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Writing Center Contest
Winner:

A day in the life of...

Madiha Abbas

Sana Mohammed Amin is the winner
of the Spring 2011 Writing Center Con-
test for her story “A Day in the Life
of...” The contest required participants
to write a creative, short story on a day
in the life of an accessory through the
eyes of that accessory.

| sat down with Sana and asked her a
few questions about her exceptional
story of everyday life from the perspec-
tive of a handbag. The following are
excerpts from my interview with Sana:

Since when have you been writing?

| have been writing ever since | learnt
my ABCs, so a very long time!

Every writer has a distinct approach to
writing. What is your approach?

| like to write about feelings and get
close to what | write about. Then, the
description comes naturally.

Can you please tell our readers about
your story? Was there anything spe-
cifically you wanted your readers to
learn from your story?

| wanted my story to be about how
humans are materialistic, not because
we're bad, but because we're complex
creatures. Humans tend to attach
themselves to the wrong things. In my
story, the handbag’s owner became
attached to her beautiful ring and gave

it more importance than her own son.
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In the end, she realized the true value
of her son and realized how insignifi-
cant the ring seemed compared to the
love of her son.

Out of all the accessories, what made
you choose a handbag?

| wanted to choose an accessory that’s
there all the time, so | felt | could easily
capture the situation from the perspec-
tive of a handbag, which is something
that a woman always carries with her.

What is your personal favorite acces-
sory?

A pair of earrings that my parents
gifted to me on my High School gradua-
tion. | have many earrings, but these
ones are very close to my heart, and |
wear them every day.

Look inside on page 7 for an excerpt of

Sana’s story. Decide for yourself

whether you are one of those who
have become materialistic or not.
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Editorial

Editor’s Note

Samia Sohail

Students often visit the Writing Cen-
ter not knowing what to expect or not
knowing what to do once they have
arrived. Some students take their ap-
pointments very seriously and are
very enthusiastic. Others are forced to
visit by their professors and seem
totally disinterested. No matter what
the reason for your visit is, once you
do make an appointment at the Writ-
ing Center, why not make the best of
it? Here are some dos and don’ts that
will help you have a successful tutorial
session:
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Do:

s Arrive on time: once you
have made an appointment, make
sure you are punctual. Arriving a few
minutes early would be perfect! That
particular time is allotted to you, and
you should try to take advantage of it.
Oh, and if you're late, you will be
marked as a no show, and if this re-
curs more than twice, the policy at
the Writing Center states that you can
no longer book appointments. If you
are running a bit late, it’s best to call
us to let us know.

s &xﬁﬁﬁﬁ‘a@ﬁl This is something
students are often scared to do during
a session. Usually, they nod their
heads in affirmation to whatever the
tutor says. Go ahead, talk about your
paper, discuss what you would like to
work on, and tell the tutor what you
like or dislike about the paper. You
own the paper, so talk freely about it,
and trust me, the Writing Center tu-
tors have their best sessions with
tutees who actively participate.

8 RRoW your purpose: Set
a direction for your visit, go through
your paper in advance and mark the
areas/sections you want help with.
This makes it easier for the tutors, as
well as for you, to understand the
purpose of your visit.

Don’t:

s Seem disinterested:

Even if your professor has forced you
to come visit the Writing Center,
don’t show reluctance. In fact, best
would be to use your appointment as
an opportunity to evaluate and dis-
cuss your paper and, receive a second
opinion on it. Perhaps you might be
able to generate new ideas and
thoughts about your topic; you might

be able to locate a run-on sentence

too! So even if you are made to visit
the Writing Center, don’t miss the
opportunity and try to use it in the
best way possible.

s Use your «ell phone:
The appointment time is yours and
constantly using your phone may
cause both you and the tutor to lose

focus on what you were discussing.

s Demand distation:
Often tutees are ready with their pen-
cils to write down exactly what the
tutor says. Instead, use logical think-
ing, and try to focus on the tutor’s
explanation. Later, try using your own
words to pen it down. It is your paper
after all, so why not write it yourself?
Writing Center tutors act as guides to
show you the way; following it is your
job.

Keep these pointers in mind during
your next session, and experience the
difference on your own! See you at
the Writing Center soon.
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Graduating Tutors

Time Machine, Any-
one?

Writing Center Tutors
Say Goodbye, Reveal

Future Plans
Vidya Diwakar

With the end of a semester come the
inevitable goodbyes, whether to
graduating students or faculty mem-
bers. Life for tutors who work at the
Writing Center is no different. This
semester, the Center says goodbye to
a number of student tutors who have
made their mark on the circle of writ-
ing enthusiasts on campus. In spite of
the varied backgrounds that these
tutors have, they share one common-

ality: their love for the Writing Center.

| interviewed the graduating tutors,
asked them about their plans for the
future and posed the question “what
would you do if you were given a time

machine?”

Sarah Kazilbash, a senior majoring in

‘

advertising, is not short on advice for

her fellow colleagues and students at
university. “Don’t be such a nerd! The
real world is a jungle, so have as much
crazy fun as you can right now,” she
said with a smile. If she had a time
machine, she would go back into pre-
history and step on as many insects as
time allowed, just to “see how much
the future would change.”

Farah Jukaku, a mass communications
major, looks forward to getting mar-
ried in July. Her best memory of uni-
versity remains the day when she
missed her final exam. Farah hopes to
work for a social cause in the future.
Her response to the time machine
qguestion was rather somber. Farah
said that she would like to “go back in
time and undo all the mistakes” she
has made.

Wahiba Naeem, also a mass commu-
nications major, looks forward to a
future in journalism. “l hope to be a
well established and renowned writer
in twenty years,” she said. Her love of
certain historical figures was evident
when she said that, given a time ma-
chine, she would “go back to the fif-
teenth century and check Henry VIl

”

out.

Jumana Abdel-Razzaq, an interna-
tional studies major, said that working
at the Writing Center “could actually
be the best job on campus.” Regard-
ing her future plans, she hopes to
travel the world and work at a non-
governmental organization, prefera-
bly in the human rights sector. When
asked what she would do if she had a
time machine, Jumana replied, “I
would be too scared to use it!”

Ra’ana Qazi, a chemical engineering
major, plans to pursue a masters in
the near future. Ra’ana refuses to
think beyond that. When asked where
she sees herself in twenty years, she
replied, “Well, that’'s a depressing
thought, we'’ll have to wait and see.”
Regarding what she would do with a
time machine, her response reflected
her current uncertainties. “I'd be con-
flicted about whether to go back in
time or to the future,” she said.

Belinda Julia D’Souza, an architecture
major, hopes to complete her masters

in architecture in the United States.
About life at university, Belinda ex-
claimed, “Every single semester was
memorable!” She added that students
at AUS should use “every possible
opportunity and resource this univer-
sity provides” so as to make the most
of every semester. With a time ma-
chine in hand, Belinda would “go back
to the ‘50s and meet the young and
hot Paul Newman.”

Tasmeea Kabir, a senior majoring in
chemical engineering, advised all re-
maining students to “work hard and
play hard.” As for her work at the

Writing Center, Tasmeea reflected,

“Being a tutor makes me feel like I'm
able to make a difference in some-
one’s life, and that’s something |
would really like to do later on in life.”
She jokingly stated that given a time
machine, she would “go back a few
years and create Facebook before
Zuckerburg.”
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Professor Feature

My Major Chose Me

Dr. Daniel R. Fredrick

Assistant Professor

Department of Writing Studies

Long ago, circa. 1993, this bald dome
was draped with waist-length, golden
silk. I could chew on my bangs, and
did. My eyes then and now: blue flow-
ers in milk, to steal a metaphor from
Flaubert. Were my visage just a touch
uglier | could have been mistaken for
Scarlet Johansen. Without question,
this dude looked like a lady, to para-
phrase and steal a simile from Aeros-
mith. But my rock wardrobe would
have shown that | was all male, all
alpha-male, all head banging, barbed-
wire bracelet-wearing alpha male—
the SlayerT-shirt that | bought during
the Show No Mercy touin ‘84, the
torn and faded [ S @Aofddurchased
that way), and the Nike high-tops,
black swooshed; with me as well were
my pocket-sized cassette
player, 5-subject note-
book, and mini-stapler.
A mini-stapler? This here

laude student on cam-

pus. This here was Axel Rose on his
way to the Lyceum, Diogenes in Os-
bourne clothing, Protagoras with Mar-
shallheads set to 11, or just the same,

4
Chimps give
thinking a bad

was the coolest cum name, you knoW?

Heraclitus thrashing in a mosh pit, but
never thrashing in the same mosh pit
twice!

Actually, things weren’t
just a classical guitar
major on his way to a
required anthropology
class. Although | would

rather have been work-

Lute Suitg | had (and

have) nothing against Chimps have-

anthropology. In fact, |

liked it. Studying australopitheci[no,
this has nothing to do with the study
of terse-talking Australians], for exam-
ple, especially their brain capacity, a

whopping 65% weaker than modern
human brain capacity, came in handy
and was especially insightful when
assessing the logic of Senators in Cali-
fornia or what may drive someone to
be a groupie for a professional dart
player. Yes, | liked learning that chim-
panzees and hu-
mans share over
95% similarity in

99 DNA, but what |
really liked was

hard
about that 5% difference wherein no

thinking

doubt lies the secret why a chimp will
not sit still through Mozart’s Don Gio-
vannior High Latin Mass (or feel the

| really liked
all that exciting. | was thlnklng hard
about the 5%
difference that

ing on Bach’s e minor humans and

need to), or bother to engage in
grammar games: ‘Can you use a ger-
und as an indirect-

object’? Chimps give
thinking a bad name,

you know?

Being a guitar major re-
quired many things, such
as an ability to bring out
the difficult voicings in a
Baroque fugue or
19 smooth out the tremolo

effect for Francisco Tar-

rega’s Recuerdos de la
Alhambrg but it for sure did not re-
quire any skills in public speaking or
standing up for oneself. In fact, it was
an introvert’s dream major. My fin-
gers could do all the talking while |
shielded myself with a big piece of
wood. Anger and power were re-
leased through staccato picking and
tri-tone intervals rather than right-
eous bombast or vociferous declama-

tion.

But the days of hiding behind acoustic
guitars were about to change, for the
anthropology class was filled with
rude and noisy students; | was soon
going to hear the voice of lady rheto-
ric command me to stand up against
the great barrel of jocks in the back of
the auditorium, half the rugby team
whose chattering and screeching
would block out professor Bishop’s
fervor for the primate’s opposable
thumb, forcing her to stop and call
out to the back of the auditorium,
forcing her to shout that university
education was not compulsory, or
that the termite fishing techniques of
the bonobos would be on the exam.

But these meatheads didn’t care.

They got louder while those of us on
the Dean'’s list (all sitting in the front)
tucked our heads into our shoulders
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Professor Feature

and did our best to take notes. | not
only took notes, but recorded the
lectures for later review. Do you type
your notes for class? | did. My re-
corder light kept flashing red. The
meatheads kept laughing and clearing
their throats and yawning. Many
would be overcome with a kind of
whooping cough, or should | say puer-
ile giggle?, whenever professor Bishop
mentioned homo sapien. One thing
was for sure: | would not be able to
review the lecture on my tape re-
corder later. It would be nothing but
noise and distortion. Was there a way
to stop all this noise? The guy next to
me turned around only to get a paper
ball thrown at his head. Professor
Bishop kept pleading for the meat-
but
meatheads are meatheads: they love

heads to silence themselves,

attention, yet they hate authority (go
figure! Authority figures offer the
most concentrated source of atten-
tion!). The red light kept bleeding on.
The tape would be unusable. | had to
do something, but what? | felt like |
was in a locked closet with a bee-hive.
What can you really do? You have no
power over the bees. Just sit still. Sit
still. Sit still. Sit still. They’ll
settle down if you sit still. Lt
They won’t sting you much
if you just play dead. Cover
your face; watch your vi-
tals, and play dead.

Nostrils  flaring, mouth

snarling, stress rising, but
oh!, little man, with slender bees.
frame and soft biceps, what

could you possibly do to foes more
numerous and powerful? What dam-
age can the moth inflict on the flame?
Where does a worm turn to in its hour
of need? To tell it like it is, how could
a pantywaist become “The man for
wisdom’s various arts renown’d?”

What can
you really do?
You have no
power over the

More chattering. More murmuring.
Then | felt her presence: Lovely Lady

Rhetorica. | started to uncurl from my
fetus-hunch, thighs tightening, knees
giving lift. Oh, Mistress of all milksops,
please come to my aid! Oh, crew chief
of Peitho’s Muses suffer this lily liv-
ered cream puff to wound these asses
and ninnies, to drive deep the blade
of oratory into those who dare to of-
fend the sacred rooms of the univer-
sity! | stood and turned, pectorals
bulging up and out like Dorian Yates’,
claws extended like a jeet kune do
fighter, eyes aflame like Bernini’s an-
gel, (and | hadn’t even yet uttered a
word).

What followed was my first experi-
ence of the power of oratory. In the
most colorful verbiage, | broke the
unruly gibbons into tamed and timid
circus animals, crush-
ing their comebacks
and ridiculing their
rebuttals. Lady Rheto-
rica had pushed me
into the ring to make
me ringmaster! When
one of the jocks chal-
lenged me to a fist-
fight (a sure sign that
I won), the whole room stood up.
“You have a long fight ahead of you,” |
told him. He nudged his buddies to
leave. As they walked out, the room
erupted in a standing ovation. As the
applause died and we sat back down,
a girl said, “Professor Bishop, can you

tell us again about the opposable
thumb thing. | couldn’t hear you.” We
all then learned about the thumb. The
thumb is wonderful. It is critical for
making tools and picking up water-
melon seeds.

But “rhetoric,” as Ann Berthoff says,
“is what we have instead of omnis-
cience.” | like to think that Lady
Rhetoric chose me that day, or maybe
I should be far less dramatic? My ma-
jor chose me. | experienced the great
thrill and dynamite of language. Was
this a small morsel of what Daniel O’
Connell tasted when he challenged
the English Parliament in his fight for
Catholics to partake in debates? Was
this along the same lines, no matter
how trivial in comparison, to what
Pericles and William Wallace did to
inspire their troops? | had to find out.
So, | left my Les Paul at the tree of
rock that day. My new axes were now
Aristotle’s Rhetoric and Cicero’s De
Oratore.

5 | The Writing Center Newsletter

April 2011




Featured Tutor

“Life never upsets me,
it only amazes me...” -
Sadaf

Vidya Diwakar

Q&A with Sadaf Ahmad

“Live carefully, for a departed hour
never returns.” It is a phrase often
said, but seldom followed. For one
student tutor at the Writing Center,
this motto captures her take on life.

Sadaf Ahmad is a graduate student
pursuing a master’s degree in TESOL.
Her third semester working at the
Writing Center, Sadaf adds to the em-
ployee base sound commitment and
experience. In her free time, she en-
joys reading and writing, so a job at
the Writing Center is a natural choice
for one so enthralled by the literary
sphere.

In an effort to learn more about Sa-
daf, The Inkblotsecured an exclusive
interview with the rising star. Follow-
ing are excerpts from the interview.

How do you think the Writing Center
has impacted (or will impact) your
university life?

Sadaf: | graduated with a Bachelor in
English Literature because | enjoyed
studying literature. However, when

asked about my career plans, I'd say,
“anything but a teacher”. The Writing
Center played a central role in trans-
forming my perspective. The tutoring
experience has taught me that being a
language teacher can actually be fun
and rewarding at the same time.

Any hobbies?

Sadaf:
making sketches, calligraphy, collect-

Reading, writing, studying,

ing shells from seashores, watching
television in general but preferably
historical movies or documentaries in

particular, and playing chess.

What is your worst and best quality?

Sadaf: My worst quality would be
poor time management skills. As for
my best quality, even though | have
not fully internalized it yet, | think I'm
usually more patient than most peo-
ple.

Who is your role model?

Sadaf: If | have to name one person, it
has to be Muhammad

(PBUH).

Prophet

During childhood, who was your fa-
vorite comic character?

Sadaf: | can’t choose between Batman
and Catwoman.

Which is your favorite sense and
why?

Sadaf: Vision, because it allows me to
see the text on the page.

How does life treat you?

Sadaf: Life never upsets me, it only

amazes me.
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Activities

WC Tutors Try Their
Luck at Bowling

Sadaf Ahmad

The tutors at the AUS
Writing Center were
excited about Thurs-
21, 2011.

This was the day when

day, April

b

the writing center tu-
tors and writing fellows held a joint
outing at the Dubai International
When
whether they look forward to an-

Bowling  Center. asked
other combined outing, all of the
tutors and fellows answered “yes”.
Dr. Lynn Ronesi, supervisor of the
Writing Fellows Program, enjoyed
the outing and suggested organizing

another one in the near future.

and Dr.
ranked themselves from poor to av-

Tutors, fellows, Ronesi
erage bowlers. Sarah L. says that she
surprised herself that evening with

her bowling skills given that it's been

Feras, a WC tutor, getting ready to bowl.

ages since she last rolled a bowling
ball across a lane. The experience
helped others improve their bowling
skills. Priyanka, a WC tutor, knocked

all of the ten pins on the first roll in
the last frame, but to her surprise, it
went unnoticed: “Getting the strike
and turning around all excited to see
no one noticed, | threw a diva tan-
trum and got the attention | de-
served.”

To reward the top scorer, it was de-
cided that s/he wouldn't have to pay
his/her bill. With 126 points, Feras, a
DIBC regular, won the challenge.
With three consecutive strikes, he
scored a turkey. But he also had to
put up with stiff competition from
Wasib, Dr. Ronesi, and Sarah L. The
outing helped create a friendly rap-
port between writing fellows and
tutors. The group enjoyed the fun
and entertainment for about two
and a half hours before heading
home at 8:30PM with Feras aspiring
to achieve a perfect game next time.

Let’s wait and see where the next
outing is held!

Continued from p.1:Sana Amin’s
interview and an excerpt from her
winning piece.

When asked: What is your favorite
line from your story?

Sana replied:
My favorite line is:

“At the moment she uttered the
word ‘my’, | understood the source
of her anguish. Her voice quivered as
she uttered the word, and | under-
stood the insatiable need of the
complex human mind to attach pos-
sessions to self-value, and | felt sym-
pathy for their misguided quests to
find happiness and self-worth in
worthless things.”

| feel that this line sums up my whole

story and the purpose of my story.

Following is an excerpt from her
piece:

Time passed, and | remained locked
and immobilized in the same scene.
The light shining through the window
grew dimmer, and | feared she had
forgotten me. To my relief, | saw her
galloping towards me from a dis-
tance, her heels clicking beneath her
with urgent and worried steps. She
approached until her silver belt
buckle rudely harassed me, and she
shoved trembling slender fingers
inside me, rummaging around pain-
fully and with a sense of panic. “Has
anyone seen my ring?” she called out
but received no audible reply. She
left the room in a state of distress

and returned a few minutes later
with her blue eyes glistening with
tears.

She lifted me up and walked slowly
and dejectedly out the miraculous
self-opening glass doors. | heard her
sniff and occasionally felt a hot tear
fall upon me. But why was she cry-
ing? The breeze caressed us merrily,
unsympathetic to her sadness and
indifferent to her grief. A little girl
with auburn hair stared at me with
emerald-green eyes. She wore a pink
blouse with frills in odd places and a
white skirt she could not keep clean,
but no — she wasn’t looking at me.

If you want to read Sana’s entire
story, you can find it on our website:

www.aus.edu/cas/writingcenter
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Locations:

Library First Floor (Next to the Stairwell)
LAN (Next door to the Health Clinic)
Working Hours:
10:00AM - 04:00PM

Writing Center Class Visits:
Our peer tutors can visit your class to promote Writing Center
services or to provide mini-workshops on specific topics. Faculty can contact Maria Eleftheriou
at writingcenter@aus.edu to coordinate a visit.
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