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Beauty soothes stressful Belle
As usual, fall has sneaked up on me. The quiet orange leaves that fell 

gently outside of my dorm room window were disturbed by cars and motor
cycles.

With the onset of break and longing for quiet and peace, I headed for the 
mountains. As 1 left the city for the beautiful North Carolina countryside, I ex
perienced tremendous relief from the pressures of college. I was so happy to 
get out into nature that I was filled with a childlike need to explore. The crisp 
pine air was soothing to my mind and cleansing to my soul. The strong, rugged 
hills gave me a much needed sense of security as I hiked higher and deeper into 
the spectacular mountains.

The clear beauty of the luminescent trees—golden green, and brilliant red— 
was timeless. I hiked winding trails within blankets of orange and red fluores
cent leaves, experiencing a sense of calm and love for God’s beauty. As I ex
perienced these fall scenes, I realized tha t before one knows it, time is here and 
gone in an instant.

Now that the trees are almost bare and Thanksgiving approaches, I can’t help 
but realize tha t another year is almost over. One should question “What have I 
accomplished this past year?” Around this time of year, I usually ask myself 
this, also; I take time out to remember the fun and relaxing times that I’ve had. 
Memories are born quickly. Thus in retrospect one tends to realize that a situa
tion one thought of as bad really wasn’t.

We experience many things in our lives and if each of us has a positive atti
tude about one thing (at least!) daily—no matter what it may b ^ t h e n  that 
can change things for the better. For example, watchmg a pretty bird, reading 
£l funny comic or hc^.ring’ from an old friend src all positive things tha t can
brighten your day. And if we can brighten every day with something, problems
and bad situations are that much more easily handled. What follows is that 
positiveness and relaxation come easily.

The same is true for the opposite: with negative thoughts come negative at
titudes so relaxation and enjoyment are difficult. I took a friend of mine who 
expressed her need for an escape and to get back in tune with nature hiking, 
a couple of summers ago. Because she had been a negative person for so long, 
all she did on our trip was to complain about how out of shape she was, how the 
bugs were bothering her and how hot it was. She literally refused to enjoy her
self because as soon as she broke out with a positive statement ( I t s really beau
tiful out here!”), she practically interrupted herself with a negative statement 
(“These bugs are giving me the creeps!”).

That was unfortunate for her. Instead of complaining, she had the oppor
tunity to get some exercise, admire her surroundings and just relax. Why pass 
that up?

Next time you feel mad, frustrated or tired, just stop, open a good book, go 
for a walk, anything to soothe your nerves. It is just as simple to be positive 
about life as it is to be negative about it. (Tish Richmond)

Prejudice haunts Jesse’s candidacy
Rev. Jesse Jackson has officially opened his campaign for the 1988 Demo

cratic party presidential nomination. His decision to run for president has caused 
much controversy among the American people.

Many people have said that Jesse Jackson is doing nothing more than wast
ing time and money. Others fee! he is setting himself up to be assassinated.

Why is it so hard for Americans to accept the possibility of a black president? 
Is it because blacks are less qualified? No, it is nothing more than prejudice. 
Ironically enough, a large percentage of the Americans believe that Jesse Jack
son is qualified for the presidency but they just can’t  seem to look past his color.

It is very confusing to read documents like The Pledge of Allegiance which 
states, “with liberty and justice for all.” Is this how our country demon
strates justice—by keeping a qualified candidate suppressed just because he 
happens to be the “wrong” color? Every year, it is said tha t the world just

isn’t  ready for a black president. If not now, then when?
It is time for our society to start doing what is best for the country regard

less of a candidate’s race or nationality. When this happens, then the United 
States can really say with pride that it is truly the land of equal opportunity.

Jackson has travelled the world over, trying to promote peace and justice. 
He is responsible for the release of Lt. Robert Goodman and 48 other American 
and Cuban prisoners. Yet, the American people continue to close their eyes to 
his accomplishments, ideas and programs and focus only on his race.

It is not certain that the racial bigotry in this country will ever die. How
ever, it is comforting to know that someone is working towards that goal. Al
though having a black president will not solve all of America’s problems, it 
would be a giant step toward trying to overcome its past prejudices.

(Rhea Simpson)

Letters indict cut policy, males’ behavior
To the editor;

I have spen t these past few 
busy days running  around like a 
m adw om an, try in g  to  find answ ers 
and help for m y  situation . W hen 
I left high school, I d id n ’t th ink  
th a t I w ould  ever have to  e n 
counter problem s w ith  it again. 
W hen I tell friends a t  neighboring 
colleges and un iversities fa r  away, 
they  ju s t  laugh and say th a t  they 
“can’t  believe it. T h a t’s r id icu 
lous.”

W hat is m y problem ? Well, i t ’s 
easy enough to  say; th a t ’s for sure.

I th ink  qu ite  a few of m y fellow 
freshm an  sisters w ere  qu ite  su r 
prised w hen they  w ere  told th a t 
they  could only m iss th ree  tim es 
in each of th e ir  classes a t the 
m ost, (o r if  your teacher is gener
ous) five. W hen I w as inform ed 
about th e  a ttendance  policy, I 
th o ugh t in the  back of m y mind, 
“Oh, th e y ’re ju s t saying th a t so 
we w on’t ta k e  advantage of the 
freedom  of doing things w hen  we 
w an t to do th e m .” Boy, was I in 
for a surprise.

I w as to ld  by m y m odern  dance 
teacher th a t I would e ither  have 
to find excuses for m y excessive 
absences (a to ta l of th ree ) or I 
would have to drop th e  class. If 
I drop the  class, I ’m  not neces
sarily  being relieved of a couple 
of hours. I get a nice big F  to 
plague m y final repo rt card w ith. 
Now I ’m runn ing  a round  angry, 
confused, fru stra ted  and  very  
m uch  aggravated  because I have 
to go th rough  this.

L ike m a n y  of m y  o ther sisters.

w hen I g raduated  from  high 
school w here  th e re  w ere nothing 
bu t rules and le ft hom e to face 
bigger challenges, I though t I 
would be considered an adult. This 
attendance policy proves th e  exact 
opposite. I t ’s ludicrous th a t  I have 
to  go around  and get excuses for 
days th a t I sim ply d idn ’t  feel like 
going to class. I t’s ju s t  like ru n 
ning home to M ommy and D addy 
and begging th em  to sign your 
assignm ent sheet o r even p rac 
ticing the  infam ous deed of forg 
ing your p a re n t’s signature.

If B 'ennett College is going to 
give m e th e  adu lt responsibility  
of pay ing  alm ost $7,000 a year, 
m aking su re  th a t  I ea t properly, 
m anaging m y  social life w ith  m y 
study life, and several o ther res 
ponsibilities th a t college students 
com e into contact w ith  w hen  they  
leave home, th en  I th ink  they 
should give m e  the choice, to 
m ake for myself, w hether I feel 
up  to a ttending  class one day or 
not.

In asking one of m y instructors 
w hy an a ttendance policy w as 
s ta rted  anyw ay, I was told, “Well, 
they  tried  it  th e  o ther w ay and 
it was a to ta l disaster. I t ’s been 
revised year a f te r  y ea r.” Because 
some of th e  fo rm er B ennett s tu 
dents w ere not responsible to  a t 
tend  class enough to  g rasp  the  
sub ject m a tte r  and m ak e  passing 
grades, I and  my fellow B ennett 
sisters have to be punished.

Recently, a  han d y m an  e x 
pressed his thoughts and feel
ings tow ard  the  philosophies of

B ennett College. In  his opinion, 
B ennett is no t giving th e  students 
the  opportun ity  to m ake th e ir  own 
choices, to take  on responsibilities 
and to grow. Needless to  say, this 
m a n  w as a m iddle-aged w hite  
gen tlem an  who, of course, had  no 
rela tives th a t  a ttended  Bennett. 
His opinion of the  school could 
be m ade ju s t by coming ou t to the  
school to m a k e  repairs . 1 defended 
B ennett against th is  m a n ’s accu
sations, b u t I have to say th a t I 
agree w ith  h im  w holeheartedly .

I would like to close by saying 
th a t I en joy  B ennett College and 
I am  being offered a trem endous 
n u m b e r  of positive experiences 
and a g rea t am oun t of knowledge. 
But along w ith  those experiences 
and the  knowledge, I w an t the 
opportun ity  to m ak e  decisions for 
myself.

This a ttendance policy is r id i
culous, and in  speaking w ith my 
B ennett sisters, I have found 
they have th e  sam e feelings. M ay
be i t ’s tim e for a change. Maybe 
this class of students is ready to 
take  on the  burden of responsibi
lity. All I ask on behalf of m y 
B ennett sisters is th a t  the  adm inis
tra tion  give us the  chance to m ake 
changes.

Shawane Lassiter
To the  editor;

I and two of m y  B ennett sisters 
w ere fo rtuna te  enough to partic i
pate in a conference entitled, 
“C onstitutional Decisions 1987— 
F or College S tudents.” W e m in 
gled w ith in tellectual students 
from  various regions of N orth 
Carolina.

A coordinator in his w elcom ing 
address re ferred  to us as th e  best

from  each  institu tion  represented .
Wait, before you stop reading, 

I am no t w ritin g  th is  le tte r  to 
boast, or to  gain  some type  of 
egotistical th rill. I a m  n o t w riting  
to bore you w ith  political science 
jargon  concerning ou r coun try ’s 
Constitution. I am  w riting  be
cause of the  effect th a t  fou r young 
men from  a sis ter b lack  in s titu 
tion of learn ing  had  upon me. To 
me, these  m en rep resen ted  the 
black educated  m ale. T hey were 
articulate , in telligent, and w ell- 
m an n ered  a t  least fo r a while.

I say “fo r a  w h ile” because 
tow ard  th e  end  o f th e  conference, 
th e  im age  I h ad  created, using 
these four m e n  as prototypes of 
th e  black educated  m ale , w as 
shattered . T he very  sam e four 
m ales who had  im pressed  me 
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TT̂ e F e n n e ll n n c t
Editor ..........................................................................................................  Karen Horne

Associate E d i to rs ......................................................Crystal Sadler, Bernice Scott

Reporters ..................... Kimberly Eatmon, Yvette Freeman, Catrena Jordan,
Shawane Lassiter, Waita Moore, Shavaughn Neal, Charlcle 

Pettway, Tammy Reed, Tish Richmond, Robbin Walton, Taundra Woodard

Faculty Advisers ........................  Mr. Michael Gaspeny, Dr. Martha Gleaton

With special thanks to Ms. Sallie A. Hayes

Opinions expressed in essays, columns and letters to the editor belong 
to their authors, not to the staff of the Banner, whose ideas appear in the 
editorials at the top of this page.

Send letters to the editor to Box 2, campus post office. All corres
pondence must bear a handwritten signature and must be acknowledged  
by the author. Letters are subject to editing according to newspaper 
style and demands of space. No anonymous letters will be published.

Messenger teaches seeker the true direction of love
an essay 

by Waita Moore
It was a cold stormy night. 

The rain was coming down 
with incredible power. The 
driver, who had slowed down 
because of the downpour, 
could hardly see the road. 
The car continued to creep 
farther down the road until 
finally the driver spotted a 
tiny diner on the side of the 
road in the midst of all of 
the darkness.

When the driver finally 
reached his destination, he 
jumped out of the car and ran 
inside of the little restaurant. 
Wlien he entered the diner, 
he took off his drenched 
trench-coat and took a seat 
a t the counter. An old black 
man, who was behind the 
counter, came before him and 
said, “What would you like, 
sir?” The man responded, “I 
need something to warm me 
up since I don’t  have my girl 
anymore. So, what do you 
say, old man? What kind of 
drinks do you have?”

The old man had an incre
dible glow that came from 
within him, and even though 
he wasn’t  big, he looked pow
erful and wise. He said to the 
young man, “You don’t need

liquor to take your problems 
away. You need to confront 
them and deal with them.”

“Who are you, my mother? 
You have no idea what I have 
been going through,” the man 
replied.

The old man answered, 
“I’m not your mother, but I 
don’t like to see you young 
people drink your lives away 
for no reason. Now do you 
want to talk about your prob
lem?”

So the man told the old 
man about how he had just 
broken things off with his 
girlfriend whom he cared 
deeply about. He described 
all the things he did for her 
and all the gifts he bought 
her. He said that the girl was 
using him all along and was 
really in love with another 
man. When he finally rea
lized what was going on, he 
jumped in his car and drove 
all night until he reached the 
diner.

He asked the old man, 
“What does a guy have to do 
to find a woman of sub
stance? How do you find a 
woman who will love you just 
as much as you love her, un
conditionally?”

“There are three types of

love,” the old man answered. 
The first type of love he ex
plained to the driver was 
called Philia, a friendly type 
of love, or the love of one’s 
family members. The second 
love he described was Eros, 
which happens when one has 
a strong sexual attraction to 
someone but is not seriously 
committed.

Then he told of the most 
beautiful love of them all, 
called Agape, which is an un
conditional love. It is a love 
in which there is no jealousy 
or envy, but just total giving 
of one’s self to another. The 
old man said that Agape is 
the most outstanding and 
longlasting of any love. This 
love was displayed when 
Christ gave his life to wash 
away the sins of the world.

The young man sat in awe. 
He understood what the old 
man had told him. He knew 
now that the type of love 
that he longed for was Agape. 
He thanked the old man for 
sharing his knowledge. And 
as the driver turned to walk 
away, he paused and asked 
the old man, “Who are you, 
anyway?”

The old man replied, “A 
friend and a messenger.”


