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Personal article

     It was the night of the 2006 Delaware County Community College Awards Banquet at 

the Drexelbrook Corporate Center. I sat alone, wearing a dark blue dinner jacket and 

brown khakis, surrounded by table guests I didn't know. Those on the newspaper staff, 
with whom I expected to be sitting, were at their own table in my diagonal of vision 

to the upper right of the ballroom. But both parties, me included (but just a bit more 

uneasily), were awaiting the arrival of our editor-mentor of the past two years.
     At about 7:15 p.m., Bonnie McMeans entered in her blue dress and black pointed-toe 

shoes when we were all beginning our appetizers. But before she walked over to her 

newspaper staff, she knelt down next to me and rubbed my back "hello." Reflecting on 

my hardships as one of her writers, she was silently saying she understood me and 

appreciated my hard work. Although I didn't receive an award that night (or have a 
group picture in the student newspaper, I was finally appreciated for how far I'd come.      
     Feet were everywhere; I had to keep pace with the traffic between narrow walkways 

lined with professors' cubicles. Like Hermes, I was hurled unwillingly into the mortal 

chaos to do the bidding of my sometimes overbearing journalism instructor Bonnie 

McMeans (Zeus). And like Apollo, I had to run faster than anybody if I was to write the 

article for which the newspaper staff of Delaware County Community College's The 

Communitarian were counting on me .
     I was no longer under the aegis of people I felt that comfortable being around as I was 
six years ago, when my staff members were my roommates and neighbors, or even three 

summers ago, when I shadowed a Philadelphia Inquirer reporter. College is competitive.

     But self-reliance is so rewarding it can become an addiction at the sacrifice of 
everything else. I asserted I wanted to be a journalist three summers ago, but I 

became more resolute after putting my newfound skills to the test, which wasn't always 

easy. A passion can develop into an obsession.
     Just when I thought I was finished reporting my first story, I was told what every 

newsman fears. "Professor Henley wants to talk to you," Assistant Professor of English 

Bonnie McMeans said at my first newspaper layout meeting. "You confused Regina C. 

with Regina M."
     I reluctantly trudged away at the end of the day to face my destiny. What I got was a 
mouthful, to which I gave multiple apologies. New to journalism, I tried to be gracious. 

Rule #1: A journalist is a member of society who needs to respect authority with 
humility.
     And so began my foray into journalism, a profession that has molded my life.

     I made more enemies than friends when writing for the student newspaper at Delaware 
County Community College. Some were retrospectively obvious: A professor who was 
president of the Tenure Committee said he couldn't help me after I implied a meeting 
with the dean could take priority if she contacted me sooner. After all, reporting is 
high-pressured. Unfortunately, my sources seemed displaced from my stress while 
stroking their own importance. He said, probably rather smugly, that he could make my 
life difficult. Another source falsely accused me of misquoting him after my story had 
been published. When I offered him my script, typed after every interview, he backed 
down. Rule #2: A journalist has to question authority, which sources don't always like 
and so makes the lowly newspaperman more distrustful.

     When the dean wasn't in her office for a few days, I was fed up after having seen the 

consequences: My "unethical" e-mail to the tenure committee president was the subject 
of discussion of an entire journalism class and sources who thought I was approaching an 

article in a biased way told my professor. My professionalism was questioned, and I was 

fed up.

      In a desperate attempt to stop sources from taking advantage of me, I left a message 

one night on the dean's office phone. I went something like this: "I take my job seriously, 

and I hope you would, too. I try to uphold high standards, but I only seem to get flack for 

it I don't deserve from people like you." Later, another apology--this time in a 

handwritten letter--by me (after my professor had doubtless again been told of my actions 

by the dean and her boss).

      At Penn State, I am a member of the campus' "Society of Professional Journalists 

(SPJ)" chapter. The majority of sources--even former Enron executive Lynn Brewer-- are 
more cooperative, but I learn from any lambasting myself. My journalism professors have 
recommended me to SPJ and a breakfast with investigative reporter for "The Washington 

Post" Dana Priest. Good things come to those who wait.

     Maybe my previous fear bested me, but I still believe it's beneficial to avoid getting 
too close to people in the spirit of true, objective journalism and clean reporting. In and 

out without a complicating hitch. I've seen the positive results, no matter how much my 

sources may hate me afterward. Like Greek historians Herodotus and Thucydides, I 

strive to enlighten society with an accurate and impartial picture of the world. In so 

doing, maybe I'll inspire a nation of cynics to believe in the profession once again.  
