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Dear Triad readers,

As you peruse the pages of Hillsborough Community College’s 2010 edition 
of the Triad, you may notice a recurring theme in its glossy pages–humanity. 
This topic strikes a chord of familiarity within each of its readers, for it 
is something with which everyone can easily identify. A subject such as 
“humanity” is one which always has been and always will be something that 
holds people together.

When you study these photographs or read these poems and other literary 
works, I encourage you to let your mind be open to imagination. Connect 
the art with the words. Create your own story behind an ambiguous 
photograph. The very nature of art extends an open invitation to the 
imagination; you need only accept to find your mind designing exotic, 
thrilling stories with fresh mental images accompanying them.

The pieces in this edition of the Triad were carefully selected from 
among a large number of submissions. If you were fortunate 
enough to find your artwork or literature chosen for publication, I 
encourage you to not only take pride in this fact but also to enjoy 
the works of your peer artists and writers. Those who are always 
ready to learn are those who know the most!

Therefore, I have great pleasure in introducing to you the 
2010 Triad. Thank you for reading, I greatly hope your 
experience is not only pleasant but informative as well.
Sincerely,

Noelle Chew, Editor-in-Chief, 2010 Triad

Cover Design by David Díaz
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Sand Dollar Island
 By Whitney Heatherington

Every time I was on Uncle Kenny’s boat
I smiled and giggled as a blonde ringlet girl.

Watching my best friend and
cousin crinkle her nose

when salt water flung into her eyes
and hoping someday Uncle

would let me drive.
When we arrived to Sand Dollar Island

I treasured every moment when the sand
was between my toes and the warmth

of the sun was on my skin,
while I stared at the ocean hoping

to spot a dolphin,
collecting seashells all afternoon.
And when it was time to leave 

we loaded up the boat,
and slept the whole way 

home. The humming
of the motor

put me right to sleep.
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 At the height of World War II, a 
Jewish teenager named Jurek Rawicki 
existed in a small Polish town named 
Bodzentyn. I say “existed” because he 
was alive, but he wasn’t living. Not 
really.
 This wasn’t where Jurek grew up. 
He spent most of his childhood in the 
picturesque little town of Plock, miles 

away from this. He was a skinny kid but 
had some meat on his bones back then 
– so did his parents and sisters. There 
was no way, back then, he would have 
fit through a hole the size of four or five 
bricks.
 But that time was long past. That 
was before Hitler’s army had come 
through, herded up every Jew in town 
as if they were cattle, and sent them to 

Author’s note: The following story is based on the life of Jurek Rawicki, a Holocaust 
survivor who is now 83 years old and living in Pinellas County, Florida. It was 
written as part of a graduate course at the University of South Florida and is based 
on extensive interviews conducted by Dr. Carolyn Ellis of USF on behalf of the Florida 
Holocaust Museum in St. Petersburg, Florida.

"A GHETTO WITHOUT WALLS"

Photos by Noelle Chew
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away from this. He was a skinny kid but 
had some meat on his bones back then 
– so did his parents and sisters. There 
was no way, back then, he would have 
fit through a hole the size of four or five 
bricks.
 But that time was long past. That 
was before Hitler’s army had come 
through, herded up every Jew in town 
as if they were cattle, and sent them to 

"A GHETTO WITHOUT WALLS"

this place. Before the stone-faced Aryan 
soldiers dumped Jurek and 400 other 
men, women and children into this 
ghetto without walls.
 Jurek’s “transport” to Bodzentyn 
was what he called “Phase 1” of the 
Nazi occupation of Europe – the phase 
in which Nazi soldiers carefully and 
systematically worked to destroy every 
Jew’s will to live. They accomplished 
this by stripping the Jewish families 
of their positions and possessions. 

By leaving them to stand for hours 
in the freezing rain, bedraggled 
and humiliated. By forcing them at 
gunpoint onto trains and into situations 
that were so far apart from their 
normal lives and so inhumane that 
afterwards, when the stories started 
coming out, others had a hard time 
believing that any other human being, 
created by God or otherwise, could be 
so cruel.
 Jurek’s father had been forced to 
flee to Warsaw shortly after the Nazis 
came to Plock and was living 

By Valerie Zell
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in that city’s now-infamous ghetto. In 
a smaller-scale version of the same 
misery, Jurek, his mother and two 
older sisters were forced to live in a 
Bodzentyn storefront. They shared 
the tiny space with two other Jewish 
families and between them had four 
straw-filled burlap cots and a little 
cubicle containing a toilet. This was an 
upgrade from their previous “holding 
place,” a stop en route to Bodzentyn, 
where the Jewish prisoners were forced 
to defecate on a frozen soccer field in 
front of their families and friends.
 In a communal kitchen, Germans 
ladled out helpings of what they called 
soup, but that Jurek knew was little 
more than potato-flavored water. It had 
no nutrients, no caloric value.  The lack 
of nutrition led to widespread hunger 
and starvation. Jurek hired himself to 
bury the dead.

 

Sanitation 
was also absent here, and illness was 
rampant.  Jurek and the others were 
covered from head to toe in lice, giving 
their withering bodies the appearance 
of constant wriggling. Since the Jews 

in Bodzentyn had no access to books 
or radios, Jurek passed the time 
trying to mount a quixotic counter-
attack against his clothes. He became 
an expert at squishing the revolting 
vermin between his fingernails, but 
he was impossibly outnumbered.  To 
make matters worse, the lice were 
transmitting typhus, a sickness that 
causes chills, cough, fever, delirium, 
joint pain, headache and muscle pain. 
One of his sisters came down with the 
disease – she was one of hundreds. The 
Nazis took her to a clinic for treatment, 
not because they cared but because she 
was contagious. She survived, but they 
brought her back to town a shadow of 
her former self. Over the course of his 
stay in Bodzentyn, Jurek watched as 
most of the population was decimated 
by disease and hunger. He wasn’t sure 
what was worse – starvation, epidemic, 
or knowing that if the typhus didn’t kill 
him a Nazi soldier likely would, for no 
reason other than his religion.
 And he wasn’t even that religious.

*   *   *
 If you were a Jew in Bodzentyn, 
you could move freely on one street 
without fear for your life – most days. 
The rest of the town was reserved 
for the “real” people.  Even though 
there was no wall cordoning off this 
ghetto, like there was in Warsaw and 
elsewhere, everyone knew that if you 
tried to leave and were caught, you 
would likely be shot on sight. But was 
that worse than a slow, agonizing death 
by starvation inside the ghetto?
 The Rawickis decided one day, 
after a year of this ceaseless existence, 
that it was a risk they were willing to 
take. They hadn’t seen their father in 
two years, and they missed him. It was 

everyone 
knew

that if y
ou

tried to 
leave

and were 
caught,

you would
 likely 

be shot o
n sight
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decided that Jurek and his healthier 
sister would go first, and when their 
other sister had recovered enough to 
travel, she and their mother would join 
them.
 

In the dead of night 
the two stole away, walking north one 
foot in front of the other without a 
compass – without anything – for 30 
miles to where they knew of a train 
station. When they reached the town 
after six or seven hours, they found 
friends who gave them money for 
train tickets. When the train came they 
headed north to Warsaw, tense with a 
crippling fear that a German would ask 
to see their papers. They had none.
 Luckily, or by divine intervention, 
no one asked.
 Jurek and his sister arrived in 
Warsaw where they began a phase of 
their existence that was controlled by 
them, at least as much as possible under 
the thumb of the Nazi occupation. She 
worked on the “outside,” passing for a 
Gentile and living in relative freedom. 
Jurek gave up one ghetto for another to 
live and work with his father behind the 
wall.

 Two or three days after Jurek 
and his sister escaped Bodzentyn, the 
Nazis came through, rounded up all the 
Jews who were still alive, and they took 
them to an extermination camp named 
Treblinka and killed them all – men, 
women and children – in a gas chamber. 
Jurek didn’t learn of their fates until the 
war was over. He had no idea that when 
he left he was 48 hours from certain 
death. That when he said good-bye that 
night in Bodzentyn, it was for good.

*   *   *
 It’s impossible for an outsider to 
grasp the physical and mental anguish 
that Jurek must have endured, even 
when he uses words like “unmitigated 
brutality and hunger and death.” It 
might be hard even for Jurek to grasp 
at times. Almost 70 years later, thinking 
about those years in Europe reduces 
him to tears. He will never forget, even 
if he wishes he could. To this day, he 
remembers specific details – the smell 
of fresh-baked bread that he wasn’t 
allowed to eat, the sound of a rifle as 
it ripped a bullet through the heart 
or the brain of someone he knew. He 
remembers how his friends and family 
looked, eviscerated of every human 
attribute, reduced to skeletons. He 
remembers how they looked when he 
finally buried them.
 He says, simply, “This was the 
extent of our life.”
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 When Dr. Dale Thompson arrived 
at HCC, he had a mission–beat out 300 
other applicants, all with Ph.D.s, for 
the sole full-time teaching position 
available. Thompson won the position– 
mission accomplished. What came 
afterward, however, was a bonus for 
HCC students. 
 Thompson would go on to 
accomplish the unimaginable. He 
transformed an astronomy course, 
considered one of the more difficult 
required sciences, into one of the most 
popular classes on campus. As a result, 
Thompson’s class began filling up faster 
than the speed of light.
 “When I first arrived, the joke was 
that I got the job because HCC thought 

Putting the Universe Into Perspective
By Ron Algood

Ph.D. stood for post-hole digger,” he 
said. Apparently, this assumption wasn’t 
far off. Prior to applying, Thompson, 
a graduate of Florida State University, 
had recently been laid off by a semi-
conductor company in Largo, Fla. No 
one in his field was hiring, so he went 
to work in construction. Then he heard 
about the opening at HCC; that’s when 
he applied for the position and finally 
hit pay dirt.
 To this day, Thompson’s students 
still flock to his classes at warp speed.  
Thompson said he’s not sure if the 
reason is the course, which doesn’t 
require a lab, or if it’s his weird sense 
of humor that attracts so many people. 
Most of his students, however, are not 
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so skeptical. According to them, the 
answer is crystal clear – Thompson 
rocks.
 “I registered as soon as the class 
opened,” said Tequila Dunn, 23, liberal 
arts major at HCC. “I had been online at 
ratemyprofessors.com and read about 
Professor Thompson. He seemed pretty 
fair; besides, he’s very funny.”
 Thompson is the first to admit, 
however, that his teaching style wasn’t 
always so eccentric. “When I first 
started, I was too serious, wearing a 
tie and everything. But I changed as a 
person because the students changed. 
I evolved,” said Thompson. “I believe 
I can sneak crazy stuff in, and if I get 
people’s attention, they can learn from 

it. Like the density of a white dwarf–it’s 
heavy, darn heavy, but they may not 
understand how heavy. Then I say, 
well, it’s the weight of 44 elephants 
per teacup. Stuff such as that they 
understand.”
 Thompson recently retired from 
teaching full-time at HCC. He did, 
however, choose to stay on part-time 
and teach one class – the one that 
changed his universe and the universe 
of many of his students, astronomy.
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Girls
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We want companionship
Someone we can hang out with
We also want loyalty too
Someone to get our back so we don’t feel all alone
Believe it or not
Loneliness is one of the biggest things a guy struggles with 
We put out the male bravado 
But we want someone that will always be there for us
Makes us feel more alive than what we are 
To energize us 
Be the missing puzzle piece to complete the picture
To be cool with our silliness
To have a someone enter our comfort zone
That likes to visit there often with us
To be vulnerable with someone
Because we’ve been raised not to be
Someone to have the code for our hearts
To feel safe that it always will be protected.

A Glimpse Inside
By Chuka McCoy



16

The storm warnings have been issued, 
but you have decided to stay. The 
hurricane makes landfall and ravishes 
your home, leaving it in ruins with your 
family trapped inside. Roads damaged 
by flood waters are impassable and your 
family’s situation becomes increasingly 
grim. Until, in the distance, the beacon of 
a rescue vehicle begins to flash. Despair 
turns to hope as your family is freed from 
the anguish of your once stable home.
 For some, each year’s hurricane 
season could potentially lead to this life-
threatening scenario. As a member of the 
Urban Search and Rescue team, Florida 
Task Force 3, former HCC student Lt. 
Steven Fortier has built a career around 
serving countless strangers in their time 
of greatest need.
 Fortier’s career in rescue began 
nearly 28 years ago as a lifeguard for the 
city of Tampa. The next logical step led 
Fortier to HCC where he completed the 
Minimum Fire Standards program to 
become a Tampa firefighter. As Fortier 
moved up through the ranks within the 
department, he joined the task force 
seven years into his career. The added 
responsibility came naturally to Fortier, 
who always looked for an opportunity to 
give back to his community.
 “We do a lot of stuff that people 
don’t want to do,” Fortier said. “Stuff that 
makes you feel good.”
 Task Force 3’s last deployment 
came in the aftermath of Hurricane 
Katrina. Fortier’s team contributed to 
one live rescue during its assignment, 
but dealt with the difficult task of 
recovery rather than rescue. Although 
the team strives to be on the scene of 
a live rescue, witnessing devastation 

remains a difficult byproduct of the 
mission. Providing closure for those 
families separated by tragedy is a duty 
that Fortier still deems necessary during 
the recovery process.
 In 2000, Fortier’s selflessness was 
acknowledged by his peers when he was 
named Firefighter of the Year. The award 
recognized an exemplary career of civil 
service highlighted by an extreme act of 
altruism. Fortier donated bone marrow 
to a stranger in Colorado stricken with 
cancer, who now lives cancer-free.
 Mark Fernandez, a 15-year 
veteran of the Tampa Fire Department, 
echoes many of the praises regarding 
his comrade. Fernandez recognizes an 
unwavering confidence as an attribute 
that defines Fortier’s persona both on 
and off the clock.
 “When Steve shows up on scene, 
you think, ‘Thank God someone’s here,’” 
Fernandez said, describing the unrivaled 
knowledge and composure Fortier 
brings to every call.
 Fortier’s passion for giving, 
coupled with strong focus on continued 
education, has naturally evolved into 
a role of educator. As an emergency 
medical technician instructor at Tampa’s 
Learey Technical Center, he finds 
immense satisfaction contributing to 
the education of future emergency 
responders. With thoughts of retirement 
on the horizon, Fortier contemplates 
the possibilities of continuing on as an 
educator in the days after his bunker 
gear is hung up for good.
 “It’s a good feeling when I see them 
on the street and I go ‘Yeah, I trained 
that person,’” Fortier said. “I am helping 
them get into a position where they can 
also make a difference in somebody’s 
life.” 

Selfless Devotion
By Jorge Gomez
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Holding her as she trembles
I can taste the fear on her breath
Don’t you find her so addicting? 
One day you’ll regret not holding back
Holding back from your selfish needs
You left her to bleed 

You broke her trust and you broke her heart
You forced her into a world so dark
She may move on but her love is gone
You took her innocence away, you knew it was wrong

I bet you could care less about this girl I console
You think you’re man enough to take away your self control?
Well I’ve got news for you, your precious lie will end 
And everyone will know what kind of “man” you’ve been
She means the world to me so you just watch your back
Or the next breath you take will surely be your last

Forgive and Regret
By Andy Beasley
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Aurora Alone
Brittany Self

Digital Art
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 My name is Labrawn Saffold, but some people know me as the “Party Crasher.”
	 For	 the	 last	 few	 years	 I’ve	 mastered	 the	 art	 of	 sneaking	 into	 high-profile	
parties. Believe it or not, I’ve excelled in this hobby without even being able to walk. 
 Nearly seven years ago, I was a victim of a hit-and-run car accident 
that left me paralyzed and killed my 11-year-old cousin. At the time, 
I was 16 years old and on my way to the University of Florida to 
play football; however, my hopes of playing in the National 
Football League shattered in the blink of an eye. 
 Nevertheless, I was determined to experience 
the life of a celebrity. So for the last few years I have 
gone to whatever city is hosting the Super Bowl 
and crashed the most upscale parties–being in 
a wheelchair has not slowed me down one bit.
 This year the Super Bowl was in 
Miami. I drove down there from Tampa a 
few	 days	 before	 the	 game.	 The	 first	 day	 I	
was there, I heard on the radio that the NFL 
commissioner along with several former players 
would be presenting a $ 1,000,000 check to a local 
park in South Florida. My sister and I drove to the 
event as though we were invited. The entire facility was 
surrounded by top security, but that wasn’t going to stop me. 
I located a side door entrance, and my sister raced me through 
the door as someone was coming out. Within an hour, I was shaking 
hands with Archie Manning, Steve Young, and the NFL Commissioner while taking 
professional photos with the $ 1,000,000 check. The next morning, I realized that 

By Labrawn Saffold
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event as though we were invited. The entire facility was 
surrounded by top security, but that wasn’t going to stop me. 
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the door as someone was coming out. Within an hour, I was shaking 
hands with Archie Manning, Steve Young, and the NFL Commissioner while taking 
professional photos with the $ 1,000,000 check. The next morning, I realized that 

one of my pictures was published in the local paper. I noticed a person standing 
behind me in the photo, looking like, “Who is this nice guy in the wheelchair?”
 As night approached, someone mentioned to me that Hall of Fame Coach Mike 

Ditka was throwing a party. My sister and I showered, got dressed, and headed 
out on a mission to crash yet another event. When we arrived at the 

fancy hotel, I quickly started to smile and befriend anyone who 
seemed important. A nice guy directed us to the party. Once 

we reached the party’s entrance many people were 
leaving and we were informed the Jamie Foxx had 
just	finished	a	live	performance.	It	wasn’t	difficult	

to enter the party as most people were leaving. 
Within seconds of our entrance, I spotted Hall 
of Fame Coach Mike Ditka, who was partying 
like a rock star. I asked him for a picture, and he 
gladly agreed, taking the time to stop dancing 

and smile for the camera. I must say, I didn’t 
know Coach Ditka could still dance like that. 

 After driving four and a half hours, and 
attending two major events, I was exhausted. We 

spent Saturday sleeping in, preparing for a night 
of fun. Our goal for Saturday was to somehow get into 

The Players Party and then head to The ESPN Party. By 
Saturday evening, my sister and I were well rested and ready to 

enjoy the night. I drove to The Players Party as though I was an injured 
player looking to have fun with my colleagues. Luckily, the guards also assumed 
I was an injured player because they didn’t ask us any questions as they gave 
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us wrist bands and let my sister and me 
in the door. I posed with many All-Star 
players and felt like a true celebrity. Our 
next mission was going to be a challenge. 
Every year, ESPN hosts the biggest and 
most talked about party in the city. For 
the last two years, I had been turned 
away, but I was hoping this year would be 
different. Unfortunately it wasn’t. I tried 
every trick in my book, but the party was 
strictly by invitation only. Even though 
I didn’t get into the party, I met a lot of 
players near the entrance. My sister was 
really sad, but being the loyal brother 
that I am, I promised her I would get us 
into the Saints after-party if they won 
the Super Bowl so she could meet her 
so-called “future husband” Reggie Bush. 
 On Super Bowl Sunday, we decided to 
enjoy the nice beaches of Fort Lauderdale 
and watch the game somewhere near 
a beach. We ended up at Bubba Gump 
Shrimp right near the water. The game 
was really close, and I was actually pulling 
for the Colts knowing it would be hard 
if not impossible to keep my promise to 
my sister. To the contrary, the city of New 
Orleans got a break as the Saints pulled 
off a spectacular victory against the Colts. 
 Immediately after the game ended, 
my sister and I jumped in my car and 
headed back to Miami. I knew that if I 
was going to crash the party I would 
have to act quickly, before the players 
arrived	 at	 the	 hotel	 and	 before	 traffic	
was out of control. At this point, my 
sister was so excited, assuming I had a 
plan of action, but I had no idea what I 
was going to do. We arrived at the Inter-
Continental Hotel with perfect timing. 

We parked across the street just as the 
hotel guest buses were pulling up. Once 
we made it across the street, it seemed 
as though we had just arrived from the 
stadium with everyone else. My sister’s 
excitement grew as I thought to myself, 
“This is easier than I expected.” 
As we got closer to the hotel 
entrance, I realized the guards 
were checking for everyone’s 
wristbands. My sister started to 
panic but I told her to calm down 
and not to worry. I had a look of 
confidence,	but	I	had	absolutely	
no idea what I was going to do. My 
thoughts were racing; we were 
next in line. What was I going 
to do? (Labrawn, think quickly, 
think quickly.) Then I heard it: 
“Sir, let me see your wristband!” 
My sister looked at me anxiously. 
Without hesitation, I grabbed my 
stomach and said, “Where is the 
bathroom?”	 The	 officer	 looked	
at my wheelchair with concern 
and said, “Hurry, follow me.” I 
took my sister by the hand as the 
officer	 took	 us	 inside	 the	 hotel	
and directed us to the bathrooms 
without even realizing we had never 
showed him our wristbands. I looked 
around the hotel and realized we had 
done the impossible. Later that night the 
Saints players arrived and we partied 
until well after four in the morning. 
 Another year and another mission 
accomplished…. Next year I have 
my eyes set for Arlington, Texas, as I 
plan to sneak into Cowboys Stadium!
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Hall of Fame coach
Mike Ditka and
Labrawn Saffold.

Pro Football Hall of Fame 
member Steve Young,

former Pro Football player 
and Super Bowl winner

Tyrone Keys,
and Labrawn Saffold.

Saints player Jeremy Shockey,
Labrawn Saffold, 

and Labrawn’s sister.
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Crouching
Whitney Beaty
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I’m stressing, 
It’s just so depressing

So much stress,
Waiting for the press

I didn’t mean to cheat,
I thought I could compete,

Make my family proud,
Standing in the crowd
Screaming oh so loud,

I cheated myself, walking
With	shame,	feeling	like	a	flame.
What will I do, how will I succeed,
I’m a walking shame, looking
So lame

Oh no the press came,
Thank God I woke up from my dream,
And now I can succeed, and never cheat,
And always defeat.

Graduation Nightmare
By Ronya Al-Salem
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Have you ever found yourself needing 
to ace an exam in order to get the grade 
you have been working for all year? 
What would you be willing to do to 
get that grade? Some college students 
are so desperate and hung up on the 
pressure of school they are willing to 
risk their health simply to gain an edge 
on exams.

The drugs prescribed for attention 
deficit	hyperactivity	disorder,	such	as	
Adderall and Vyvanse, are intended 
to help individuals focus and stay on 
track during school and studying hours. 
These drugs are being acquired illegally 
by college students for multiple uses. As 
a form of recreational entertainment or 
as a studying aid. Far more people are 
using these drugs than are prescribed 
them.

HCC student Brett Hagen, 22, said he 
has used Adderall in the past to help 
himself stay awake and study.  He also 
said that he has taken the medication 
to stay awake during long road trips.  
Hagen is not prescribed the medication 
but	said	it	was	not	difficult	to	acquire.	
“Aderall?” he said. “It only cost me $10.”

Although Hagen has stopped using 
Adderall to help him study, he said 
he is aware of many students using it 
regularly, not just for studying but to get 
high, in some cases even snorting the 
medication to intensify the effects. 

Study Drugs
By Chris Rogers

Hagen also has met some people who 
are prescribed the medication, but 
who aren’t taking it at all. “They are 
prescribed a month at a time, so these 
kids would rather hustle their pills for 
seven or eight bucks a piece than take 
them for school,” said Hagen. 

Dr. Michael Gaynor, a Tampa physician, 
said taking the medication without a 
prescription can be very dangerous.  He 
said that the medication is essentially an 
amphetamine, which can escalate blood 
pressure and heart rate.  

“An adverse reaction to the medication 
could cause an individual to stroke out 
or cause seizures and ticks to occur,” 
said Gaynor. 

So before you consider drugs like these, 
think about the long-term effects you 
might	be	inflicting	on	your	body.	
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Breathe Your Own Air
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 Every day you pass them in 
the hallways. You sit next to them in 
class,	unaware	of	the	sacrifices	they	
have made to keep America safe. 
Veterans are just like you. There 
aren’t	any	flashing	lights	or	neon	
signs over their heads making them 
easy to recognize. Mark Elliott seeks 
out these veterans and is eager to 
lend a helping hand.
	 Elliott’s	official	title	at	HCC	is	
Veterans	Benefits	Advisor,	but	to	
those who have sat down with him, 
Elliott is much more than that. Most 
days, vets patiently wait at Elliott’s 
office,	sometimes	for	hours,	just	for	a	

moment of his time.
  Elliott’s outgoing 
personality and easygoing 

attitude	make	him	a	perfect	fit	
for the job that was created just 15 
months ago with people like him in 
mind. Five years ago, after serving 
in the Army for 30 years, Elliott 

retired with the rank of command 
sergeant major. His dedication 

to helping fellow service 
members has been a 

lifelong passion.
 “I loved 

A Hero to the Heroes
By David R. Botello

taking care of soldiers when I was in 
the military,” Elliott said. “As a leader, 
you’re constantly taking care of your 
men and women, looking out for their 
welfare and everything else, and so 
that’s what I’m doing now.” 
 Elliott, 51, was born in Alabama, 
but as an Army brat grew up all 
around the world. While serving 
in the Army, Elliott had the chance 
to venture to all parts of the globe. 
His devotion to his country shines 
through to his current duty station, 
which serves a new generation of 
veterans seeking information about 
health	care	and	education	benefits.
 With new education programs, 
such as the Post 9/11 GI Bill, veterans 
have the opportunity to excel in the 
classroom like never before. “You 
paid the price for this; don’t let it be 
wasted,” he said.
 When asked about the reward of 
helping fellow veterans achieve their 
goals and dreams, Elliott responds as 
only he can. “Oh man, it’s awesome,” 
Elliott said. “I can get up in the 
morning, shave my face and look in 
the mirror and be happy, and I can go 
to bed at night and feel good about 
what I’m doing.”
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It starts in the morning, when I rise
it happens every day - yet, still takes me by 
surprise
I’m	flooded	by	the	waves	of	reminiscence	-
of what was, on what is - and what could be our 
essence.
If only what I dream of at night could be,
instead of this misery of reality
then forever you and I could together stand
before this Red Sea of Life - hand in hand
and part the waters - see no sinking sand.

I travail through days as a wounded warrior -
pressing through as if an escapee
from behind the enemy lines of my heart
where I’m ambushed by my biggest enemy...me.

But	I	must	press	on	-	a	fire	still	burns;
somewhere within, what’s left of my spirit yearns
for the times when you and I can be at peace.
And be at rest but yet unharnessed
until eternal Life’s release.
Until then my Love’s thirst is never quenched
and will fall for no other’s deceit;
For until God re-unites us again
I am truly incomplete.

Incomplete
By Brian Almendarez
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 Student worries are no longer 
merely about getting into college, but 
how to pay for it once accepted. State 
officials	have	said	that	Florida’s	public	
college and university students 
should expect a 15 percent tuition 
increase every year until it 
reaches the national average, 
which is $6,966 to attend public 
two-year colleges. The cost to 
attend HCC is $2,347 for in-
state students, which means it 
could take more than 10 years 
before tuition stops increasing.
 “Families are paying about 
$172 to $1,096 more in tuition and fees 
this school year. The national average for 
2009-2010 is about $7,020, not including 
room and board,” said the College 
Board’s Trends in College Pricing of 2009.
 For students like Heath Crouch, a 
second-year education major who has 
to pay for college himself, hearing this 
kind of news could not come at a worse 
time. Crouch holds three jobs and still 
worries about how he is going 
to be able to pay for all the 
expenses that college provides.
 “I’m doing three times 
the work and only making 
the amount of holding one 
steady job,” Crouch said. 
“It’s going to be really hard 
to pay it [all the loans] back.”

Economics of Education
By Megan Lamb
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 For some it may seem that college is 
becoming a luxury that only a select few 
students throughout the United States are 

able to afford. High school teachers are 
better preparing their students for 

college, but it is the rising costs of 
tuition over the last decade that is 
stopping students from applying.
  “With all the ways the 
state says they can help me pay 
for college, it still isn’t enough,” 
Crouch said.  “The more they 

[Florida] raise the tuition, the 
more I have to take out in loans, 
which	 in	 the	 end	 isn’t	 benefiting	

me the way they said it would.”
 Florida has always been known for 

having low tuition rates. However, with this 
new plan of raising tuition by 15 percent 
every year, that may no longer be the 
case, leaving many students like Crouch 
feeling that they are at school only to work.
 Students feel that HCC is doing 
the best it can to keep tuition rates as 
reasonable as possible for them, but 

the rate increase is necessary 
to cover the costs of teacher 
salaries and other education 
resources. According to College 
Board’s Trends in College 
Pricing of 2009, while these 
increases may be necessary, they 
also have the effect of limiting 

access to a college education.
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 Kate Ruth was pleading with 
her instructor. She had missed two 
of	the	first	four	weeks	of	school	and	
was begging for time to catch up. The 
professor said yes, and Ruth appeared 
relieved but exhausted.
 It has been anything but a good 
start to the spring semester for Ruth, 21. 
On Jan. 25, her grandmother suffered 
a stroke and died. A week later, at the 
memorial service, Ruth’s mother also 
suffered a stroke and lost feeling in her 
right side.
 “I still haven’t found myself crying, 
mainly because I’m in complete shock 
that the two most prominent female 
figures	in	my	life	were	in	so	much	
pain,” said Ruth.
 Remembering the great times 
spent with both of her role models 
was easy for her. “My mom, she’s 
so wonderful and vivacious and 
awesome,” she said. “How could she 
not	be	the	most	influential	person	in	my	
life?”
 Her strong bond with her mother 
comes from being homeschooled 
during her middle school years, where 
learning was more of an adventure 
than a chore. “We went to museums 
all over Florida, such as the Kennedy 
Space Center, and she would make me 
do my times tables standing in line at 
Disney,” Ruth said. ”I learned algebra 
and percentages by shopping sales and 
figuring	out	the	amount	things	cost	
before she let me buy them.”

 Not every person can cope with 
such tragedy the way Ruth has; her 
strength has been built from personal 
battles with her own health. After 
graduating from Durant High School 
in 2006, Ruth planned to attend the 
Culinary Institute of America. She had 
been granted a scholarship and was 
ready to pick up and move to New York, 
but before she could leave her life was 
turned upside down.
 “Three weeks after graduation 
she lost her depth perception and 
three points off her vision,” said Brett 
Bordeaux, Ruth’s close friend. “Then 
began the medical tests, and by the end 
of our freshmen year, she had been 
diagnosed with multiple sclerosis, which 
kept her from leaving.”
 Being diagnosed with an incurable 
disease would slow many, but Ruth’s 
strong religious belief is her glue. “I’m 
a Calvinist, so I believe that everything 
happens for a purpose. I believe there’s 
a plan, and that God’s timing is perfect,” 
she said.
 Ruth is now a liberal arts major 
at HCC and plans to transfer to the 
University of South Florida to study 
marketing. “It’s like my dad always 
says,” Ruth added, “it’s not where you’re 
going; it is where you have been.”

Enduring Heart
By Geoff Igartua
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What is the extent of my love?
I would walk across the street

for you.
Tell someone to make you some soup if 

you were sick
Help you with your personal issues 
until something better came along

Buy you red roses if they weren’t too 
expensive

Have long, intimate conversations until 
the Cleveland Cavaliers game comes 

on
Be there by your side if you promised 

to help me out with a loan
Take you out for an expensive, 

romantic dinner if you promise to split 
the check

Tell you how beautiful you are when 
I’m in a good mood

Buy you a box of chocolates and eat the 
pieces I’m positive you don’t like so you 

won’t have to
be bothered with them.

Say I love you if none of my friends are 
around

Allow you to stay in the same room 
with me while I watch the

Super Bowl
Not express my severe distaste for your 

lack of style and lame personality
I wholeheartedly vow to give you part 

of me whenever it’s convenient.

Deep Love
By Stephen Simmons



37
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Triad Awards

Columbia Scholastic Press Association
Medalist

1983, 1985, 1986, 1993, 1994, 1995, 2007, 2008, 2009
Collegiate Crown Awards Finalist

2009
•

Society of Professional Journalists
Mark of Excellence

Best All-Around Magazine
1983
•	

Associated Collegiate Press
Hall of Fame

1999
Pacemaker

1990
All American

1985, 1989, 2000, 2001, 2002, 2003, 2007, 2008
•

Florida Community College Press Association
General Excellence

1985, 1989, 1992, 1994, 1997, 2003, 2006, 2007, 2008, 2009
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