




























































feed were unloaded and stacked neatly behind the calf allowing enough 
room between each calf s equipment that the calf could be led out for 
exercise and show. 

After allowing my calf to quiet down, and once all the other 
calves were in place and they had a chance to become accustomed to 
each other, the normal everyday routine began again. It began with 
feeding my calf and cleaning out his space and putting down clean fresh 
straw. Then it was bath and grooming time. After his bath and groom­
ing it was free time for me unti I evening feeding. Once these tasks were 
completed, I had free time until late evening exercise and show practice 
in the "real" show ring. 

The one great thing about the county fair week was that I 
stayed on the fairgrounds for the whole week. That meant I didn't have 
to go home and do my daily chores on the farm. Dad was kind enough 
to do them for me during fair week. When the daily routines of care, 
feeding, and practice were done, it was time to play. I could roam the 
fairgrounds with my friends, eat "Midway" food, and just generally have 
a good time. TI1ere were also daily activities organized by the county 
extension agent and the 4-H JW1ior Fair Board that could be enjoyed by 
a1l4-H members. 

On show day everything became serious and each action I took 
had a purpose. I got up early, fed and watered the calf, cleaned his pen 
and then bathed him and started grooming him for the show. Dad 
arrived early on show day to lend a hand and give a word of advice 
when needed but as a general rule he allowed me to follow through on 
my own. 

The steer show began and as each class was called in succes­
sion, I became more nervous as my class approached. As I waited to 
enter the show ring with my calf all groomed and ready to go, and me 
all dressed in my white shirt and good jeans, Dad walked up. He 
rested his hand on my shoulder and said, "Just be calm, take your time 
and don't hurry the calf. You' II do fine." Another very important part of 
my "hands on" education. 

As the judge began placing the animals and I was moved 
upwards towards first place, the smile became wider and the joy 



in my heart became greater knowing I had done ajob to the best of my 
ability. 

My "hands on" education is one that I have carried with me all 
of my life and it is one style ofleaming that I too have tried to pass on 
to my sons. It has instilled in me a thirst for knowledge and an enjoy­
ment of a job well done that will never cease till the day I die. 
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Hookaville: Return To The 60s 
Erik Olexa 

The large, white, poster board sign read Hookaville two miles 
on left. Myself, as well as three of my buddies, were completely un­
aware of what was awaiting. Jason the captain ofthisjoumey drove us 
down the backcountry roads until we came upon a sign that proclaimed, 
"Welcome to Hookaville." As we drove down a long winding road, we 
couldn' t help but marvel at the beautiful landscape nature had so 
thoughtfully produced. We saw few people on our path, and ours was 
the only vehicle. As we progressed through the dense woods, I noticed 
that above the trail we were on, a canopy of trees, was blanketing us 
from the immense heat of a hot July day. As the woods began to open 
up, excitement and anticipation filled our bodies. We were nearing our 
destination, and what we saw was incredible. It looked as if a meteor 
had dropped out of the sky, into the woods, and created a massive 
opening in the middle of nowhere. Before our eyes was a village that 
had been inhabited thirty some years ago. A city caught in a niche of 
time when people fought for peace, love, and happiness. Simply put, it 
was amazmg. 

We paid our twenty-five dollar entrance fee to a kid who had 
thick mangled dread locked hair and a long thick beard. He was 
shirtless and walking around bare foot. We moseyed down a path 
marveling at our newfound surroundings. Jason decided on a spot 
which would be our new home for the next three days. The four of us 
stepped out of the cramped van and stretched after our long car ride to 
southern Ohio. A smile was plastered on all five of our faces. I took a 
minute to absorb the surroundings, thousands of hippies collectively 
constructing a town that would prove to be self-serving based primarily 
on love for your fellow man. The air was filled with the smell of camp­
fires, food, and pot, while the beautiful sounds of conga drums and 
acoustic guitars caressed our ears. People here moved a little slower 
and spoke with such ease it was almost erotic. The feeling I attained at 
Hookaville was surreal. There was such a sense of unity and together­
ness, the atmosphere there was so extremely relaxed, to describe it in 
words would be an injustice to whoever has never been. I fit it per-
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fectly. I had this feeling that I had found something important that I once 
had lost. Who would have ever known such a place exists in the fast­
paced industrialized world of the 90s? 

The Neighbors 

Jeramy and I grabbed the bigger of the two tents and began 
assembling it while Travis and Jason unloaded what seemed like a 
mountain of camping supplies. I surveyed our surroundings; it looked 
as if a colony of ants had invaded the land, thousands of busy bodies 
instinctively attending to the tasks they were elected to perform. We 
were all hungry after unpacking so J made something to eat. Dilmer 
consisted of green peppers, red peppers, bite-size chunks of chicken 
breast, and onions, all heavily spiced then sauteed and stuffed into a 
burrito shell. We all kicked back, ate, and then bullshited over a few 
beers and a well deserved cigarette. I wrapped up the last burrito and 
put it away. After relaxing for a while and pondering the idea of how 
such a place as Hookaville exists and our misfortwle of just now finding 
out about it , it was time to do some cleaning up. Since I had made 
dinner, Jason accepted the chore of dishes and started to gather up 
plates when he said , "Did we bring any water?" The four of us all 
looked at each other uncertainly . We must have brought water. There 
were four cases of beer, three two-liters of pop, a gallon of orange 
juice, and a half-gallon of milk. Who in their right minds would not 
bring water on a camping trip? After some hopeless searching we 
decided to talk to our "neighbors" to see if we could borrow some. 
Travis---having prior experience following the Grateful Dead for three 
months-said water is a commodity in Hookaville and that we should 
offer them the last btm·ito. 

Travis and I walked the fi fteen feet to the neighbors and 
introduced ourselves. Two girls dressed in batiks and skil1S, three guys 
dressed in kackhies and tie-dye shirts, all wearing sandals and deco­
rated in hemp jewelry, were involved in a ganle of hac key sack. Before 
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we could proposition them regarding our water situation and offer them 
our last burrito for ajug of water, we found ourselves in the hackey 
circle, smoking a bowl and testing our skills at the art of "hacking." This 
was neither Travis ' s nor my first time playing so I faired well; however, 
Travis seemed to be more interested in the bowl that was being passed 
around than in participating in the game. After twenty minutes or so, 
light was diminishing and the tire just wasn' t cutting it so we decided to 
end the game. Before I could say a word I found myself sitting by the 
fire , smoking another bowl, getting acquainted with our new friends. 
Travis looked at me and smiled and asked ifJ thought we should be 
getting back soon. It had been a half-hour, but T, like Travis, was hardly 
ready to leave. 

Pulling drums from his tent, our neighbor with the dread locks, 
John, asked, "Where you kids from?" We told himjust north of 
Columbus Ohio. They were all from Michigan and had driven the 
three-hour trek in their old Volkswagen Bus, which by the looks of it, 
must have been towed the entire way. (The next day, I noticed that 
hundreds, or maybe thousands of these Buses filled the land, and at 
Hookaville, in regards to style, a Bus was comparable to a Mercedes a 
banker might drive .) JOlul began beating on his drum, which must have 
been some type of call because soon enough three or four other drum­
mers jumped into what was becoming a drum circle. The drummers 
perfOlmed a beat that had a slow, deep, pulse-like rhythm. It was 
therapy for the mind. Two more drums began to playas I watched in 
amazement the compatibility of these instruments. The beat began to 
accelerate and it was as if the drums became one in the sense that there 
were no missed beats, no bad notes, and everyone playing was in 
perfect hannony with one another. It was beautiful. You could tell by 
watching there was some sort of energy being drawn from each 
person' s drum and the whole group was feeding offofit. 

Jason and Jeremy-either angry because we weren' t back yet 
or curious of the magnificent music being performed-found their way 
over to where we were and sat down next to us. "Pretty cool huh," I 
said to Jason who was immediately entranced by the music. After a 
half-hour or so (time had lost meaning by now and was of no great 
importance to anyone) the dnuns died down in our circle. Everyone 
was tired after a busy day of setting up. Jason, Jeremy, Travis, and I 
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thanked our neighbors for the pot they had shared and bid them a 
farewell for the evening. We walked back to our tents, sat on our lawn 
chairs around a fire we never made, fueled by wood we never gathered, 
and indulged in a Heineken. Mutually we decided that it would be a 
long day tomorrow so we had better get some sleep. The weather was 
a comfortable seventy degrees and acool breeze was picking up. For 
some, the night must have been young because I could hear throughout 
the valley drunlS, laughter, and an occasional "I love you" shouted from 
one camp to another. As I closed my eyes Jason remarked in a sarcas­
tic almost humorous tone, " Thank God you guys got all that water. I 
don ' t know what we would have done without it." "Shit, the water," I 
bl urted out, laughing as the group burst into a good chuckle. I fell 
asleep that night so relaxed and full of contentment, anxiously waiting 
the next day. 

Tent City 

Morning came fast. I awoke to the sounds of grease crackling 
and the smell of bacon and sausage cooking. Breakfast was made so I 
figured I better get up and place my order. The morning air was chi lIy 
but refreshing. I dragged myself out of my sleeping bag, walking 
toward the door carefully so as to not step on Travis who was snoring 
obnoxiously. I've known Travis five years; ifhe doesn 't have his fifteen 
hours beauty sleep he 's worthless for the day. Jason and Jeremy were 
engulfed in conversation, each smoking a Marlboro and drinking a cup 
of instant coffee. "Good morning," I declared as I appeared from the 
tent groggy-eyed and tired. "Where did you guys get the water for 
coffee?" I said jealously. "In the river," Jeremy replied, trying not to 
laugh at his own humor. I then remembered my mistake of not getting 
any water last night on our voyage next door. "The neighbors gave us 
some," Jason blurted out. r made myselfacup andjoined the morning 
conversation. 

We all did some washing up and decided it was time to venture 
out to inspect our surroundings. We walked to the main strip, which 
was lined with tents of all shapes and sizes. Vendors sold everything 
from grilled cheese (a favorite at Hookaville) to bongs, and hemp 
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jewelry, homemade clothes, and drums lined the street (it actually 
wasn't a street but more ofa wide dirt path). Watching the people was 
unbelievable. There were gray haired hippies in their sixties, yOlmg 
people, babies, pregnant and breast feeding moms, and every now and 
then you would see someone changing clothes, naked, undaunted by the 
thousands of people waking by. While walking through town you 
would pass people who were selling drugs. You knew this because they 
would come close to you and say, "doses," or "shrooms," signifying 
what they were trying to sell. These people were everywhere. You 
could get a bag of mushrooms faster than a grilled cheese sandwich! 
We found out that the city wasn't a good place to be because it was far 
too easy to spend money there. Between all the vendors and the 
"walking salesmen" I spent almost a hundred dollars in thirty minutes. 
Along our wonderings we ran into a tent filled with what appeared to be 
Buddhist monks. Dressed in Holy robes, sandels, and shaved heads, 
they danced and sang in the streets to every person that walked by. 
Each member had a tamberine, a drum, or a gutiar. The words they 
sang were strange, so I asked Travis who these people were. He said, 
"Hare Krishnas." Shocked I said, "What! Harry Christians, what type 
people call themselves that?" "Not Harry Christians," he explained. 
It's "Hare Krishna," and pronounced it phonetically. They tried to 
recruit us to dance and sing with them since we had been watching them 
for a while but we declined and moved along. Festivities were tacking 
place everywhere, and the city was full oflife and excitement. Tonight 
would be a big evening. 

TIle Festival 

It was like we were in a movie. The night was filled with an 
explosion of color, ritualistic dancing, and a drum circle consisting of at 
least seventy people, all playing in perfect sync surrounding a bon fire 
with thirty-foot flames. There was food of all sorts, psychedelic drugs, 
and most people were dressed in what seemed to resemble some sort 
of religious garb. I felt as in was in a dream. My friend slipped me a 
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bag full of mushrooms. He advised me to eat a couple so I did. A stage 
was set up in the city, and as soon as it started getting dark the bands 
began to play. We found our way to the stage. The music was difficult 
to categorize. I could feel it in my body, tickling my ears, playing with 
my emotions. A man played a set of drums that was synthesized to 
almost sound like an alteration of an electric guitar. The beats were 
sharp and up-tempo. Rain gently released from the clouds cooled off 
the night, and some people gathered under the pavilion that was set up 
in front of the stage. The rain progressively turned into a downpour. 
The mushrooms stole my ability to think clearly and I became lost in a 
swirl of thoughts. Oblivious to the rain, I was entranced by the music. 
As the rain quickened, the music became louder and faster, almost as if 
the musicians were calling it themselves. I found myself dancing in the 
mud barefoot, with twenty or so of my "brothers." Everything was in 
slow motion except the music. The rain, pOUling onto our bodies, 
drenched us and we raised our hands out of gratitude for the chance to 
cool off. Unable to fathom what was happening I slipped out of reality; 
however, I felt safe and full oflife. A woman ran by within inches of me, 
stark naked, laughing and dancing to the music. Like myself, she was 
lost, but no one cared. The music stopped, cheers erupted, and the 
musicians aJUlounced there was going to be an intermission before the 
next band was ready to perfonn. When r finally regained my senses, I 
noticed that my fi·iends were missing in action . 

J ventured out looking for my fi·iends who had wondered into 
the madness of the night. r failed to see them in the pavilion so as the 
next band began to play, I too wondered off to see ifl could find them. 
J walked around for perhaps twenty minutes or maybe an hour. The 
rain slowed, but I could not have cared less. J couldn' t for the life of 
me grasp any sense oftime. I found my way to a river that lay parallel 
to the city, two hundred yards from the pavilion. Unexpectedly, I fOllnd 
my fi·iends sitting in the middle onhe river on what resembled a sand 
dune, silently exploring their minds. I didn' t have to ask Jason, Travis, 
and Jeramy what they were doing. I already knew. The landscape here 
was picturesque. I thought to myself that my friends hadjust found the 
most beautiful spot in the world. The water was unusually wann aJld it 
was extremely peaceful here. I broke the silence by saying, "Are you 
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guys getting more water for the camp?" They all smiled and said no, 
that they were just waiting for me. I understood. 

Farewell My Brothers 

The headline band was Ekoustic Hooka and they put on an 
excellent show. We stayed up all night dancing, drinking, and just 
having a good time. I met many people at Hookaville that I would 
eventually see at other shows or gatherings, and as the summer pro­
gressed it became clear to me that Hookaville was something people 
needed as well as enjoyed. It is a family. 

When we finally woke up the next day, exhausted after a late 
night of festivities, we knew we couldn't avoid the inevitable. It was 
time to go home to the real world. We procrastinated all morning, but 
we knew it was time to begin packing. The scene was almost identical 
to when we had arrived. Thousands of people were busily attending 
assigned duties and preparing for the trip back to reality. It was the 
worst trip I've ever made. I-as well as the rest of us--considered 
packing om stuff and jumping on the "Bus" with the neighbors who 
offered us a lift for a while. But r thought to myself there's always next 
time, and at least we had found this maIvelous world. As we drove 
away from this special place the neighbors waived. I stuck my head out 
the window and yelled, "Farewell my brothers, until we meet again," 
and they returned the statement with smiling faces. 

I've always heard of people trying to find themselves. This 
never made any sense to me. How can you find yourself, I would ask, 
and why do people go on trips or retreats to do this? The whole notion 
of "finding yourself' seemed foolish. I know differently now. I truly 
believe that I found myself at Hookaville. When this happened, feelings 
of honesty, contentment, and true happiness overwhelmed my body. 
It's as if you finally made it home after being gone for years. You learn 
things about yourself that you never knew before, and you accept them 
good or bad. For the first time in my life I accepted myself for who I 
am. After all these years, it was such a relief to finally be completely 
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honest with myself. Somebody asked me one time, "What is 
Hookaville?" I replied that I didn't know, that it was just a bunch of 
people that gathered together and celebrated life. Maybe there was 
more truth to that then I actually understood. Hookaville is a celebra­
tion. A celebration of the beautiful land we are blessed with on this 
earth, a celebration oflove and understanding of oneself, and a celebra­
tion of love for your fellow man. The very essence of life is what's 
being memorialized at Hookaville. 

The drive home was a quiet one; nobody said too much and 
Travis began catching up on some sleep. I tried to sleep but couldn't 
because I was busy recollecting the events that took place that week­
end. I missed it already. When we retumed to our hometown we all 
vowed to quit our jobs next summer to sell grilled cheese and beer at 
Hookaville. We all knew this was probably unlikely to happen, but we 
still swore we would. And who knows? Maybe we will try it, and 
maybe we won't come home next time. 
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Sunrises, Sunsets, and Your Future 
Dean Dominica 

In 1993, I left what many consider to be "the job to die for" to 
become the Dean and Director of The Ohio State University at Marion. 
This was no small decision because I loved living in Atlanta, Georgia and 
every day was filled with new adventures and excitement. What did I do 
in "the job to die for?" Consider how I spent the three weeks prior to my 
first visit to Marion: 

• Standing at the top of a lighthouse and watching grey 
whales migrate past me on one side while on the other 
side twilight set over one of the most spectacular harbor 
views in the world 

• Watching a sunrise from the pinnacle of an extinct vol­
cano that was surrounded by the mystery one can only 
find in a tropical forest. 

• Rocking in a century old chair in one of the most magnifi­
cent historic structures in the United States, EI Tovar Hotel, 
while watching another breathtaking sunset over the rim 
of the Grand Canyon 

• Diving in the crystal clear waters and incredibly colorful 
reefs of the deepest marine canyon in the Caribbean. 

I was not in these wonderful places to view the scenery or to 
enjoy myself-although I certainly did! The purpose of my trips was to 
develop strategies and programs to protect and manage our nation's natural 
and cultural resources. These were no doubt enjoyable, exciting, and 
challenging times for me. 

The question that I have heard repeatedly since coming to 
Marion-most recently by Erik Olexa when he asked me to write this 
piece for Veritas & Vanitas - "So why would you leave Atlanta and 
such a fantastic job with the National Park Service to move to Central 
Ohio?" There are a variety of answers to this question, but they all center 
on the special qualities of The Ohio State University and this region of the 
country and the unique role that a university can play in the lives ofindi­
viduals and communities. 
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As I traveled around the country with the National Park Service, 
I came to a deep and abiding respect for the role universities play in de­
veloping the human potential. How is this impact of universities evident? 
It can be in something as simple as the expression of an idea in a meeting 
to something as dramatic as the heated debates that occur as one consid­
ers the impeachment of a President. 

When you think about what occurred throughout the past year 
regarding the Presidential impeachment proceedings, you cannot help but 
be impressed- not by the specifics of the trial or the behavior of our 
President, but for this type of drama to occur around the most influential 
person in the world without shooting, fighting or violence is a remarkable 
achievement. Attention to the development of human potential is what 
makes this possible and is why I revere the mission of this university and 
respect the people who so capably serve our students. It is not the bu­
reaucracy or the military that made this potentially devastating time in our 
history occur so peacefully. It was what goes on day in and day out in the 
educational institutions of this country. 

So, do I miss peering over the rim of the Grand Canyon, diving 
the coral reefs of the Caribbean, canoeing the remotest stretches of the 
Everglades, and releasing wolves back into the wild. Of course! But at 
this place and at this time, I feel that I have more important work. 

As students, it is my great hope that all of you understand the 
critically important role higher education can play in providing the knowl­
edge and values you need to achieve your dreams and aspirations. By 
helping you accomplish the dreams each of you hold , a much broader 
social good is achieved. Your education will become the means for re­
ducing the hurt, pain and suffering in society by developing your ability to 
contribute to the resolution of mental and physical illness, illiteracy, pov­
erty, environmental degradation, substance abuse, and any other problem 
that we encounter. 

Each of us at The Ohio State University at Marion have an obli­
gation to assist you in the development of your potential. Thus, we are 
committed at Ohio State Marion to enriching your intellectual abilities; 
and your ability to think, reason, create, solve problems and to adapt to a 
changing environment. We not only hope to be a mirroroftoday's urgent 
neros. but also to be a compass that helps you chart a bettcr future. 
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It was your future that enticed me to leave "the job to die for." 
And it is your future that makes it a joy for me to be with you at The Ohio 
State University at Marion. 
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Are you one of those students resembling the direct object of a 
subject's predicate? Do you feel trapped within a vortex of a ruthless 
hole, buried by the onslaught of those who either pull rank or know 
what's "best" for you, your only comfort a waist high plateau of books 
that have to be read and discussed in one day, two hours, and fifteen 
minutes? 

No, Scottie can't beam you out of the god-forsaken mess. 
Granted, we all have free time after class and live three minutes from one 
another, but the problem won't go away. What do you do when you have 
a group project? Where can you go when you need to talk, eat, and 
maintain a body temperature in a climate as harsh as Siberia? 

Appropriately, this editorial is the result of group work and a sa­
fari through the wilds of the Amazon. Noon was the only hour our sched­
ules coincided and to make matters worse we were hungry. Imagine that. 
After trekking on foot along the river for four days, we reached the Ii brary 
only to remember GROUP(TALK+FOOD)=NO SERVICE. We re­
traced the beaten path through the maddening buzz of mosquitoes to the 
Student Center. Talking and eating weren ' t a problem, yet I guess we 
were a bit selfish in our group's desire to communicate without screaming 
over a television and rowdy students basking in the glory and pride of 
their den . Not to be outdone after a game fashioned with a ball of un­
known origins, the fierce, victorious athletes fi'om the contending arena 
sacrificed their opponents in the secret Temple ofCafateria. 



Frightened, we peasants raced through the bush two days to Morrill 
Hall without the sustenance required. The small lobby was overruled, the 
queen bees flourishing amongst their admirers, eager to discuss anything 
except dreaded homework with the mere flutter of a wing. Desperate for 
refueling, my comrade and I overcame our queasiness, deciding to eat the 
strange vegetation inhabiting the swanlpy abyss known to many as Vendin 
G. Machine. After climbing the stairs a.k.a the ruins of Chich en Itza, the 
adventure unfolded as we were confi-onted with hieroglyphics on the Aca­
demic Skills door. The translation was difficult to understand, reading, 
"Business OffIce Tribe has plundered-No entrance 'til the morrow." Yet, 
despite the hardship, we understood their ritual. It's not like any other 
room on the Marion Campus is not equipped with scary technological 
miracles like the computer. 

As luck seemed to eminate from our very beings, we encoun­
tered another lost soul testing in the Babich Reading Room. With a gener­
ous ten minutes remaining we scavenged the ferral outback, discovering 
one vacant classroom. 

Are you as frustrated as we are with the workings of this campus? 
Beginning with this issue we will feature student complaints in Veritas & 
Vanilas. Please, take the time and submit your "Gripe" to 200A. Let's 
begin a ritual of our own and voice our concems. 



CONITRIBUTOR~'NOTES 
Jeff Conley is a senior education major with a focus in English. He has 
been published in Veritas & Vanitas in the past. He is the devoted 
father of Kay leigh, ten, and Sidney, seven. Jeff excels at electrical 
wiring, creative writing, and sincere friendship--not necessarily in that 
order. 

Robert Crouse. Between the last issue of V & Vand this one, we've 
learned a great deal about this guy. We just have two questions: Is this 
guy for real? And Are wa safe with people like this roaming free on 
campus? 

F. Dominic Dottavio is the Dean and Director of the Ohio State 
University at Marion. 

J. D. Emens lives in Mount Vernon, and he is an instructor ofEconom­
ics on the Marion Campus of The Ohio State University. He is a 
published author of poetry and short stories. He has a Master of 
Science degree in Economics and another one in Political Science. He 
is currently working on his PhD. 

Didi Fahey is ajunior majoring in History and English. 

Carrol Heimlich is a non-traditional student on the Marion Campus. 
He has been employed by the Whirlpool Corporation for thirty-three 
years, and he is now working on a Bachelor of Arts Degree in Com­
puter Information Science. He enjoys spending time outdoors, working 
in the yard and garden. When he wants to "get away from it all ," he 
) ikes to go backpacking and hiking. 

Jill Leathem is currently a senior majoring in English and hopes to 
graduate next spring from OSUM. Of course, like all English fanatics, a 
nove) is in the making. 
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Erik Olexa is a freshman at OSUM. He enjoys hockey, baseball , 
football, and basketball. He also shoots pool in a league. He attended 
Hookaville twice last year. He also attended Hemp Fest in Athens 
County and Cannibus Campout in Columbus, Ohio. 

Victor Yacco is a freshman at OSUM, majoring in Accounting. This 
essay is his first contribution to V & V. He currently works as a guard at 
the Morrow County Correctional Facility and thinks maybe one day 
he'll work for the 
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Attention Graphic Artists 

V & V Needs a Logo 

Like our campus, Veritas and Vanitas is growing. Every 
year our circulation gets larger and our name gets more 
recognition. We need a logo to help identify our publi­
cation with our campus. But we need your help. Any 
aspiring graphic artist, or those who simply enjoy working 
with graphics on the computer are encouraged to submit 
their drawings and designs. Here is the opportunity to show 
off your artistic abilities and help our campus at the same 
time. The winner will be showcased in the Fall issue of 
V & V. Entries should be submitted to Jacki Spangler or 
taken to the Publishing Office, Room 200A, Morrill Hall. 

Name ---------------------------

e-mail ---------------------------

Phone ---------------------------



A Journal for Creative Non-fiction 

Ohio State University at Marion 

Showcase campus talent in your home or library 

Name 

Receive a FREE Subscription 
Veritas and Vanitas 

OSU at Marion 
1465 Mount V emon Avenue 

Marion, OH 43302 

-------------------------

Address ------------------------

City ________ State Zip __ _ 
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