




	1	“You	are	neither	here	nor	there,

A	hurry	through	which	known	and	strange	things	pass

As	big	soft	buffetings	come	at	the	car	sideways

And	catch	the	heart	off	guard	and	blow	it	open.”

—	Seamus	Heaney,	“Postscript”	
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	3	Staff

	
Maddie	Stokes,	Editor-in-chief	is	a	second-year	student	at	the	University	of

Virginia	majoring	in	Modern	&	Global	Literatures	&	Creative	Writing	with	a

concentration	in	Poetry.	While	she	reads	copious	amounts	of	literature,	her

true	passions	include	corduroy	(the	fabric	&	the	bear),	Oxford	commas,	&	The

Great	British	Baking	Show.	She	is	from	Louisville,	Kentucky.

	

Vinay	Bhaip	is	a	second-year	student	at	the	University	of	Virginia	majoring	in

Computer	Science	and	Math.	While	he	doesn’t	write	in	a	professional	capacity,

he	does	occasionally	write	on	his	blog	and	enjoys	debate.	He	is	from	Ashburn,

Virginia.	

	

Frank	Cahoon	is	UVA's	resident	Biology	pre-law	student.	In	his	spare	time,

he	enjoys	writing	songs	and	raps	and	insists	on	calling	them	"poetry."	He	just

arrived	at	JeffSoc	in	the	Fall,	but	is	already	in	his	last	semester	before

graduation;	if	he	wasn't	such	a	macho-man,	alpha-male	tough	guy,	he'd

probably	feel	a	little	sad	about	it.

	

Grace	Whitaker	is	a	first-year	student	at	the	University	of	Virginia	majoring	in

English.	She	is	an	avid	reader	of	all	kinds	of	literature,	but	she	conscientiously

refrains	from	subjecting	others	to	the	publication	of	her	own.	She	is	from

Fairfax,	Virginia.



	4	 Letter	from	the	Editor
Dear	Reader,	

	

I	would	be	remiss	if	I	did	not	begin	with	a	few	words	of	gratitude	to	the

individuals	who	made	this	enterprise	possible.	Thank	you	to	my	committee	–	Vinay

Bhaip,	Frank	Cahoon,	and	Grace	Whitaker	–	for	your	dedication,	flexibility,	and

willingness	to	work	with	the	chaos	that	has	been	the	Pen	&	Ink	Committee	this

semester.	Thank	you	also	to	our	Spring	2022	President,	Ms.	Jule	Voss,	for	your	steady

guidance,	persistence,	and	encouragement	both	this	semester	and	last.	You	remind	me

of	what	it	means	to	be	a	leader,	mentor,	and	most	importantly,	friend.

	

As	a	member	of	the	Fall	2020	Probationary	Class,	I	inherited	a	Society	on	the

cusp	of	turmoil	and	transformation.	I	did	not	step	foot	in	the	Hall	until	I	was	serving

as	Probationary	Chair,	and	I	did	not	conceive	of	a	Jefferson	Journal	until	I	edited	one

myself.	In	this	regard,	I	know	that	I	am	not	alone.	As	the	photos	on	the	cover	of	this

journal	suggest,	however,	I	also	know	that	we	have	managed	to	revive	the	camaraderie

that	makes	the	Jefferson	Society	what	it	is.	The	COVID-19	pandemic	has	certainly

transformed	the	Society	–	and,	for	that	matter,	the	world	around	us	–	indelibly,	and	I

will	not	try	to	minimize	the	loss	that	we	have	all	experienced	in	the	past	two	years.	At

the	same	time,	though,	it	did	not	end	the	wonderful	evenings	both	in	and	outside	of

the	Hall,	reply-all	email	chains,	and	friendships	that	have	made	this	past	year	so

memorable.	As	I	have	learned	during	my	time	in	the	Society,	it	could	never	have	ended

these	traditions.	

	

In	the	2020	edition	of	this	publication,	my	predecessor	said	that	the	Jefferson

Journal	does	not	matter,	and	at	the	time,	she	was	correct.	It	is	just	a	bundle	of	pages,	a

series	of	memories,	and	a	collection	of	words.	It	will	not	change	the	world,	and	it

would	be	naïve	to	pretend	that	it	could.	For	me,	however,	it	does	at	the	very	least

signal	a	step	in	a	new	direction,	a	step	away	from	the	distress	of	the	past	two	years,

and	a	step	towards	something	akin	to	normalcy,	whatever	that	may	mean.	I	hope	it

does	the	same	for	you.

	

HOMI,

Maddie	Stokes,	Spring	2022	Pen	&	Ink	Chair



	5	

Poetry	&	Prose



	6	Cassiopeia

By	Emma	Reilly

	

when	the	moon	rises	/	its	thin	spoon	is	curved	with	yellow	/	blazing	

against	my	palms	/	the	copper	belly	/	of	the	telescope	/	its	cool	dark	eye	

/	a	wavering	glimpse	of	Saturn’s	rings	/	the	edge	of	the	sky	/	yawning	

hazy	and	green	/	the	instant	of	my	gaze	/	light-speed	and	pressed	/	to	

crushed	velvet	of	the	night	/	air	full	of	june-bugs	/	like	emeralds	/	

Cassiopeia	above	the	edge	/	of	the	horizon	/she	whispers	/	Perseus	

promised	to	rescue	my	daughter	/	only	after	I	promised	my	daughter	to	

him	/	she	whispers	/	please,	listen	/	she	did	not	believe	me	/	beautiful	

women	become	travelers’	wives	/	until	the	first	wrinkle	appears	/	i	vow	/	

i	will	tell	my	daughters	/	of	Perseus	/	that	vain	traveler	/	searching	for	a	

wife	/	to	chain	to	his	want	/	eyes	picking	flesh	from	her	chest	/	hips	/	

waist	/	an	albatross’	vengeful	beak	/	alone	in	the	night	/	darkness	wide	

enough	to	drown	in	/	i	will	teach	my	daughters	/	how	to	swim	/

they	will	remember	/	the	adventurer	and	his	siren-call	/	the	villain	/	and	

his	wives	/	he	will	not	forgive	them	/	for	growing	old	/

	

they	will	remember	/	their	mother	/	shackled	on	the	beach	/	swimming	

towards	/	the	sky



	7	I	Went	to	Prague	and	I	Went	to	Virginia

By	Ellie	Wilkie

	

I	went	to	Prague	and	a	thousand	spires	greeted	me,	brushed	the	skies

and	toyed	with	the	clouds.	Alleyways	built	mazes,	no	two	corner	stores	looked

the	same,	and	all	the	colors	of	my	kaleidoscope	collided	in	a	single	frame.	The

streets	were	paved	in	legends,	and	the	walls	adorned	with	history,	and	clock

towers	erupted	from	the	ground	and	forged	their	way	to	meet	with	the

heavens.	The	modern	and	the	ancient	bowed	to	one	another—every	street

constructed	of	a	different	century—as	if	the	city	were	a	patchwork	quilt.

Performers	were	more	abundant	than	pedestrians,	as	if	the	ballerinas	I	knew

only	from	music	boxes	had	climbed	out	onto	the	cobblestones	and	my	dreams

danced	before	me.	Languages	interacted	like	old	friends,	the	food	was	heavy	in

a	way	I	felt	more	than	I	tasted,	and	the	coffee	smelled	like	Starbucks’	superior

older	sibling.	When	I	was	dropped	off	at	the	airport,	then	only	guessing	at

what	that	city	would	be,	my	whole	family	bid	me	goodbye	and	waited

excitedly	for	my	news.	

But	then	I	went	to	Virginia,	down	I-95,	and	off	a	makeshift	exit,	and

into	a	parking	lot	that’s	also	a	little	league	soccer	field.	Where	half	the	clocks

show	the	wrong	time,	and	the	walls	are	all	slight	variants	of	gray,	and	I	know	of

a	coffee	shop	that	doesn’t	even	serve	coffee.	There	is	a	single	language	spoken

and	a	single	movie	theater	and	the	tallest	structure	I	can	find	is	a	church	steeple

two	winters	in	need	of	a	repair.	There	is	no	monumental	architecture,	no	palace

or	castle,	but	there	is	a	swing	set	where	I	first	learned	how	to	jump	off	without

hurting	my	ankles,	and	a	porch	where	I	memorized	my	times	tables,	and	a

classroom	where	I	forgot	them,	and	a	creek	where	we	caught	salamanders	even

though	it	was	forbidden,	maybe	because	it	was	forbidden,	and	there	were

people	I	loved,	doing	simple	things,	the	way	I	loved	them,	in	a	place	I	loved

more	than	Prague.



	8	Poems

											By	Hadley	Krummel

	

I.	Breath

	

Why	is	it	that	they	drag	me,

Kicking	and	screaming	into	the	present

As	if	this	moment	is	something	I	hate

When	it’s	really	all	I	ever	wanted

The	future	was	always	my	intent

But	now	the	past	is	my	only	goal

What	will	it	take	to	wake	me	up

Fall	in	love	with	my	own	shattered	soul

It’s	fear	that	strips	me	from	the	now

The	crippling	thought	that	nothing	could	be	better

But	my	own	volition	holds	me	back

Attachment	to	an	ambiguous	forever

And	so	the	choice	remains

As	do	endeavors	of	the	past

Continue	on	with	marks	to	bear

Or	capitulate	your	last



	9	II.	Insanity

	
Insanity.	Madness.	Ferocity.

Temple-tapped	opposition

Staring	down	the	iris	of	another’s	eyes.

Emanating	reverberations	kaleidoscope,	unison

Symmetry	disinterred,	breath	and	soul	of	being

Salivating	eagerness	converge,	cacophony	identify

Caffeinated,	curiosity,	christen,	cocaine

Fell	akin	to	skin,	blind	to	its	reign

Disfigured,	dismorphed,	diverged,	dilated,

In	webs	adorned,	in	truth	annihilated

Mind	employed	assuage	what	discontent

Though	feeble	utter	language	unrelent

But,	nothing.

So	as	not	to	see	the	silt

Blurry	mist	past	recede	as	it	is	wilt



	10	 III.	Time

	
Peculiarly	we	plummet	as	raindrops	of	glass,

From	the	void.
Each	second	accelerating,	metamorphosing	past,

Redeployed.
Incongruent	colors	clash	imploding,
Who	are	we	to	be?

Stagnant	remnants	condemned	or,
Sighs	of	eternity?

Persisting	on	we	make	this	choice:
The	truth.
Embrace	our	conscious	expedition:

Extant	youth.



	11	To	the	man	my	sister	saw

(holding	a	cardboard	sign,	asking	for	money,	in	torn	jeans)

at	a	red	light

								By	Maddie	Stokes

	

The	funny	thing,	she	said,	speaking	of	you,	was	his	clothing.

&	it	is	funny,	it	really	is,	that	she	said	it	without	laughing,	that	we	all	

say	that	phrase	without	laughing,	as	though	three	words	are	enough	to	soften	

the	blow	of	those	that	follow,	those	of	the	kind	that	soar	straight	to	the	throat,	

landing,	I	think,	as	a	mound	of	saliva-soaked	bread	or	gravel	that,	obstinate,	

lodges	itself	in	the	soft	crevices	of	your	wind	canal,	refusing	to	leave	space	for	

breath	or	words	or	gasps	when	you	try	to	swallow	the	tears.	The	really	funny	thing	

was	that	she	wasn’t	even	close	to	laughing,	it	was	more	of	a	whisper,	one	I	only	knew	

to	answer	with	a	mute	nod.	How	else	do	you	speak	for	&	to	&	about	the	unspeakable?

The	funny	thing,	she	said,	speaking	of	you,	was	his	clothing.

You	had	on	a	red	hoodie,	&	it	made	sense	because	red	was	your	favorite,	the	color	of	

Mom’s	hair	&	your	first	car	&	the	bedspread	that	I	think	she	left	in	a	cardboard	box

at	a	red	light	near	our	old	street,	folded	delicately	for	those	who	took	it	home,	for

those	who	had	a	home	to	take	it.	She	said	there	were	white	stripes	on	your	sleeves	&

that’s	how	she	knew	it	was	dirty,	but	she	didn’t	say	in	what	direction	the	stripes

pointed	&	that’s	what	messes	me	up	because,	really,	you	always	said	you	were	too	thin

for	vertical	stripes,	but	I	guess	the	funny	thing	is	that	it	doesn’t	make	a	difference,	does

it,	and	how	would	I	know	now	anyway?	The	point	is	that	you	had	on	a	hoodie	&

jeans	that	were	frayed	at	the	bottom	&	work	boots	&	isn’t	it	funny	that	when	you

finally	turned	your	head	&	saw	her	your	eyes	didn’t	even	flicker	at	the	still-red	hair

she	inherited	from	Mom	as	you	threw	the	sign	in	the	grass	&	turned	your	back,

walking	towards	the	highway	quickly,	too	quickly	for	her	to	look	more	closely,	roll

the	window	down,	shout	Dad,	is	it	really	you?	

as	the	light	turned	from	red	to	green

just	as	lights	always	do.



	12	Poems	

By	Ellie	Wilkie

	

I.	My	Mother	Prepares	to	Speak	After	an	Offhand	Comment	at	a

Dinner	Party	That	I	Did	Not	Want	To	Go	To	in	The	First	Place

	

her	mouth	was	Pandora’s	Box

and	I	waited	for	the	drop

like	a	child

below	a	tray

of	sweets	slowly	served

eyes	as	saucers

aglow	with	excitement

and	I	waited	for	her	to	open

to	go

to	eviscerate	her	enemies

to	block	their	escape	at	every	turn

of	a	phrase

to	wield	wit	as	a	weapon

corner	the	offender

force	a	confession

and	I	waited	like	a	Roman

cheering	for	the	gladiator	of	my	choosing

or	perhaps	just	for	the	violence

more	likely	both

this	dinner	party	my	amphitheater

this	warrior	my	wager

and	the	elders	of	the	circle

shifted	on	their	cushions

their	jaws	taut	as	a	noose

their	eyes	chanting	Silence!

and	the	Lady	of	the	House

put	her	spoon	on	pause

hovering,	delicately



	13	just	an	inch	from	her	face

and	I	knew	there’d	be	trouble

I	knew	we’d	be	asked	to	leave

but	as	the	storm	brewed	to	a	boil

	

I	thought

how	strong	could	they	be?

if	their	world	could	crumble

at	one	word	from	my	mother.



	14	 II.	Snow	Day	

fire	froze	still	raised	in	flame

and	brimstone	turned	to	ice,

the	hounds	leapt	through	powder	drifts

the	snow	buried	the	mice.

lava	rivers	ran	no	more

the	wailer’s	breath	came	out	a	cloud,

teeth	ceased	to	gnash,	rather	they	chattered

Atonement	was	on	this	day	unfound.

the	damned	went	sledding	over	hills	of	white

and	Dante	complained	of	the	cold,

Lucifer	was	struck	with	a	snowball

Nero	stuck	his	tongue	to	a	pole.

Eternal	Damnation	took	a	day	off

down	below	they	cried	Amen,

and	it	must	be	one	cold	day	in	Hell

because	I	called	you	again.



	15	III.	The	Cat

	

shadow	slender	sly

upon	the	boudoir

careful	she	dances

	

a	tango	with	my

necklaces,	she	fills

the	empty	spaces

	

an	arc	above	a

jewelry	box	she	builds

with	the	stretch	of	her	back

	

then	down	she	bows

to	the	mouse	she	prowls

a	salute	to	her	midnight	snack.



	16	SELECTED	STANZAS	HAPHAZARDLY	DEPRIVED	OF

CONTEXT		

By	Frank	Cahoon

	

I	dream	of	falls	from	great	heights

I	never	wake	before	I	hit	the	ground

I	land	on	my	feet,	proud,	alive

but	I	can’t	see	the	bottom	of	you	and	I	think	I’d	drown	before	I	could	touch

the	other	side

…

ain’t	it	grand	to	be	loved?

a	hand	and	a	dove

you	fill	one	with	seeds	and	the	other	flies	up

a	kiss	on	the	cheek	and	the	feathers	take	flight

a	greeting	divine,	so	fleetingly	nice

but	love	means	that	simply	the	hand	would	suffice

…

Accents	tactfully	scratched	on	the	back	of	a	taxi

Backseat	actually	packed	with	a	gaggle	of	lackeys

Khakis	match	like	the	baggage	the	bastards	dragged	in

Mach-10	speed	‘til	they	crash	into	bandwagon

…

EVERY	TEAR	SUCKED	DRY

EVERY	TRUTH	TURNED	LIE

EVERY	YOUNG	LOVE	PRIED	FROM	THE	HANDS	OF	THE	ELDER

EACH	SHELTER	UNCOVERED

BLOOD	LEECHED	FROM	THE	SQUALOR

THE	TREE	QUICKLY	HOLLOWED	SO	THAT	FRUIT	COULD

SURVIVE

MY	ROOTS	PULLED	TO	LIGHT	LIKE	THE	FLIES	AT	THE	ALTAR

SHOULD	FLIGHT	EVER	FALTER,	ADMIRE	THE	BLIGHT

	

…



	17	if	i	ever	find	someone	who	knows	me	and	feels	me

remind	me	to	feel	them	and	love	them	and	breathe	them

no	day	shall	i	leave	them,	my	feeler	and	me

…

because	your	favorite	poem	has	to	be	sensitive

it	has	to	rise	and	fall	with	the	lulls	of	your	breath	and	whimper	when	you	turn

away

it	takes	your	hand	and	squeezes	your	fingers	pale

it	should	hold	you	when	you	cry	and	laugh	when	you	laugh

it	should	take	you	behind	the	shed	and	shoot	you	through	the	skull

but	I	could	never	bring	myself	to	do	that

the	pain	of	today	is	enough

…

i	wanted	to	sound	like	dylan

that’s	not	my	voice

…

I	said	I	loved	you,	but	the	door	was	closed.

I	waited	until	the	door	was	closed	and	I	said	“I	love	you.”

and	then	I	turned	back	to	my	own	and	resumed	my	leaning	stroll.

teary-eyed.	cold.	I	don’t	need	you,	consoles	me.

bold	to	assume...

and	if	I	know	me,	I	missed	you	already.

pisa.



	18	Amphitheater

										By	Stephen	Wiecek

	

The	King.	The	King?	The	King.	Is	he	really	the	King,	though?	Of

course	he’s	the	“King.”	But	is	he	really	the	King?	As	in,	does	he	operate	with

the	authority	that	the	“King”	would	have?	No.	Yes?	But	no,	not	really.	Sure,	he

can	“appoint”	his	ministers	and	direct	his	army,	but	without	the	consent	of	his

ministers	he	can’t	really	do	anything.	Yes,	he	could	fire	them	all…but	then	he’d

lose	the	support	of	the	nobles.	Plus	the	nobles	want	their	own	ministers	in

power.	The	nobles	need	stability	so	they	can	have	their	little	feuds	and	pissing

contests	without	fear	of	feudal	collapse	from	famine	or	plague.	Slowly	draining

the	lifeblood	of	our	“Kingdom”	surely	but	slowly	enough	to	prevent	a

conflagration.	How	a	“Myth	of	Common	Good”	arises	from	such	political

intrigues	is	beyond	me.	

The	ministers,	in	typical	fashion,	create	their	own	ministries.	With

thousands	of	little	mini	ministers	all	with	allegiance	to	the	King.	But	do	they

really?	Their	allegiance	is	to	their	politics.	For	the	“King”	cannot	fire	all	the

mini	ministers.	The	system	of	exploitation	upon	which	he	now	depends	would

fall	apart.	Maybe	the	King	ought	to	do	this.	Free	himself	from	the	shackles	of

this	massive	growth	which	leeches	his	people	dry	day	by	day.	Instead,	he	will

give	errant	speeches	on	fabricated	problems	in	the	“Kingdom”	and	give	the

people	bread	and	circuses	to	placate	them.	The	serfs	will	be	inundated	with

propaganda:	freedom,	equality,	fraternity	-	outside	of	which	are	danger,

desperation,	and	corruption.	The	old	God	was	not	awakened	properly.

Few	people	believe	me.	I	tell	the	truth	about	reality.	Peasants	don’t	like

that.	Serfs	want	their	bread	and	circuses.	They	want	to	watch	beasts	fight.	They

want	to	believe	they	know	how	the	“Kingdom”	works	-	but	they	don’t.	The

Oracles	earn	their	pence	predicting	who	shall	inherit	the	fiefs.	Yet,	even	these

mages	can’t	tell	you	anything	about	that	which	they	seem	so	divinely	inspired

to	predict.	One	might	think	that	such	tasks	come	naturally.	For	surely,	if	you

have	the	skills	for	such	divination,	some	simple	casualty	ought	not	to	strain.

The	church	is	dissolved.	The	moral	minds	of	pious	men	and	women

weep.	It	was	a	righteous	system	lacking	in	efficiency.	One	guided	by	divinely
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fashionable	ideas.	Very	poor	ideas.	When	the	church	was	destroyed,	gone	were

the	ancient,	eternal	principles.	Ushered	in	instead	were	notions	of	cascading

equality.	Not	of	equal	dignity,	no.	That	was	an	ancient	principle.	An	“evil,”

“unrespectable”	principle	from	the	days	of	ole.	Instead,	equality	of	function

and	characteristic.	Bad	ideas	become	debatable.	Good	ideas	become	debatable.

Reality	become	debatable.	The	Church	become	debatable.	Everything	becomes

debatable.	One	would	think	the	“King”	or	the	Nobles	or	the	Troubadours	or

the	Ministers	or	even	the	“Kingdom”	would	themselves	become	debatable.	The

“Kingdom”	isn’t	debatable.	

We	have	a	new	church:	The	Amphitheater.	But	no	one	will	call	it	that.

Let	the	few	who	do	scatter	and	hide	-	for	the	Troubadours	of	the	“Kingdom”

will	mock	them	ruthlessly.	Not	quite	the	worst	way	to	go,	but	being	ostracized

from	their	homes	and	burned	in	the	public	square	by	loyal	citizens	of	the

“Kingdom”	isn’t	very	fun	either.	

Some	wish	the	“King”	were	actually	a	king	and	would	hold	a	filling

feast	in	the	Amphitheater.	Inviting	all	the	proud	of	the	“Kingdom.”	He	could

call	upon	his	royal	retainers	and	lock	all	the	doors.	Leaving	the	Amphitheater

along	with	only	the	most	pure	of	his	servants	before	closing	the	door	and

burning	the	Amphitheater	-	devouring	all	the	vermin	within.	But	then	how	will

the	serfs	get	their	bread?	Doch!	Such	heinous	deeds	are	not	embraced	by	he

who	is	oldest.	There	are	no	guarantees	the	King	even	respects	such	divinity.

The	“King”	is	likely	to	begin	again,	building	a	new	Amphitheater,	more	defiled

than	the	first.	

The	old	God	is	gone.	Eternal	bread	was	broken	for	all.	Few	bakers

remain.

Gone	is	the	fashion.	No	longer	oriented	towards	the	noble.	Not	that	the

“Nobles”	are	actually	noble.	But	at	least	the	intention	was	there.	Fashion

exists.	That's	all	it	does,	“exist.”	A	hobbled	recluse	dragged	before	a	mass

audience	to	garish	applause,	no	longer	new,	no	longer	living.	A	dead	husk	is	all

that	remains,	and	its	corpse,	picked	through	and	worn.	The	“Nobles”	have	no

time	for	such	grave	robbing	but	some	time	for	necrophilia.	They’ve	“evolved.”

Masquerading	virtue	is	their	fashion.	Championing	the	hip	debauchery	spouted

from	the	lips	of	the	Troubadours	and	Jongleur.
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convinced	that	delving	deeper	into	the	crevasse	they’ve	carved	might	alleviate

their	misery.	They	curl	up	and	die	to	the	sweet	crooning	of	the	court	Jester	and

his	frivolity.	I’ve	seen	it	happen	too	many	times,	and	see	it	happening	to	many

more.	

The	Jongleur	cries	of	impending	doom,	disregarding	the	one,	perpetual

doom.	This	doom	that	cannot	be	dampened.	Such	ideas	are	fashionable.	To	be

fashionable	is	to	hold	opinions	and	beliefs	that	can’t	be	avoided.	Some	speak	of

fiery,	vivid	doom	but	propose	nothing	but	pouring	a	puny	pail	upon	the

devastation.	We	could	build	a	fortress	to	stand	a	chance	at	survival,	but	alas.

That's	last	century's	fashion	-	not	“respectable”	in	our	modern	royal	court.

The	Jongleur	has	spoken.	For	they	and	the	Troubadour	are	the	speakers	of

truth.	

What	say	you,	silly	serf?	Even	when	you	craft	hymns	and	ballads,	you

lack	virality.	Your	psalms	are	to	be	mocked.	Fiction	and	fantasy	have	no	place

in	a	world	of	fiery,	vivid,	frivolous	doom.	Such	is	the	Amphitheater.	

You	silly	serf	are	surrounded	by	serious	serfs,	who	believe	in	the	truths

of	the	Troubadour	and	Jongleur.	Your	silliness	is	but	a	fabrication	not	proofed

by	the	royal	Jester.	Your	silliness	shall	be	shouted	down	in	the	grand	equality

of	the	Amphitheater.	Your	suffering	and	struggle	will	be	entertainment	for	the

serious	serfs	who	can	be	trusted	to	protect	the	“Kingdom”	from	you,

Dangerous	Dissident.	

Beware!	Silly	serf,	continue	to	be	intoxicated,	not	sober.	Or	better,

indulge	in	the	“serious”	and	“respectable”	fashion	of	royally	proofed

perspectives.	Listen	to	the	Jongleur	and	Troubadour,	for	they	sing	a	sweet

symphony	and	partake	in	great	drama.

And	even	when	you	try	to	storm	the	stage	to	change	the	tragedy,	you

become	comedy.	For	nobody	can	alter	the	Amphitheater's	drama.	The	false

gods	that	are	worshiped	in	the	Amphitheater	cease	to	exist.	The	illusion

disappears	to	those	who	face	the	Executioner's	axe.	But	worry	not!	All

bleeding	stops	eventually.	

He	who	is	oldest	awakened	me	in	my	decay.

The	foundations	of	the	Amphitheater	were	shown	to	me.	The	skies	gone	black

from	the	pollution	of	depravity.	To	my	right	arose	a	heinous	creature,	dripping
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refused	to	bow	before	its	might,	demanding	that	all	be	ordered	before	it.

Festering	leeches	ate	away	at	its	puss-filled	core,	rotting	away	what	good

remained	of	its	once	respectable	substance.	To	my	left,	I	saw	a	screeching	Siren.

Sweet	to	the	eye	but	vicious	to	its	core.	Many	a	lamb	collapsed	down	in	idol

worship	before	its	licentious	beauty,	willingly	offering	themselves	up	to	be

feasted	upon	and	have	their	essence	ripped	out	before	their	innocent	eyes,

unaware	of	their	terrible	transgression.	The	Siren’s	violence	knew	no

boundaries,	breeding	chaos	and	the	most	abhorrent	apostles.	Around	these

monstrosities	arose	an	arena,	worshiped	by	even	the	most	devout.	Both	beasts

fought	viciously,	while	being	of	the	same	degrading,	malicious	spawn.	Their

strikes	at	each	other	were	but	platitudes,	demagoguing	serfs	to	struggle	in	their

stead.	

The	Siren	always	triumphed.	The	wagers	always	cleared.

Even	those	who	were	shaken	free	of	this	mirage	did	not	possess	serenity.

There	was	no	escape	for	those	that	lack	the	humility	to	beg	for	emancipation.

The	sheep	pranced	about,	longing	for	a	new	Kingdom.	

Above	it	all	sat	the	ministries	of	the	“Kingdom”	and	the	“King,”

enjoying	the	spectacle.	The	arrogant	aromas	of	withering	wine	and	the	blood	of

the	ministries’	cogs	dripping	crushed	capillaries	into	the	arena	to	be	feasted	upon

by	the	beasts	and	their	brigands	-	feeding	the	brutal	brawl.	The	nobility

drinking	and	partaking	in	the	most	foul	of	fantasies.	Oracles	ensuring	their

establishment.	The	Troubadour	and	Jongleur	soothing	them	all,	declaring	the

doom	that	awaits	them	if	they	depart	from	their	debauchery.	

And	upon	seeing	these	things,	I	fell	down	in	lamentation.	I	cursed	the

Kingdom	of	this	world.	You,	serf,	should	too.
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By	Maddie	Stokes
	

“Thus	I	swear,	here	and	now,	not	to	forgive	the	universe

that	would	let	me	get	used	to	a	universe

	

without	you.”

																																 –	Agha	Shahid	Ali,	“Lenox	Hill”

	

And	four	years	later,	I	finally	drove	back	down	that	street,	the	one	catty-corner	to

Central	Presbyterian	and	a	hamburger	truck.	Olly’s,	it	was	called,	and	though	she

never	let	us	stop	there	for	Sunday	brunch,	my	grandmother	always	gave	it	a	pert	nod

as	if	to	say	I	see	you,	as	if	to	whisper	You	and	I,	we’re	not	all	that	different.	It’s	funny

now,	looking	for	her	in	the	scratched	plastic	panes	of	a	burger	joint,	wishing	to	reach

out	and	wipe	away	the	grime	of	years	and	less	than	C	hygiene	beneath	which	might	lie

forgotten	the	memory	of	her	face.	She	said	she	had	been	there	once,	before	her	father

passed	and	her	son	was	born,	in	that	in-between	space	called	adolescence,	and	that	the

burger	tasted	like	tobacco,	mustard,	and	crusted	sweat.	My	own	sweaty	face	pressed

against	the	glass,	I	could	almost	smell	the	fried	dampness	of	that	place,	although	my

mind	could	never	recreate	the	curl	of	her	long-gone	ponytail,	her	hand	in	those	of	my

grandfather,	that	radio	static	reserved,	I	think,	for	the	teenagers	of	the	1960s.	Oh,	what

I	would	do	to	reverse	the	car,	stop	and	taste	that	meaty	all-American,	all-time,	all-

place	and	space	fat	if	only	for	a	moment.	It	wasn’t	until	she	lost	the	ability	to	chew

(then	later,	to	suck),	around	the	time	when	my	mother	began	soaking	shortbread

cookies	in	water	to	prevent	her	from	starving	in	the	night,	that	I	knew	it	was	bad.

Shortly	before,	she	had	given	me	what	little	she	had	left	to	offer	–	books,	some

jewelry,	her	high	school	graduation	picture.	Desperate,	I	longed	then	as	I	long	now	for

a	teenager’s	smile,	the	smell	of	those	burgers,	the	music	that	surely	must	have	been

playing	that	sweltering	summer	afternoon,	mid-1960s,	when	a	boy	sat	across	from	my

grandmother	as	she,	unafraid,	took	her	first	bite.



	23	Jessica

By	Emma	Reilly

	

It	was	the	last	day	of	school.	Around	the	classroom,	small	hands	twisted

around	backpack	straps	in	readiness.	Laughter	seeped	through	the	linoleum	halls.

Even	the	teachers	seemed	to	smile	easier	with	the	expanse	of	summer	break	stretched

out	before	them.	The	bell	rang,	and	a	great	flood	of	children	poured	into	the	hallways.

They	chattered.	Parted	for	Hall	Monitors	keeping	watch	at	the	entrance,	split	into

smaller	tributaries	as	they	stomped	up	the	steps	to	the	bus.

								 I	was	in	the	bus	marked	410.	The	chipped	yellow	paint	seemed	to	gleam

brighter	in	the	early	June	sun	as	I	ascended.	Green	leather	and	yellowed	foam

greeted	me	as	I	slid	into	my	seat.	The	route	was	short	for	me,	a	straight	shot

back	to	my	neighborhood	and	then	the	bus	would	loop	the	roundabout	at	the

end	of	the	road	and	head	towards	the	other	side	of	town.	When	we	were	in

elementary	school,	we	used	to	have	water	balloon	fights	at	the	mouth	of	the

neighborhood	every	year.	Now,	we	were	seventh	graders—eighth	graders,

really,	when	we	stepped	off	the	bus—and	didn’t	bother	with	childish	trifles.

								 Mark	was	having	a	pool	party	that	evening.	The	tankinis	of	sixth	grade

had	long	since	been	declared	ugly	and	lame,	and	when	I	slipped	into	the

polyester	blue	bikini	I	bought	with	my	mom	at	Target	a	few	weeks	before	the

end	of	school,	I	was	surprised	to	see	a	hint	of	a	curve	where	my	hips	met	my

waist.	I	was	beginning	to	grow	into	my	body,	even	the	parts	that	had	already

begun	to	feel	shameful:	the	chafe	of	my	thighs	against	each	other,	or	the	small

pouch	of	fat	at	the	base	of	my	stomach.

								 The	pool	party	was	the	event	of	the	year.	I	didn’t	really	think	Mark	was

all	that—we	had	grown	up	together	and	I	still	remembered	the	days	when	he

was	three	inches	shorter	than	me,	but	my	friends	had	begun	to	blush	when	he

came	by	to	say	hello	during	lunch.	I	never	really	thought	any	of	the	boys	were

cute,	but	I	giggled	along	with	the	other	girls	when	they	tried	to	decipher	who

their	next	boyfriend	would	be.

								 “Ally!	Hey,”	Mark	said.	He	was	purposefully	pitching	his	voice	a	few

notes	lower	than	it	sat	normally.	“We	have	chips	over	there	on	that	table.”

								 “Thanks,”	I	said.	I	threw	down	my	towel	and	bag	of	extra	clothes.	If

this	had	been	the	end-of-year	party	for	sixth	graders,	I	would	have
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a	competition	to	see	who	could	make	the	biggest	splash.	His	pool	was	fancier

than	the	aboveground	one	we	had	at	home—instead	of	a	diving	board,	a	stone

staircase	led	up	to	a	concrete	platform	that	sent	you	splashing	into	the	deep

end.

								 Jessica	was	standing	on	the	edge	of	the	pool.	She	had	long,	curly	hair

and	had	been	filling	out	a	B	cup	since	we	were	eleven.	Girls	used	to	talk	about

how	she	got	her	period	before	then,	though,	so	I	had	always	felt	a	little	bad	for

her.	Alex	and	a	few	of	Mark’s	other	friends	were	splashing	water	at	her	feet,

trying	to	get	her	to	jump	into	the	water.	It	was	cooler	to	play	coy,	then,	than	it

was	to	give	in	immediately.										

The	concrete	was	warm	under	my	toes	when	I	slipped	off	my	flip	flops.	I

couldn’t	stop	looking	at	how	the	sun	brushed	against	Jessica’s	curly	hair,	how	it

glinted	off	the	plastic	clasp	of	her	bikini.	It	was	hot	pink	and	had	rainbows	over

the	cups.	There	was	a	tan	line	on	her	feet	from	the	ankle-length	Under	Armour

socks	she	wore	during	our	lacrosse	games.	She	always	carried	a	cloud	of	Bath

and	Body	Works	perfume	with	her,	Japanese	Cherry	Blossom	fluttering	into

nostrils	as	she	swept	past.

I	crossed	my	arms	over	my	stomach	when	I	shed	the	T-shirt	and	shorts

that	had	served	as	my	cover-up.	My	skin	was	cool	to	the	touch.	Another	girl

on	the	lacrosse	team	had	said	that	your	stomach	got	cold	when	you	were

burning	calories.	I	glanced	at	the	chip	table.

“Aren’t	you	going	to	come	in?”	Mark	asked.	He	was	standing	at	the	top

of	the	diving	platform.	I	could	count	his	ribs.	His	shoulders	were	knobby	little

things,	knees	on	the	top	of	his	torso,	and	they	already	had	begun	to	shine	pink

with	the	beginnings	of	a	sunburn.

Jessica	had	turned	to	look	at	me.	My	cheeks	pinked	at	the	weight	of	her	gaze.

“Y—yeah,”	I	said.	The	concrete	grated	against	my	uncalloused	feet	as	I

climbed	the	staircase.

“You’re	acting	weird,”	Mark	said.	“Why	are	you	standing	like	that?”	I

had	unconsciously	crossed	my	arms	over	my	stomach	again.	I	laughed	and

turned	away,	back	to	the	water,	where	Jessica	had	shielded	her	eyes	from	the

sun	to	watch	us	jump.	I	never	meant	to	look	for	her.	My	gaze	had	been	drawn

to	her	since	the	beginning	of	May,	when	she	had	started	to	wear	spaghetti-strap
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drum	and	watch	condensation	form	on	the	mouthpiece	of	the	instrument	as

our	class	fumbled	through	a	Star	Wars	medley.

“Cannonball	contest?”	I	asked	Mark.	His	eyes	lit	up.	I	found	it

strangely	comforting—some	things	hadn’t	changed,	even	as	his	knobby

shoulders	cleared	the	tips	of	my	ears	and	his	head	hovered	half	a	foot	above	my

own.

“I’m	going	to	win,	you	know,”	he	said.	“It’s	physics.”

“Like	you	have	ever	paid	attention	in	a	science	class.”

He	stuck	out	his	tongue	and	launched	himself	off	the	platform,	spraying

everyone	within	two	feet	of	the	pool.	I	waited	just	long	enough	for	him	to	get

out	of	the	way	and	sprung	out	behind	him,	feeling	the	air	pull	against	me	as

gravity	began	to	drag	me	into	the	water.	The	splash	was	epic,	but	I	had	been

beat.

My	head	broke	the	surface	of	the	water.	A	smile	split	the	skin	of	my

cheek.	The	bikini	had	miraculously	stayed	in	place,	and	the	water	had	doused

the	beads	of	sweat	that	had	begun	to	form	on	my	newly	peach-fuzzed	upper

lip.

“So	immature,”	I	heard	from	above.	Jessica	stood	away	from	the	water,

her	curly	hair	moistened	by	the	water	from	the	splash.	She	shook	out	her

fingers.	Pink	polish	glimmered	in	the	sunlight,	covered	in	drops	of	water.

The	group	of	guys	where	Jessica	had	been	standing	moved	to	start	a

game	of	water	basketball.	Alex	called	to	me,	asked	me	to	play	with	him.	Jessica

rolled	her	eyes	and	moved	to	sit	with	a	group	of	girls	gossiping	on	the	wire

tanning	chairs	scattered	along	the	edge	of	the	pool.

I	splashed	around	with	the	boys	I	had	spent	most	of	my	summers	with.

Their	newly	tall	bodies	were	harder	to	defend	than	in	past	summers,	but	I	had

the	added	benefit	of	being	short	enough	to	duck	beneath	their	lanky	grasp	and

toss	the	ball	into	the	tiny	net	set	into	the	edge	of	the	pool.	They	jabbered	on	all

the	while,	talking	about	which	girl	looked	the	hottest	in	her	swimsuit	or	how

Manvi	kissed	Jeremy	behind	a	shed	at	his	birthday	party	two	weeks	ago.	They

never	said	that	I	looked	the	hottest,	but	I	never	really	minded.

When	the	game	would	reset,	I	would	twist	to	watch	Jessica	chat	with

the	other	popular	girls	in	our	grade.	Thinning	sunlight	painted	her	prominent
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cheekbones.	She	had	started	wearing	makeup	when	she	switched	to	spaghetti

straps.	On	the	days	she	dressed	up	for	school,	she	would	leave	a	smudge	of	lip

gloss	on	the	cool	silver	mouthpiece	of	her	flute.	She	had	a	nice	mouth.	Small,

pouted,	but	hiding	a	brilliant	smile	and	orthodontia-adjusted	teeth.

I	liked	to	watch	her	smile.	I	liked	to	watch	her	laugh	in	the	crowd	of

girls	at	Mark’s	party,	head	thrown	back,	jawline	hidden	by	the	openmouthed

mirth	she	felt.	I	wanted	to	make	her	laugh	like	that.	I	wanted	to	be	the	reason

why	she	laughed.

	

I	just	wasn’t	totally	sure	why.
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Aditya	Kumar,	It	is	imperative	that	test	cricket	continue	to	be	played

Ben	Prince,	The	region	of	Artsakh	has	a	right	to	self-determination

James	Ford,		Resolved:	The	United	Kingdom	was	not	right	to	exit	the	European

Union

Grace	Whitaker,	Romantic	poetry	and	punk	music	are	thematically	very	similar

Frank	Cahoon,	Of	the	End

Mara	Rossini,	An	Education

Zoë	Jenkins,	Modern	American	society	discourages	spontaneity

Ansley	Skipper,	An	often	overlooked	but	important	lesson	literature	teaches	us	is	the

power	of	choice

Jonathan	Hagy,	LeBron	James	is	the	greatest	basketball	player	of	all	time

Alex	Rosenthal,	What	we	call	the	laws	of	physics	are	likely	just	approximations

Stephen	Wiecek,	Resolved:	The	U.S.	should	cease	the	use	of	nuclear	energy	for

commercial	energy	production

Kelly	O’Meara,	Authenticity	in	architecture	is	fundamental	to	the	historic

preservation	debate

Naveen	Logachandar,	Complacency	has	limited	Apple’s	innovation

Zach	Kribbs,	Disparities	between	Japanese	shogi	and	Western	chess	reflect	their

societal	differences

Casey	Wilson,	America	ought	to	have	four	or	more	major	political	parties

Aamir	Qureshi,	The	Dark	Knight	is	the	most	subversive	superhero	film	of	all	time

Kennan	Li,	Resolved:	The	EU	should	join	China’s	Belt	and	Road	Initiative

Andy	Yang,	The	Battle	of	Chosin	Reservoir	is	a	tactical	failure	but	a	strategic	victory

for	China

Lisa	Kopelnik,	Fast	fashion	should	be	reformed	to	prioritize	ethical	forms	of

production	and	consumption

Noah	Randolph,	The	Airbus	A380	is	a	failure

Margaret	Tower,	The	frequent	use	of	the	word	“like”	should	not	subject	the	user	to

criticism

Defne	Savas,	Alcohol	should	not	be	viewed	solely	as	a	means	to	get	drunk

Annie	Zhu,	The	piracy	of	academic	journals	can	be	justified



	29	Probationary	Class,	Spring	2022
	

Lillian	Tara

Zachary	Boner

Mike	Massingill

Hadley	Krummel

Parker	Scherwin

John	Wang

Bharath	Dileep	Kumar

James	de	Marcellus

Veronica	Hess

Mina	Gorani

Pritika	Modhukuru

Campbell	Coleman

Owen	Selden

Jacob	Pritts

Anna	Goodell

Olivia	Fergerstrom

Adnan	Rahimzai

Chapin	Zerner

Maria	Lyons

Ginger	Smith

Olga	Metcalf

Yunkai	Sun

Thi	Nguyen

Will	Chu

Celine	Zhou



	30	 Society	Honors	and	Awards
	

Fall	2021

Harrison	Bush	Award:	Mr.	Gregory	Lee

Joseph	L.	Bishop	Award:	Ms.	Ailene	Edward

Best	Probationary:	Mr.	Kelly	O’Meara

Best	Probationary	Presentation:	Mr.	Aditya	Kumar

Poe	Contest	Winner:	Camille	Blum

Fall	Ethics	Debate:	Lost

Harrison	Cup:	Lost
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Selected	Officer	Updates



	32	President,	Spring	2022

Jule	Voss	

	

Dearest	Society,

	

At	this	time,	I	am	pleased	and	proud	to	introduce	the	most	recent	edition	of	the	Jefferson

Journal.	Within	this	issue,	you	will	find	diverse	works	of	poetry	and	prose	from	many	of	our

members	as	well	as	an	overview	of	Society	life	throughout	the	past	two	semesters.

	

For	many	of	us,	the	2021-2022	academic	year	has	been	an	important	time	of	transition.	For	the

first	time	in	over	a	year,	members	of	the	Society	gathered	together	in	Hotel	C,	West	Range

where	we	reunited	with	friends	and	rejoiced	in	the	celebration	of	old	traditions.	We	welcomed

guest	speakers	to	present	on	topics	ranging	from	the	legacy	of	Thomas	Jefferson	to	the

importance	of	art	in	community-based	activism	and	enjoyed	many	successful	events,	including

Wilson	Day	and	the	Restoration	Ball.

	

We	also	reconnected	with	our	peer	organizations	on	and	off	Grounds.	This	semester	the

Society	hosted	a	debate	with	the	Honor	Committee	and	Washington	Society	in	anticipation	of

the	historic	Honor	referendum,	co-sponsored	an	oratory	contest	with	the	UVA	Politics

Department	alongside	the	University	Democrats	and	College	Republicans	on	the	most

important	values	of	American	democracy,	and	competed	with	our	traditional	rivals,	the

University	Guides,	in	our	spring	semester	field	day.	We	also	participated	in	this	year’s	annual

All-Night	Meeting	hosted	by	the	Demosthenian	Society	at	the	University	of	Georgia.

	

Over	the	past	two	semesters,	we’ve	talked	and	we’ve	toasted;	we’ve	debated	and	argued	and

laughed;	and	we	made	the	most	of	every	moment	of	our	time	together	here	at	Mr.	Jefferson’s

University.	It	is	more	than	luck	that	has	made	the	Jefferson	Literary	and	Debating	Society	the

oldest	continually-existing	debating	society	in	North	America,	and	it	has	been	an	immense

privilege	to	serve	as	your	president	this	semester.

	

I	hope	that	this	issue	of	the	Jefferson	Journal	finds	you	healthy	and	well,	and	I	look	forward	to

our	next	200	years	of	perpetual	existence.

	

Haec	Olim	Meminisse	Iuvabit,	

Jule	Voss

President,	Spring	2022



	33	Vice	President,	Spring	2022

Sean	Miller

	

Dearest	Society,	

	

I	am	very	proud	to	have	served	you	all	as	Vice	President	for	the	Spring	2022	semester.

At	the	time	of	writing	this,	we	have	already	enjoyed	several	wonderful	speakers	in	our

Society	this	semester,	with	many	more	to	come.	I	am	very	grateful	to	the	previous	Vice

President,	Mr.	Reece	Stromberg,	for	organizing	such	an	incredible	collection	of

speakers	for	the	Spring	2022	semester,	but	I	have	much	more	than	that	to	thank	him

for.	The	Speaker	Series	relies	entirely	on	the	institutional	memory	of	the	Jefferson

Society,	including	for	hotel	contacts,	dinner	contacts,	speaker	procedures,	and	many

more.	When	Mr.	Stromberg	assumed	the	office,	there	were	no	previous	in-person	Vice

Presidents	he	could	go	to	with	questions,	and	he	needed	to	rebuild	all	of	our

procedures	from	the	ground	up;	I	am	very	grateful	to	him	for	all	of	his	advice

throughout	this	semester	in	continuing	to	rebuild	the	institutional	memory	of	the

Distinguished	Speaker	Series.	Future	Speaker	Series	would	be	impossible	without	him.

	

I	would	also	like	to	thank	the	members	of	the	Programs	Committee,	Sam	Mattingly

and	Alana	Dickey,	for	the	work	they	have	done	in	recommending	speakers	for	next

semester	and	additional	methods	of	advertisement	for	this	semester's	speakers.	I'd	also

like	to	thank	President	Voss	for	allowing	me	to	temporarily	preside	over	a	meeting;

that	was	quite	fun!

	

All	in	all,	I	would	say	our	second	in-person	Speaker	Series	is	proceeding	very	well,	and

I	am	excited	for	what	the	future	holds	for	next	semester's	Speaker	Series	and	beyond!



	34	Secretary,	Spring	2022

Ahema	Gaisie

	

When	some	students	join	JeffSoc,	they	look	at	Exec	and	instantly	project	feelings	of

grandeur.	Some	people	aim	high	and	seek	to	be	the	President,	the	symbol	of	ultimate

power,	the	person	with	the	gavel	and	control.

	

Me?	I	wanted	to	be	Secretary.	

	

The	Secretary	in	my	opinion	exemplifies	all	of	my	favorite	qualities	of	the	Jefferson

Society:	the	combination	of	tradition	and	parli-pro	with	the	ability	to	make	fun	of

ourselves	and	just	have	fun	as	a	bunch	of	young	people	(and	the	occasional	alumnus).

It	is	their	job	to	bring	a	small	bit	of	comedic	joy	every	week...	hopefully.	The	Secretary

is	there	every	meeting,	for	(ideally)	every	minute,	taking	down	every	event,	a	constant

in	glorious	chaos.

	

So,	how	was	my	dream	semester?	How	did	I	enjoy	the	position	I	have	been	vying	for

since	my	probationary	semester?

	

Eh.	7/10,	would	recommend.



	35	Room	7	Resident,	Fall	2021	&	Spring	2022

Emma	Camp

	

Over	the	past	year,	I	have	had	the	incredible	privilege	of	being	the	Jefferson	Society

Room	7	resident.	This	is	a	wonderful	position,	and	I’m	so	thankful	for	the

opportunity	to	be	a	host	for	the	Society.	I	hope	everyone	enjoyed	my	Big-K	brand

mixers	(especially	the	elusive	and	surprisingly	good,	though	likely	cancer-causing,

peach	soda).
	

But	really,	it	was	an	honor	to	cap	off	my	time	with	the	society	as	Room	7	resident.	I’m

so	grateful	for	all	the	wonderful	memories	I’ve	made	here—in	the	future,	it	really	will

be	pleasing	to	remember	these	things.



	36	Treasurer,	Fall	2021	&	Spring	2022

Neha	Subramaniyan

	

My	dearest	Society,

	

As	I	near	the	end	of	my	year	as	your	Treasurer,	I	am	pleased	to	say	that	our	financial	future

looks	strong	and	stable.	Over	the	course	of	the	last	year,	we	have	grown	our	endowments	and

financial	portfolio	and	have	expanded	our	surplus.

	

Over	the	last	year,	I	have	maintained	and	developed	policies	to	ensure	that	the	Society	remains

accessible.	First,	I	have	continued	the	policy	of	providing	dues	reductions	and	exemptions	to

regular	and	probationary	members	that	have	extenuating	financial	circumstances.	I	also

extended	this	practice	to	the	speaker	dinners	to	ensure	that	they	are	accessible	to	all	members.

	

Last	semester,	I	and	the	rest	of	the	Fall	2021	Executive	board	executed	a	budget	that	was	nearly

$9000	under	budget.	We	expanded	our	surplus	by	nearly	$5000,	and	I	did	not	have	to	transfer

any	money	from	our	endowments	to	cover	costs.	As	a	result,	I	have	reinvested	some	of	our

funds	and	plan	to	further	reinvest	at	the	end	of	this	semester.	Based	on	my	calculations,	our

endowments	have	grown	roughly	7%	from	the	start	of	May	2021	to	the	start	of	March	2022,

which	outpaces	inflation.

	

On	the	audit	side	of	things,	last	semester’s	appropriation	committee	conducted	two	flawless

audits.	At	the	time	of	writing	we	have	not	performed	a	spring	audit,	but	I	hold	similar	hopes

for	the	two	upcoming	audits.	Looking	to	additional	projects,	I	have	identified	a	method	to

fund	the	Restoration	Ball	via	our	Jefferson	Journal	endowment.	Future	Treasurers	must	remain

fiscally	conservative	in	exercising	this	option.	Regarding	spring	cleaning,	I	have	spoken	with

our	lawyer	and	began	to	search	for	our	missing	documents	from	previous	years.	I	plan	on

laying	out	a	documentation	policy	before	I	leave	office	to	ensure	that	our	financial	documents

are	well	secured.	Regarding	alumni	funds,	I	have	identified	potential	parties	and,	in	conjunction

with	other	members	of	the	executive	committee,	am	developing	plans	to	reach	out	to	such

parties.	It	is	imperative	that	future	treasurers	continue	this	project.	Going	forward,	maintaining

good	documentation	and	strengthening	our	alumni	relations	must	be	key	focuses	of	the

treasurer	and	the	rest	of	the	executive	board.

	

I	was	honored	to	serve	as	your	treasurer	for	this	past	year	and	will	remember	this	experience

fondly.	In	the	future,	it	will	indeed	be	pleasing	to	remember	these	things.

	

HOMI,

Neha



	37	Historian,	Fall	2021	&	Spring	2022

Ethan	Jakum

	

Hey	y’all!	I’m	Ethan	Jakum.	I	served	as	Historian	for	the	Jefferson	Society	from	Fall	2021	to

Spring	2022,	overseeing	as	our	Society	returned	from	its	extended	absence	from	the	Hall.	The

year	was	all	about	shaking	off	the	cobwebs,	taking	stock,	and	making	all	aware	of	the	historical

resources	available	to	our	community.	

	

	There	were	three	main	items	of	importance	from	the	Fall.	The	first,	the	Historian’s	Seminar.

The	Historian’s	Seminar	has	remained	successful	in	providing	a	forum	for	our	incoming

members	to	better	understand	the	Society’s	history,	the	Society’s	future,	and	where	we	the

members	come	into	that	equation.	I	sought	to	instill	in	all	members	that	our	past	is	something

to	be	understood,	respected,	and	learned	from	and	that	we	are	the	history	makers	in	this

beautiful	organization.

	

The	second,	Founder’s	Day.	It	was	certainly	difficult	to	cobble	together	instructions	from	old

documents	on	how	to	structure	a	Founder’s	Day	but	I	am	pleased	and	proud	to	announce

Founder’s	Day	went	off	without	a	hitch	last	Fall!	Held	at	the	Rotunda	and	featuring	keynote

speaker	Mr.	Andrew	Philips,	head	curator	at	the	Woodrow	Wilson	Presidential	Library	in

Staunton,	VA,	a	lovely	and	memorable	evening	was	had	by	all	(although	memories	did	grow

hazy	after	the	Night	of	a	1000	Toasts)!

	

The	third,	the	archives.	It	was	my	effort	in	my	tenure	to	clean	up	and	clean	out	the	Hall

including	our	cabinet	of	Archives.	Old	documents	were	codified,	enjoyed,	and	entered	in	a

systematic	manner	into	the	Historian’s	Drive	and	I	look	forward	to	using	them	in	future

content,	in	part	to	establish	precedent	for	posterity.

	

To	summarize	my	semesters	as	Historian,	I	sought	out	old	tools	and	resources	not	used	since

before	the	Pandemic	and	sought	to	strengthen	them.	Our	SYMPA	moderating	system,	the

website,	and	the	archives	are	but	three	small	things	that	I	improved	during	my	time	in	this

position.	All	in	all,	I	am	pleased	with	the	work	that	has	been	done	and	look	forward	to

continuing	my	service	to	the	Society	through	quality	of	life	improvements	that	have	been	a

long	time	coming.

	

I	wish	you	all	the	very	best	and	hope	those	who	come	after	me	seek	to	bring	the	Society	to	new

heights	as	I	sought	to	in	my	own	time.

	

HOMI,

Ethan	Jakum



	38	Keeper,	Spring	2022

Aditya	Kumar

	

I	came	into	this	semester	with	a	ton	of	apprehension	about	my	job	as	keeper	because,

as	I	so	eloquently	put	in	my	election	speech,	I	can’t	cook.	However,	I’ve	found	that

the	keeper	job	is	really	more	about	managing	logistics	than	cooking	food.	After	the

first	two	weeks	of	no	food	due	to	university	mandates,	I’ve	found	a	way	to	bring	food

(more	than	just	snacks)	to	every	meeting.	My	typical	meeting	menu	is	food	that’s	been

cooked	by	a	helpful	society	volunteer	or	ordered	from	a	restaurant,	plus	some	snacks

from	Walmart.	I	don’t	have	a	car,	which	has	made	actually	picking	up	the	food	a	lot

harder,	but	luckily	I’ve	been	able	to	use	the	offer	of	society	credits	to	get	rides	from

probationaries.	I	also	successfully	ran	the	keeper’s	contest	this	semester.

Congratulations	to	the	winner,	our	wonderful	Secretary	Ms.	Gaisie,	who	made	a

wonderful	babka.

	

The	non-food	part	of	my	job	description	is	to	serve	as	a	voice	for	the	newly	crossed

class	on	the	executive	board.	I’ve	been	an	active	participant	(perhaps	too	active)	in	exec

meetings	this	semester,	and	I	can	only	hope	that	I	was	a	good	representative	of	my

class	as	a	whole.	Finally,	as	a	member	of	Team	Budget	Ballers,	I	would	be	remiss	if	I

didn’t	mention	that	(as	of	the	time	of	writing),	I	am	well	under	budget,	a	trend	which	I

hope	continues	till	the	end	of	the	semester.

	

Despite	my	initial	apprehensions,	I	have	loved	serving	as	the	society’s	Keeper	this

semester.	I	sincerely	hope	that	the	society	has	enjoyed	the	food	as	much	as	I	have

enjoyed	providing	it.

	

HOMI,

Aditya	Kumar



	39	Probationary	Chair,	Spring	2022

Lewis	Kothmann
	
This	year	has	been	great	for	the	Probationary	Committee!	The	amazing	Ms.	Maddie

Stokes	shepherded	23	Probies	into	Regular	Membership	during	the	Fall	2021	semester.

This	semester,	we	welcomed	33	new	Probationaries,	and	we	are	on	track	for	about	20

new	Regular	Members	by	the	end	of	the	term.	

	

The	Probationary	Committee	and	I	instituted	a	number	of	changes	this	semester.	The

Hall	Phone	Number	was	added	to	the	Probie	Manual	as	a	new	Hall	Fact.	Dial

714-182-5167	for	some	JeffSoc	fun!	(On	a	related	note,	I’m	excited	for	the	Hall’s	new

grandfather	clock	to	become	a	Hall	Fact	in	the	future,	perhaps	the	“Ethan	Jakum

memorial	hall	clock?”)	The	Probationary	Insert	was	redesigned	to	be	a	little	easier	to

understand.	A	Probationary	Manual	was	introduced.	It	is	a	small	paperback	book

published	using	Blurb.	It	is	meant	to	be	both	an	informational	handbook	(with

information	about	the	Society	and	the	Probationary	Requirements),	and	as	a	keepsake

for	the	Probies	to	remember	their	time	as	new	members	this	semester.	Some	slight

changes	were	made	to	the	Probationary	Requirements.	The	biggest	change	was	the

introduction	of	“Society	Credits”	that	accompanied	the	elimination	of	“Community

Engagement	Credits.”	Probies	attain	Society	Credits	by	helping	members	of	the

Executive	Committee	complete	tasks	related	to	the	operations	of	the	Society.	

	

I’d	like	to	thank	the	members	of	the	Probationary	Committees	of	both	the	Fall	2021

and	Spring	2022	semesters.	I	commend	the	Probationary	Members	for	their	hard	work

and	I’m	so	excited	that	they’ve	been	welcomed	into	the	Society.	I	look	forward	to	their

induction	into	Regular	Membership.	I	know	that	as	Regular	Members	they	will	make

the	Society	a	more	interesting,	intellectual,	and	welcoming	place!



	40	Membership	Chair,	Spring	2022

Gregory	Lee	
	

I	think	that	one	of	the	most	important	qualities	for	the	Membership

Committee	is	the	appearance	of	legitimacy.	Of	course	legitimacy	itself	is	also

important,	but	it	is	worthless	for	the	Committee	if	it	is	not	exuded	with	its

every	decision.	If	the	Society	is	to	maintain	confidence	in	the	Committee	and

take	its	recommendations	seriously,	the	Committee	must	appear	unflappably

motivated.	I	admit,	from	the	outset,	I	feared	we	would	lose	that	appearance

with	First	Membership	proceedings	this	semester.

	

When	the	Membership	Committee	proposed	moving	First	Membership	to	the

Saturday	of	Interview	Week	last	semester,	I	was	the	only	member	of	the

committee	with	serious	reservations.	I	understood	the	logic	of	the	proposal,

but	I	had	my	doubts	as	to	whether	its	benefits	outweighed	the	potential

drawbacks.	I	recall	speaking	with	several	previous	Membership	Chairs	and

Presidents	who	echoed	these	doubts,	but	nevertheless	I	threw	myself	into

making	the	most	of	the	change	this	semester,	and	I	can	say	I	am	very	pleased	to

have	been	proven	wrong.	By	delaying	First	Membership	proceedings	by	a	day,

the	Committee	was	able	to	be	much	more	organized	in	its	recommendations,

and	the	Society	in	turn	was	naturally	more	receptive	in	hearing	out	our

reasoning.	I	can	think	of	no	clearer	success	in	building	an	edifice	of	legitimacy.

	

I	think	the	Membership	Chair	should	take	a	more	active	role	in	compiling	and

organizing	statistical	summaries	of	Interview	Week—I	think	there	are	a	lot	of

trends	that	we	could	find	useful	in	the	data	available	to	us	through	interview

cards.	For	example,	I	was	surprised	to	find	that	over	a	tenth	of	people	who

came	to	interview	this	semester	had	heard	of	the	Society	through	the	Activities

Fair—even	though	I	had	made	the	decision	not	to	have	us	attend	the	Activities

Fair	this	semester	for	various	practical	reasons.	Had	I	had	this	information

available	to	me	previously,	I	would	not	have	made	that	decision.



	41	Ways	and	Means	Chair,	Spring	2022

Emma	Reilly

	

Dear	Society,	
	

The	Ways	and	Means	Committee	was	excited	to	revive	the	social	aspect	of	the	Society

after	a	rocky	two	years	of	coronavirus	uncertainty.	We	began	with	a	rousing	party	to

celebrate	probationaries	(and	celebrate	we	did),	held	a	fruitful	Facultea	full	of	lively

conversation,	toasted	practically	1000	times	in	a	night,	raged	in	the	night	after	the

Restoration	Ball	had	ended,	and	began	a	fantastic	new	tradition	with	the	Wash

participating	in	our	annual	Beerlympics.	These	nights	of	hilarity,	hijinks,	and	of-age

imbibement	will	truly	be	pleasing	to	remember	in	the	future.	
	

Remember:	cause	chaos	whenever	possible	and	roll	Virg	when	directed.	
	

HOMI,
	

Emma	Reilly



	42	Pen	and	Ink	Chair,	Spring	2022

Maddie	Stokes

	

In	the	past	semester,	the	Pen	and	Ink	Committee	has	successfully	organized	a

stimulating	and	diverse	Reading	Series,	hosted	the	Jefferslam	Competition,	and	printed

the	journal	you	hold	before	you.	I	hope	that	this	publication	imbues	you	with	the

same	amount	of	joy	it	brings	me,	and	that	future	Pen	and	Ink	Chairs	continue

working	to	increase	literary	representation	in	the	Hall.	Thank	you	to	all	of	my

predecessors	and	peers	for	your	guidance,	encouragement,	and	friendship.	This	would

not	be	possible	without	you.

	

HOMI,

Maddie	Stokes



	43	Debate	and	Oratory	Chair,	Spring	2022

Reece	Stromberg

So	far	into	this	semester,	we	have	had	1	oratorical	event	and	1	major	debate.	The	great

orators	contest	was	a	success,	with	dare	I	say	“great”	pieces	of	oration	delivered	before

the	hall	by	several	regular	members.	While	it	was	a	close	decision,	ultimately	it	was

Ahema	Gaisie	delivering	Excerpts	of	Frederick	Douglass’s	July	4th	Speech.	During

this	semester	we	also	had	a	special	debate	proposed	by	the	UVA	Honor	Committee,

that	would	be	had	between	Jeff	and	the	Wash.	This	debate	was	on	the	proposed	(and

now	passed)	changes	to	the	Honor	System.	Another	aspect	that	made	this	debate

unique	was	the	fact	that	each	side	had	one	member	of	Jeff	and	one	member	of	the

Wash.	This	was	done	to	ensure	that	neither	organization	looked	like	it	was	taking	a

side	in	the	debate.	Ultimately	the	debate	was	had,	Mr.	Kumar	got	sassy	during	cross

examination,	Mr.	Ford

rocked	his	trench	coat	at	the	essence,	and	the	affirmative	side	in	favor	of	the	change	to

Honor	won	the	day.

	

Looking	forward,	we	still	have	several	more	important	D&O	events	to	go.	As	of

writing	this	update,	I	am	in	talks	with	my	counterpart	in	the	Wash	to	finalize	a

resolution	for	the	Smith	Simpson	debate	on	March	31st.	The	Smith	Simpson	debate	is

on	foreign	policy	and	will	be	held	during	the	Wash’s	meeting	on	Thursday.	The

selection	of	a	fair	resolution	for	this	debate	is	essential,	especially	considering	the

tumultuous	times	the	world	finds	itself	in	(and	also	because	it	happens	to	be	against

the	Wash).	After	Smith	Simpson,	we	will	be	having	the	Moomaw	oratorical	contest	on

April	8th.	This	is	one	of	my	favorite	events	and	is	an	excellent	opportunity	for	one	to

demonstrate	(or	perhaps	show	off)	their	public	speaking	and	speech	writing	skills.



	44	Diversity	and	Inclusion	Chair,	Spring	2022

Samantha	Cynn

	

Hello!	It	has	been	a	pleasure	to	serve	as	your	Diversity	and	Inclusion	Chair.	I’d	like	to

begin	by	thanking	my	committee—Ailene	Edwards,	Savannah	Horton,	Kennan	Li,

and	Naveen	Logachandar—for	their	hard	work	and	support!

	

This	semester,	the	Diversity	and	Inclusion	Committee	was	tasked	with	creating	online

promotional	materials	for	Interview	Week.	These	include	social	media	graphics,

membership	spotlight	posts,	banners,	and	profile	pictures.	Additionally,	we	sent	over

600	emails	to	professors,	department	heads,	and	student	organizations	at	both	the

undergraduate	and	graduate	levels,	encouraging	students	to	interview	and	attend

public	events.	My	committee	and	I	managed	digital	advertising	through	posts	on	our

Instagram	and	Facebook	pages,	and	we	advertised	events	like	the	Distinguished

Speaker	Series,	Society	debates,	and	the	Restoration	Ball.

	

The	most	rewarding	part	of	the	semester	has	been	initiating	and	maintaining

correspondence	with	external	groups,	namely	cultural	organizations,	in	the	interest	of

facilitating	dialogues	with	those	in	the	UVA	community	who	may	be	otherwise

underrepresented	in	the	Jefferson	Society.	We	plan	to	sustain	these	lines	of

communication	and	develop	partnerships	with	CIOs	for	future	events.	We	also

compiled	and	cataloged	demographic	data	acquired	from	interview	cards	in	order	to

create	easily	accessible	records	pertaining	to	the	demographics	of	probationary	classes

from	previous	semesters.

	

It	is	my	hope	that	the	Diversity	and	Inclusion	Committee	will	continue	to	play	a	role

in	the	ongoing	process	to	diversify	our	membership	and	cultivate	an	environment	in

the	Society	where	all	feel	welcomed	and	appreciated.	I	look	forward	to	seeing	what

new	and	exciting	strides	are	made	in	the	future!

	

HOMI,

Samantha	Cynn



	45	Sergeant-at-Arms,	Spring	2022

Ishyan	Veluppillai	

	

In	the	spring	of	2022,	I	had	the	esteemed	honor	of	serving	as	the	Society’s	Sergeant-at-

Arms.	I’d	like	to	thank	my	Public	Services	committee—CK	Naim,	Noah	Randolph,

and	Leah	LaForge—for	their	help	and	support.

	

There	were	three	main	events	that	I	hosted:	Field	Day	with	University	Guides,

Defense	of	the	Hall—with	the	support	of	the	Ways	and	Means	Chair	Emma	Reilly—

and	Probie-Regmem	football.	While	at	the	time	of	writing	this	none	of	the	events	have

taken	place	yet,	I	can	proudly	predict	that	the	Society	will	be	ever-victorious	in

defeating	the	Guides	and	garrisoning	the	Hall,	while	the	Regmems	led	by	yours	truly

will	trounce	the	Probies	on	the	gridiron.	

	

In	addition	to	hosting	these	traditional	events,	I	began	the	process	of	constructing	a

scholarship	for	the	Society	to	sponsor.	Per	the	Constitution,	the	Public	Services

committee	“shall	be	responsible	for	Society	scholarships	and	for	activities	authorized

by	the	Society	to	promote	the	Society’s	good	standing	in	the	Community.”	In	order	to

fulfill	this	duty,	the	committee,	Treasurer	Neha	Subramaniyan,	and	I	sought	to

establish	a	new	scholarship	for	the	UVA	community.	While	the	details	of	this	initiative

are	still	to	be	determined,	I’m	hopeful	and	optimistic	that	my	foundational	work

conducted	this	spring	will	carry	over	to	future	Sergeant-at-Arms.

	

Lastly,	there	were	no	disorderly	incidents	where	I	was	required	to	enforce	authority	or

escort	anyone	from	the	Hall—fingers	crossed	it	stays	that	way	in	the	weeks	after	I

write	this	update.	

	

Ishyan	Veluppillai,	Sergeant-at-Arms,	Spring	2022



	46	Parliamentarian,	Spring	2022

Sammy	Guinn

	

This	spring,	the	Society	has	worked	to	improve	familiarity	with	parliamentary

procedure.	After	a	year	of	online	meetings	in	2021,	informing	members	of	the	rules	of

order	remains	a	priority.	I	am	very	happy	to	say	the	website	now	has	a	FAQ	for

parliamentary	procedure	and	there	have	been	multiple	meetings	with	content	to

remind	the	society	of	important	rules.	I	hope	that	future	parliamentarians	will

continue	to	make	the	traditions	and	rules	of	the	society	seem	exciting	and	welcoming.



	47	Secretary,	Fall	2021

Sean	Miller

	

Haec	olim	meminisse	iuvabit.



	48	Probationary	Chair,	Fall	2021

Maddie	Stokes
	

The	Fall	2021	Probationary	Committee	was	pleased	(and,	admittedly,	relieved)	to	present	23

new	regular	members	last	fall.	Along	the	way,	we	learned	that	cockroaches	are	dues-paying

members	of	the	Society,	water	jugs	do	function	adequately	as	presidential	gavels,	and

Probationary	Chairs	can	have	favorites	(but	I	love	all	Probies	equally).	It	was	truly	an	honor

to	serve	as	your	Fall	2021	Probationary	Chair	–	and,	

of	course,	to	bring	a	bit	of	chaos	to	the	Society.	

	

HOMI,

Maddie	Stokes



	49	

Membership	Chair,	Fall	2021

Jule	Voss

It	was	a	great	joy	and	privilege	to	serve	as	the	Fall	2021	Membership	Chair.	My

committee	and	I	successfully	organized	the	first	in-person	Interview	Week

since	Spring	2020	and	conducted	161	interviews.	At	the	end	of	the	semester,	we

welcomed	24	newly-crossed	members	from	six	different	schools	and	with	a

diverse	range	of	academic	and	personal	interests.	

This	semester	the	Membership	Committee	also	took	steps	to	codify	internal

reporting	procedures	for	violations	of	the	Society’s	Standards	of	Conduct	and

organized	a	training	with	Dr.	Jason	Jones	from	the	UVA	Office	of	Health

Promotion	on	sexual	harassment	and	Title	IX.	Lastly,	thanks	to	the

introduction	of	digital	interview	cards,	we	were	able	to	look	back	at	interview

data	and	found	no	significant	differences	in	admissions	or	cross-over	rates	for

the	Fall	2021	probationary	class	according	to	race	or	gender.

I	would	like	to	thank	my	committee,	Mr.	Greg	Lee,	Ms.	Abby	Simmerman,	Mr.

Jacob	Zahalsky,	and	Ms.	Ellie	Wilkie,	for	their	excellent	work	and	dedication	to

the	committee	this	semester.

Haec	Olim	Meminisse	Iuvabit,

Jule	Voss

Fall	2021	Membership	Chair	



	50	

Vice	President,	Fall	2021

Reece	Stromberg

The	speaker	series	is	an	integral	part	of	the	Jefferson	Society’s	meetings.

It	is	one	of	the	best	ways	for	members	to	engage	with	content	and

expertise	from	outside	the	society.	Coming	in	as	Vice	President	in	Fall

2021,	there	had	not	been	an	in-person	speaker	series	since	my	first	year	at

UVA.	However,	while	coordinating	an	in-person	speaker	series	is	a

difficult	task,	I	believe	the	Fall	2021	series	was	a	success.	This	was	in	no

small	part	due	to	the	work	of	my	predecessor	Ms.	Camp,	who	put

together	an	excellent	series.	The	semester	started	off	strong	with	Mr.

Ryan	Sallans,	sharing	his	inspirational	story	and	the	work	he	has	done	in

fighting	for	and	educating	about	transgender	rights.	On	Halloween,	we

were	treated	to	a	fascinating	and	“spooky”	presentation	by	Mr.	Chris

Semtner,	on	Edgar	Allan	Poe.	One	of	my	favorite	speakers	of	the

semester	was	a	last	minute	replacement,	suggested	by	none	other	than

Professor	James	Todd.	His	friend	Dr.	Syaru	Shirley	Lin,	graciously

stepped	in	midway	through	the	semester	and	gave	a	great	talk	on	Taiwan

and	China.	This	talk	in	particular	was	well	attended	by	folks	from	across

the	UVA	community.

In	preparing	the	speaker	series	for	this	semester,	my	goal	was	to	find	a

wide	range	of	speakers	with	a	diversity	of	backgrounds	and	opinions.

While	at	the	time	of	writing	this	we	have	only	had	1	Spring	2022	speaker

event	so	far,	the	success	of	that	event	will	certainly	be	emblematic	of

what	is	to	come	for	this	semester.	The	Vice	President	can	be	a	deceptively

hard	job.	It	requires	a	good	deal	of	patience,	people	skills,	and	a	knack

for	planning.	However,	if	there	was	ever	a	person	up	to	the	task	it	would

be	our	current	Vice	President	Mr.	Miller.	
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“Haec	olim	meminisse	iuvabit.
In	the	future,	it	will	be	pleasing	to	remember	these	things.”

—Virgil	
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