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Swing low, my sweet chariot. 
I’ve brought my freedom to you. 
Pick me up as you rise above 
the conflicts my freedom led too.

Maybe this time we'll notice the sound
of a million screams from the victim's mouth.
If only we knew to rise up from the crowd,
cry out a call of freedom as our fists hit the ground.

Swing low, sweet chariot. 
I’ve brought my children to you.
Pick them up as we step into 
the freedom my conflicts led too.
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Formulating a Portfolio

Hear! Hear! A toast. Take your glasses and raise them proudly to celebrate the coming of a beginning, by the unique means of an end. The end of a quest our pupil has thrice fallen in duty with time his greatest sacrifice. Through this end a new beginning is realized. Take with it the lessons that you've encountered along the way, representing the guide of your new day. With this toast may the downtrodden sprit be made anew. This new end I leave to you.

I've never been very inclined for form. As form would have it, one graduates college in four years. As form would have it, in that four years one would have passed a compositional English course. As proof of my declination, in the fourth year of my college career, I have only now reached a point that just might allow me the latter of the aforementioned forms. 

It hasn’t been a lack of effort as much as a lack of completion. This being the first of four comp. 101’s that I’ve managed to participate in a closing essay. Three failures have managed to demonstrate to me that the consequence of greatest sacrifice has in fact been time. My father likes to make that point quite frequently.

Nearing the end of my fourth attempt, I’ve noticed one common Achilles Heal that professors have pointed out to me in my writing. Oddly enough, it deals with lack of form.

A failure to follow a rubric has always been a talent of mine. Unfortunately it has come at a great consequence to my GPA. Fortunately, however, in the past I hadn’t the gumption to care.

This defiance has gradually taken a new shape. As you’ll notice in the following essays, there tends to be a form, or direction, it’s the approach that can vary.


I’ve learned that the form has a greater role to play that I had previously understood. It’s more than a tool to force an author into conformity; it’s a tool that allows an efficient communication between the author and reader. Ideas that aren’t understood aren’t too much of ideas at all.


So with this I hope you’ll enjoy what I have to offer in the coming pages. May I now bid adieu, and leave to you, these works of which I’ve chosen.

Regards, Pat Grady.

A velvet backed six string speaks to me, 
"I don't think I’ll ever know her name."
A cigarette burns inside of me. 
One last drag of life then I’ll sing again.

The ash and wood begin to hum along.

The stars fade as the moon comes out. 
"I haven't seen the sun in quite some time."
Overcast overshadows doubt. 
I sing a song about the sun to ease my mind.

The ash and wood begin to hum along

A poets mind lacks all tocks of time, 
yet the ticks in my head wont subside.
A gilded life just hides the rust inside. 
When will these four gold lines save my life?

Cigarette Burns

Cigarette Burns
By Pat Grady

A lot of people have a problem today with the idea of smoking in the movies. My problem with movies is that they didn't teach me enough about smoking. They never taught me how to light my first cigarette, how strong to inhale, or the wrong and right way to hold it. They didn't teach me to ash before I took a drag after completing an elaborate sentence. All these things I desperately needed knowledge of when Matt Anderson first offered me a cigarette. Not because this was the first time I ever received such an offer, but because it was the first time I accepted.


In retrospect I see this moment as a breakdown in responsibility. For years I had followed the sage advice of, "Just saying no." I knew this would have been the right thing to do, the responsible thing, for my health and for my role in being a good person. In the past, when such offers we made to me, I heard echoes of familiar and comforting advice that allowed me to resist any type of pressure being put upon me. In this moment no such voices came to mind. I've recently begun to fear that they've just abandoned me altogether.


I was freshly 19 when I first drove down to Waco, Texas to meet some old friends of mine. Phillip was living off campus at Baylor University and was throwing a going-away party for Ryan Sanchez. Ryan had enlisted in the army soon after he graduated high school and was now being shipped off to Afghanistan to fight a war against terror. Ryan was someone I had hardly known, and his enrollment in this war had convinced me I hadn't made a mistake. 


The motivation for this trek was in the back seat of my car between two hard, plastic shells hinged together. Waiting there was a six-string beauty whose name I had not yet known. In that house in Waco waited a handful of the greatest musicians to ever grace this earth, each with an unnamed beauty all their own. 


This was a long road I would find myself in the coming year to travel quite frequently. It was a dark highway that saw little of the glow from the cities. There were no green hues, yellow or orange to counter Orion's light. There were only strings of periodic white and red lights to reveal its nature at night. In between the white and reds you could sometimes see a deep ember burning at the fingertips of the lonely drivers. Sometimes, if you were lucky, you would catch a glimpse of their dark faces, lit up for only an instance by the spark of a lighter. For that brief moment these lonely ghosts of the highway had a face for me to relate too. They had a purpose on that highway, just as meaningful as mine. Every so often a spark would burn my face into their minds. The radio signal would fade, and I would continue in silence.


A lonely travelers mind is left to wander. Left alone in silence on the long straights of interstate-35 can yield great amounts of self-reflection. I would recall the death of my first long-term relationship and recall the events of its birth. I would remember quitting my first good job and relive the conversation that began it. I would see the disappointed faces of family as I told them I was leaving a university I had worked so hard to be accepted into. I would smile as my car passed a sign that told me I was almost there.


I arrived to what was becoming a familiar scene, Josh Huck, with a Coors at his heel, a guitar in his lap, and a cigarette hanging from his lips, was singing a rendition of The Pixies, "Where is my Mind." Matt Anderson was standing behind him, with his guitar in the air, singing along with the chorus. Phillip Artuz was sitting cross-legged on the floor strumming along as usual. There were four other guitars that played along in harmony, some I had recognized, some I had not. The room was filled with a song more than 20 voices strong. 


I set down my guitar, grabbed a Camel from my jacket pocket, and found a spot in the crowd. I knew that once Josh saw me I would no longer be the spectator of such a beautiful moment. I would be forced to tune my guitar and contribute to this great wall of sound. I knew once Phillip saw me I wouldn't have to go through such trouble. He would uncross his legs and hand me his guitar, seeking the comfort of a beautiful redhead named Beth. 


Phillip spotted me first, handed me his guitar and became the spectator I had only shortly been. Josh looked at me and smiled, knowing full well that I knew the drill. Matt was now spinning in circles to the beat of the diminuendo. I lit my cigarette and found a place in front of the crowd. Someone from behind me shouted, "1, 2, 3, 4!" as we began to play.


We would sing songs by Weezer and the Kinks, and songs that existed only in the small circle we called friends. During the verses the room would be filled with a steady chatter of conversation, always interrupted when the chorus came around. Six voices would turn to twenty. Glasses of beer and wine would be raised and ignored. Laughter would follow, the verse would continue, and the chatter would fade back into existence. Sparks would fill the room, as one cigarette's death would bring life to another.


Playing with these people reminded me of the commonality that attracted me to them in the first place. Behind their skill was a foundation of discipline and sacrifice that only we seemed to recognize in each other. Outside the group our talents were of no regard. They didn't help to keep my job, my enrollment in a university, or the love of a girl. The innocence in the humanity behind those talents is what separated us from them. For a moment we were allowed this youthful abandon of responsibility. It was in these moments I found my truest desire.


 After about the sixth song a close friend of Ryan began to address the crowd with a solemn tone and patriotic diction. I found this as good a time as any to locate the massive amounts cheap wine I heard mention of when I first entered the room. Apparently sharing as little interest in such speeches, I found Josh and Matt had already beat me to the kitchen. With a great amount of joy we found the rumors of the wine to be true. Josh poured himself a mug and handed me the bottle pronouncing it blessed with the spirit of Kafka. We all drank to it. Many-a-dead existentialist would bless the wine that evening.


As the three of us stood in joyful protest to the proceedings in the adjacent room, we never once brought up the idea of duty and service. We had made a choice, years in consequence, to be artists. We were musicians, painters and poets. We were young, not a full lifetime out of all of us, aging to only 63. We were addicts, dropouts, and criminals. Duty and service were what we needed yet we ignorantly refused. We refused to even be in the same room with it. We didn't see a responsibility towards freedom and country; we saw conformity, weakness, and shelter.


As I write this I can count four lighters in my jacket pocket, a fresh pack of Camel Reds in one, and an empty pack of Turkish Golds in the other. It was a Camel cigarette I had first ever smoked, and till my dying breath they will be my last. Every so often I encounter a friend who feels the need to recall the woes of such an addictive lifestyle choice. As often as this occurs I find myself replying, "I've made far worse decisions in life. When I think about the years I've exhaled in smoke I doubt I could ever miss them much. It's the addictions I've not quite grasped that scare me. The great killer of youth, responsibility." 

So I take another drag, of the last cigarette of the night
 as I think about the day and all that I did right...
...nothing comes to mind.

Dwindling remnants of a tragedy. 
It’s been this long and they're still not free.
Shanty palace and a headstrong mom. 
Ideas of family are all gone.


Wishing this mess never happened 
has yet to change a thing. 
Motives found in nothing. 
Lets just do something. 
Anything… anything?

Goals that aren't accomplished 
due to the skewing of the vote.
With this all around
it's hard to keep our hope.

A "bad time" is a bad lie 
from those who control 
to those who accept their rule.

Educational Equity,
the Robin Hood Story

"Educational equity shouldn't be a function of where a child is born, 

A child lucky enough to be born near an oil well shouldn't receive 

any better an education than one that is born in a barrio." 
- Don Schulte, Executive Director of Human Resources, Laredo School District
Educational Equity, The Robin Hood Story
A modern day tale of a controversial champion in educational budget reform.

By Pat Grady


Once upon a time, circa 1993, a man from the deserts of west Texas led a series of lawsuits that eventually changed the way Texas Independent School Districts distributed money from their property tax collections. It can, and of course has been said that the change effectively, "robbed from the rich, and gave to the poor."


"[He] should be granted full acquittal and applauded for his good and just deeds." Meet Don Schulte, currently head of human resources for the Laredo School District in west Texas, our modern day Robin Hood. He's a former Superintendent of the Socorro ISD, also west Texas. Both these ISD's have the distinction of being of the poorest districts in the Texas educational system, with over 78% of their students living under the poverty level. A 90% Hispanic population represents each of these districts as well. Schulte's fight for education equity has given these barrios a chance to have the American educational opportunities they deserve. 


Before Robin Hood, these schools had never seen an Advanced Placement test. They never sent a student to an Ivy League school. In fact the majority of their students never went on to pursue any form of college.  Before Robin Hood, the majority of their students never went on to graduate. With these problems came the understanding of a need. The need was money, something these barrios just didn't have. That, of course, was before Robin Hood.


"People think that Robin Hood means taking from the wealthy to give to the poor, but he's taking from the wealthy and the poor alike." Meet John Connolly, former Superintendent of the Highland Park ISD. This is a school district that hails a 97% white student body, located smack dab in the highest concentration of real estate dollars in the state of Texas.


Going to Highland Park means not only that you WILL be graduating thanks to their 100% graduation rate, but also you have a 95% chance of getting into college once you’re done. To help make sure you get into that college you'll score a 1200 on your SAT, and a 25 on your ACT. Eight of your peers are National Merit Finalists and your graduating class will accumulate over eight million dollars in scholarships.


Life appears to be looking good for a Highland Park student, but don't be fooled. There's a rob'n in these north Dallas hills. The problem is that a statewide education equity program known as 'Robin Hood' is taking a large share of funds derived from ISD property taxes (the state of Texas can't legally collect property tax) and re-allocating the money to districts that have lower tax yields.


Due to a state mandated limit of 1.5% on the property taxes there inevitably is a limit on the total revenue a district can collect. There in lies the rub. These richer districts like Highland Park and Southlake Carroll (of which I'm an alumni), have exhausted their property tax yields, and at the same time are losing more and more funds to other districts directly due to the state mandated re-allocation policies. As noted on Southlake's anti-Robin Hood Coalition web page, their district, while sending more than 14 million dollars to poorer districts, are meanwhile facing a 5 million dollar budget cut for the next year. Highland Park, since the Robin Hood program started, has exported more than 325 million dollars to poorer districts.


However, at the same time these richer districts are facing massive budget cuts, they still seem to feel confidant in their abilities to supply one in five students with personal computers. They offer curriculum plans that include a vast range of AP classes, advanced technology courses and they both still manage to graduate nearly 100% of their senior class. If only the students at schools like Laredo and Socorro could have those perks.


Very much like our legendary hero, Robin Hood has helped level the playing field for school districts statewide. While it has come at great sacrifice to the schools that contribute to poorer districts, they still offer a better educational environment to their students. There are a couple reasons that allow for this. One being that program itself isn't designed for a perfectly equitable distribution, the second being that these richer districts have fought against every penny that leaves their borders.


The battle is, of course, rooted in money. Who has it and who should get it? In the traditional sense it was, who has it is who gets it. Entire communities were built on the foundation that if they consolidated their capitol resources, in terms of valuable property and a thriving commercial sector, the schools would become top-rated in no time. These rankings would in turn attract potential homebuyers to the region allowing these initial capitol investments to be sold with extremely profitable margins. 


Having a successful school district meant when your kid graduated you could cash in and move to a district with lower property values, and you could start the cycle all over again. Good schools were good investments. However since 1993 that hasn't been the case. Having a rich school district just meant you pumped more money into other districts. Thereby increasing their property values and not your own.


In the Utopia world this new cycle would eventually create a home market where the quality of the schools that made up the district weren't important because they're were all equal. The students of this world were all graduating and with their success reinvesting into the communities that allowed them their prosperity. Eventually they would have kids of their own and thereby contribute to the cycle.


In the Utopia world, people would leave their money in their stock portfolios. As we know, this doesn't happen. People bail out, cash-out and move their money elsewhere. This is a potential problem in the current Texas system. It could lead homebuyers to seek shelter outside of the lone star state, and it's education equity altogether. This would be disastrous considering right now the system is using the richer districts as a crutch just to help the poor ones get by. If the crutch up and walks away, the whole system will crash.


A solution is needed, but no one seems to be consistent on supporting any that come about. Currently the Governor of Texas is calling for a special session that will address some of these concerns. Like the many sessions held before the result of this will not likely have any great impact. The whole problem just has an undertone that something bigger is needed to change things for the better. 


"Federally." Meet Rodrigo Trevino. His family moved from Mexico his sophomore year in high school and he has been helping me with research papers ever since. This was his reply to a question about what should be done about finance reform.


He continued, "Spending just a tiny fraction of the budget on education really means they don't think it's important. Why not double the education budget when they would only reduce the military one by 2%?" No argument there. "Well, if Robin Hood is in place to give money to places where it is needed, if you get more money from the government, you would solve the issue that created Robin Hood in the first place."


Maybe that's it. If a federal system were in place, then that would solve the problem of families leaving the system, since they'd be far less likely to leave the country, as opposed to just the state itself. We would finally get money into places like, oh, West Virginia. Hey, we might even gain the respect of our socialist friends like, oh, the rest of the developed world. By displacing costs on the state level it would allow them to pump money into their universities, with the noblest interests of lowering tuition making their availability to the poor a more feasible option. Looks like our modern day Robin Hood might have a larger role to play than previously expected.


Obviously there is a potential problem in allowing a federal budget to occupy the bulk of a districts income. This deals with state sovereignty. If a federal system where in place, they would want a say in the curriculum they're paying for. This would immediately cause conflicts between states like California, whose curriculum carries a more distinct secular tone, than that of a state like Georgia.


Another problem is that there would be a delay in the funds to states that already have above infrastructures established for their districts. In the early years of such a program, it would make sense that a major portion of the funds would go to the states that are currently lagging behind. Objections would be clear and present when states don't see immediate results with the new tax allocations. 


In the end the system could work. Schools on a nationwide level, over the course of even a few years, could begin to equalize. The vast separation of class wouldn't carry so much weight in this new system. If your kid went to a public school, they would get an equal education as any other kid in the United States.


Our current president, along with every president before him, and inevitably after him, has said that education is a top priority. It's time to do more than just say it. The money exists; we are a rich nation with a viable infrastructure currently in place that could implement these changes. The money is there; it's just being invested in different places right now. Our Congress would have to make sacrifices and we as a public would have to stand behind their decisions.


This would of course mean that as a nation we would have to stop doing things like going to war, cutting the taxes for the rich and corporations, and maybe, just maybe quit electing presidents that insist a defense budget is more important than a unified educational system. It's called a vote folks. That's something I did manage to learn in high school government class. Or maybe we should just, in a tone only the president himself can accurately portray, "Stay the course." 

You’re not the problem, but your boss is. 
We’ve got to stop him. 
We’ve got to rise against the lies 
that our bosses think are right. 

Hallucinates propagate 
to generate electronic waves 
in a race to communicate. 
While words, printed and researched, 
lay to the wayside.

When you're in bed with 
the same fascists that you side with, 
this is a problem, we've got to solve it. 
We’ve got to separate the media from heads of state. Interrogate the lies until the story is set straight.

Propaganda Machine

Propaganda Machine

By Pat Grady


"We're fighting to prevent this!" the poster claims. A large, black boot with a red swastika then crushes the mid-American suburban church house. The pretty American girl is WANTED FOR MURDER because her "careless talk cost lives." In the newsreel Mr. Uncle Sam shakes hands with the men of industry reminding them to keep up production for the war. These were the fears and concerns from a period of United States history caught up in the largest war effort of modern times. These images, in the form of posters, newsreels, and radio plugs, gave us a picture of the government’s emphasis not only on the flow of bullets, but ideas. 


Controlling ideas and information flow has been a common tactic for governments to maintain the support needed to achieve their desired means. This control is a technique known as Propaganda, and is used to influence the will of a group of people by way of distributing information that represents the government’s position. 


In pre-democratic societies the need for such a tool had never really existed to the extent experienced in modern times, however, it's been in existence since the dawn of civilization. Though the peak came during an era when the world was at war, and the people of the warring factions represented didn't quite understand why. 


Most students are aware of the Soviet and German propaganda states, however, the United States roles are commonly ignored. The States, for the most part, for a long time had no need to spread informational influence, that is, until World War I.


Enter the American propaganda machine. Organizations like the United States Information Agency and most recently the Office of Strategic Influence were created with the specific intent to spread pro-war/pro-American information throughout the world, including it's own borders. These organizations were (and are) headed by military generals, the pentagon and the state department. With the resources of the United States Defense budget behind these organizations it can be said that America is the highest budget, highest output propaganda machine in the world.


To separate the information these organizations provide as propaganda specifically you must look at what propaganda consists of and the identifying techniques that are generally found in propaganda. The main identifier is the information’s ability to be distributed. Through a worldwide radio network called, “The Voice of America,” this goal is easily achieved. This is a program funded by the U.S. State department that broadcasts programming compiled by the department as a mix of global events and local news.


After the September 11th plane crashes these radio stations would simulcast speeches and briefings from U.S. government officials that began accusing a terrorist cell known as Al-Queda of the involvement in the attacks. This played on a technique in propaganda known as Testimonial. Where a famous or recognizable face promotes ideas for a specific cause. The face being that of a G.W. Bush or Donald Rumsfield, the cause being the pre-investigated claim that it was in fact a poverty stricken, Muslim ruled, Afghanistan that was responsible for the attacks.


These Voice of America radio stations differed from their BBC (British Broadcasting Corporation) counterparts in the journalistic approach of presenting both sides of the issue in a non-biased manner. The Muslim broadcast entity known as Al-Jazeer was commonly found represented on the BBC stations, though not on the American stations.


Another technique used in propaganda is called Name-Calling. It’s the attempt to summarize a group of people or society by grouping them in with a catch phrase slogan that generally has negative implications. In the 2002 State of the Union address, Pres. Bush declared North Korea, along with Iran, as members of the, “Axis of Evil.” This has two major implications. The first implication being the word use of "Axis" to identify a political grouping of countries. We used this term to identify the Germans, Japanese and Italians in the Second World War. This would imply they have the same type of threat level as those countries did at the time. The second of course being the use of the word evil, which is a universal statement designed to specify some type of disregard for moral values and possibly demonic intent.


In today’s world information is money. The United States apparently had plenty of money considering they gave the U.S. Information Agency over one billion dollars in 1999. Because this funding surpasses the budget of all state funded broadcasting agencies worldwide, combined, it can be said that the United States felt that it had a lot of information to distribute. Apparently by 2002 they had decided that this just wasn’t enough. The pentagon had setup an internal Office of Strategic Influence under a cloak of darkness designed to participate in “black” (false) and “white” (true) information distribution in areas considered to have hostile American views. Through a press leak the media caught on and the OSI was announced dead by Mr. Rumsfield.


Now it can be said that these propaganda-like institutions actually provide more good than harm. In a majority of broadcast environments the agencies provide a public service of bringing news and weather to regions that previously had no reliable source of obtaining that kind of information. The problem of biased representation still exists however. If the U.S. were truly looking to provide a service, they would employ local representatives to run any type of broadcast with complete autonomy over the content of the information.


Keeping propaganda within Americas' borders wouldn't been too disastrous. We have a very resourceful independent media established that would be able to level the playing field. But to continue their trend of broadcasting outside of our borders, especially in regions that don't have the informational infrastructure in place to effectively counter it, we'll just replace our world merits as a free and democratic society, with that of a totalitarian institution.


This year's presidential campaign has already seen the use of footage from the Sept. 11th attacks. So we did get hit after all, though it wasn’t a nazi boot crushing a church. The only churches blowing up these days are the ones with Southern Baptist in their title. This footage has yet to be used in a presidential campaign.

