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MAY ,13  2011 

By Mills Horton 

        Halfway through the fall 

2010 semester it was announced 

that there would be significant 

changes made to the school calen-

dar for the next two years. When 

the finalized calendar was re-

leased the reaction from the stu-

dent body was mixed.  

     In the spring of 2010 inquiries 

began to be made about changing 

the school calendar. A survey was 

conducted online to find out what 

students, faculty, and staff 

thought about the options sug-

gested for the changes to the cal-

endar. In total, 251 students, fac-

ulty, and staff completed the sur-

vey and left comments and con-

cerns about the upcoming 

changes. 

     The school year will begin a 

week later in order to accommo-

date students with summer jobs 

and students and faculty with 

children, who would ordinarily 

have to come up with an extra 

week of daycare. I’m sure there 

won’t be many complaints about 

the school year beginning a week 

later. The real source of conflict 

has been and will be in the elimi-

nation of the two week long 

breaks during each semester. The 

breaks in the fall have been re-

placed with a two day Columbus 

Day break and a shortened 

Thanksgiving break. In the spring 

the first break has been shortened 

into a two day Presidents Day 

break and the second break re-

mains, traditionally, a weeklong 

spring break. The spring semester 

will end a week earlier and 

graduation will be before Memo-

rial Day weekend. 

     There are justifications on both 

sides for the changes that were 

made to the calendar. The semes-

ter breaks are looked forward to 

by a large number of students and 

faculty. It’s a time for some to 

catch up on homework, get 

needed sleep, spend time with 

family, make extra money by 

working extra hours, or to simply 

have fun and relax. Out of the 

thirty SUNY community colleges 

twenty-nine already have modi-

fied breaks and the new calendar. 

While assimilating to the other 

SUNY school calendars provides 

a cohesive arrangement in the 

system, the breaks have been a 

unique aspect that set Corning 

apart from other schools. A par-

ticipant in the online survey com-

mented, “I know that some stu-

dents who have children disagree 

with the current calendar, how-

ever, I feel that the calendar 

works as it is currently. This al-

lows for a few breaks to catch up 

on homework and study, it does-

n’t overwhelm the student and I 

strongly feel that the time frame 

of when classes start and end are 

very appropriate. If it were my 

personal choice, the calendar 

would stay as it is now.” 

     The breaks can cause incon-

veniences for parents who have 

children in school and are trying 

to plan trips with their families. 

One survey participant com-

mented, “As a mother of a school 

age child…I would appreciate the 

college looking at coordinating 

our breaks with the local school 

district breaks. I have found that I 

have to miss two classes per se-

mester due to vacations during 

school breaks that I don’t want to 

miss with my family.”  The stu-

dent population is one that is var-

ied and has an array of needs and 

questions about the school calen-

dar, professors have also 

had concerns over the se-

mester breaks. One com-

ment said, "There is a large 

attrition factor after break 

weeks. Some students get 

used to no classes and de-

cide to keep it that way. I 

think an ideal semester 

would have some long 

weekends. There is just no 

need for two week-long 

breaks in a 15 or 16 week 

semester. I really don’t get 

that. We are here to edu-

cate. We should do what 

enhance success, not what 

has been tradition, unless 

that tradition is education-

ally sound.” 

          The final decision on 

the new calendar was voted 

on by a committee that ana-

lyzed the data of the online 

survey and voiced their own 

opinions about the possible 

calendar changes. I am a 

part of a class that is ana-

lyzing statistical data and 

for our final class project. 

We are analyzing the results 

of the online survey to 

make sure that there are no 

discrepancies in the re-

search, that it is easy to un-

derstand, and that there are 

representations of different 

student, faculty, and staff 

demographics. Whatever 

the data says, the final deci-

sion about the school calen-

dar has been made and 

sometimes change is 

needed in order to learn 

what works best for every-

one. 

Do You Want to Take a Break? 



    In the last few semesters here at 

Corning Community College, there 

have been great changes in efforts con-

cerning wellness. The new regulations 

on smoking, the addition of several 

new classes and most impressively the 

completion of the new wellness center, 

have all shown our current dean’s dedi-

cation to improving student’s health.  

    In these final weeks of his term we 

all turn and wonder how incoming Dr. 

Katherine Douglas will continue the 

progress. A step backwards however 

has arisen or more like several have 

been situated in campus buildings; I 

am talking about the vending ma-

chines. They are a handy solution for 

students under a lot of stress especially 

around finals time, but when there are 

very few healthy options it can lead to 

bad eating habits.  

    Over snacking becomes a problem 

when we lose awareness of what we are 

consuming. Many items in our vending 

machines contain over 500 calories per 

serving, which is the equivalent of a 

meal. Countless studies have shown 

that people respond to accessibility, so 

if more nutritious and filling snacks 

were in the vending machines maybe it 

could positively influence our other 

health choices. 

     Vending machines can be a positive 

addition to any school campus; they 

offer a cheaper alternative to cafeteria 

food. They can also be more accessible 

in class and less distracting than a ham-

burger and fries. But without the benefit 

of any nutrition, some items are not 

helpful in any way. So what is an easy 

solution? Simply introduce healthier 

options like many other schools.     

    H.U.M.A.N healthy vending ma-

chines have created success after suc-

cess of improved eating in local 

schools. The best part is these are 

healthy and delicious snacks that cost 

the same and will give you the energy 

needed to get through those long 

school hours. The sad truth is that 1 in 

3 people in Stueben and Chemung 

county is overweight and at high risk 

of heart problems. Small efforts like 

new options and more exercise can 

radically improve our statistics. With 

all the recent controversy over a pos-

sible full smoking ban, it seems coun-

terproductive to continue to sell these 

snacks next semester. Keep in mind 

when making a selection what you’re 

putting into your body and how it af-

fects you daily.  

Please Make a Selection 
By Zoe Swanton 
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     When I first drove down Madison 

Avenue in Elmira, New York I went un-

der a small overpass and saw nothing 

extraordinary. I was invited to attend a 

jazz show at Green Pastures, a small jazz 

club in Elmira that I had never heard of. I 

was promised something special, a dia-

mond in the rough of a nondescript resi-

dential neighborhood. I parked my car on 

the street and was confused by my direc-

tions. All I saw was another house, 

painted a pale shade of key lime pie 

green, with no shutters, and a gravel 

driveway packed full of cars. It was still 

light outside when I arrived and there 

were no signs declaring that this house 

was Green Pastures. But, the driveway 

and crammed side streets were enough of 

a clue that this was the place.  

    I walked up a set of unassuming front 

porch steps and entered into what was 

once a family room, packed to the edges 

with tables and chairs and people. Imme-

diately upon entering I encountered a 

man sitting on a stool, he introduced 

himself as Howard Coleman Sr., the 

owner of Green Pastures. He pointed to 

his son Howard Jr. behind the bar, he 

was serving drinks and animatedly talk-

ing to the customers. He told me his wife 

was in the kitchen preparing the fried 

chicken dinner that they served every 

Wednesday and Sunday on live jazz 

nights. 

    I was immediately taken in by the 

scents coming from the kitchen and the 

people who were sitting at their “usual” 

tables. There was a row of chairs against 

a wall directly parallel from the stage and 

the women sitting in them seemed to be 

the elite amongst the regulars. One 

woman wore a black velvet fastener on 

her head and the other had her hands 

clasped tightly around her red pocket 

book. These women meant business and 

were here specifically to listen to jazz.  

    I found myself wandering along the 

bar and spotted an empty table right near 

the jukebox. I was flipping through its 

selection of music when I heard my 

name called out. The first member of the 

group I was meeting took a seat at the 

table and ordered a drink, as I sipped on 

water. The rest of our group arrived and 

we spent the next twenty minutes talking 

and laughing over misunderstandings, 

stories, and upcoming plans over the 

break. 

    We were interrupted by the first blares 

of a warm up trumpet and soft tapping on 

a drum set. The band was beginning to 

play and this was the moment I had been 

waiting for the most. I have a jazz heart. 

I crave its sweet, sad, rapturous melodies 

when I wake up in the morning and fall 

asleep to a jazz funk beat. It had been 

ages since I had last heard good, live 

jazz. The Walter White group stared to 

play and I was dropped into the twenties. 

Duke Ellington was at the piano and 

smoke filled the room. Lithe bodies 

draped in silk and across one another 

shimmied and hunched to the varying 

beats. I was in Harlem and I was in 

heaven. 

    I opened my eyes during a change to a 

ballad. The women parallel from where 

the band was playing sat with their eyes 

closed, rocking their heads back and 

forth. Small contented smiles pulled at 

the corners of their lips. This was good 

jazz. They brought it home and the 

women opened their eyes and 

began to clap and yell, “You got it. You 

got it.” The band took a break and I was 

brought back by the wafting smell of 

sweet potatoes from the kitchen.  I or-

dered a plate of the dinner and received it 

in ten minutes. This food was true home 

cooking; fried chicken, green beans, and 

sweet potatoes. It was delicious and fill-

ing and went with the atmosphere. Au-

thentic home 

cooking can 

only be done 

in a home and 

that’s what 

Green Pas-

tures is. The 

Coleman’s 

live upstairs 

and run their 

business out 

of the down-

stairs of their 

home; the 

way they’ve 

been doing it 

for years and 

years. 

    Howard Sr. is a man who has 

been places and seen many things. 

His eyes are filled with stories 

from his past and each one is 

gilded in beloved nostalgia. As our 

group was getting ready to leave, 

Howard Sr. was sitting at the bar 

and telling stories to the people 

who stayed after the band finished 

playing. He was telling the story of 

the year he went to the Chicago 

Jazz Festival. Ray Charles was 

playing and the streets were filled 

with people. He ran upon the 

throngs of people so he could 

make the showing of his perform-

ance. This was the highlight of my 

evening. The jazz was wonderful 

and refreshing, but hearing about 

Howard Sr.’s past, about a time 

when real jazz lived in the flesh 

and learning about it from some-

one who was there was priceless. 

    Green Pastures is a special 

place; one where locals meet and 

newcomers are made to feel wel-

come and at home. The people are 

friendly and authentic; they go to 

connect and to hear great music. 

The music was soulful and won-

derful; Walter White and his band 

know how to play with a special 

mix of swing and tenderness. The 

food and smell of it complete the 

buffet for the senses. Green Pas-

tures is a place I will return to over 

and over and remember as a part of 

my own nostalgic past. 

Jazz on My Mind 

By Mills Horton 
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