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In the beginning

ISAAC
SOTERO

Staff Reporter

Science. Possibly the worst subject, or
study even, the world has ever seen. How am
I supposed to think I share a common ancestor with monkeys? This question is quite
simple to answer. I do not.
I came from the one who created all life,
the one who declared my life into existence
and breathed life into me. I came from God.
I laugh when people say, “How could
you believe in such a myth? There is no such
thing as God.” I am a living example of His
power.
In 1986, my parents got married. My
dad had been a pastor for about a year when
mom joined him and also became a pastor.
Then, after a few months, they believed it
was time to have a child. But they could not.
As their faith slowly diminished, they
went to the hospital. After several tests, and
consultations with doctors, they realized they
were both infertile. This crushed my mother
because she knew that she would never get
to hear the sound of a crying baby in her
home. My father’s heart exploded with anger. He questioned God. “How could you
do this to my family after serving you for so
long?”

A month after the consultations, while
watching television, the room fell silent. The
wind flowed in like a whisper. My parents
looked at each other and realized what had
happened.
God had spoken. He said that a miracle
would happen in the lives of Julio and Margie, and his name would be Julio Isaac. He
said this because I would be the happiness
in their lives; like Isaac was to Abraham and
Sarah in the book of Genesis.
Exactly ten years later after that day, my
mother was pregnant with me.
Some say that God does not exist and
science rules the functions of the earth. No
science could explain how a sterile couple
had a child. Even non-believers may have
trouble explaining this event. Science states
that nothing changes unless a probable test
is conducted. Faith is doing what cannot be
done or see what cannot be seen.
My parents believed in this. They believed anything could be done just in believing in God and surrendering all to Him. Scientists could possibly say something cannot
be done, but the Bible, the word of God,
contradicts all they say.
Science was created by man due to their
self made power. Even the “Bible” mentions
it in the book of Genesis where God speaks
to Adam after the first sin.
The scripture states that man now has
a new source, a new fountain to draw his
knowledge and I believe science is it. Science
is a way to deny the power of God and his
existence. This is why science is not real. Science is the myth, the fairy tale.

Reaching for the ceiling
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From finding pants long enough to
even having a woman ask me if I was a man
being 6’5” is tough.
The average height for an American
woman is 5’3”; I was 5’3” by the second
grade. In public, people stare, ask me questions, and inevitably manage to leave me in
the cookie aisle slightly annoyed.
People’s stares never fail and it used to
bother me.
I used to slouch when I sat down,
hunching my shoulders when I would stand
wanting to desperately fit in with everyone
around me. However, when I reached my
sophomore year in high school, I finally took
more ownership of all 77 inches of me.
My mother (5’11”) and my father (6’8”)
knew they were going to have a tall child. My
mom always jokes, “I knew you were going
to be tall, but I didn’t think you were going
to be this tall.”
According to The Huffington Post,
both men and women prefer women to be
on the shorter end.
"Women's cultural vision is being feminine, having a man big enough to make her

Kill them with kindness
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DUNN
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“Kindness is the greatest wisdom.”
Who would have known that five words
could hold such importance? These are five
words that encompass maturity, sincerity
and class. They are words that more people
in today’s society should apply to their daily
life.
I think most people would like to be
thought of as kind – whether it be by our

friends, our family, even total strangers. It’s
flattering and also very humbling to have
someone recognize our positive attributes.
The thing is, sometimes we only apply these positive attributes to the people
we wish. We subconsciously think, “If this
person is similar to me and falls under my
definition of normal, then I’ll respect them.”
I do not think this is morally correct,
but I do think that it has become second nature.
We accept what we know. We recognize
what we like and what we dislike in our companions and peers, sometimes immediately
when meeting them. After these perceptions
are made, they determine how we treat that
person.
There are always going to be people

surrounding us that we would not choose to
associate with and people that we just honestly do not like all that much.
There is nothing wrong with this. It
does not make us bad or cruel. It is about
how we handle ourselves in regards to those
we do not like.
I believe that basic acts of kindness
should be expressed to everyone. Unless
someone is physically or mentally harming
you, there is no need to impose your negative opinions on them.
Being able to contain emotion and know
general rights from wrongs are the foundations to having a morally sound character. It
takes a much bigger person to be kind even
to the people they do not like than it does to
act with rudeness.

feel protected. Many women hold this stereotype to a point where it excludes a lot of
people they might be interested in otherwise," said Dr. Pepper Schwartz, a sociology
professor at the University of Washington in
Seattle.
When I was younger, I knew that I was
different from the others I went to school
with not only in height, but in attitude as
well. It took me a long time to finally accept
the fact that there was no surgery, pill, or exercise I could do to make myself shorter.
I went for a long time thinking that I
was exactly what everyone said about me
and that no one cared nor liked me. I did
not even like myself, until sophomore year. I
realized I was made this tall for a reason and
I am meant to change the world. I do not
know how yet, but I am.
Now, at 17, when people negatively
comment about my height, I give them a
death glare and keep walking. It doesn’t
bother me with what they say, but just the
fact that they have to say something. When
someone says, “You’re really tall!” I just
laugh. Thank you, I didn’t realize I was tall
when I put on my size 15 shoe this morning.
Without shoes, I’m just tall, but with
heels I have an extra boost of confidence
along with a few inches in height. Whether
you’re 4’11” or 6’3” (or anywhere in between), embrace your height. Being tall does
not make me or you a freak, ugly, or weird. It
only makes one that much different from all
the rest. I know my worth and demand three
times that with anyone I encounter.

t
n
i
o
p
r
e
t
n
u
o
C

Why should time and energy be wasted
outputting the exact same negativity into the
world that you claim to dislike? It serves no
purpose in regards to benefiting your image
or your conscience.
Making a point to simply tolerate our
peers that we dislike will help us grow. It outputs a persona of maturity and composure.
It avoids wasting your emotions and promotes preserving them for when they are
actually necessary.
I can always rest my head easier at night
when I know I have done the right thing and
shown kindness. When it comes down to it,
killing someone with kindness is always going to be the best bet for the sake of not
only ones conscience, but the other persons
as well.

“Fakeness” is not kindness

We spend about 40 weeks in school.
During those 40 weeks we spend several
50-minute periods with about 20 people.
Of those 20 people in each period we
spend time with there is always someone we
definitely don’t like.
But what if we have to interact with
them for projects or group work?
What if we have to sit near them?
Are we obliged to kindness- even faux
friendship?
In general, I am a firm believer of
being civil and not treating people poorly
without a valid reason.
However I am also a firm believer of
not being “fake”. “Fake” to me is giving

someone the impression that there is a basis
of a friendship, although you don’t even like
said person.
“Fake” to me is throwing around the
word “friend” as if it were equivalent to
“acquaintance”.
In the end most of us are just that: acquaintances.
We are not friends, we do not rely on
everyone we call friends and we most probably do not trust every one we call friends.
Returning to the original question, no, I
do not believe we are obligated to anything
but respect.
We are not obligated to be nice to people we do not like, we are not obligated to be

their friends, to like their pictures, to follow
them back, to absolutely nothing we do not
want to.
There is absolutely nothing rude about
not faking any form of sympathy or kindness towards someone you literally do not
like.
Some of us have to learn it the hard
way. I can recall the countless times that I
believed I was friends with somebody when
in reality they were just people I spent five
days a week with.
Often times we believe that our friendships with fellow classmates are genuine,
however we never take a moment to step
back and think: “Would I like this person
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outside of school?
Would I like this person or talk to
this person if I didn’t see them five times
a week?
Lastly, I think that the most important
question is: “I draw a line between friendship and acquaintance or do I draw a line
between being respectful or fake?”

