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Opening Prayer 
 

Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit, 
As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be, world without end. 

Amen. 
 

Lord, we thank you for this university—a light to those you call to be 
artists, entrepreneurs, and intellectuals. We know that if we squander 

this gift, there may never be another like it—fewer 
Catholics would understand the crossroad of faith and media, which is 
becoming more important every year. And so, we ask for your help as 

we build and cultivate this light you've given us. 
 

Let this journal be an opportunity to do just that; let it also be an 
opportunity for each contributor and editor to answer their daily, 

personal calling from you. Be with us as we create, keep us from sin as 
we create, and help us to create something good. 

 
Jesus, the Perfect Communicator, have mercy on us. 

Our Lady of Guadalupe, pray for us. 
Pope St. John Paul II, pray for us.
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Letter from the Editors 

John Paul the Great University is full of young artists and thinkers who are 

eager to make their mark upon the world. Some of those students are already 

sitting down and working on honing their craft, be it photography, poetry or 

careful analysis. We, the editors of Out of the Cave have collected the works 

of the students and selected those in this book as being of exemplary value. 
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“Next, then,’ I said, ‘make an image of our nature in its 
education and want of education, likening it to a condition of 

the following kind. See human beings as though they were in an 
underground cave-like dwelling with its entrance, a long one, 

open to the light across the whole width of the cave. They are in 
it from childhood with their legs and necks in bonds so that 
they are fixed, seeing only in front of them, unable because of 
the bond to turn their heads all the way around. Their light is 

from a fire burning far above and behind them. Between the fire 
and the prisoners there is a road above, along which see a wall, 

built like the partitions puppet-handlers set in front of the 
human beings and over which they show the puppets.” 

 
–Plato 
  From The Republic of Plato,  

            Translated by Allen Bloom,  
            (Basic Books, 1991), 193.
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Adoration 

Marisabel Pedroza 

 

You share your name with the sun 

And are dressed in it too 

With rays of precious gold 

Reaching out from You 

 

You share Your name with the sun 

Yet You look like the moon 

The bright host in the sky 

That serves as a testament to You 

 

Yet the light that they give 

Pales in comparison to You 

For only You are the Light of the World 

And to You all praise and honor are due 
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Fruits of a Thursday Morning 

Taylor Williams 

 

Romans with their omens 

Kramps the mission of the Christians; 

yet Chi Rho presses His visions 

upon the hinge of the Western world. 
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Healing 

Gabriela Rocio Fuentes Barahona 

 

This is a strong test 

But my God is the strongest 

He knows my quest and will answer my request 

No pest can bring me unrest 

For in His name I am blest 

 

Genuine interest I’ll invest 

To stay away from what He detests 

His tender chest will keep me at rest 

In His loving spirit, I’ll remain honest 

Among His children, I’ll be the bravest 

 

I will not protest 

For only He knows best 

Although this battle seems the hardest 

His LOVE will lead me farthest 

Until His glory shines the brightest 
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Journey 

Gabriela Rocio Fuentes Barahona 

 

Hold me close in your embrace 

Fill my heart with your grace 

Please let me keep your pace 

through this phase of the race 

to erase the space, Satan misplaced 

 

Be my base in everyplace 

This empty life does not amaze 

I beg, replace evil's sinful phrase 

Help me face disgrace to chase your place 

Oh Lord, accept this joyful praise I raise 

 

May your Holy Spirit be my interface 

Keep your gaze in this broken vase 

Lead me apace through life's maze 

Teach me to trace your blaze 

And let your love be my sole case 
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Missing the Accent (Is it good to engage...) 

Taylor Williams 

 

Oh Language: here is the fault! 

You are broken and numb. 

Wisdom must leave without turning; 

their seal goes in ways, see them hum. 

You lie to those who speak You, 

who hope to offer Truth. 

In truth, I, fallen, praise you; 

it’s how I’m raised, my youth 

 

Our youth: now fevered, turning, 

anxious, lost, hurting. 

Yet Wisdom reaches, yearning: 

“Speak child! You are burning.” 

Silence breathes, now spoken; 

we’re “la-da”ing 

while broken. 
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The Procrastinator's Prayer 

Kevin Paul Reeve Stutzke 

 

I meant to write a poem about procrastination 

but that requires a lot of inspiration 

The sensation of the whole weight of creation 

And I'm just not there yet 

My sight has so many other places to set 

Why go now if I might regret 

Put all my chips in at the start of the bet 

Why not wait and see if there's more I can get 

You never know... I might win the race 

The tortoise won and look at his pace 

next time you see my face 

looking off into space 

Don't question my productivity 

this is the process of my creativity 

My brain, is the patient Nativity 

Waiting for its messiah 

The great idea 

Ave Maria, gratia plena 



Out of the Cave 

10 

See my head is just a container 

Dominus tecum. 

With a whole lot of room 

Benedicta tu in mulieribus, 

et benedictus fructus ventris tui, Iesus. 

But it takes a while to deduce 

Sancta Maria, Mater Dei, 

So be patient for me to hit play 

ora pro nobis peccatoribus, 

It's not an excuse, I plan to produce 

nunc et in hora mortis nostrae, 

Just give me one more day 

A--men 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Out of the Cave 

11 

 

 

Sacrifice 

Teresa Doherty 

 

When the dripping molten circle of the sun 

Melts into pink cirrus laced golden 

Hills gather light in a burning chalice 

The entire glass sky becomes a palace 

 

Creation’s lonely heart is filled with joy 

Peace neglects the tide of time to employ 

An Eternal Present connects to motion 

A reflection is offered for the Eternal Now 

 

Shining the sun’s rays drip down the dark hills 

Filling buttercups chalices with gold 

The soul’s cup will be filled with fresh blood 

Heart brimming red glow seeping into depths 

 

The heart, mind, and soul at peace and at being 

The bright gushing of God quietly singing 

For as nature is stilled by receiving the sun 
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The soul is painted and filled by a dove 

 

At the raising of the chalice a new day begun 

At its lowering a settling in the soul is sung 

Benediction throbbing through the tired heart 

Day offered every part soul communing 

 

The sun owes nothing to the earthen hills 

And yet they are nothing without Him 

He not only nourishes their every need 

But paints with fiery colors of delight 

 

Yellow joy radiates down to the earth 

Yet if the sun hides His face by choice 

All will return to the dust whence they came 

Bright breath of life from God forsaken 

 

Obedient to nature the sun sets 

To teach with clarity man and God’s love 

Smiles of another sweetened by delay 

 

Yet love of God so much deeper because It’s Being 
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And just as the bud wants nothing but sun 

pure of soul and heart want nothing but Peace 

Even the gold sun is not a worthy mirror 

Finite reflection afterglow of Eternity 

 

And yet even the sun teaches detachment 

For in the night we learn to look to light 

And pain and darkness finds beauty of sacrifice 

 

A regal bleeding lamb raising sun again 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Out of the Cave 

14 

 

 

Silent Echoes 

Kevin Paul Reeve Stutzke 

 

The phantom lovers wonder in the shadows of the man-made valley. 

Their holy chains make no rattle. 

Their voices dare not raise past a whisper. 

Their presence is the only thing that is echoed, 

night after night, 

it echoes, 

again and again 

with no place to fall. 

The echo of their presence leaps from crag to cliffside 

past luminescent locks that steam in the cold night air, 

but still there echo has nowhere to rest. 

If love is not given a place to grow 

They do not wither. 

Love wills into existence. 

It cracks concrete and cast 

bright blooms against the gray. 

Contrasting in a way 

that proves strength is not stone 
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it’s vulnerability it’s compassion it’s compromise 

it’s Love. 

When Love has no place to grow 

before the cracking, beneath the shadow 

they will find a way to sprout. 

They need not day nor moonlit night. 

They need not soil nor air to breathe. 

They do not need they only give. 

When there is no place for Love 

our lovers will not grieve: 

they will bide their time as phantoms, 

they will become silent echoes, 

they the sprouting seeds will grow together until 

the power of their circumstances cracks and the whole world will 
witness 

what love can bear and what love will break 

for the sake of itself. 
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Wanderlust 

Sam Hendrian 

 

Her suitcase had sat beside many beds 

In hotels and hostels around the world. 

She’d turned her ear to countless talking heads, 

Hoping for rays of truth to be unfurled. 

 

Still in her bright eyes I could clearly see 

A deep thirst for travel cruelly unquenched, 

Dreaming of sailing some faraway sea 

Where no one by doubt could ever be drenched. 

 

Hearts quite well-traveled still endlessly plagued 

By strong bouts of wintery wanderlust, 

Planning to someday flee from valleys vague 

Into hills where warm winds of wisdom gust. 

 

A college boy from a small college town, 

Tired of questions about his plans for life, 

Scared he’ll always be seen as the class clown, 
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Searching for somewhere that’s free of all strife. 

 

Examples and experiences vast 

Have on his youthful mind made impressions. 

But the quest is on for peace that will last 

And save him from all types of depression. 

 

Hearts quite well-traveled still endlessly plagued 

By strong bouts of wintery wanderlust, 

Planning to someday flee from valleys vague 

Into hills where warm winds of wisdom gust. 

 

Riding a big bus with faces varied, 

Timid of locking eyes with any one, 

It becomes clear what has always carried 

Wandering folk whom travel agents shun. 

 

One small step closer, one giant leap back 

Seems the main story beneath each soul mask. 

If Patient Hope chooses to cut them slack, 

Waiting on standby’s not too hard a task. 

 

Hearts quite well-traveled still endlessly plagued 

By strong bouts of wintery wanderlust. 
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Planning to someday flee from valleys vague 

Into hills where warm breezes of Love gust. 
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Adam’s Suit 

Neil McDonough 

 

Adam was uncomfortable. Definitely sure of it this time, the 

outer-rear side of his left thigh was sweaty. It was absolutely worse than 

ever, and he was almost completely sure he could feel the wick array at 

the bottom of his thigh, sucking up the sweat in two lines of parallel 

condensation and dryness. The two sensations, so close, almost blurred 

into each other where they met, creating a space which felt both totally 

dry and sopping wet at once. Though not as optimal as an analysis 

appointment, apparently he wouldn't mind the sweat and skin tensions 

rubbing up against Claire. 

His last suit repair appointment had been almost three months 

ago. Used to get them about once every month, but ever since he had 

selected less time in the office and more time reading, the checks came 

in much closer to his rent. He could wait. People lived without suits. 

Running around naked in the Savanna like Paul. Contracting STDs and 

bleeding to death. That was Paul's problem: he didn’t read enough. He 

was a damn good writer, but he should have read more, wanted to write 

too much. Of course he had a good time, but all too soon on that cot 

by Kilimanjaro...  

Adam didn’t want to make the same mistake, reading three 

more hours every week. At first it was out of boredom; his suit was 

probably the best programed in his office, he was pretty sure at this 
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point -- much less attention overhead, and tactic development. He 

thought he would have been a good choice for the promotion, but 

apparently everybody thinks that. Something about the criteria for 

advancement being “usually disparate from any criteria non-leadership 

employees can objectively assess within and of themselves.” Whatever, 

wouldn't have been that much better. 

But reading, reading had become a problem. Maybe he had just 

spent too much time with Paul. Paul the writer. Before that he would 

just browse the news or read a comic or something every once in a 

while, but Paul eventually got him on to weirder and weirder stuff. Old 

novels of people walking around that took forever to read—criticism, 

political commentary. Eventually he started reading “The New Israel 

Reporter,” rolling his eyes at himself. What, was he going to run off 

and join a “Church” and wave his naked body around in the grass, or 

go full Monk and wear clothes and become sensitized and not be able 

to walk around in public without reacting in front of everyone?  

To be fair, people didn’t really understand. People didn’t talk 

about the prison system for a reason, and a lot of America’s foreign 

policies were way worse when you actually read them. Still, what’s the 

alternative? Adam was in the process of reading up on it, but it 

probably wasn’t gonna be joining a “tribe” like Paul.  

Adam had a pretty good job in design refinement anyway; his 

team had made a major curvature improvement in the lower outer 

breast region third section. Interesting work to say the least. Now he 

was playing into the cliché. Masters in aesthetic engineering, get into 

old books, have sex, and either, get stabbed, or get dirty and eventually 

run away together and either fall too hard or get bit by a snake or 
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something.  

No, I mean, everyone knew the appeal. He had studied for 

years, looked at the four different models during, “Intro to Form” and 

“Advanced Texturing” and whatnot. People said it just wasn't the same; 

some people said it helped them with inspiration for work. Besides, It 

wasn’t really about that. Freaking Claire.  

Where do I start? She just wore it so well. Exactly Adam’s taste, 

he had noticed it in the coffee shop, and heard Paul’s inspirational 

speech in his head and sat down and gave her his number. He had 

gotten a good cumulative look since then, and he was pretty sure it was 

exactly the same model as he used as his reference for work. She wore 

it so well too, that particular swing in the outer hip and the shoulder 

rotation. Perfect, in a word she was perfect, a hint of danger too. Adam 

knew you weren't supposed to pay attention to that kind of thing, but 

that bend in the corner of her upper right thigh meant she had 

definitely been out of that suit before. She was genius too though, math 

professor, but at a highly respected University. He respected her so 

much, and now was they were probably going to finally see each other.  

She had been resting on his lap and talking about the rain and 

telling a story about her favorite flower as a kid. She had cut herself 

back then, before they put out the self-harm prevention ordinances. 

She had gotten over it before then, but everyone has scars, underneath, 

physical and otherwise. They had already talked about it, and how he 

said he felt about it, and how he didn’t care and knew that was hard for 

her to actually accept and internalize, but Adam, seeing the marks on 

her arm, was still kind of the elephant sticking its head a little into his 

bedroom at the moment.  
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She seemed relaxed though, and he wasn’t feeling too bad 

himself. When she finished her story, he tilted his head up and returned 

to the moment, processing the story and realizing that she was 

expecting him to take the reins on the next section of the evening. 

Looking deeply at each other, Adam got the sudden jolt of ambition 

that they were both on the same page about potential options. He 

whispered a question to her, and she whispered back. The only way to 

take off the suit was to do it yourself, but apparently once you started 

somebody else could finish taking it off, which is what you're 

apparently supposed to do if the columnists are to be believed.  

The moment was right, without a word from either, the suits 

began to destructure and thin. Adam could feel the air move against 

patches of his skin. Adam imagined her, totally different from what he 

remembered and dreamed up, skin and flesh in a whole new meaning 

beauty in wholeness he had not thought to imagine. Oh, Claire. I see 

the same scars you see but your whole—you have totally no idea how 

beautiful you are. Adam hoped he could show her adequately and 

hoped he could learn a thing or two as well.  

The buzzing cleared off from Adam’s eyes, and as he blinked at 

the brightness, he realized he was standing face-to-face with an empty 

suit, no body inside. Processing as the lattices and engineering slowly 

cleared the rest of his body, the last five months took on a whole new 

look in his head. Naked alone in the room, he stood up out of his suit 

and, after a moment hunched over, laid down into hers and closed it on 

himself. 
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The Canary 

Joshua Peck 

 

 That damned bird! It may as well have damned me to Hell itself 

for all the good it did me. Twenty-two years in this hole and sure, I've 

had some close calls, but never a dead bird. You don't even think about 

it till it's gone, that little taste of safety that makes everything easier. I 

reckon I could have gone with the others, gone with the group and 

sought safety in numbers. But in twenty years alone with my bird and 

my vein, I had never had a problem I couldn't deal with. So when 

everyone else turned right towards the A Block, I went left towards the 

F Block. My own little slice of Hell I liked to call it; that's pretty ironic 

now. I wonder, do you think it's ironic? But you don't seem much for 

laughs. 

 You know, I don't even think the bird was alive when I picked 

it up this morning. I was nursing a hangover when I came in, nothing 

unusual, but between that and the pitch black of the early morning, I 

couldn't tell if it was alive or dead. Or maybe it died on the elevator 

down into this pit. That old rascal Cliff hustled me as we were coming 

down, asking me somethin’ about how much money I was planning on 

losing again tonight. Said he made a killin’ off me last night. I suppose 

he’s right. I went seventy seven dollars in the hole last night. I woke up 

this morning in the company of an empty bottle, a cup of chew, and 

not a penny to my name. Well, I guess that's what I deserve. That's 
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probably why you're here. 

 The one thing I still owned, I dropped when Cliff bumped me. 

I guess he had meant it to be playful, but it seems I just wasn't having it 

today. So I knocked a tooth out of his flapping mouth with my famous 

right hook. Took six of the boys to pull us away from each other. Just 

one more reason for you to come for me. 

 The cage was still on the ground this whole time, so maybe it 

got kicked, maybe it was pushed around too much, or maybe the canary 

was dead long before I even woke up this mornin,’ frozen because I 

forgot to cover its cage last night. I guess it don't matter now. Now that 

you’re here. 

 It’s funny really, even after all that fightin’ and such, I still just 

picked up my little cage without so much as a look at the bird inside. 

Shows what a damned fool I am. A damned fool indeed to pick this of 

all days to split myself off from the group. Any rescue will come down 

the main shaft and towards the A Block; there’s fifty men in that room 

mining away at the biggest coal vein in Maryland. There are a dozen 

more in B Block, half that in C, and here there's just little old me. Ain't 

nobody comin’ to F Block, nobody but you that is, and Heaven knows 

you’re not rescue.  

 I hardly got in an hour’s work before the explosion. Although I 

suppose that don't matter now. Nothing at all matters after that boom. 

That's the sound of nightmares there, a sound that shakes you to your 

soul, that stirs up all the cobwebs deep inside you. I've had real 

nightmares like this, dreams I mean. Some damned fool drills into a gas 

pocket and blows the whole lot of us to Hell. I wish that's what 

happened; I wouldn't mind that half as much as this. No, I reckon by 
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the volume and direction of the explosion someone in B Block hit a gas 

pocket. They caved in the south half of the mine including my path 

back to the main shaft, leaving me to rot in my F Block, my own little 

slice of Hell. I reckon that's turned the air sour, but I can't tell you how 

badly because of our little dead friend here. Maybe I'll get off easy and 

choke to death. That would be a nice way to go, at least comparatively. 

I don't know, what do you think? 

 Who am I kidding, what would you know about dying? Death, 

sure, you’re the obvious expert, but that's not the same thing as dying. 

You probably don't even need to breathe, you’ve got nothing to worry 

about, and I've got nothing but worry. 

 If the air don't kill me, I'll die of thirst, or maybe your God in 

his irony will send me a drip of water, so I can live long enough to 

starve to death. But, I’m afraid, afraid it won't be any of those things. 

Somethin’ far, far worse, somethin’ of nightmares. I can feel it getting 

warmer; the explosion must have caught the coal vein on fire, so it 

looks like I'm due for the worst fate of all: a long slow roasting in my 

black-hearted tomb. Unless… unless you would kill me. Yes, please do, 

why wait, right? You must be a busy man. You’re just waiting for me to 

die anyway. You’re a demon, right? Sent to drag me to Hell. You 

certainly fit the bill; you've got skin blacker than the coal in here. 

Except your eyes. Those burning red eyes. 

 Stop looking at me dammit! Just say it, you know what I am! 

No need to burn a hole into my soul. Just kill me you son of b–ch! Do 

it! That's what you came for, so get it over with. Don't let me die like 

this, cooked like a turkey on Thanksgiving. I don't want to end up like 

that f––ing bird! So just do it, I'm ready. Come on, I can feel the rocks 
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getting hot already; I can't go down like this. I can't. Just do something! 

Anything! Speak, G–d d––n you!  

 Or just stop staring at me with those eyes; I can feel them 

looking into me, burning their way through me.  

 Well? Did you find anything interesting? Did you see my old 

man, see him beating my Mom? Or did you only see me hitting Susan? 

You saw the drinking for sure, maybe you even know how much I've 

drank. Yeah, I bet you do. You know the exact number, down to the 

milliliter. So what is it? Because obviously it wasn't enough to burn this 

out, this thing inside me. This monster that beats his wife and hits his 

kid. This thing that curses the world and spits at God-fearing men. Or 

maybe all that liquor’s just been feeding it all this time. More fuel on the 

fire, is that it?  

 Oh, look, the smoke is coming in now, and look, it’s come and 

turned you gray with it. So, now my black-skinned devil has gone and 

turned gray on me. What? Are you getting old waiting for me? Oh, but 

not those eyes, oh no, still more burning to do, huh? 

 Well, what more do you want? You’re not my priest; this is no 

confessional. You’re just some monster come to judge a fellow 

monster. So, what do you say of this seventh-generation alcoholic, what 

do you say of me? A man who cheats on his wife, who gambles away 

his car, his house, and his whole life, till all he’s got is some divorce 

papers and a bottle of Gin. Who drove his son to drugs and God 

knows what else. What do you say of a man who was barely fourteen 

when he shook the dust of his faith off his sandals and opted for a 

different sort of church. What do you say!? 

 You see this! This is the only church I've known for years and 
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years. Black, dark, cold, and just waiting to be set a-light. A prison of 

my own making! A prison that has me breaking out in blisters, that's 

burning me up. I've made my home into a boiler, that's what I've done. 

So, is that enough? Do your eyes see more? Better look quickly because 

I can hear the walls cracking; it won't be long before this cathedral of 

mine comes crashing down. Speak! Tell me what I could have done, 

you ought to know. You stand there, with coal dust raining down 

around you, and yet, you wear armor that is perfectly white. No more 

black, no more gray, only white. And the more I blather on the whiter 

you seem to turn. So, how do you stay so clean, uncorrupted, 

unburned? I'm burning up in this hole and you've come to what? Watch 

me? You look more angel than devil now, white armor when it's 

snowing coal dust. So, you must know, you have to tell me, what did I 

do wrong? What can I do now?... What can I do– 

 I'm sorry, I'm so sorry, I don't want to die like this. I don't want 

to burn, here… or there. Tell me, please, how can I escape? 

 “Do not be afraid of this.” 

 The angel steps forward; it sets down the mighty shield it carries 

and puts out its hands cupped together. It’s holding ash, the white soot 

left behind by burned up coal, and resting in that bed of ash, is my 

canary. Then the angel is gone, and the bird is in my hands, alive and 

well. It starts singing, a song to lift a broken spirit, to hold up a falling 

house for just a little while longer. Then, in the briefest of seconds and 

the longest of eternities, the collapsed section of tunnel is broken down 

and lights shine in. The lights of rescuers who have come to save me. 

To save a man burned, broken, and beaten, but not defeated. And all of 

this, as the canary sings. 
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The Funeral of Thomas Ryodof 

Joshua Peck 

 

The headstone split as a spider web of cracks ran across it like 

the last embrace of fate. The sledgehammer came down again, and the 

stone shattered, shooting off chunks of rocks in every direction. 

Thomas skipped backward out of the way, but one stone shard still 

caught him across his shin. The wound didn’t look too bad though. As 

he wiped the blood off, he noticed the chunk of headstone that had hit 

him. A glistening red spot stained the top like a bright red flag, as if to 

say, urgent; but when he flipped it over, he found on it only the word, 

“And.” It looked up at him like an unanswered question, greedy for a 

reply. It was the first part of the name Andrew Moneta, whose 

headstone had just been demolished.  

Thomas tossed it to one side. The name didn’t matter; he was 

just one more of thirty-five; thirty-five poor stiffs who, in life, had the 

misfortune of belonging to a dying church that buried them in a small 

graveyard which filled up much quicker than their pews did. The 

dwindling congregation soon couldn’t pay the bills and was forced to 

sell the whole property to a real-estate shark who was bulldozing it to 

build a strip mall; the church had since moved down the street between 

a Weight Watchers and a yoga studio. It’s a strange world that finally 

releases people from the chaos of everyday life to let them find some 
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rest under the dirt, only to have them dug up again by some college kid 

looking for a little extra dough, tossed in a truck, cremated, and finally 

packed off to some other field of dead people until that one gets 

bought up, too. Strange.  

Thomas stood. That kind of thinking always made him feel like 

someone was sucking the air out of his lungs. It reminded him of when 

he came back to town last year and saw all the foreclosed signs. Like 

the great big boot of real life was pressing down on his chest till his 

breaths came slow and shallow, when the world grew hazy and 

distorted. The burning lust for air just before the whole world went 

dark. It was the feeling of just how many “and’s” there were in the 

world. But now wasn’t the time to think about that. 

He was here to do a job, and his other reasons, well, those 

weren’t really important. After two hours, Andrew Moneta, or at least 

his coffin, was dug up and dragged over to the side of the road. As 

Thomas was dusting off his hands, a woman slowed down as she drove 

by and gave him a funny look.  

“What?” Thomas called back to her. Didn’t she know about the 

strip mall? The ‘coming soon’ sign was already up—an enormous 

banner hanging from the church’s street-facing wall. Didn’t she know? 

This wasn’t a church anymore; it was a food court, or a parking lot, 

maybe a super-sized department store. But not a church. The graves 

were just in the way, although not for much longer. 

Thomas turned and surveyed the graveyard. The earth was 

littered with holes like the site of an artillery barrage; there were broken 

chunks of headstones everywhere, but through all that Thomas could 

see one still standing. To be entirely honest, he already knew there was 
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one left, although he had been half hoping Anton would have taken 

care of it, but Anton was off today so there was only one thing to do.  

He stood several feet back from the headstone, estimating the 

distance for an ideal strike. He had purposefully chosen to stand on the 

backside of the marker so that the name was facing away from him. 

Although it made no real difference, he knew whose grave this was. 

Joshua Ryodof would have to go just like everybody else.  

Thomas took a deep breath, and swung. The hammer came 

down and glanced off the rounded top, bearing the iron head down 

into the soft grass. A stream of curses poured from Thomas' mouth as 

he wrenched the hammer up and around. This time he aimed and 

struck the broad side of the stone, the destructive point of his tool 

tearing clean through his father’s name and spraying the guts of his 

stone legacy all over the other graves. Not yet satisfied, the hammer, 

taking on a will of its own in Thomas’ hands, rose and fell again, and 

again, breaking apart what was left standing of Joshua’s final mark on 

this world.  

“There you go, you son of a b––h. This’ll be the last mess of 

yours I’ll clean up.” Thomas’ voice cracked as he threw the hammer 

aside and reached for the shovel. “It’s all been leading up to this, all the 

spilled beers, cigarette butts, and piss stains on that rotting old chair, all 

the debt you racked up, every last thing in that house. It’s all gone. I 

burned it. Especially that damn chair of yours, even on fire that thing 

still stank of you. The place was almost livable once the smell was gone. 

But that’s still not enough. Still one mess left.” He was trembling as he 

spat out the word ‘mess’ like it was an insult beyond the foulest curses.  

Thomas was digging now, tearing away the earth that stood 
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between him and his father’s box. “Come on, you piece of crap, get out 

here and face me like a man! Isn’t that what you always wanted? Me to 

be a man? Well! What do you think? Still not enough?”  

“I was never as interesting as your TV, never as important as a 

beer, and when you finally would look at me, I was nothing, not even a 

disappointment. You were a drunken dog living off Mom’s money; and 

I, I was the disappointment?”  

He wiped the sweat from his brow and began the long slow 

journey down, digging himself down into a pit to reach his father.  

After about half an hour of working in silence, Thomas began 

to feel a burning in his shoulders and thighs, the slow rolling fatigue of 

manual labor. For a moment, he felt some of the tension leaving him 

through the simple pleasure of hard work. Rather than slowing down 

though, Thomas began to chuckle. Softly at first, but it soon rose into 

an ironical and even mocking laugh.  

“Remember all those chores you had me do? Remember what 

you said?” Thomas burst out in a scoffing laugh that racked his whole 

body. “You said, ‘Hard work builds character.’ F––ing ironic. Guess 

that’s why you were such an a––. You never did a hard day’s work in 

your life.” Thomas shook his head and spat in the dirt. Then the 

laughter rose up again in a fit of uncontrollable derision. “But then 

again, you came to this place, too.” Thomas gestured to the crumbling 

church with his shovel, flinging some dirt across its white walls in the 

process. “Monday through Saturday you’d drink and swear and smoke 

four packs a day, and Pall Malls too, f––ing Pall Malls.” Thomas spat 

again before starting up again. “But Sunday, oh, oh that was a holy day. 

So you and I would march down here with smiles on our faces and ties 
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around our necks like a perfect little family. Bull––t.”  

Thomas stood up straight and looked up out of his pit at the 

abandoned church. “I hope they build a sh–ter here after they tear it 

down. At least people are honest about what goes on in there; besides, 

people actually need a place to piss.”  

With a newfound fury, Thomas drove the shovel down and felt 

it strike something hard. Crack. The shovel snapped in two, spraying 

splinters in every direction.  

“Aaaggghhhhhh.” Thomas roared down at the dirt beneath his 

feet, at the body he knew was down there, taunting him. He tossed the 

broken stick aside and continued with just the blade and what was left 

of the handle, digging on all fours now. 

He grew deathly quiet. There was no air left for talk as Thomas 

cleared the last of the dirt and revealed the coffin lid. It was a simple 

pine box with the name Joshua Ryodof burned onto the wood. The 

name seemed to stare at Thomas as he dug around the sides of the 

casket, each letter accusing him, glaring up at him like members of a 

hostile jury, accusing him of… of what? He waved the thought away as 

preposterous. Even so, by the time he had uncovered the coffin, every 

inch of hair on his body was standing on end.  

“He’s dead. He’d dead, he’s dead, he’s dead!” But saying the 

words out loud didn’t make him believe them. Even before they 

finished echoing around the pit, he could already smell it, that 

putrefying odor of stale beer, cigarettes, and urine that seeped out of his 

father’s chair like some airborne disease. A creeping reminder of what 

exactly he had unearthed. 

Thomas turned away from the staring letters, faced the wall of 
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the hole, and started to climb out. But the earthen wall began tumbling 

down into the pit, forcing him to claw at the grass above to try and free 

himself. He could feel the hands on his ankles now, dragging him 

backward, feel his father's belt being folded in half and even heard the 

THWACK as it struck his bedroom door. He felt the smallness, the 

hatred, all that kindling of fear building up in him, ready to spark.  

Then the dirt came crashing down as the wall collapsed on top 

of him. The earth fell upon him and pinned Thomas down against his 

father's box like a malicious embrace. Thomas couldn’t breathe, 

couldn’t speak, his father’s boot was pressing down on his chest, 

squeezing the air out of him.  

Then he was out, dragging himself from the dirt and running up 

the newly created ramp. He took a second to catch his breath; his chest 

heaving and his eyes darting around the lifeless cemetery, searching for 

a horror long dead but recently uncovered. There was nothing there, no 

one around and nothing but a box in the hole. Thomas spat down the 

pit for good measure and then returned a few minutes later with the 

winch device used to pull up the coffins.  

There were several minutes of cold silence as he set up the 

winch. He cleared away the fallen dirt then attached the winch’s hooks 

to the box, before lifting it up. When he finally lowered the casket onto 

the grass, he did so with such gentleness that one might think he was 

trying not to wake what was inside. The straps were removed, and the 

top dusted off. His hands were on the clasps now, his heart already in 

his throat, as if it was getting ready to jump for freedom should the 

need arise.  

There was a hiss of escaping gas as the seal on the lid was 
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broken. Thomas took a deep breath, trying to slow his pounding heart.  

He opened it.  

The man inside was, well, dead. The corpse didn’t move, didn’t 

reach up to pull him inside. There weren’t even any eyes left to stare. 

Little more than the outline of a man, but that was nothing new.  

Thomas didn’t know precisely what he’d been expecting, but it 

wasn’t this. Then he noticed it, clasped in his father’s right hand, was a 

box of cigarettes. He reached in and checked the label—Pall Malls. This 

was too much, Thomas burst out laughing at the sheer absurdity of it 

all. Unfortunately, Thomas had been holding his breath until this point, 

and the laugh caused a sudden intake of air so that he took the full 

brunt of the stench all at once. He slammed the lid shut, leaned over 

and began retching into the pit. It took him several minutes to empty 

his stomach. 

Even when his body more or less recovered, Thomas could still 

smell it. It was the same stink as before, only worse. The reek of decay 

was now added to the offensive odor of his father’s chair; a putrefying 

cocktail of misery, anger, fear, and resentment, it was everything he 

never wanted to feel again, and that’s why a coffin wouldn’t do, a 

wooden box couldn’t contain that stench. It had to be burned out.  

With shaking hands and bloodshot eyes, Thomas threw his 

shoulder against the coffin. Feet planted and knees bent, he heaved that 

miserable time capsule back into the pit from which it came. The six-

foot fall broke open the cheap wooden quarantine, and Thomas stared 

down into his father's empty eye sockets. The face that had been lifeless 

just moments ago was now definitely grinning.  

With the might of ten men, Thomas tore his eyes away from 
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the hole. Running back to the truck he recovered the spare gas tank, 

but it was empty, not a drop. There was another on the other side, he 

checked that one too, but it was dry as well. Thomas turned it upside 

down and shook it to make sure no fuel was hiding in the corners. A 

vein pulsed in his forehead as his gaze tore around the area. There, by 

the dead fig tree, was a gas canister for the chain saw. He ran to it, but 

as he did so his foot slipped, and he crashed down into a hole. Thomas 

screamed, all his anger and frustration coalesced into a single frenzied 

battle-cry. 

With inhuman fervor, Thomas threw himself from the hole and 

grabbed the gas can. 

Back at the pit, Thomas poured the fuel down into the hole, but 

even the oppressive reek of gasoline couldn’t overtake the smell of 

rotting pain that was now clawing its way up into Thomas’s brain.  

But someone was watching him. No, something. He turned and 

saw it. His father’s name stared up at him with a cauterizing gaze; the 

chunk of headstone accused him as he prepared the murder of a 

corpse. With the desperation of a criminal destroying any shred of 

evidence, Thomas gathered the pieces of Joshua’s headstone and threw 

them into the hole.  

The gas canister was emptied over the twice-dug grave. And the 

match was lit. For a moment, Thomas’s eyes focused on the small 

flame which he held between himself and the pit. He saw its 

resoluteness, its strength, its dancing splendor, its immutability. In it, he 

found something pure, bright, and cathartic. Something that healed and 

purified. A single glowing tongue of beauty and hope that twinkled 

before the backdrop of the church.  
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Then, Thomas drew out one of the Pall Malls he had taken 

from the coffin and stuck it between his teeth. 

“If only.” 

He lit the cigarette, then tossed the match into the hole. 
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The Blessed Virgin Mary: 

Through the Theological Lens of, Beauty, Virtue, 

Truth and Gift 

Timothy Rodriguez 

 

The Blessed Virgin Mary has four distinct dogmas affirming her 

personal relationship with God and her role in human salvation. Her 

Divine Motherhood or ‘Theotokos’ is her attribution as the Mother of 

God or Birthgiver of God. Her Perpetual Virginity refers to the 

conception and birth of Jesus. The first formulations of faith profess 

that Jesus Christ was conceived without human seed but by the power 

of the Holy Spirit alone. Her Immaculate Conception is the 

combination of her divine motherhood and perpetual virginity, 

stressing her dignity and holiness required to become ‘Mother of God’ 

and also the necessary graces. Lastly, her Assumption states that she 

was assumed into heaven, not by her power but by the power and grace 

of God. All four dogmas are professed with faith, declaring that Mary, 

glorified in body and soul, was already in the state that will be ours after 

the resurrection of the dead. 

If the Mystery of God perplexes the mind, then His Mother 

should also perplex humanity. The human mind does not have the 

capacity nor the intelligence to begin comprehending the mystery that is 

the Blessed Virgin Mary. This wonder is something beautiful because as 

we examine Mary, we realize the infinite love that God has for 
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humanity and his desire to use her as a means to bring forth our 

salvation. Why would God choose a girl from a city on the outskirts of 

the Roman Empire? Why would God give her the grace to bear His 

Son? Why did God come down from heaven knowing that he would be 

crucified by his creation on the cross? Why would the world’s suffering 

suddenly become bearable after Jesus’s passion, death and resurrection? 

This is the great mystery of Christendom that makes humanity wonder 

the grandeur and glory that is God. 

The Blessed Virgin Mary was full of virtues granted to her by 

God before her conception and birth when she was a ‘thought’ in the 

head of God. The Virgin Mary is known by many names—in particular 

‘Mother of God.’ With this we can conclude that the Virgin Mary was 

at one point a dream in the mind of the Creator. This dream 

encompassed ever possible grace, virtue, and love in existence. To be 

virtuous indicates that Mary was filled with “God’s love in action 

toward men” or grace. This grace implies that God was moving the 

heavens and the earth to save sinners who could not lift a finger to save 

themselves. Another example of God's grace is sending his only Son to 

descend into hell/sheol on the cross so that we, the guilty ones, might 

be reconciled to God and be received into heaven. Therefore, the 

Virgin Mary became this channel of God’s grace so that we, humanity, 

can take part in his divinity through the passion, death, and resurrection 

of her Son, Jesus Christ. 

The Gospel of John mentions Jesus as the “Word” who “was 

made flesh, and dwelt among us” this signifies Christ entering into 

humanity. John’s usage of the Greek term ‘logos’ refers to Jesus’ roles 

of revealing God the Father and He Himself as God. Elsewhere in the 
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Gospel, John makes an important distinction when he notes Jesus was 

both “with God” and also “was God.” Since Jesus is proclaimed to be 

“the way, the truth, and the life” and we recognize Jesus as the son of 

Mary, we can affirmatively say that Mary carried the Truth. Mary 

became an instrument used by God to allow for the truth, Jesus, to 

enter into the world for the benefit of mankind. The Blessed Virgin 

Mary can also be attributed as a gift to humanity given to us by Him. 

Like any gift, she was given to humanity with thoughtfulness and love. 

Since she was a gift, she was not always received with the same love and 

affection. Humanity always had a tendency of hardening their hearts at 

the first glimpse of God. It has always been God desiring to draw 

himself closer to his creation rather than his creation seeking Him. The 

Blessed Virgin Mary was one action He took to bring himself closer to 

us. 
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The Liturgy: 

Source and Summit of the Church's Life and Mission 

Timothy Rodriguez 

 

The most severe reform of the liturgy to occur in modern time 

was provoked after the closing of the Second Vatican Council. The 

Constitution of the Sacred Liturgy Sacrosanctum Concilium outlined a 

moderate reform of the liturgy in the elevated sacredness of the Most 

Holy Sacrifice of the Mass. It aimed to do this by offering the faithful a 

wider selection of scriptures, moderate use of the vernacular, and 

retrieving Ancient text, liturgy, and practices. With this in mind, the 

intentions of the Church Fathers were to recover a sense of the sacred 

Liturgy. A careful reading of Sacrosanctum Concilium would be 

sufficient to be convinced of this. It did not call for such radicalism and 

an intense reform of the liturgy. The liturgy itself should not be 

something that is easily tampered with, for it is at the very core of the 

Church’s life and mission.  

We can say and must have the courage to admit that some of 

these reforms, either in their conception or in their misapplication, have 

not served the true aims of the Constitution of the Sacred Liturgy. We 

must be prepared to make a liturgical examination of conscience, and 

thus make amends in order to bring back something that might have 

been lost. In doing so, we place ourselves with the Council Fathers 

whose aims were an authentic liturgical renewal. A resacralization of the 
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liturgy is necessary so that we can find the source and summit of Her 

life and mission. Foremost, the liturgy surpasses all other devotions and 

sacraments, the source of the church’s sacrament life flows from this 

mystery of the Eucharist. Therefore, a mystery is meant to connect us 

to the divine reality of God himself. Furthermore, we profess that it 

occurred and is a real event in our history. It's different from other 

historical events that happen once; the paschal mystery transcends all 

time while being made present in them all.1 This unique mystery is the 

death, burial, and resurrection of Christ and is at the center of the 

church’s liturgical life.2 Within the paschal mystery, in particular, the 

resurrection gives us insight into the identity of Jesus Christ and his role 

within the Trinity. The liturgy can be broken down into three distinct 

nuances that consist of the work of the people, the work of Christ done 

on behalf of the people, and the work of God in which the people 

participate. 

Therefore, the liturgy for us in the Church is not just a series of 

actions or rituals but eventually a person, and this person is Christ. This 

is because it is Christ that renders glory to God. The liturgy is meant to 

unite ourselves to Him and thus be totally transformed in Him, 

becoming a sacrifice pleasing to God so that the mission of Christ 

becomes our own. In the process, we become transformed by His 

holiness and presence on earth. This is the very core of the mission and 

liturgy of the Church; without the liturgy, the Church is reduced to the 

level of good like-minded people boosting peace and love in the world. 

This is not the Church that we profess in Christ’s name; this Church 

                                                           
1
 Catechism of the Catholic Church 1085 

2 Catechism of the Catholic Church 1113 
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celebrates “the now” of “the then” which then leads to “the not yet” of 

the end time.  

Through the correct participation of the liturgy, we obtain the 

spiritual blessing of the Father and profess our faith in Him. Overall, 

the purpose of the sacraments is to sanctify men, to build up the Body 

of Christ and, finally, to give worship to God. The Eucharistic Prayer in 

the Roman Missal states flawlessly the importance to worship God: “It 

is truly right and just, our duty and our salvation, always and 

everywhere to give you thanks, Lord, holy Father, almighty and eternal 

God, through Christ our Lord.” 
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The True Nature of the Heart 

Ruvianne Mercado 

 

The Kingdom Hearts franchise has become beloved by many 

gamers throughout the years, exploring the importance of friendship 

and how strong the human heart can go for those friends. After fans 

had been anticipating the next game in the franchise, Kingdom Hearts III, 

it finally came and did not disappoint. Continuing its theme of the 

strength of the goodness of people’s hearts, the main villain portrayed 

in the series has a warped understanding of the heart.  

Towards the end of the Toy Box storyline in the game, Sora 

and the gang are met by Young Xehanort with an unconscious and 

darkness-filled Buzz Lightyear floating behind him. The heroes along 

with Woody get into an argument about the nature of a being's heart. 

Young Xehanort says to Woody and Sora, "Darkness is the heart's true 

nature." Is that true?  

The heart is the gateway to the desires of the soul. Aside from 

all its biological functions, the heart is what separates us from other 

things. Not only is it the gateway to the desires of the soul, but it also 

has the capacity to manifest them. People who are passionate are 

known to put their heart into it. That is passion and zeal, which are 

good things. The heart also hones the strongest emotion—love. We are 

capable of loving things without learning really learning how. We love 

our family, we love our favorite things, and we love our hobbies. From 
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salvation history, we learn that ultimate act of love is through the 

greatest suffering: the Passion of Christ. That love is there without us 

fully understanding it. Christ’s crucifixion shows that love prevails over 

all, even the greatest evil.  

Xehanort seems to believe that sin is the root of the heart. 

However, the heart's true nature is goodness. Before sin entered the 

world, Adam’s heart was only focused on love, which is God. The 

Catechism calls this original justice and original holiness, or sanctifying 

grace. "Sanctifying grace is a habitual gift, a stable and supernatural 

disposition that perfects the soul itself to enable it to live with God, to 

act by his love."3 

That is the true nature of the heart, and that's what the heart is 

desiring during our life and after death. It can appear to us that sin is 

the true nature of the heart since it fell into it and out of that full 

communion with God. However, we can see with sin that we are 

lacking something. Every time we sin, we grow further and further 

away from God and every time we repent, we are brought back. Look 

at Christ himself. Christ by his life of holiness shows who humans are 

truly meant to be, which is without sin and in full communion with 

God. He's more human than any of us.  

Woody makes a snarky comment when he responds to 

Xehanort saying, "My guess is no one's ever loved you before," and as 

entertaining as it was for Woody to show that side of himself, there's 

truth in that. You don't have an idea about something when you 

haven't experienced it before, acted on it, or at least recognized it. That 

can explain Young Xehanort's distorted understanding of the heart. He 

                                                           
3
 Catechism of the Catholic Church, 2nd ed., 2000 
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is merely a shell of the anger and emptiness of another being.  

And if you feel like you've never been loved before, you're 

wrong. God knew and loved us before we knew him. You're definitely 

loved, loved by Love itself. 
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A Marketplace of Ideas or A Maelstrom of 

Opinions? 

Shayla Millman 

 

The “Marketplace of Ideas” is the foundation of free expression 

in our American society. It is one of the essential theories upon which 

our constitution was built. Put forth by John Stuart Mill in the 19th 

century, the marketplace of ideas “permits any and all ideas and 

content” but leaves it up to the people to “decide what is worthwhile 

and what is not.”4 This limits censorship and allows for truly free 

speech. The only requirement? People must be fundamentally 

interested in truth. That concept seems easy enough when we doubt 

that anyone would be fundamentally interested in untruths.  

The tricky thing about truth is that everyone thinks they have it, 

turning objective truth into an abstract, subjective set of ideas that 

comes to each person individually. I’ve heard more than a handful of 

celebrities, Internet influencers, and social media users proclaim that 

they are “living their truth.” That is, each person has their own truth 

that holds a valid place in this marketplace of ideas; no one can tell 

anyone else they’re wrong because it is up to each person to decide 

their own truth. So, how does this marketplace of ideas hold up when 

there is no fundamental Truth, but billions of personal truths 

                                                           
4
 Fong, Shun Lee. “Freedom of Expression.” Lecture at John Paul the Great Catholic 

University, Escondido, California, 2019. 5/12/2019 



Out of the Cave 

49 

permeating the sphere? As opposed to digging through all of these 

differing ideas in order to discover truth, one may simply proclaim his 

own truth and end the search there: no growth, no change, no thought. 

Does anyone stop to consider whether they might be wrong?  

The marketplace of ideas is an arena of truths packed with 

people’s ideas battling it out to see which reigns supreme. In the end, 

the winner is not who was right; instead, the truth itself is crowned the 

winner. In a marketplace of ideas where people fight to be the best, to 

have the most tolerant and progressive views, to sensationalize and 

politicize, ignorant acceptance of untruths is the norm. The 

“theologian’s instinct” to accept only the ideas that support what we 

already believe is no longer restricted to the theologian. Politicians, 

news organizations, and citizens voice only the things that support what 

they already know with no mention of the opposition. Any criticism is 

labeled as bigotry, hate, bullying, or simply irrelevant.  

The First Amendment freedoms of religion, speech, assembly, 

press, and petition are efforts on the part of the government to 

encourage individual rights while protecting the public good. Freedom 

of expression is constantly debated as to what should and shouldn’t be 

protected. What levels of intolerance, hate, and political incorrectness 

should be allowed? Should it be up to the government to regulate those 

things or are citizens capable of self-regulating their words? Censorship 

may protect, but it can also attack. Our American society is constantly 

in a state of flux as legislatures, courts, and voters decide what can and 

cannot be censored, what is free speech, and what is obscene. The 

marketplace of ideas is saturated with ideas to protect speech that is 

agreeable and homogeneous but is also flooded with ideas to censor 
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speech that is contradictory and incompatible, regardless of its objective 

truth.  

Do these freedoms truly come free? Or do they come at a 

price? A news organization can freely publish articles without consent 

at the cost of morality and decency. A Twitter user can send his beliefs 

across the globe at the cost of conversation and intimacy. Perhaps this 

marketplace of ideas is no more than a maelstrom of opinion, swirling 

angrily with dissent, polarization, and dichotomy. One could certainly 

look at it this way, but keeping the goal of Truth in mind as we navigate 

the storm helps us clear the way and draws us closer to that Truth. 

Every single thing one believes may not be the cold, hard truth. 

Even as I write this, I question if what I think is true. It may very well 

not be, but that is the beauty of the marketplace of ideas. There is 

always room to adjust, to learn, and to unearth precious discoveries. 

Always question beliefs, ideas, and opinions no matter who holds them. 

Questions will lead to more questions that will eventually arrive at 

answers. As long as people seek Truth, the vicious dichotomy of 

opinions will eventually lead to a beautiful discovery. 
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Comic Strip  

     A Parable 

Diego A. Ruiz 

Pg. 54 

Digital Art 
 

      Aesthetic Sketch of Nolan Patrick 

Christina Chaiban 

Pg. 55 

      Military Radio 

Mercy Salinas 

Pg. 56 

Illustration 
 

      Deika 

Courtnie Salvati 

Pg. 58  

      Full of Grace 

Marie-Therese Hallagan 

Pg. 59 

      Got a Heart That's Primal 

Marie-Therese Hallagan 

Pg. 60 

      Hello? Is anyone there? 

Courtnie Salvati 

Pg. 61 
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Photography  

      Destiny 

Justin Daniels 

Pg. 62 

      Realizing You Have Nothing to Live For 

Justin Daniels 

Pg. 63 
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A Parable 
Diego A. Ruiz 
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Aesthetic Sketch of Nolan Patrick 
Christina Chaiban 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Inspired by the simplicity and human-touch of the aesthetics. 

Based on the NHL's Philadelphia Flyers' center, Nolan Patrick 
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Military Radio 
Mercy Salinas 
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Deika 
Courtnie Salvati 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“When I was younger, I would search the whole house for items 
to dress my Labrador, Deika, in. Clothing, stickers, anything that 
popped out to me, I would search for it. She didn't seem to mind 

at all.” 
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Full of Grace 
Marie-Therese Hallagan 
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Got a Heart That’s Primal 
Marie-Therese Hallagan 
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Hello is Anyone There? 

Courtnie Salvati 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Two travelers, a girl and a dog, camp out in a forest for a night. All of a 
sudden, they hear a noise in the fair off distance. 
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Destiny 
Justin Daniels 
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Realizing you Have Nothing to Live For 
Justin Daniels 
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About the Artists 

 

Gabriela Rocio Fuentes Barahona 

Author of Healing and Journey 

 

Rocio, which means ‘morning dew’ in Spanish, is an 

international student from Honduras currently majoring in Business 

and Creative Entrepreneurship. She is passionate about her faith in 

God, social justice, and music. Her life motto is ''gratitude is the key to 

happiness.'' During her free time, she enjoys doing community service, 

writing blogs, playing her guitar, singing, spending time with kids, and 

talking with family and friends. 

 

William Bentz 

Author of the Journal’s Opening Prayer 

 

William Bentz is a junior at John Paul the Great Catholic 

University and a creator of all kinds—post-production, screenwriting, 

and game design, just to name a few. He is also an amateur moral 

theologian, searching for the true Catholic approach to media. Usually 

quiet until asked about something Nintendo-related. 
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Christina Chaiban 

Artist of Aesthetic Sketch of Nolan Patrick 

 

 Christina Chaiban is a junior studying screenwriting as her 

major and business as her minor at John Paul the Great Catholic 

University. However, she has been drawing caricatures for as long as 

she can remember. She uses her drawing talent to help develop 

characters for her stories, pay attention during class, and relax. She also 

plays ice hockey as a goaltender for the San Diego Ice Arena's women's 

league. View more of her aesthetic sketches and other drawings at 

https://art-and-the-hockeys.tumblr.com/ 

 

Justin Daniels 

Photographer of Destiny and Realizing You Have Nothing to Live For 

 

Justin Daniels is a photographer from Connecticut and is 

attending St. John Paul the Great Catholic University. His other photos 

can be found on his Instagram – lux_photographypro. 
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Teresa Doherty 

Author of Sacrifice 

 

Teresa Doherty, a freshman at John Paul the Great, enjoys 

studying Philosophy, Theology, and painting stories and poems with 

words. She hopes to someday be able to live on a farm with a dozen 

horses, and perhaps even more cats, after she finishes her graduate 

studies. 

 

Marie-Therese Hallagan 

Artist of Full of Grace and Got a Heart That’s Primal 

 

Marie-Therese Hallagan is a sophomore studying graphic design 

at John Paul the Great Catholic University. Her deep love of fantasy 

and nature inspires much of her work. She hopes to eventually pursue a 

career in concept art or illustration. 

 

Sam Hendrian 

Author of Wanderlust 

 

Sam Hendrian is a production student at JPCatholic University. 

He has a passion for writing movies/poetry and a heartfelt love for 

humanity. His favorite poet and greatest influence is the 

singer/songwriter Paul Simon. 
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Neil McDonough 

Author of Adam’s Suit 

 

Neil writes and does media arts both for fun and professionally. 

If so enabled, he will talk philosophy till the cows come home. Neil also 

listens to a lot of music and sometimes reads for school. 

 

Ruvianne Mercado 

Author of The Nature of the Heart 

 

Ruvianne Mercado is a sophomore at John Paul the Great 

Catholic University in the New Evangelization program. She hopes to 

use what she has and will learn at JPCU to help her in a future career in 

Youth Ministry with her home diocese. She plans on attending graduate 

school to pursue a Master's Degree in Theology after graduation as 

well. 

 

Shayla Millman 

Author of A Marketplace of Ideas or A Maelstrom of Opinions? 

 

Shayla Millman is a junior and post-production major at John 

Paul the Great University. She enjoys editing, writing, and spreading joy 

through comedy. She hopes to do at least one of those things 

professionally after she graduates in 2020. 
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Joshua Peck 

Author of The Canary and The Funeral of Thomas Ryodof 

 

Joshua Peck is a junior studying Humanities in the hopes of 

becoming an author and teacher. He has already published one short 

story through a national contest and is currently working on two short 

novels which he hopes to finish within the year. He is an outdoorsman 

and a regular hiker in addition to his writing career. He writes mostly 

fantasy and realistic fiction and enjoys weaving complex themes from 

philosophy and theology into his stories. 

 

Marisabel Pedroza 

Author of Adoration 

 

Marisabel Pedroza is a junior at John Paul the Great Catholic 

University studying Philosophy and Theology. She greatly enjoys poetry 

and its transcendental beauty as well as the way God can communicate 

through the art. Although she isn't sure what the future holds for her, 

she hopes to never lose touch of the creativity that drives her to write. 

 

Timothy Rodriguez 

Author of The Blessed Virgin Mary and The Liturgy 

 

 Timothy Rodriguez is a current Humanities freshman attending 

John Paul the Great Catholic University. He has been active in youth 

ministry throughout high school and currently does campus ministry at 
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JPCatholic. He plans to pursue further studies in Theology in the fields 

of Biblical and Systematic Theology. His other theological interest 

includes Liturgical and Sacramental Theology.  

 

Diego A. Ruiz 

Author of A Parable 

 

Diego A. Ruiz is a communications media student at JP 

Catholic. He is interested in film post-production, fine arts, animation 

and illustration. He loves cartoons and comics and makes his own in 

his free time, hoping to get a comics page going for the school 

newspaper. He’s hoping for divine intervention when thinking about 

his future. 

 

Mercy Salinas 

Artist of the Journal’s Front Cover and Military Radio 

 

Mercy Salinas, not Mercedes since that joke hasn’t been made a 

billion times before, was born in South Los Angeles. She is 19 years old 

and the middle child. A first generation college student, she plans to 

continue her education after she leaves JPCatholic. Her dream job is to 

work at a company that doesn’t make her fit into their “mold” and 

allows her to express herself, even if that means she isn’t working at a 

“big name company”. Hard surface modeling is what she would like to 

do for the rest of her life, including teaching it to others. 
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Courtnie Salvati 

Artist of Deika and Hello? Is Anyone There? 

 

Courtnie Salvati is a sophomore at JPCatholic in the animation 

program. She wants to be involved in the animation industry so that 

she can be a part of creating stories that shape memories, bring 

encouragement, and help craft worlds that are there for anyone to 

escape to. 

 

Kevin Paul Reeve Stutzke 

Author of The Procrastinator’s Prayer and Silent Echoes 

 

Kevin Stutzke is an artist. He doesn’t believe in limiting himself 

to one form of expression. If he has a story to tell, he will seek out 

whatever medium can best convey its message. Some mediums that he 

has fallen in love with and will return to are poetry, film, theater, and 

sculpting. 

 

Taylor Williams 

Author of Fruits of a Thursday Morning and Missing the Accent 

 

Taylor Williams has seen “e”, or maybe it was an “a”, because 

his GPA is doing alright. Although he will probably never publish 

anything, stories, accompanied by other people’s illustrations, sound 

attractive as well poetry that is equivalent to two-minute Mumble-Rap 
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tracks. He is also working on a fiction piece that will be given to an 

undisclosed audience. 
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"Now consider," I said, "what their release and healing from bonds and 

folly would be like if something of this sort were by nature to happen to them. Take 

a man who is released and suddenly compelled to stand up, to turn his neck around, 

to walk and look up toward the light; and who, moreover, in doing all this is in pain 

and, because he is dazzled, is unable to make out those things whose shadows he saw 

before. What do you suppose he'd say if someone were to tell him that before he saw 

silly nothings, while now, because he is somewhat nearer to what is and more turned 

toward beings, he sees more correctly; and, in particular, showing him each of the 

things that pass by, were to compel the man to answer his questions about what they 

are? Don't you suppose he'd be at a loss and believe that what was seen before is 

truer than what is now shown?" 

      –Plato 

             From The Republic of Plato,  

                                Translated by Allen Bloom,  

                                 (Basic Books, 1991), 193. 
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