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By GIACOMO SPROCCATI

 For most students, the end 
of August means that summer va-
cation is coming to a close. Parking 
spots are harder to find, new faces 
fill the quiet streets of Trastevere 
and there is the anxiety that a new 
semester is about to start. John 
Cabot University (JCU) has its 
own strategy to help students get 
ready for the new semester.
 Orientation is always held 
during the last week of August. 

With the largest incoming group 
of students in JCU history, orien-
tation leaders and skippers made 
welcoming week unlike any other. 
Six hundred students, of which 
200 are degree-seekers, arrived 
from 36 countries, including Ar-
menia, Egypt, Ukraine, Ghana, 
Cambodia and Honduras. 
 The 600 new students 
toured JCU’s campuses and 
Trastevere, attended a welcome 
session with their parents and 
learned how to navigate public 

transportation.
 On August 30, hundreds of 
students took part in the Welcome 
Barbecue, where they enjoyed 
traditional American cuisine, 
watched a performance by the 
Martial Arts Club, met club lead-
ers and enjoyed a surprise flash 
mob. 
 Giulia Primo, a freshman 
from Orta, Italy, was impressed 
with her orientation experience 
and student life at JCU. Primo 
said the Welcome Barbecue and 
all the other orientation activities 
were fantastic opportunities to 
meet new people. 
 Club leaders were also sat-
isfied with the welcome week for 
new students. Asia Colombo, vice 
president of Grassroots Club, said 
she was delighted that the fall se-
mester has so many new students. 
 Director of Student Ser-
vices Pilar Murguia was pleased 
with the turnout of orientation. 
Murguia placed a strong focus on 
empowering students to achieve 
their goals through club leader-
ship. The success of this orienta-
tion was “the result of three years 
of serious commitment,” she said.
 Valentina Di Blasi, an ori-
entation coordinator, said she 
knows the week was successful be-
cause she saw all the student lead-
ers and volunteers smiling. 

A Unique Back to School 
Kick-Off for John Cabot
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Letter from 
the Editor

By FEDERICA BRIZZI

 From the very ear-
ly stages of our academic 
career, we, John Cabot 
University students, are 
encouraged to live the 
fullest international ex-
perience that our insti-
tution offers. One of the 
most popular ways to do 
so is by spending a se-
mester abroad. This year, 
I decided to live my in-
ternational experience at 
King’s College London in 
July. 

 Faced with the 
need to attend a summer 
session, I resolved six 
months earlier to com-
bine my duty with plea-
sure and embark on an 
adventure abroad. Need-
less to say, my choice 
was to go straight to my 
favourite place on earth 
and have a taste of the 
academic excellence of 
London. Thrilled by the 
prospect of my summer 
adventure, I departed for 
my little trip with the best 
intentions, determined 
to embrace everything 
that the experience had 
to offer.

Please turn to page 4

Going Global: 
My Summer 
at London’s 
King’s College
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By CHRISTINE MODAFFERI

 Tragedy always occurs when least 
expected. That’s what my mom says. That’s 
what I found out this summer. 
 A woman died. Her name was Mary 
Cirillo, mother of four. She was 31 when 
her husband shot a bullet through her head 
on August 18. They say her oldest daugh-
ter found her on the kitchen floor. A bloody 
mess it must have been. They say her hus-
band was excessively jealous and began 
stalking her. They say she wanted to di-
vorce him because the domestic abuse had 
become too much. Some also say she found 
a new man after their separation and this 
was what got to her husband’s head. The 
whole town begins talking when things like 
this happen. That’s the thing about small 
towns. News travels fast and everyone has 

their say on it. Articles from online jour-
nals and photos were splattered all over 
Facebook. All kinds of people were show-
ing support; others, hate. I was silent. 
 Goosebumps creep up my legs and 
arms when I think she lived just ten min-
utes from my home in Calabria. It’s strange 
how tragedies touch you less when they 
aren’t your next door neighbor’s. For all I 
know, Mary could have come to my town 
that fateful morning to go grocery shop-
ping. I might have even met her by the 
park. Or maybe she had gone to the beach 
to sunbathe. I might have crossed paths 
with a woman whose destiny was to die that 
afternoon. All of this gets me thinking. My 
eyes meet those of thousands of women ev-
ery day. We all have our stories. How many 
other next-door neighbors have secrets 
we then see on the news when a gunshot 
catches people attention?  Google gives me 
the numbers. 

Please turn to page 3

Femicide in Italy:
My Next-Door Neighbor
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Bentornati! 
 The 2014-2015 school year 
marks an important moment in 
John Cabot’s young history, as we 
welcome the largest incoming class 
to date. Our student body is now 
more diverse than ever before, and 
this is something to celebrate.
 The September issue fo-
cuses on back-to-school activities, 
showcases fantastic study abroad 
experiences and an interesting 
new student group. 
 This summer, John Cabot 
students traveled across the plan-
et, from the tiny island of Mad-
agascar to New York City, from 
Canada to Colombia and from the 
United Kingdom to South Korea. 
 As we embark on another 
school year, with all the fun and 
grueling work that comes along 
with it, I would like to welcome 
everyone to contribute and share 
your stories. As always, send your 
opinions and ideas to 
newspaper@johncabot.edu. 

Sincerely, 

 Lauren Cater
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By VALERIA MUZZIN

 Everyone is doing it: 
the #icebucketchallenge is 
on every social network right 
now. From Cara Delevigne to 
Donatella Versace, from Ri-
hanna to Robert Downey Jr., 
hundreds of public figures 
from every industry have had 
a bucket of ice-cold water 
poured over their heads in 
the name of charity. Plenty of 
people have accepted the chal-
lenge, but how many have do-
nated, too?
 For the few who still 
don’t know, the #icebucketch-
allenge is the equivalent of 
a chain email, where people 
nominate a group of ten other 
friends on Facebook to pour a 

bucket of ice water over their 
heads. The nominees then 
post a video braving the buck-
et of ice water, and name the 
next ten who have 24 hours to 
accept the challenge and do-
nate to the ALS Association.  
 Most people do not re-
alize that the #icebucketch-
allenge was started by the 
ALS Association. ALS, Amy-
otrophic Lateral Sclerosis, is 
a progressive neurodegen-
erative illness that damages 
motoneurons, the cells that 
enable us to move voluntari-
ly. Some ALS patients end up 
completely paralyzed by the 
disease. Unfortunately, little 
is known about how ALS real-
ly works or its causes. 
 This is why the ALS As-

sociation decided to start an 
alternative fundraiser. Each 
challenge is supposed to ac-
company a donation to the 
association. The #icebuck-
etchallenge represents what 
people fighting ALS disease go 
through every day. 
 These videos are not 
only to encourage donations 
and increase ALS awareness. 
They also represent support to 
the ALS community and their 
families. Every day, 15 people 
are diagnosed with ALS, and 
annually, it kills 68,000 peo-
ple.
 On Sept. 11, over $111 
million had been raised 
through the #icebucketchal-
lenge.  

HASHTAG DONATE: #icebucketchallenge
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Photography Fridays

 In one year, Lynette Quezada, John 
Cabot University’s new student government 
president, has globetrotted from her home-
town of Miami, to Rome, to South Korea. 
 It is fitting that Quezada, with her pas-
sion for international travel and giving back to 
the community, was elected as JCU’s Student 
Government President last spring. 
 Quezada has been a staple of the JCU 
Community from the start of her college ca-
reer. She has been involved with the Drama 
Club, Ipazia, Women’s Leadership Initiative 
and served as secretary for Student Govern-
ment. 
 On campus, Quezada is known for her 
positive attitude and her love of participating 
in student events. “As a mentor, I have seen 
Lynette progress into a outgoing, well spoken, 
and elegant leader of the university,” said Al-
exandria Maloney, degree-seeking senior.   
 When Quezada was in high school, she 
started watching a Korean soap opera dubbed 
in Spanish. Her fondness for the television 
show became a fascination with the Korean 
culture. After arriving at JCU in 2012, Quezada 
quickly cultivated a tightknit network of Kore-
an friends. This inspired her to study abroad in 
Seoul, South Korea last spring. 
 In Seoul, Quezada forayed into politics. 
She earned a rare internship with South Ko-
rea’s majority political group, the Saenuri Par-
ty, and worked at the National Assembly daily 
for Congressman Shim Jae Chul. 

 Quezada said her Latina background 
played a big role in her desire to spend time 
abroad. “As a Latina and American, I am able 
to show both of my roots as I travel and hope-
fully demonstrate an open-minded approach.” 

Photo Credit: Emily Wilson

 Are you interested in photography? 
Then you should know that JCU students 
have created a photography group.
 The original idea came from Emily 
Wilson, a degree-seeking senior, whose stun-
ning photographs are well-known around 
JCU. 
 “Emily had the fantastic idea to start 
a photography group,” said Francesco Gi-
annone, one of the students who participates 
in the weekly meetings. “The club not only 
offers a chance to meet new people from JCU 
who share the same passion for photography, 
but it also offers a chance to explore famous 
Roman neighborhoods as well as areas off 
the beaten tracks.”
 Megan Reese Heinzinger agreed that 
the group allowed her to see Rome in a differ-
ent way. Heinzinger said she has made “last-
ing memories in the most picturesque city on 
earth.”
 Meetings are held every Friday at 12 
p.m. 

Following a Series of 
Lectures, Digital Privacy 
Icon Simon Davies, Now a 
Visiting Professor at JCU
By ASIA COLOMBO

 The improvements made by technolo-
gy in the last decade have changed how so-
ciety works. Let’s just consider that college 
students in the past could not have found 
a textbook on an online database. Govern-
ments can track criminals using GPS and 
keep a working database of citizens’ private 
data. Does the widespread use of information 
improve the function of society, or should cit-
izens have the right to deny the government 
specific information? 
 These questions are at the center of 
discussions by privacy icon Simon Davies. 
After speaking in a lecture last spring, Davies 
has returned to JCU, this time as a visiting 
professor. He is teaching CMS/BUS 385, 
“Privacy, Surveillance and Social Identities: 
Practices and Representations”.
 Davies’ founded Privacy International 
in 1990 to defend the right to privacy across 
the globe. The new class focuses on transpar-
ency, understanding of how big tech compa-
nies and governments use data. Davies’ fight 
against the United Kingdom’s Identity Cards 
Act was one of his most noteworthy projects.
 

Photo Credit: Unofficial Photography Group
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WOMEN IN THE NEWS

Continued from first page

 According to La Re-
pubblica, the famous Italian 
newspaper, there were over 
177 cases of femicide report-
ed in Italy last year. In 2012, 
124 women were killed by 
men. At a press conference 
earlier in the year, Angelino 
Alfano, minister of Italy’s  
internal affairs, said that 
homicide decreased in the 
first six months of 2014, yet 
the number of femicides has 
not, compared to 2013. Rai 
News says the numbers of 
femicide are almost equal all 
over Italy and do not depend 
on the North or South. 
 Couples holding 
hands romantically explore 
Trastevere’s hidden vicoli, 
thinking they’ll have oh-so-
many stories to tell their 
friends at home about all 
the street performers and 
charming pizzeria owners. 
Trastevere gives you the 
impression that time has 
stopped and evil cannot ex-

ist in this world. Couples, 
romance and ideals belong 
to Trastevere. I thought 
something similar about my 
home in Calabria until Aug. 
18. Last year I changed my 
mind about Trastevere, too. 
When least expected, at 1 
a.m., a tragedy caught my 
attention: banging noises, 
screaming and crying from 
the apartment above me. 
Man versus woman. I was 
sure. I called the cops that 
night, and now I live in a dif-
ferent apartment. 
 Six days ago, Ales-
sandra Agostinelli was 
the unfortunate next-door 
neighbor of ours in Frosi-
none to be murdered at the 
hands of her husband. He 
tried to commit suicide after 
he realized he stabbed her 
too deeply with a kitchen 
knife. On Sept. 10, it rained 
in Rome. I want to believe 
that was the universe’s way 
of mourning Alessandra’s 
death. Everyone, after all, 
is the universe’s next-door 

neighbor. 
 When people ask 
me how my summer was, 
I tell them it’s been a great 
summer. Truth be told, I 
feel somewhat changed. I 
thought tragedy was intrigu-
ing. I’ve read it in books. 
I’ve loved it in Shakespeare, 
Goethe, Madame du Stael 
and Flaubert. Characters 
who lose their minds and 
souls are the ones who in-
trigue me the most. Tragedy 
now, has lost its appeal and 
I have changed. Calabria 
is not the same anymore. 
The town Mary was from is 
darker and quieter—even 
the people who live there 
speak differently now. They 
say her children are stay-
ing with their grandmother. 
When we read of tragedy or 
hear it on the news, it’s just a 
moment. We feel sorry, and 
then we go back to our lives. 
Mary’s town is not back to 
normal yet, and I’m afraid 
I’m not my normal self any-
more either. 

Femicide in Italy: My Next Door NeighborWitnessing Slavery 
in the 21st Century
By LINDSEY RAE UNGER

 Four hours North of Thirvanthapuram, 
India, sits the city of Kollam. 
 Malayalam swirls advertising a concrete 
company are spray painted everywhere. On the 
concrete canvases, sickle and hammer drip in 
red endorsing the relative prosperity Commu-
nism has brought to this part of India. Emaciat-
ed cows lick at the painted wall and graze in the 
sewage amongst the rickshaw fumes and coco-
nut stands. Destinations and the road between 
them blend seamlessly until at last, the car pulls 
into the formerly British port city, Kollam.
 At this point, I’ve spent five weeks in the 
province of Kerala, the most Southwestern tip 
of India, and so far I’ve witnessed a world that 
only reaches Westerners in movies like ‘Slum 
Dog Millionaire’. Nevertheless it is impossi-
ble not to encounter everything we associate 
with the third world: people mutilated to beg 
for money, trash stretching as far as the eye 
can wander, homes made of street scraps, and 
packs of dogs pegged to be a part of the year-
ly extermination. Most severely affecting me, 
quite selfishly, however, is the way people treat 
me. For every human connection I forge with 
someone, I come under fire by a hundred oth-
ers who beg me, sexually harass me, and verbal-
ly indicate how little worth I am of. And why? 
For existing as I do: a young female, having a 
strange voice and being neither Indian nor fully 
“white”. Here in India, there is no reason to re-
spect me: not my physical person, property or 
opinion.     
 Much of my time here, however, I have 
spent attacking my own filter of perception, 
tearing it down to absorb my surroundings 
without judgment and perhaps reach a slight-
ly higher comprehension of the world. Yet, this 
belittling treatment has forced my soul to hard-
en and depleted my compassion, the sole thing 
I have to give.  
 In Kollam, my travel companion, Chris, 
and I met a man named Harjeet. Harjeet, with 
his broken English and respectful attitude, sur-
prised me. The Kollam native quickly became 
our new rickshaw tour guide, eager to famil-
iarize us to his city. I felt refreshed to be con-
sidered a person in his company. After several 
experiences across the city, Harjeet offered to 
show us something he never would show other 
Westerners. We agreed to the special experi-
ence. 
 As we reached a rural road, the rickshaw 
came to a stop. A path led us to Harjeet’s ‘rope 
factory’, a lakeside mud pit where eleven or so 
wizened women sat, filthy, with their emaciat-
ed frames fused to the position and exact an-
gle of their work. Their eyes were bloodshot, 
their hair crawling with bugs and their clothing 
served little purpose. Their misery was unlike 
any I had ever seen.
 Their jobs were to beat the exterior of 
rotten coconuts that marinated in the lake until 
the husk-like part came off. This was the ma-
terial skilled workers use to make rope. Unlike 
the skilled workers with their machines, these 
women were special: they were slaves, owned 
by Harjeet. He proudly remarked on this re-
ality, causing Chris and I to freeze. I felt sick 

thinking I had taken comfort in Harjeet’s kind-
ness. It was apparent the women feared him, 
torn between acknowledging me and continu-
ing their work. They feared Chris as well. While 
the men busied themselves elsewhere, I stayed 
with the women, unable to leave them in their 
state. We quickly forged a connection greater 
than language, for we lacked a common one. I 
wondered when they were last treated with re-
spect of this level and I was sure they had nev-
er met a Western woman. Our relationship I 
sensed was one of mutual respect as women. As 
such, there was a strength in that which drew 
us together despite our obvious differences.
 Smiles passed between us as I sat in the 
mud with them and helped pile up their husk fi-
bers. They were pleased by my humility. I asked 
if I could photograph them and demonstrated 
the concept of photography. They responded 

enthusiastically. I spoke to them individually. 
The women allowed me to photograph them in 
their work individually. All of them smiled ear-
to-ear when I showed them their photographs 
on the digital camera. Even the women, who 
had initially been stern, smiled when they saw 
their photos. I felt India’s beauty in their souls. 
I wanted to help them. The urge still crushes 
me.
 In this part of India, which claimed to 
be communist, why wasn’t everyone equal? I 
could not resolve this in my mind. Chris looked 
at me and understood what had transpired with 
the women. When I at last left them, my only 
thought was that they were a few of inevitably 
many. This slavery is surely alive, just upon 
other rural paths, too. I’ve learned palm groves 
can enclose so many secrets.

Photo Credit: Lindsey Rae Unger - for more pictures, please turn to page 5



Continued from first page

 London is such an amaz-
ing place to live. There is always 
something new going on and a mil-
lion ways to keep up with the lat-
est events happening in the city. 
TimeOut magazine, for instance, 
is a perfect example. Aesthetical-
ly speaking, the charm of the city 
resides in its perfect balance be-
tween history and modernity, be-

tween urban and green spaces. So 
you could, in one day, walk from 
the splendour of St. Paul’s Cathe-
dral, to the cutting-edge modern 
sophistication of the Shard, or, 
from the densely populated neigh-
bourhood of Notting Hill to the co-
lourful quietness of the gardens at 
Holland Park. 
 London is moreover a place 
where culture can be freely wit-
nessed both as a spectator of an an-

cient past and as a spectator of an 
ongoing process. The majority of 
London’s museums are free, mean-
ing you could very easily spend an 
entire week staring at a Renoir in 
the National Gallery without hav-
ing your wallet suffering the con-
sequences (on this matter, let me 
advise you to visit the Wallace Col-
lection as well, an unsung hidden 
gem I have just discovered this 
summer north of Oxford Street). 
 Or, you can look out for ex-
hibitions by upcoming artists or 
concerts by emerging bands, which 
are happening pretty much in ev-
ery corner of the city. 
 Studying at King’s College 
was also an immense pleasure. 
From the history of the institution, 
with its prominent alumni such as 
John Keats, Virginia Woolf and Pe-
ter Higgs, to the beauty of its his-
torical buildings such as the Strand 
Campus or the Maughan Library, 
the university offers an incredibly 
stimulating environment to work 
in. 
 The break from John Cabot 
wasn’t particularly abrupt, as 
King’s College also offers a vast 
multi-cultural environment and 
strong academics, and had more 

to do with the bigger dimensions 
of everything, rather than an ad-
aptation to new ways of living the 
university experience. 
 In the end, I am proud to 
say that I did live up to my initial 
intentions to take full advantage 
of my summer adventure. I never 
spent a day locked inside my apart-
ment. I did everything my inten-
sive academic schedule required 
me to do. I savoured and cherished 
every new notion I learned. I nev-
er denied a smile to anyone. I took 
full advantage of everything the 
city had to offer. I embraced and 
admired the local culture. 
 But most importantly, 
something of that culture has 
stayed with me, not to mention the 
wonderful, lifelong, friendships 
that have equally enriched me as a 
person. 
 Words are a poor way to 
describe the wealth that such ex-
periences can bring to our lives, as 
many of my fellow JCU students 
coming from abroad will surely 
know all too well. You just need to 
follow one simple rule: be open to 
the new and the other.

Going Global: My Summer at London’s King’s College
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Federica Brizzi, degree-seeking senior, visiting Notting Hill, London

Leaving New York

By FRANCESCA MIRABILE

 “I hate New York,” MM said. His name was Mickey, but we all 
called him MM, short for Mickey Mouse. “You know how people walk 
the streets with a default angry face?” he used to say. “Well, I have a de-
fault happy face.”
 It was true. MM had a default happy face, along with the high-
pitched voice and larger-than-average ears. He looked, acted, and talk-
ed like Mickey Mouse. There is no place in New York City for Mickey 
Mouse, with the exception of Times Square, of course.
 All the way from Miami, Florida, MM knew he wanted to leave the 
snowy, gray city and go back to his sunny, warm hood. He kept saying he 
was just there for school and nothing more, adding, “I can make money 
in Florida, I don’t need this crazy city.”
 We all knew he wasn’t serious. Nobody is serious about leaving 
New York.
 It’s the air. It’s the thick, gloomy air that pulls you in and nev-
er lets you go. During winter, the heavy, sticky snowflakes fall rapidly 

and cover you from head to toe. Suddenly, you find yourself stuck be-
tween Fifth and Sixth Ave., carefully observing a bunch of inexperienced 
ice-skaters running away from the golden Atlas behind them. You don’t 
know how you got there; you don’t know why you can’t move. 
 New York does that to you.
 Six months in New York is too short a time to see it all, but it’s 
more than enough to fall in love with the city. I used to laugh at MM 
when he said he hated the city. We sat in our art class, discussing un-
realistic future plans, and he always inserted that sentence in our con-
versations. There was no answer to a statement like that – what did he 
know about leaving the tiniest and most insignificant town in the world 
to become one of the tiniest and most insignificant people walking down 
Broadway? 
 I had been there for a few weeks when we had the first of a long 
series of similar conversations. Of course, I did not agree with MM. The 
thought of leaving the city in May left me with a deep sadness. MM said 
it was because I hadn’t been there long enough; I said it was because you 
either love New York or hate it – I loved it.

TRAVELS

Photo Credit: Francesca Mirabile, degree-seeking senior
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Continued from page 4

 Even Rome, the Eternal 
City, cannot compare to the ex-
perience of the “city that never 
sleeps.” My first time strolling 
downtown all by myself was on 
a Monday morning. I had been 
in New York once before, but 
visiting a city is always different 
than really living it. That Monday 
morning, it hit me. The height of 
the skyscrapers slapped my vi-
sion, as I looked up at the gigan-
tic, dark towers watching over 
passers-by. When you are short 
like me, you stop noticing heights 
after a while – everything seems 
taller than you. And, yet, there I 
was, vehemently crushed by the 
buildings of a city that awaits to 
render you smaller and smaller 
each time you take a stroll. 
 New York gives you the an-
onymity to be whoever you want 
to be, whenever you want to, free-
ing you from the ever-demanding 
stares of city-dwellers. No one 
stares at you, but all eyes meet. 
It’s an organized chaos of distract-
ed gazes and autonomous, fast-
paced legs, constantly reminding 
their owners that 24 hours will 
not suffice. On the right days, you 
seem to know everybody. On the 
wrong days, you don’t know a sin-
gle soul. They all look angry, then 

happy, then angry, then happy. 
They all walk too fast, then too 
slow. They all seem to be looking 
at you, then they don’t.
 I always thought about 
MM’s default happy face. I imag-
ined him standing next to the an-
gry businessman at 8:30 A.M. on 
the 6 train, with his world-isolat-
ing earplugs and his veiny hand 
violently gripping the subway 
pole – the image made me giggle 
every time. Millions and millions 
of those businessmen in the gray 
city, but only one happy-faced 
Mickey Mouse, placidly holding 
on while the subway cars raced 
underground. 
 They say that you can’t be 
in New York if you don’t have a 
purpose. MM said it too, “It’s all 
about the go-getters. I’m here to 
get my education and that’s why 
I’m surviving the city.” I won-
dered if I was one of them too. I 
still have no answer to my ques-
tion, but now that I’m back in 
Rome, I know I do have a pur-
pose: going back to the “city that 
never sleeps.” 
 MM graduated May 24. I 
asked him what he intended to do 
with his life. “I got a job in an art 
gallery in Midtown,” he said. “I 
don’t think I’m ever leaving this 
city.”
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Communication Students 
Photographing a Gelato World Tour

By SOFIA MARTUSCELLI

 Two weeks ago, I had one 
of the most exciting experiences 
of my life: being a production as-
sistant for a documentary around 
Italy. 
 My adventure begins at 
Bologna Centrale, where I found 
Geraldine Ghelli’s reassuring and 
happy face welcoming me with 
Seth Chandler, the owner of DCA-
DCPR, and Daniel Lawrence, his 
video assistant. Back at the hotel 
we do a first meeting and they ex-
plain us our main duties. Since 
they don’t speak any Italian, they 
would need us first as interpret-
ers and then as camera helpers. 
The following day we woke up 
early and Chandler showed us the 
shots’ list. Chandler and Lawrence 
had one priority: Carpigiani Gela-
to University, a cultural project 
that aims to sustain the develop-
ment of gelato shops everywhere.
 At the university, we in-
terviewed the president of Carpi-
giani and learned how to use the 
amazing cameras Lawrence and 
Chandler brought from the United 

States. From then on, everything 
was a race. We packed our bags, 
had a quick pranzo and raced 
back to Bologna Centrale, en route 
to Rimini, the place of the Gran 
Finale of the Gelato World Tour. 
The event showcased the 24 best 
gelato artisans in the world, who 
competed to create a top gelato 
flavour. 
 The next three days were 
the most intense. Geraldine and 
I filmed acclaimed gelato artisans 
from across world, including the 
United States, Australia, the Unit-
ed Arab Emirates, and of course, 
Italy. In particular, we followed 
the stories of three North Ameri-
can competitors. We also filmed a 
gelato artisan originally from Mi-
lan, now living in Miami, Stefano 
Versace, discussing his success.
 The final product of the 
documentary on gelato was gor-
geous. Geraldine and I will appear 
in the credits, along with JCU. 
The filmmakers were proud of our 
work. They also told us they were 
confident they will be watching 
our movies in a few years.  

continued from page 3

Last winter, Lindsey Rae Unger, a degree-seeking junior, 
traveled across Asia and photographed human rights 
abuses.

To read an extended version of her story and see more of 
her photographs, go to www.johncabotnews.com.

Witnessing Slavery in the 21st Century

Photo Credit: Sofia Martuscelli, degree-seeking senior
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EDITORIAL BOARD

•	 Thurs., Sept. 18, 12:45-1:30 pm, T24 
International Relations Society presents: “Scotland: In or Out?” 

•	 Thurs., Sept. 18, 8-10 pm, Tiber Cafè 
The Russian Speaking Club presents: Russian Speaking Dinner 

•	 Fri., Sept. 19 at 10 am-1 pm, GG1  
MUN Society presents: First Mock Simulation 

•	 Wed., Sept. 24, 12.45-1.30 pm, G11 
“How to Write About Your Study Abroad Experience” with Professor Dews (sign up to participate) 

•	 Thurs., Sept. 25, 12.45-1.30 pm, GG1 
“How to Write a Resume” with Professor Keenan (sign up to participate) 

•	 Thurs., Sept. 25, 6 pm, GG1 
Grassroots presents: “Movie Screen - The Last Mountain” 

•	 Fri., Sept. 26 
MAKE-UP DAY for Thurs., Nov. 27 (Thanksgiving Holiday) 

•	 Fri., Nov. 7, 10 am-3 pm, Aula Magna 
Fall ‘14 Career Fair  
(email careerservices@johncabot.edu to participate)

EVENTS

Welcome, Class of 2018! Photo Credit: Student Services


