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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR
I was sitting at the Fuzzy Duck the other day,
fancying the romantic notion of reading outside while
not actually reading at all, and I noticed a chalkboard
sign they’d put out in front of the store. It read: “The
real monsters are the people who don’t wear masks.” I
was shocked by the sheer boldness of that statement.
The Fuzzy Duck (or perhaps some disgruntled person
lurking about) had condemned an entire group of
people in one sentence, without allowing them any due
process to defend themselves. There was no forum on
this sign, no hint of a second thought, just a chalky
denunciation of all persons without a mask. It seemed
unfair, and I was disappointed.
Now, I know that comes off a little odd. One
might reply that of course we should reproach the
people who aren’t wearing masks. They’re the ones
spreading the virus, disregarding science, and risking the
safety of everyone around them for the sake of
convenience (or sheer obstinance). I don’t disagree. It is
obvious that, as all experts inform us emphatically,
wearing masks in public is one of the best ways to
combat this deadly threat. (And if you’re wondering, I
do indeed wear a mask).
But that’s not my point. The problem here is
how the Fuzzy Duck used its public platform, the
chalkboard, in so unconstructive a manner. They could
have made the same point in a more affirmative or
encouraging way, such as a simple “Wear your mask!”
with whatever kitsch calligraphy and design that
accompanies the coffee-shop aesthetic these days. Yet
instead of promoting masks in that way, the store took
an approach which unabashedly alienated and ousted an
entire group of people, and it gave no consideration to
them. It effectively dehumanized, “othered,” those
people. I imagine a group of masked caffeine
aficionados gathered around (no fewer than 6 feet) and

sneering, or, if the sign is any indicator, quaking in their
boots at the sight of an unmasked monster headed their
direction. Perhaps I’m being dramatic.
Nevertheless, I think the Fuzzy Duck’s sign,
like bumper stickers and billboards, is an adequate
example of this incessant issue. I’ll back away from
politics or other hot button topics because that’s all too
unpleasant anyway and try to make a more general point
here. No matter how just your opinion may be, it is an
insult to your intelligence and everyone else’s to think it
so pithy as not to warrant a space for reply. It’s
imprudent to generalize and dangerous to demonize;
even on the right side of science, the Fuzzy Duck has
missed the point of discourse. The coffee’s not too bad,
though, most of the time.
But I’ll get off my soapbox now. I doubt
anyone reads these newsletters for my opinion anyway,
and there are much better features within this edition to
enjoy. On that note, please do enjoy – and be frightened
by – this Halloween edition of The Unorthodox; we put it
together with you in mind.
The Editor

ANNOUNCEMENTS
•

October 30th- Priority Registration opened
today and will close at midnight on Tuesday,
November 3.

•

October 31st- Have a safe and happy
Halloween!

•

November 3rd- Don’t forget to VOTE on
Election Day!

“One need not be a chamber to be haunted. One need not be a house. The
brain has corridors surpassing material place.”
-Emily Dickinson

EVENTS

The Programming Committee led two virtual contests this
Halloween season including a Halloween costume contest and
door decorating contest! Be sure to congratulate our winners…

Costume Contest Results:
Most Spooktacular: Reese Helton
Most Elaborate: Amber Schifano and Abrial Reed
Most Original: Annie Monfaclone and Belinda Candra
Best Pop Culture Reference: Bailey Watkins and also the group
of Gabe O’Hara, Gabe Foit, and Cody Evans
Least Original: Matt Tackett
Door Decorating Contest Results:
Most Spooktacular: Hocus Pocus Door and Haunted Boys
Door
Most Elaborate: Hocus Pocus Door made by Amber and Abrial
Most Original: Haunted Boys by Gabe, Gabe, and Cody
Best Pop Culture Reference: Cheetahlicious Door by Mollee and Rachel
Least Original: Spooky Semester Door by Laura and Miayuki

BIRTHDAYS
Elizabeth Hereford / 11-3

Calista Dean / 11-30

Rachel Turner / 11-8

Emma Dowdy / 11-30

Jacob Vogelpohl 11-24
Make sure to wish your peers a happy birthday this November!

Halloween Movie Binge List:
The Unorthodox called Honors students to the all-things-Halloween voting booth this month, and the favorite
Halloween movie race was hotly contested. Check out this Halloween Movie Binge list to see what your peers have
been watching to prepare for the 31st. You might find a film to add to your festivities!

Hayley King, Sophomore
Traditional Music and Spanish
Major
Victoria Nash, Senior English and
History Major

Annie Monfalcone, Sophomore
Neuroscience Major

Reese Helton, Junior Biomedical
Science Major

Anna Grace Her, Junior Biomedical
Science Major
Emerson Johnson, Freshman
Computer Science Major

Olyvia Neal, Sophomore English
and CVM Major

Rachel Feger, Freshman Sociology
Major

Jacob Tackett, Senior English and
Philosophy Major

Belinda Candra, Sophomore Biology
Major

Allie Skaggs, Senior Electrical and
Computer Engineering Technology
Major

Halloween Snack List:
After you’ve selected the next film in your Halloween
Movie Marathon, check out some of these fall snacks
from Honors Program members. While Honors Students
proposed a wide array of favorite snacks, apples of some
preparation variety seem to dominate during this season
of paradoxically beautiful decay.

Halloween Memories:
And if you want to use your time wisely while you heat
your apple cider and wait for the intro credits to roll,
check out these bits of Halloween nostalgia from
Honors students. As always, thank you to everyone
who sent in responses!
We asked Honors students to share their best
Halloween costumes and favorite memories from
Halloweens past. Here is what we learned:
Sexy Patrick—Reese Helton
A Plague Doctor—"Which I wore last year, right
before the pandemic.” Belinda Candra
Ms. Frizzle from the Magic School Bus—Annie
Monfalcone
Two Face—Allie Skaggs
Astrid from How to Train Your Dragon II—Hayley King
Buzz Lightyear, age 4—Jacob Tackett
“The Honors Halloween parties are always so fun
with everyone eating Halloween candy and watching
Hocus Pocus while in costume. Voting for the best
costumes is the best part of the night, and I miss it so
much.” –Reese Helton

“My fondest Halloween memory is trick-or-treating
in my old neighborhood in South Carolina … There
were so many of us that we filled up the whole living
room sitting crisscross with our candy buckets,
sorting pieces into piles of "Keeping" and "Willing
to Trade" and "You can Just Have These Because I
Can't Stand Them.” After we were done trading, we
would all look at our Laffy Taffies and swap jokes,
eat candy, and then play hide-and-seek outside in the
dark.”—Hayley King
“One year, my little sister dressed up as Elsa and I
dressed up as Jack Frost, and when we were coming
home, it started to snow! She was around 6 or 7, so it
was really exciting!”—Annie Monfalcone
“One rainy Halloween, I dressed up as a fairy, white
clothes from head to toe. I hiked up to visit the nicest
looking house on the street (I wanted those king-sized
candy bars). I was headed back down when I slipped,
tumbled down the hill, and landed in a ditch. I was
covered in mud and cried for the rest of the night. On
the bright side, I got a lot of pity candy.”—Rachel
Feger

Victoria Nash
Victoria Nash is a senior English and History double
major from Florence, Ky. I asked if she could describe
herself in three words, what would they be? A difficult
question for sure, but one I think in its simplicity
requires quite a bit of careful reflection. Victoria had a
vast plethora of adjectives to choose from. In the end,
she chose thrifty, bookish, and indecisive. So, with this
small synopsis presenting its own level of intrigue, let
us continue…
So what inspired her to pursue English and History?
Victoria originally wanted to be an English Education
major, but discovered she desired to study English
more than this pathway would allow. After loving a
political science course, she also decided to study
history. “So, this was my way of still pursuing my end
goal, which is to be a high school English and History
teacher,” said Victoria. “But in a way that allowed me
to really feel like I could master the content before I
worry about pedagogy because I want to be a
knowledgeable teacher.”
What are her plans for the future?
Victoria’s goals for the future comes in three parts.
First, she plans to get a MA in teaching and
certification, hopefully through the University of
Louisville. She then wants to become an English and
History public high school teacher. Then the big
dream is to be able to teach a combination course of
American History and American literature.
If she could have a perfect day in Morehead, what would it be?
Victoria’s perfect day in Morehead would begin,
reasonably, on the condition of no homework. “I
would go hiking on the Sheltowee. Then after a nice,
good hike I would come back out of the woods and
go to Holbrookes to get a chocolate peanut butter
milkshake. I’d sit on the bench just across from the
arts building on Main Street and just watch the cars go
by. Then my stomach would be full, and I would be
happy, but I wouldn’t feel too bad about drinking the
milkshake. Then I would take a nap.”

What is her favorite Honors memory?
Victoria’s favorite memory would have to be from a
spring semester that brought three snow days in a row.
“Most everyone in my grade still lived in Fields and
there was snow everywhere… We made snowmen,
climbed trees, and were just goofy. Pretty much just
anytime it snows in Morehead it gets this Narnia feel,
so I just enjoyed getting to be like a kid again.”
What is Victoria involved in?
Beyond Victoria’s academia and research endeavors
she is also involved in extracurriculars. Victoria is a coeditor for the Inscape Literary and Visual Arts journal
and works with international students through the
BCM on campus.
What are her favorite hobbies and interests?
Victoria loves being active. Swimming, biking, and
running are all important to her. She especially enjoys
hiking, with a long-term goal of being able to complete
the John Muir Trail. Victoria also loves being able to
enjoy the social experience of cooking. A perfect segue
into our favorite question… What is your favorite snack?
Victoria’s response was swift, “Stick pretzels and
Nutella. It is a dangerous snack.”
Olyvia Neal

Pluto by Abby Claire Hall from her Solar System collection

Sun by Abby Claire Hall from her Solar System Collection

Uranus by Abby Claire Hall from her Solar Sysytem Collection

An Invitation to the Artistic
If you’re reading this and you’ve got a photo, a painting, a collage, or anything
of the sort that you’re proud of, then please do submit it. We’d love to dedicate
this section to the appreciation of your work.
The Editor

Rachel Rodgers
Rachel is a sophomore Exercise Science (Pre-

Her favorite thing about Honors is that the

PT) Major and Spanish Minor. She is currently serving

program has given her the best friends and awesome

as the Vice President of the Academic Honors

opportunities. As VP, she hopes that people in the

Students Association. She chose Exercise Science as

Honors Program can feel like they can confide in her

her major because before her grandfather passed away,

and reach out about ideas, questions, and concerns

he was a quadriplegic for many years, meaning he was

that they have.

paralyzed from the neck down. Seeing him go through
physical therapy and slowly gain movement from day
to day inspired her to help others the same way they
helped him. Rachel’s main goal would be a physical
therapist, but she wants to help others be their best
selves possible with anything that she does in the
future.
A fun fact about her is that she has lived in
Connecticut, Georgia, and Washington. Her favorite
state in which she had lived was Connecticut because
she got to really experience all four seasons, and she
lived right by the ocean there. The weather was
beautiful (except for all of the snowstorms in the
winter) and there was always so much to do and see.
Also, many of her childhood memories were there.

Belinda Candra

Spooks: Supernatural Entities from Around the World
Before Halloween became a day for costumes and candies, it was a night on which spirits could roam among the living.
Tales of supernatural entities have been a significant part in the folklore of many cultures around the world since the
ancient times, and there is no way to prove or deny the existence of these spirits. Whether you believe in their existence
or think that they’re merely the brain playing tricks, here are five spooky tales from around the world:
Wendigo
The wendigo is a monstrous, malevolent, cannibalistic
entity from Algonquian Native American folklore that
haunts the northern forests of the United States and
Canada. Its appearance vary depending on the version
of the tale, but Basil H. Johnston, an Ojibwe teacher
and scholar from Ontario, describes a wendigo as
being “gaunt to the point of emaciation, its desiccated
skin pulled tightly over its bones… like a gaunt
skeleton recently disinterred from the grave. What lips
it had were
tattered and
bloody ...
Unclean and
suffering
from
suppuration
of the flesh,
the Wendigo
gave off a
strange and
eerie odor of
decay and
decomposition, of death and corruption.” Whenever a
wendigo ate another person, it would grow in
proportion to the meal it had just eaten, so it could
never feel satisfied. The Wendigo is seen as the
embodiment of gluttony, greed, and excess: never
satisfied after killing and consuming one person,
constantly searching for new victims. In some
traditions, wendigos were created when a human
resorted to cannibalism to survive or when a human is
consumed by greed.

Baba Yaga
For many a year, Baba Yaga has spooked young
children across Eastern Europe. In Slavic myths, Baba
Yaga is usually described as a frightening old witch
with a terrible appetite for eating people, particularly
little kids. Russian
tales describes Baba
Yaga as a hag who
flies through the air
in a mortar, using
pestle as a rudder
and sweeping away
the tracks behind
her with a broom
made out of silver
birch. She likes to
eat children—or
kidnap and threaten
to eat them in some
versions of the
tale—but she would not mind eating grown up
strangers who wander in her forest.

Hanako-san

If you go to the third stall in the girl’s bathroom on the
third floor of a school in Japan and knock three times
before asking, “Are you there, Hanako-san?”, you might
hear a voice answering, “I’m here.” Should you choose
to enter the stall, there will be a little girl with bobbed
hair in a red skirt. Compared to the other spirits,
Hanako-san is relatively harmless. Its only goal is to
scare people by
screaming loudly,
playing with the stall
door, throwing
around toilet paper,
or sometimes
shoving the victim’s
head in the toilet.
Hanako-san is a
popular urban
legend in Japan, and
school children
often dare each
other to do it to test
their courage. Not
just in Japan, the tradition of summoning Hanako-san as
a dare has also spread to other countries, as I could recall
from my experience growing up in Indonesia.

Jinn
Jinns are shape-shifting spirits originating from early preIslamic Arabian and
later Islamic
mythology and
theology that inhibit
a dimension beyond
the visible universe in
which we live. The
Qur’an mentions that
the jinns are made of
smokeless and
scorching fire and
can take the shape of
humans and animals alike. Interestingly, despite being a

supernatural entity, they share some traits with humans,
such as free will, being able to be good, evil, or neutrally
benevolent. The Jinn’s influence has been widespread
both religiously and culturally in Arabic culture and most
known as the inspiration for Aladdin’s genie.

Kuntilanak

The name Kuntilanak came from the Malay word
puntianak or pontianak, which translates to a woman who
died in childbirth. Kuntilanak appears as a beautiful
woman with long hair, flowy white dress, and a hole in
her back. If, when walking on a quiet road in Indonesia,
you hear a high shrill
laughter or cry and
smell the fragrant
aroma of frangipani
flowers, there is a
chance that it might be
close. The places in
which it likes to stay are
semi-finished buildings,
the edge of a lake or
pond, and a sloping
waru tree. It is believed
to disturb and frighten
humans and steal
fetuses. Sharp objects—such as knives, scissors, and
nails—are its weaknesses, and this is why some people
always keep one or more of these objects near women
who are expecting.
Belinda Candra

This semester of social distance and rather virtual socializing has left little opportunity to mingle and meet our new
fellow freshman, but fret not. Each month we plan to feature a few members of our class of ’24! We know each of
these budding individuals have their own interesting story, personality, and contribution towards our growing
program and cannot wait to learn more about them. Perhaps this will even offer you a fitting ice breaker for when we
get the opportunity to properly intersperse and introduce ourselves. After all, what item would you take with you on a
deserted island? Let’s find out what Abby Claire, Allyson, and Holly said…

Name: Abby Claire Hall

Name: Allyson Dunn

Name: Holly Hendrix

Major: Graphic Design

Major: English

Major: Spanish

Hometown: Falmouth, KY

Hometown: Orange County,
CA

Hometown: Hebron, KY

If you could only take one
thing with you on a desert
island what would it be and
why?
“I would take a fuzzy blanket,
because I am incapable of
sleeping without a blanket on
me.”

If you could only take one
thing with you on a desert
island what would it be and
why?
“Books ☺”

If you could only take one
thing with you on a desert
island what would it be and
why?
“I would take my hammock.
This would give me something
relaxing and peaceful to do for
however long I would be on
this island. Plus, it would serve
as a way for me to sleep so
that I do not have to lay on
the ground.”

The Haunting of Hill House by Shirley Jackson
“No human eye can isolate the unhappy coincidence
of line and place which suggests evil in the face of a
house, and yet somehow a maniac juxtaposition, a
badly turned angle, some chance meeting of roof and
sky, turned Hill House into a place of despair, more
frightening because the face of Hill House seemed
awake, with a watchfulness from the blank windows
and a touch of glee in the eyebrow of a cornice.”
Can a house be born evil? Shirley Jackson’s
depiction of Hill House eerily draws you in to its pages
as you begin to wonder what could possibly be
haunting its halls. Yet, as you close the book and take
in the panoramic of your reality, remembering you
were never actually in the hills just outside Hillsdale,
mind spinning from Jackson’s stirring combination of
Freud and the paranormal, you’re left lost… in the
best way. The kind of lost that makes you search in
your memory what it might have meant or what you
could believe. Was the haunting found within the
discombobulating structure and paradoxical angles of
a home built without concession to humanity? Was
there a darkness hunting its inhabitants like a hound,
testing locked doors and seeking out weakened souls?
Or was the darkness within the mind, lurking,
distorting, and leaving you skeptical? Each is left,
clutching the book like a mystery, to make their own
conclusion.
Jackson’s inspiration for what is known as one
of the best literary ghost stories came from a group of
19th century “psychic researchers” who rented a house
believed to be haunted in order to study paranormal
phenomena. Thus, the inception of this classic gothic
horror ensued. Yet, its uniqueness lies within its lack
of spirits. The house is the haunting as its guests are
led through a cryptic and unnerving terror, realizing
too late they are no match for its “insistent
hospitality.”
Who might these unbeknownst victims be? We
see Doctor John Montague, an anthropologist to the
public, an analyst of supernatural manifestations to the
privy. Dr. Montague desired to prove the supposed
unscientific paranormal to the scholarly. This need for

definitive evidence led him to Hill House, and his
experiment naturally required a summer of residence at
the house accompanied by “assistants.” Here we meet
Theodora, Luke, and Eleanor… poor Eleanor. Anyhow,
Theodora lived an outgoing life of bubbly whims and
selfish desires. She is invited to Hill House because of
her believed psychic sensitivity, but she accepts this
invitation to such a place after having a heated argument
with her roommate-such a Theo thing to do. Luke
Sanderson: a liar, thief, and exemplar of privilege. Our
Luke has no contribution to paranormal sensitivity or to
scholarly research. He is the product of a bargain
between Dr. Montague and Mrs. Sanderson, the lucky
proprietor of Hill House. Desiring a safe place to tuck
him away from trouble, Luke was sent to reside in his
future estate, and the doctor happily obliged.
Then we have Eleanor Vance, our shy, lonely,
and disturbed protagonist. Though she recognizes the
vile evil of Hill House at first sight, sensing nothing
but despair perhaps due to her own psychic abilities,
she stays in its walls in a consuming desire to find
belonging and acceptance. After being oppressed by
her invalid mother and domineering sister, we watch
our Nellie become more at ease and almost lovable.
Yet, the house’s intensifying interactions with Eleanor
prove to be her detriment. Its longing sends her down
a spiral of paranoia and terror. As her mind unravels,
we begin to wonder how much is true manifestation
or true mania? Ultimately, she is the center of our
conflict between the paranormal and psychological, of
home and isolation, of fear and where it comes from.
Now, if you’ve made it this far through my
rambles and incessant praise of Jackson’s literary
eloquence you might be wondering why this title sounds
so familiar? Ah, yes, the Netflix series! While I, like any
admitted bibliophile, will tell you the book is far superior,
I cannot discredit the genius revision of Mike Flanagan’s
series. Regardless of the media, if you desire a masterful,
psychological journey through a haunted house this
Hallow’s Eve, I recommend The Haunting of Hill House.
Olyvia Neal

A Collection of Poetry by Jacob Tackett
"Tea on a rainy day"

"This poem is for season lovers"

O, A rainy day has a way

Fall is a second spring.

of seeping to your bones.

A sudden burst of color

Though, like a child, you still play

and flowers that would

if now with secret tomes.

make June jealous.

Those fine mists, like steam from
teas,

May is October's antithesis,

barely glaze the window.

but the misty early mornings
somehow feel the same...

That same sheen on canvas
marquees,
or when your eyes narrow.
Yes, a rainy day has a way
of seeing life through a puddle;
that shimmering charcoal grey

Does spring smell that way
because we just left the cold?
Does fall smell because we
just left the warmth?
Anyway, each smell fresh,

offers its rebuttal.
Jacob Tackett

don't they?
Wet Earth, bittersweets, and both
(somehow) like violet sunsets.
They smell like change.

And that's scary, I know,
especially in the fall.
We understand that winter follows.
But for a moment, a few days,
nature dies in a supernova.
She explodes in the furnace

"Caution Tape"
There is caution tape in my classroom.
As if a dead body were found in here
As if the autocratic police have weaseled their way
Into my palace of peace and learning.
CAUTION CAUTION CAUTION
Neon and bold it forces me to understand that
A Plague ravages us.
Kills us.
A biohazard everywhere...
In every necessary elbow-tap
In every kind word,
In the very being with each other.

He says
"This is the craziest damn time I've ever lived
through,
It kinda reminds me of the Vietnam era."
Thank God it doesn't spread through mosquitos.
We would have killed them all already,
and then the bats...I'm surprised we haven't
blamed them.
CAUTION CAUTION CAUTION
No, I will not learn. I will not learn today.
The cognitive dissonance is too much.
My feeble mind cannot bear it.
Not today. Today I cannot learn.

CAUTION CAUTION CAUTION
My professor says
"In COVID times we won't trade papers"
As he walks across the room
Touching podiums.
His lecture on Vietnam sprays across the room
Out of his mouth the double toxicity
Of Americans talking about war
And a virus we all ignored.

But that's always been our problem
I suppose.
It seems like we never learn.
So, I guess it will be my job
To wash the sins of the fathers.
Tomorrow I will learn.
Tomorrow I will learn.
Jacob Tackett

An Invitation to the Literate
While the primary purpose of this newsletter is to inform our readers of the many
goings on in the program and on campus, that does not have to be its only
purpose. So, this page is for those of you who are inclined to the legible arts.
Fiction or non, preferably in English. If you’ve read or ever plan to read anything
at all, here’s something for you.
The Editor

Is there a good reason to believe in God? I ask the
question in earnest, because there are of course quite a few
people who do, and such belief does not appear to conform
to any one class of person. It’s no surprise then that, more
often than not, the answers lack uniformity. In the past, I’ve
found that one person may find comfort in the notion of a
benevolent, omnipotent being looking out for them, or
another may find purpose in serving the same, or one may
offer any number of explanatory platitudes. If you were
looking for some consistency in this line of questioning, you
may very well be better off to find another question entirely.
I’ve not quite gotten the same answer twice.
I have, however, found some uniformity – and to
be frank, a bit more sense – in the answers to the question
which logically follows. That is, is there a good reason not to
believe in God? Well, probably. In short, a reasonably
prudent person might conclude (and in fact many have)
that, upon thorough consideration of the empirical evidence
that the universe has presented at large, there just isn’t a
great case for Him. But reasonably prudent people have
been wrong before, and at any rate, the argument could be
made both ways.
So, it seems best to me to turn another direction.
In no manner do I intend to provoke anyone’s sensibilities,
but it seems appropriate that in the spirit of Halloween, I
might deal here with a bit of superstition. Religious
inclinations, whether they be devotion to one god or many,
lie just outside the realm of reason. They hollow out a little
space in ourselves where we allow beliefs of all kind to live
rent-free, and many of us never give much thought to it.
And most of the time, such thoughtlessness is perfectly fine.
After all, how could you enjoy the thrills of witches and
ghouls and ominous (but likely innocent) black cats without
the momentary suspension of disbelief? Such small,
harmless indulgences are necessary concessions if one ever
should hope to enjoy a craft of fiction – but that’s about as
far as I’m willing to let thoughtlessness go.
The question of God isn’t so harmless. I’m not
referring to any sort of religious radicalism, because that
would be to miss the point, but to the abject acceptance of
ignorance as a certainty and guiding principle. The issue
could be put two ways. Either it is the case that one who
reports their belief in God presumes to know quite literally
everything, and if that’s true, I might say he or she is unfairly

not sharing that with the rest of us. Or, more likely, that
person doesn’t presume to know everything at all, and in
fact takes quite little inventory of what they really know.
That’s because beliefs aren’t rooted in knowledge – they’re
more like an oddly optimistic, eyes-wide-shut sort of
approach in which one simply has but to hope that they’re
right in the end. I suppose the irony here is that nonbelief in
God is rooted in ignorance, too. The difference is just that
one’s making a safer bet: the believer, upon realizing the
lack of evidence at hand, still insists that there must be
something more, and the nonbeliever accepts that there
likely isn’t.
So, you ask, where’s the harm then? If we are all
ignorant in respect to these haunting, metaphysical
questions anyway, why not choose the one which at least
isn’t so bleak? And that’s a good point. After all, in my view,
I don’t have any heaven to look forward to. But don’t miss
the forest for the trees. The problem lies within the utter
lack of self-awareness, the willful blindness, that permeates
the lives of so many people who don’t ask such questions.
Religion tends to filter through in every aspect of one’s
being, inside and out, forming the basis for belief and
behavior. You’ll find it in all sorts of tricky little corners.
But if you don’t take care to be introspective, to reflect on
why you act and believe the way you do, and instead you
resignedly accept the beliefs thrust on you, then you insult
the very essence of yourself – your reason. If the
extraordinary nature of humans is our capacity to think, and
you accept that in this fundamental, crucial aspect of life it’s
perfectly alright to be thoughtless – well, then, it probably
doesn’t do me much good to try and reason with you at all.
I’m quite content with having no heaven set
before me. It would be a shame to accept that which my
faculties emphatically assure me is a superstition. In my
ignorance of those larger-than-life questions, I find that I
can turn my gaze more inward (as opposed to upward),
relying not on doctrine or faith, but my own reason, to
guide me at every corner. For those who do feel the need to
believe in God, whatever the explanation may be, I see no
reason to argue further. Perhaps faith is totally beyond the
grasp of reason, and to assume or even hope that one might
influence the other is jejune. Enjoy your superstitions,
whatever they may be, this Halloween, and I’ll try to do the
same.
The Editor

Matter of Fact
As you may or may not be aware, students in this program are usually pretty opinionated, even for college, probably
because they are so well-informed; so much so that when a few of our peers congregate, discussions are anything but
dull. I’d like to engage with that here, or at least provide some inspiration for such exchanges, and that means The
Unorthodox will include a brief opinion piece. So please, I implore you, learned reader, to send in your topical
submissions for publication (subject to our discretion) here.
The Editor

UNFUNNY FUNNY BITS
Abby Claire Hall

And that’s that.
Thanks,
The Team

And a special thanks to Olyvia Neal and Abby Claire Hall
for their diligent work and creative designs which bring this Halloween edition to life.

R.I.P. NEWSLETTER
TEAM

