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Gray, Judith Marie 

From: See, Patti K. 

Sent: Sunday, February 12,2006 3:59 PM 

To: Gray, Judith Marie 

Subject: FW: Nomination: Jennifer Evers 

Follow Up Flag: Follow up 

Flag Status: Red 

Attachments: Ars Poetica.doc; Sacrifice.doc; Una Poetisa.doc @P 
Hi Judy, 

Scott Oates sent his nomination to me. Hope it's okay that I forwarded it to you. If not, I can print out what he 
sent me and drop it off in Brewer 55. 1 know the deadline is Monday, 2/13. 

Scott, you needed to complete a nomination form in addition to your letter of support. I'll attach it under a 
separate email. 

Thanks. 
Patti 

From: Oates, Scott F. 
Sent: Sun 2/12/2006 3:39 PM 
To: See, Patti K. 
Cc: Evers, Jennifer Louise 
Subject: Nomination: Jennifer Evers 

Dear Review Committee: 

I write to nominate Jennifer Evers for the Virgiline Writing Award. 

Jennifer was a student in Introduction to Language, an introductory linguistics course I taught during the fall 
semester of 2005. Though my work with Jennifer focused neither on creative writing nor women's studies, I would 
say, based on her poem "Una Poetisa" that that she "knows the risk it takes to call yourself a poet." Indeed, as 
Jennifer wryly observes in the poem, it may even be a greater risk to call one's self a poet in the completive arena 
of the poetry slam community. 

I don't know Jennifer's background-is she a first generation college student? I don't know. But I am happy to 
nominate Jennifer because I think she has integrity: In my class, she added humor when it was appropriate, 
expressed her enthusiasm for learning about language in ways she never imagined, and was a good sport when 
the going got tough. In my opinion, Jennifer is the "real-deal"--she is authentic and trustworthy-she digs in and 
finishes what she starts-and she cares about language and how we use it. She likes the hard work of learning. 

Best Regards, 

Scott Oates 
Associate Professor, English 



Sacrifice 

It's late Friday night, 
So late that most would actually 
consider it Saturday morning. 
I stumble to my room and I fumble with 
my shoes 
Until I give up and collapse on 
my futon as the 
sun rises out my window. 
Looking up, I see my Derrick Brown 
poster and the saying, 
"The world is your underwear- it's time 
you changed it." 
All I can think is, that man is a genius. 
I consider the ways I can change a 
shaded world in my dazed and 
Stale drunken state, 
And I come up with less than nothing. 
I can barely even hold open heavy 
eyelids as I try to comprehend 
How exactly I managed to get back to 
my room tonight. 
I consider pinning them up, but doubt 
that even this will 
keep me awake much longer. 
Warm and sleepy from the Kurosawa 
champagne night and 
The flat sprite morning, I have doubts 
about my ability to change my pants, 
much less the world. 
What right do I have to fix something 
That looks down on statistics like me? 
Statistics like me. Statistics like me that 
earn 
300 thousand dollar grants, 
Which do nothing but make me more 
aware that 
I am not the only one biting my lips 
tonight 
To make sure that they still exist. 
I am the same as so many other 4.0 
college students 
Who finish their homework at the same 
time 
As they finish their beer. 

I'm no unique case, no special occasion, 
Other than the fact that tonight, 
I crave a solution, rather than sleep. 
But to avoid deferring my dream, 
Lest it crust over with discouragement, 
I force myself to stay awake, as I 
wonder. 
How can I change the world? 
If only Derrick Brown could answer 
that, 
I would do it, 
But as his voice drips from my speakers 
I only hear him telling me 
That he too once ate Ramen off a Frisbee 
Because beer took priority over dishes. 
He would tell me that changing the 
world doesn't mean 
I have to make it better, 
Only that I have to make it different. 
I write poems like these 
I write lines and phrases and frustrations 
To prove to the world that girls are in the 
same boat 
Guys just talk about it more. 
I want to make the world a better place. 
And I have. 
I drank so much tonight, 
Drank so much to keep it out of the 
hands of our youths 
To keep it away from the lips of teenage 
mouths. 
At least that's what I say now. 
I selflessly saved about four innocent 
children 
The hassle of passing out, 
Because I am about to do that for them. 
So I did change the world. 
And tomorrow, I will be ready to 
sacrifice myself again, 
Because 
If the world is my underwear, 
It is time I changed it. 



Una Poetisa 

"You are not going to school 

To waste your intelligence 

On a major like English. " 

Mom and dad were adamant, 

They were sure that I was wasting my time. 

I have been writing, loving words 

Since I was old enough to understand them. 

I drink up anything that I can about words, 

About syllables, about phrases and morphemes. 

"Why can 't you be like your sister? " 

They ask this all the time. 

Darwin holds far less interest to me 

Than do Shakespeare, Whitman, Blake. 

So off I went to college, promising that 

I would minor in Spanish, 

Become marketable as a translator, 

In the case that my poetry or my writing 

Fails to support me. (Which it may.) 

I read biographies of woman poets, 

Hope that I can be recognized, 

Realize how few ever are. 

I write; I don't stop writing just because 



I am a female poet, because 

All odds are against me, because 

It doesn't work out that often. 

Poetry slams give me a chance 

To show people that women can write, 

That I can write, that I love to, 

But it is terrifying. 

I can't help but realize 

That I already know who is going to win, 

Even before we start. 

The two guys who win every time, 

The guy who can rap, 

Spew rhymes for minutes without taking a breath 

Or leaving a comma, or the guy 

Who can make people laugh, his poems 

All about drinking, swearing, sex, and the mishaps 

That occur when the three are combined. 

My sweaty palms and dry mouth 

Stem from the pompous stares from 

The men, the boys, the critics. 

I see two or three serious poets, 

Some teen punks who want to swear in public, 

And a few of the older generations, 



Just wanting to be heard. 

Don't get me wrong, 

There are many girls in the caf6, 

But all as spectators, none 

As competitors. 

Maybe one or two other girls, 

Usually the same ones, including me 

Are present and entered to compete. 

Poetry slams aren't very nice to women. 

Maybe it's because I'm pretty, 

Because I don't "dress like apoet, " 

Chucks and tight legged jeans, 

Ripped sweater, maybe a beret. 

Because I don't have the ability 

To grow the facial hair that all 

Real poets have to have. 

Because I don't slump my shoulders, 

Don't look ashamed of my gender, 

Because I only swear when I mean it. 

But what if it's because I am a girl? 

I don't get the respect, 

The consideration that the guys do. 

I am not conceited. 



But I am honestly better than some of them, 

I present myself with confidence, 

With passion. 

It isn't good enough, 

I am just "una poetisa. " 

A woman, a poet. 

Not "unpoeta. " A man who writes poetry has 

A different name in spanish, 

Maybe it should in English as well. 

We aren't viewed the same. 

We aren't the same, 

But I wish we were. 

Somehow my words hold less value 

They are ignored, or passed off 

Just the words of a woman. 

Solamente una poetisa. 

By Jennifer Evers 



Ars Poetica 

Words s,pill from my mind 

Senseless, strewn all over the floor, 

The desk, the chair, my bed, 

Words everywhere. 

I try to clean them up, 

Putting them one by one into my notebook, 

But the more words I pick up, 

The more that I put away, 

The more that spill from my lips, 

My eyes, my ears, my nose. 

Words surround me, 

Speak to me 

I write them down, 

Keep them safe 

Under the cover of my notebook, 

Away from critical eyes 

I keep my words and stories and poems 

How I like them. 


