptresses made of the galaxies.
O, my sapphic heart cries for you,

for you hearts to match mine.
Made of stardust,

and atmospheric blue silks,
my soul forever belongs to their endless 

nights.

“Star Lady” by Faizah Karim

Mistresses of the moon, decadent like stars,
temptresses made of the galaxies.
O, my sapphic heart cries for you,

for your hearts to match mine.
Made of stardust,

and atmospheric blue silks,
my soul forever belongs to their endless nights.

“Mistresses of the Moon” by Claire Greene



“I Was Never Taught Chaos” by Tyler Munroe 

In my third grade class,
I learned how to write haikus. 
It seemed fun at first. 
It was easy, but 
after writing some haikus, 
it became boring. 

- CHAPTER TWO - 
In middle school, The Writer learned about fictional narratives. Since The Writer was an avid fan of 
novels such as Divergent and The Hunger Games, The Writer enjoyed formulating action-filled plots in 
futuristic dystopian societies. However, these stories never saw the light of day. They remained unfin-
ished works, none of them longer than two or three chapters. The ideas were simply left unfulfilled. The 
storylines faded out of existence... 

ACT ONE, SCENE THREE 
[INT. A HIGH SCHOOL CLASSROOM - DAY] 
[Most of the ensemble has left the classroom. Only THE MAIN CHARACTER and THE TEACHER 
remain. The Main Character sits in a slightly off-center desk, scribbling away on a paper. The Teacher is 
eating lunch at her desk. There is no noise as the two characters work on their own priorities in silence. 
After some time, The Main Character turns to look at the audience.] 

MAIN CHARACTER, aside: I tried writing scripts after reading Eugene O’Neill’s “Long Day’s Journey 
Into Night” for my AP Literature class. I wanted my teacher to read over my work... 

[The Main Character looks at The Teacher for a moment before facing the audience again.] 

MAIN CHARACTER, aside: ...but I never felt confident enough to share it. 

after many years of reading and writing 
and studying and experimenting
and trying so hard to figure out my own style, 
it is hard to believe i found something that fit me. 
who would’ve thought i found myself 
through writing free-verse poetry? 

some scholars may deem it “chaotic,” 
and others may deem it “lazy.”
it does not matter what they say to me. 
i think my writing is the most human 
when i do not worry about restraints. 
so call me chaotic or whatever you want, 
but i am only writing what is true to me, 
what is genuine and real and honestly sincere 
regardless of what it may be. 
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Abstract by Valerie West-Rosenthal



 c a r r i e d
       a w a y

b y  a n o n y m o u s

     Deep in the velvety pocket of late July, the 
bubbling stream out back would simmer with 
the green of those nestled in the water’s 
muddy edges.  Chilling comfortably in their 
summer home, the frogs would sit quietly 
next to the gurgling flow and bathe in its 
steady rhythms.  And over the small stone 
bridge, my bare feet, calloused from curiosity, 
always were surprised by the chill of the slab 
and the tumbling water when I would stand 
on the edge and peer down at our visitors, 
hands at the ready.

     Not far off, the white plastic basin lay in 
wait, humming and tapping with the 
movement of my unwitting prey.  Fingertips 
hovering over the water quivered with the 
anticipation of just the right moment—there.  
My hands fell into their places around the 
cool and slimy creature and held fast as the 
legs struggled to spring out of captivity, wrig-
gling with all the strength of my victim’s 
indignation.  In an instant, I was hopping 
over the slippery grass with the squirming 
captive behind my laced-up fingers, toward 
the gleaming tub nearby.  At the last moment, 
the frog leapt free from my straining grasp—
only to fall into the reaches of the bin.

     And there they sat, all seventeen of them, 
throats bobbing in and out—why did they 
do that? —jumping occasionally, until, when 
time would catch up with all of us, and we 
were no longer carried away, I would wander 
over to the back of the barrel, lean against the 
edge, and tip it over, watching all of them go 
free, leaping across the yard to the icy stream 
whence they had come.
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Celebrating the
Kathwari Honors Program

Class of 2020
once a dolphin, always a dolphin

Matheus Rocha Alexandre
Computer Science

Erin Arcoite
Biology

Chemistry, Psychology Minors

Anusha Atique
Biology

 Chemistry Minor

Elmar Barrios
Nursing

Joseph Burzdak
Meteorology

Mathmetics Minor

Morgan Cairns
Professional Writing

Natalie Carnazza
Digital Interactive Marketing

Erin E. Coughlin
Musical Theatre

Pamela Cruz Aguirre
Digital & Interactive Media Arts

Pooja Dudhedi
Nursing

Brianna Durante
Communications
Psychology Minor

Jennifer Cioffi
Interdisciplinary

Elementary Education



once a dolphin, always a dolphin
Nicole Evangelista

Health Education
Nicole Foertsch

Earth & Planetary Science
Allison Frenz

Digital Interactive Marketing

Tyler Gallagher
Musical Theatre

Olivia Geiger
Professional Writing

Adam Giard
Music Education

Julia Giattino
Music Education

Tyler James Goff
Music Education - Vocal

Christopher Gordon
Psychology

Eric Gottier
Meteorology

Eliot Griffin
Computer Science

Ashley Hart
Psychology

Kathryn Healy
Communcation Studies

Fatima Izzat
Digital & Interactive Media Arts

Cassandra Frisbie
Business Administration

Jasmine Grey
Biology

Chemistry Minor



Celina Kestecher
Theatre Performance

Shannon Lynch
Nursing

Danny Men
Computer Science

Mikhaela McFarlin
Psychology

Matthew Mullen
Audio & Music Production

Mailk Roc
Computer Science

Julia Roth
Nursing

Erika Sabovik
Social Entrepreneurship

Callie Sorrento
Music - Vocal Performance

Olivia Sosnoski
Biology

Mackensie Ann King 
Mathematics

Psychology Minor

Heather Morey
Health Promotion Studies - Allied Health
Psychology, Community Health Minors

Olivia O’Brien
Biology - Professional

Spanish Minor

Rachel Peet
Photojournalism

Spanish Language Minor

Kailyn Schuster
Biology

Psychology Minor

William Silvia Jr.
Psychology and Gender Studies & 

Multicultural Studies
Creative Writing Minor



Jane Stock
Human Resources Management

Abby Swartout
Music, Musical Theatre

Sara Tenke
Elementary Education

Angie J. Tovar Vanegas
Elementary Education

Elijah Uttley-Rosado
Music Education

Erika Wahlers
Music Education

Megan Waldrop
Psychology

Victoria Wall
Music Theatre

Keyanna Wright
Psychology

Andrew Spaulding
Music Education - 

Classical Double Bass

Brittany Stancavage
Justice & Law Administration, 

Psychology

Paul Standish
Psychology

Business Administration Minor

Congratulations to You All!
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