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Welcome to the �8th issue of Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2008.  Congratulations to the students, faculty, staff and alumni 
who are winners of this year’s contest!  Your work has been judged as the best in the genres of musical composition, visual art 
and writing.  Please enjoy the pages that follow, as well as the electronic version of WFAM 2008, which is accessible on Lewis 
University’s web site through the directory, where you can not only see this magazine online but you can hear the beautiful, 
award-winning music.

Winners of the contest were selected from three genres (musical composition, visual art and writing), with numerous 
subcategories for visual art and writing.  For the visual art genre, the judging was updated this year to reflect current practices in 
art competitions.  Typically, there is only one First Place winner or “Best in Show” in an art contest, along with one Second Place 
and one Third Place winner. Thus, all of the subcategories are judged together.  For example, photography is in competition with 
painting and drawing, etc.  By adopting that same practice, WFAM 2008 has one First Place, one Second Place, and one Third 
Place winner along with numerous Honorable Mention awards. Instructor Leslie Colonna of the Art Department is confident 
that this is the best practice for evaluating the contest’s art entries. 

The musical composition and writing winners were awarded prizes based upon the possibility of First, Second, Third Place and 
Honorable Mention.  Most importantly, the judges for music, visual art and writing had discretion to eliminate an award if they 
selected to do so.  Many thanks to the judges in all the genres whose keen eyes, expertise and devotion to WFAM 2008 made the 
production of the magazine such a success!

A special thanks to the President of Lewis University, Br. James Gaffney, FSC, and the Dean of the College of Arts and Sciences, 
Angela Durante.  It is because of them that Lewis University continues to recognize and honor the creative talents and visions 
of those within the Lewis community.  Without their support, a magazine that displays diversity, contemporary thinking and 
technology, association within the community and among the genres, and the sharing of knowledge and talents would not be a 
part of Lewis.

In reiteration, congratulations to all the winners in WFAM 2008!  You have pursued your dreams of becoming published artists, 
and your accomplishments are a source of inspiration and growth for all—in print and beyond . . .

Asst. Prof. ther ese Jones   

 A letter from the editor
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 First Place 
— In the Attic — 

 Garrett Castello

In the Attic
Continued

©2007 Garrett Castello
All Rights Reserved

Written by Garrett CastelloIn the Attic

©2007 Garrett Castello
All Rights Reserved
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  Second Place
— Study in Percussion— 

  John Conley

Study in Percussion
Continued
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  Second Place
— Tribute to Zarathustra’s Animals— 

  Quincy Wright
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  Third Place
— The Man With No Pain— 

  Thomas Zalduendo

The Man With No Pain
Continued

The Man with No Pain
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All Rights Reserved
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All Rights Reserved
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  First Place
— Untitled— 

  Jamie LaFevers

yellow.
 hollow fellow does
 your saunter in the
 jaunt of your haunting
 coat-tails burn your throat?

 aquarius stare &
 schizo-mambo hips
 shoe shine & tap
 tapping top hat

 sunshine in your eye
 more orange – a dowry
 dime – a cappella
 acoustics under wet umbrella

 how do you do it
 heron junkie
 fowl mouthed jesus
 freak, dandy-lion.

blue.
 I caught your hip slip
 Your azul rural
 Sugar lips, made a 
 Steady hand stampede

 Psychoactive survivor
 Born & fed in boys town
 Twilight Miranda rights
 Back of a taxi cab

 Penny liquor
 Pace-maker, your
 Chastity panties
 Berry stained stairs

 You grew teacups
 In the woodman’s bramble
 Wolfed it down
 Hung the hatchet on your mantle.

  First Place
— Like Medusa— 

  -- after Homan’s “Like the Devil”
  Elizabeth Weber

She can make love with her eyes,
breathe with the sorrow of onions
and think mine-mine-mine
with her hands as she squeezes
words from me like an open thesaurus.
She winks like Medusa,
all electron shock and snake-eyed
dice.  Washes me on reef-tops
as if my lungs are a raft,
her heart, keeling.
I surface, sputter starfish,
a merman beached
on her iris of sky.
She licks her lips,
and dreams it so.
Merciless, she carves.
Giggle and spurn, this
sexpot.  This curator.
An artisan who stipples my spine
with ice-tipped nails, licks the salt
off my chest with one hand
holding the chisel.
Ay! She’s hermosa, peligrosa.
She conquers pristine, marble,
and queen.  Splits
the arrow in the bull’s-eye
every time, this Robin hooded cobra.
She leads me down statue-studded corridors.
Mine-mine-mine.
She who makes love with her eyes
will never blink.

student Poetry
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  Honorable Mention
— Pause—  

  Nicholas Prince 
          shot
back across I flourished.
Crushed flows.  I wander through this unforeseen moment
wondering where dawn ends and day begins

My ecclesiastical legions surmount and wane.
Unhinged brain that is clouded fought the plan which 
was too plain.                    Shame.
The pleasant scent was soured and lost.

My mother’s hands strike                   soft
stuck in blank thought.
Off, my errs run bluntly across cracked ground
screaming sorry for months.

My pitch fails.                   F***.
Now forward march on 
crutches
stutter step toward tomorrow.

  Honorable Mention
— Cherry— 

  Nicole Smith

Just call me extra virgin olive oil
“Hold the pickle please”

I’m an untapped Holy Grail
Yes, I’m the Holy Grail
…of virgin tail

You can call me weird
Or call me a prude
Or even call me sweetie
But don’t you dare even think
Of calling me to bed…

You act the part of a king sized mattress
But face it I’m a single

You can’t pop the cork on my champagne
Or run my bases
I won’t let you dance the tango with me
Just leave my flowers in their vases

  Second Place
— The Four Worlds of Wine— 

  Renae Habenschuss
 
My body is a palace.
placid with emeralds, born in barrels
wrapped with lace
laying in icebergs: bathing in cellars
waiting till I am- 
Splinter plucked
spun open with a silver pick 
casting a tart taste, I am red-
Tongued by wet lips and kissing glass
lingered by lurching torches, warm as fresh sweat
open mouthed 
licking the dim ends of fresh squeezed plum berries, poison 
berries-
Milking warm bodies 
dancing at the frolic pad: up against the pavement
I go pop in the cool of the night.

— Third Place— 
Destroying yourself for Love that’s already Dead

After Jess’s “Martha promise receives lead belly, 1935”
Jasmine Pacheco

if your woman turns away from affair
when she comes back like the thrown fist
and you the pained sore,
when she comes back with lies in her trail
and vodka lingering from her breath, 
you make sure she doesn’t speak. 
 
you have to make the recent kisses and locked doors forgotten
but anxious, hoping for her decision like a praying child
she now loves in a new way, sloppy and desperate
he rubbed his unfaithfulness on her skin and hypnotized her
walked her blindfolded into imaginary jewel colored paradise
 
you need to erase the lick kissed lipstick
from nameless fingers, wash away the nights apart
from them until now, pursue love’s evil aim
at her will, burn infidelity and maroon bruises
from the past and the jagged, 
the truth and hopefulness,
your real love and this.
 
you need to love right that lost heart
inside your imagination, his bed and her
lust and sweat and add that to the fire,
and when you come back to now
tell her you want her
and love her
like he did.

  Honorable Mention
— Boilin’ Be Sunday Afternoon— 

  Michelle Moody

Boilin’ be Sunday afternoon.
He beseeched his featherbed,
As she boiled baby bottles. 
As she decapitated lemons,
She boiled turtle soup,
As the phonograph bounced off of the linoleum squares.
As she boiled baby bottles,
She beseeched petals from her garden.
As she boiled turtle soup,
As she became skirmish,
She remembered his gruff whiskers.
He reeked of lemons and tequila.
Boilin’ be Sunday afternoon.
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VisuAl Art cAtegory

  Faculty, Staff and Alumni Photography 
  Honorable Mention   
— Flight— 

  Dr. Paul Kaiser  Student Sculpture 
 Honorable Mention

— Design Exercise— 
 Julie Fontanetta

 Student Photography
 Honorable Mention 

— Home Flourishes— 
 Lauren Necesario

 Student Computer Graphics 
 Honorable Mention 

— Stair Concept— 
 Katie Ryan

 First Place
— Bless Me, Rabbi— 

 Dr. George Miller

This strange woman approached me at my Aunt Freda’s 85th birthday party and blabbed: Bless me, rabbi.

I am not a rabbi, lady. In fact, I flunked out of Hebrew School on five separate occasions. Here’s what I wrote on my final exam 
circa �970.

First question: what is a Jewish star? My answer: Barbara Streisand. Question number two: what did Moses part? I say: his hair. 
Last question: what does the Angel of Death do for a living? My answer: how the hell would I know—am I his accountant?

Look, lady, I’m not a rabbi. I don’t know nothing about nothing. I can’t bless you.

Then she says: I have been raped and I have no reason for living. I need you to bless me.

How could I turn her down? I’m not heartless. So right there at my Aunt Freda’s 85th birthday party, I riffed a blessing like you 
wouldn’t believe. . . .

The only shame involved in what happened to you—is that this society does want to say the word (rape), to say it happens (rape), 
to say it happens like smog happens over Los Angeles (rape), to say it is an epidemic and plague (rape).

Blame tight pants; blame halter-tops; blame Sue Johansen; blame women for having hips and breasts.

For those who say it doesn’t happen in nice families, I say look at your own family: at that grandmother who was 
institutionalized; at the cousin everybody affectionately refers to as DA SLUT; at that aunt on your mother’s—or maybe it’s your 

father’s—side of the family everybody talks about in hushed tones because she hung herself in �987.

Honey, you got to keep you head up and dance—be as light as a feather in a summer breeze—and dance. Never let your feet 
touch the ground and dance!

You are as pure as the heavens and earth when God created them.
You are as whole as a circle, 360 degrees, not one degree less.
You are as beautiful as a mountain peak in dazzling sunlight.

You ask for a blessing.
You don’t need a blessing.

You are the blessing.
You bless us all

Because you rose above the fall.
You are an exemplar
Of the divine law:

Purity of spirit above all!
You are an inspiration

Because you are a survivor. . . .

When I finished my blessing, she had gathered over her girlfriends and said: Girls, girls, come over here and get blessed.

I am not a rabbi. I am not a rabbi. Jesus H. Christ, I am not a rabbi.

I know you’re not a rabbi. You’re a Hebrew School dropout. But I really didn’t need a rabbi. All I needed was a blessing. And a 
pure heart is enough for that.

fAculty, stAff And Alumni  Poetry
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  Student Painting
  Honorable Mention 

— Christmas Crystal—  
  Kristen Holding

  Student Painting
  Honorable Mention 

— Vase of Flowers—  
  Amber King 

  Student Painting
  Honorable Mention 

— Untitled—  
  Jovana Torres  

  Student Drawing 
  Honorable Mention

— Design Exercise— 
  Meredith Crowder
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  Student Computer Graphics 
  Honorable Mention

— The Sunset Flower— 
  Margaret Wnek

  Student Drawing 
  Honorable Mention 

— After Cezanne— 
  Andrea Slaughter

 Student Drawing 
 First Place

— Itty-Bitty Interior— 
  Kristen Holding

  Student Drawing 
  Honorable Mention

— Itty-Bitty Interior— 
  Kristen Holding
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  Second Place
— Our 9/11 Couch— 

  Dr. George Miller
 
My wife finally gave me permission to get rid of the big green sectional couch. Not the whole couch; only �/3 of it; the part with 
the sleeper we never used. Nobody actually made it through the night on the sleeper, even a family friend—who washed down 
an Ambien with a shot of whiskey that submerged her into a quasi-coma—complained she could feel the springs nibbling on her 
intestines. Every other month it seemed we tried to return this section of the couch because anybody who sat on the cushions 
slowly sank into children until their knees were at eye level. Couch specialists from the furniture equivalent of the Sorbonne with 
little flashlights and Master’s Degrees in circumlocution repeatedly came out to diagnose the problem, but they never admitted 
a deeper structural problem and only recommended replacing the cushions.  New cushions; same sinking feeling. At one point, 
I threatened to load the couch on a Ryder truck and drop it into one of their showrooms, proclaiming: “This couch is a piece 
of crap—don’t buy their pieces of crap!” I considered this a veiled threat—they considered it empty. My wife said to wait until 
someone helped me to move it, but I refused to wait. I had my chance and she—a packrat who ran the legislative, executive, and 
judiciary branches of our household—would soon become nostalgic and want to hold on to it just like she held on to everything. 
As I turned the green leather monstrosity on its side to fit in through the door, I remember the day we got the couch: 9/��/�00�. 
On the day we got the couch, my one daughter sat above the sleeper and told us she had been raped. Whenever people got sick, 
they lay on the soft sinking side of the sectional, such as when my older daughter had her wisdom teeth out; the younger her 
tonsils; me when I had my vasectomy. The dogs slept there and never bitched about the sinking feeling. “You can’t get that out 
the door,” my wife told me. “Wait for Jim to come home—he’ll help you.” She didn’t know that I had excommunicated Jim 
from my church because he voted for Bush twice. This part of the couch had served its purpose and having served its purpose 
could now be kicked to the curb with the rest of the Friday trash. I couldn’t wait to see the green sectional being hoisted, tilted, 
and plopped into the bin and hear the grinding of the gears and the crushing of the wood and metal. I knew exactly where the 
remains would go too. They would go to Trash Mountain, the highest and only peak in our flat Illinois town. The garbage truck 
squeaked down the street and I decided to follow it for a while. It picked up chairs, tables, bookcases, carpets, a dining room 
table—pieces that had become disabled in some way and thus expendable. When do things really become expendable? Some 
of the stuff looked pretty good—why were they getting rid of good stuff? Maybe we had gotten rid of the couch too soon. The 
dogs still liked it and it was a good place for people to convalesce. It was such a piece of crap we didn’t care whether anybody 
spilled anything on it. Grape juice—fine. Mustard—fine. Nail polish remover—fine. Now I was practically tailgating the truck 
and the mustached driver was looking out his rearview mirror at me, but I continued to follow it to Trash Mountain, from whose 
peak unlike the Sears Tower you could not see four states on a clear day but if you got to just the right spot, you could see the 
town hall and three McDonald’s golden arches. “Au revoir,” I said as the truck bee-lined toward the top. My wife interrupted my 
poignant moment with a siren ring on the cell: “Where the hell are you?” “Watching the sun set.” “It’s noon.” “It’s a metaphor.” 
“That’s life.” “It’s death.” “It’s time for you to come home.”

  Third Place
— I’m Not a Ghost Anymore— 

  Dr. George Miller

I was born directly in the path of my father’s nervous breakdown.
A seagull in an oil slick. For the first ten years of my life he was a zombie.

A deer’s head mounted on a pogo stick; eyes deep and dead in their sockets; a snowman’s coal cavities. He sat in the same 
slumped way (every day) in his black chaise. He spoke only once or twice a year like an automated teller in roid rage: “If I ever 

see him again I’ll run him down with my car and then back over him to make sure he’s dead.” Then he turned back into a 
zombie again and looked right past me. You don’t really have a father when all he does is look right past you. When I said I had a 
pain in my stomach, he looked right past me. When I bled all over the bed, he looked right past me. When I went to the hospital 

to have my ovary removed, he looked right past me. All I wanted was a father who’d tell me to clean up my room and do my 
homework. All I wanted was a father who’d sit on the couch and watch reruns of Full House with me. All I wanted was a father 

who’d tell me I was the most beautiful little girl in the world. And all he did was look right past me.

Then just yesterday the strange man I never knew looked right at me and said: “Make your bed; wash your clothes;
unload the dishwasher; finish your homework; wipe the dogs’ paws; and

come over here and give me a hug—and
don’t look so sad. I’m not a ghost anymore. I’m your Dad.”
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  Student Drawing 
  Second Place

— Political Vomit—  
  Katie Ryan

  Student Painting
  Honorable Mention

— Untitled— 
  Yaw Boateng

  Student Painting
  Third Place

— Untitled—  
  Yaw Boateng
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so many filters – it could be seen through a feminist, sophist, or racist eye and come out with three different predictions of why 
a certain visual element or word was used based on their “filter.”  The following is an example of how a “filter” operates with a 
Marxist screening of the film Erin Brockovich.  
 Marxism, developed by Karl Marx, is a theory stating that our society is split into a class system that influences the 
social, economical, and political aspects of society.  This is a constant struggle between the increasing lower class and the higher 
class who holds most of the power and dominates society.  The film Erin Brockovich takes a look at a lower class individual 
struggling to provide for herself and her children who becomes involved in a lawsuit with the powerful, higher-class executives of 
a water plant.  Visual elements as well as dialogue display the class and power division that are still in existence today.
 This film proves that not only is there a class division based on wealth, but that lower class citizens are treated more 
poorly than citizens of the higher class.  The film revolves around Erin Brockovich, a lower-class citizen.  The visual elements 
of the movie clearly label her as lower-class.  She is unemployed, has three children, and has been married and divorced twice.  
She smokes cigarettes and uses vulgar language throughout the film.  This is a distinction in classes because cursing is not used 
in the wealthier classes and today, besides cigars, men and women are not seen smoking generic cigarettes.  Her untidy hair and 
urban outfits complete the picture of a lower-class woman.  Her lifestyle also portrays the average lower-class citizen.  Foods 
shown in the film are generic peas and macaroni and cheese.  The table is littered with final notices on bills and the occasional 
bugs that are found on the floor.  The visual elements of this film set the stage for a class division 
 As a class system, the lower class citizens, although more in numbers, are overpowered by the fewer high class citizens.  
The high-class citizens often gain rights and privileges over the lower class, which are treated with less respect and fall victim to 
stereotypes.  In the film, a court proceeding takes place after Erin gets in an accident involving a high-powered doctor.  Though 
it is clear that Erin was the victim in this accident, she is shown as the one at fault because of her class.  After the defense 
attorney against her discovers that she is $�7,000 in debt and has two ex-husbands, he states that “a doctor in a Jacquar must 
look like a pretty good meal ticket.”  The stereotypes assume that lower class people are just out for money, but they fail to 
recognize the CEOs who have stolen millions from their own employees.  The defense attorney accuses her of being at fault for 
the accident, stating it was impossible for a doctor to be at fault – “A doctor, who spends his days saving lives was the one out of 
control?”  The doctor is of the higher class, so his mistakes are overseen because of his wealth and profession.  Erin realizes that 
by this time, she will not win the case – “You said I had a shot…I had no shot!”  The social class system manipulates people into 
believing that because Erin was of lower class, she could not have been the victim.
 The actual life of Erin behind the stereotypes is shown to the audience to demonstrate to them that some stereotypes 
are not true.  Erin is shown to be a good mother who puts her children first and becomes very upset when she finds things 
like bugs in her house – “What kind of person lives like this?  What kind of person lets her kids run around in a place that is 
crawling with insects?”  We, as observers, see that she is not lazy but actually very persistent in trying to find employment.  This 
brings up another issue with class division.  Because she was unable to gain a good education at a young age and now cannot 
afford to go back and gain an education, she is stuck in a society that refuses to help her.  We see her attempts to find jobs, 
but all prerequisites require that she have experience – experience gained through education.  The one job she is able to get is 
through begging her former attorney who lost her case in the car accident, and even then, she receives less pay than the other 
employees and no benefits.  

She is looked down upon by the other office workers – particularly by the women.  These women are not from the 
upper class but the working middle class, yet they still treat her as someone lower than themselves, even refusing to invite her to 
their “girls lunch.”  Her boss, Ed, brings up an issue that the other women of the office have with her, even though they know 
nothing about her. “You may want to rethink your wardrobe a little. Some of the girls are a little uncomfortable because of what 
you wear.”  Because she is of lower-class, she uses her body to get what she wants, and is not intelligent enough to accomplish 
things on her own.  She wears shorter skirts and tighter tops instead of the business suit of the middle and upper class.  None of 
her outfits are very revealing, but the other office workers seem to believe that she wears outfits to attract other men, including 
her boss.  They show their intimidation by refusing to help her – “Erin, you’ve been here long enough. If you don’t know how to 
do your job by now, I’m not about to do it for you.”  Her status in society affects her even after she becomes employed.  By not 
being employed, she becomes the stereotype of a lazy, non-working mother.  By being employed, she becomes the person who 
only received the job through flirting with her boss.
 After discovering a link between the sickness of the residents of Hinckley and the toxins that PG&E, a major 
corporation in the area, contaminated the water with, she is briefly fired from her job.  While investigating, her boss came to the 
conclusion that she was out partying and declared that his office wasn’t “the right place” for someone like her.  “You were gone.  
I assumed you were off having fun.  You look like someone who has a lot of fun.”  It is not until she uncovers a huge cover-up 
that she is able to gain her job back.  Her boss then starts treating her with respect because he realizes the hard-working and 
intelligent person beneath the lower-class image that she portrays.  

  First Place
— Glorious Risk—  

  Kevin Magas

 Contemplating suicide, Hamlet claims that “to be or not to be” is the ultimate question for man (Tillich and Unamuno 
��).  Hamlet’s grief stems from the possibility that there is an immortal soul, that death is not a peaceful end, but an uncertain 
beginning.  Indeed, the question of an immortal soul has both haunted and intrigued mankind throughout history. However, 
simply because man has contemplated the subject so constantly does not mean the soul must be immortal.  Instead, Tillich 
and Unamuno identify man’s condition of anxiety and hunger for immortality as a basis for belief in the soul’s immortality.  
Even though there is a risk that man’s dream of immortality is an illusion, faith in the immortal soul allows man to confront 
existential anxiety and live in hope.
 While we may fear many things in life, from animals to the future, anxiety is a completely different phenomenon.  
Whereas fear has a “definite object,” anxiety’s object “is the negation of every object (�0-��).  In other words, fear is something 
tangible able to be dealt with, while anxiety remains “the existential awareness of nonbeing” (�0).  The questions of anxiety 
constantly buffet us.  What happens after I die?  Does my soul continue on or is there nothingness? Tillich claims anxiety 
about nonbeing can only be met once anxiety is given a face, an object, to become fear.  Then, once anxiety is given an object 
of fear, “love in the sense of participation can conquer fear” (��).  Thus, faith in the immortal soul allows man to see beyond 
his awareness of “one’s finitude as finitude” (�0). Because man’s soul is immortal, he challenges the anxiety of nonbeing with 
the defiance that his consciousness will always be.  Critics may claim that simply because an immortal soul helps us deal with 
anxiety about the possibility of nothingness, it does not mean such a thing exists.  After all, they claim, it may point to a human 
defense mechanism coming from our basic desire to preserve our life.  Even so, Tillich’s theological position allows man to face 
the greatest questions in life that may weigh us down.  While not “proving” the concept of an immortal soul, Tillich’s concept 
of courage and trust in ourselves is helpful on a human level and provides at least a rational basis for such a belief. Ultimately, 
Tillich’s theology brings us to a point where belief is a risk.  A risk, however, that has the potential to deal with the persisting 
anxiety over our human situation.
 Man hungers for immortality because, as Spinoza claims, “every being endeavours to persist in itself” (5).  Just as 
Tillich asserts that nonbeing is impossible to imagine, Unamuno likewise declares that you “try to fill your consciousness with 
the representation of no-consciousness, and you will see the impossibility of it” (5).  Quite simply, man cannot imagine himself 
as anything but immortal.  Instead he radically loves his existence and has a “thirst of being more! Hunger of god! Thirst of 
love eternalizing and eternal! To be forever!” (6-7). Critics may scoff and assert that the simple desire for eternity points more 
to man’s diseased belief in superstition rather than scientific, verifiable fact.  However, if it is a disease, Unamuno argues it is 
“the fount of all vigorous health” (8).  Our desire for our eternity allows us to continue to love and hope.  Otherwise, Unamuno 
wonders if death brings ultimate annihilation, then “living for the mere sake of living or for the sake of others who are likewise 
doomed to die, does not satisfy the soul, what is the good of living?” (�0). Unamuno’s theology of immortality provides humans 
with the hope to continue living and loving, knowing that it is not all ultimately in vain.  True, simple desire for something does 
not mean it exists.  However, the possible benefits of believing in the soul’s immortality allow humans to confront anxiety and 
live their lives with hope.  This, at least, allows one to see the value in believing in an immortal soul, and moves one beyond 
dismissing it as irrational rubbish.  In the end, the theologies of Tillich and Unamuno lead us to a point where we must risk the 
possibility of being wrong, but “glorious is the risk that we are able to run of our souls never dying” (�0-��).

Works Cited

Tillich, Paul, and Miguel Unamuno. “The Reflective Life and Religious Experience.” Foundations of Theological Study. Ed. 
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  Second Place
— The Screening of Erin	Brockovich— 

  Stephanie Knudson

 Every person views the world differently based on value and belief systems generated over time.  These views assist us in 
analyzing new experiences.  Based on what we have previously learned and absorbed, we make judgments on these experiences.  
Therefore, we view the world through a “filter,” so it is impossible to see the “true” or “original” experience.  Kenneth Burke, a 
modern rhetorician, coined the term “terministic screen” to depict this action.  A piece of literature or work of art is depicted in 
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mystery.  However, when we label someone like this, it does not fully do him or her justice.  While it is most certainly easy to 
see how Christopher is different from us, simply labeling him as a mystery does not recognize the qualities he shares with the 
rest of humanity.  It is often too easy to pay attention to what separates us than what unites us as human beings.  Even though 
our minds naturally gravitate towards labeling Christopher as hopelessly alien from our human experience, numerous themes 
resonating throughout the novel serve to establish a common humanity.
 The novel stresses the theme of the redemption of family and relationships through perseverance and forgiveness.  As 
the novel progresses, one begins to understand how broken Christopher’s family is.  Christopher’s mom left his dad for Mr. 
Shears as his dad consequently lied to Christopher in claiming his mom was dead.  The rift between Christopher’s mom and dad 
provides an underlying emotional tension that drives the novel.  Christopher is thrown into a world of what he views as irrational 
emotions and feelings.  Unable to understand how his mother couldn’t deal with him or how the complexities of relationships 
function, Christopher remains lost in a dimension of human existence he has seemingly been exiled from.  Despite these strained 
relationships, the unity of the family is redeemed in the end.  While not everything is solved in a happy ending, one senses at 
the end of the novel that the family is willing to work together to help Christopher.  Christopher’s mother finally stops running 
away from her problems and living in a fantasy world with another man.  Christopher’s father begins to rebuild Christopher’s 
trust and devote himself to understanding Christopher on a deeper level.  Christopher himself begins to allow his parents to help 
guide him as he optimistically faces an uncertain future.  Ultimately, the redemption of family is a universal theme that serves 
to emphasize something universal about the human condition.  Even though Christopher may be different and mysterious, he 
still participates in these universal human experiences that do not isolate him from humanity.  Rather, the reader is drawn into 
seeing how Christopher really is, at his core, just like us.  We may have different ways of viewing the world, but deep down we 
participate in the same common human experiences like the redemption of familial love.
 The novel stresses how different ways of perceiving the world can enrich and expand our own worldviews.  Often times, 
we simply become stuck in our automatic ways of processing the world.  Everything remains bland and inevitably the same.  
However, when we are introduced to such a distinct way of thinking, we find our minds expanded and our horizons broadened.  
Indeed, Christopher challenges the way we think about the world.  While it may be easy to write him off as mentally unsound, 
it is important to remember that every person is capable of teaching us something about life.  True, Christopher’s ways do seem 
mysterious and we may initially perceive an immense gulf between us.  However, when examined beneath a certain level, we can 
appreciate Christopher’s way of interpreting reality.  Perhaps Christopher is not ultimately an isolated mystery, but an example 
capable of demonstrating the beautiful diversity present in the world around us.  Even if Christopher does seem separated from 
us, this separation is not on the deepest level.  On the deepest level, Christopher is still ultimately human.  He simply has a 
different way of demonstrating the core values of humanity. While he may not remain a perfect balance of logic and emotion, we 
must remember that few of us do possess such a balance.  We often waver in our ways of interpreting reality and can even remain 
a mystery to ourselves.  As we grow older we may begin to feel more certain, but who among most adults would say that they 
truly know all the dark recesses of their own minds? Ultimately, Christopher provides a challenge to each of us to celebrate the 
diverse ways we are human and consider the essential mysteries of our own lives.
 Christopher’s ways may be mysterious, but he provides insight into matters that the average person overlooks.  When he 
walks into a new place, he notices every single detail of his surrounding environment.  Whereas the average person might notice 
relevant details, Christopher absorbs the immensity of everything into his mind.  When he went to the countryside years ago, 
he even remembered how many cows were in the field.  This extreme ability to digest the surrounding environment may seem 
irrelevant, but it provides an important reminder to the average person.  So often one simply passes by life and doesn’t notice 
the abundance of beauty all around.  Instead, like Christopher claims, one worries about leaving the gas cooker on.  Because 
the mind can easily become occupied with worry or imagination, the greatness of the present moment quickly escapes.  Mark 
Haddon thus uses Christopher as an example to challenge the average person to become more observant.  This suggests that 
different perspectives of viewing the world have much to offer one if they simply are listened to with an open mind.  After 
realizing one’s own inability to fully comprehend the world in our limited worldview, the challenge to incorporate another’s 
experiences into one’s own opens an enriching dialogue.  
 It is easy to become enwrapped in one’s own life and way of viewing reality.  The presence of others challenges man 
to make concessions, and, if possible, to view an issue from another’s perspective.  Haddon, through his book The Curious 
Incident of the Dog in the Night-time, suggests that doing this helps one understand the world in a more complete way.  It 
guides us towards dialogue and genuine human empathy.  Only in understanding the uniqueness in another’s perspective can 
one understand how truly diverse and incredible the world is.  This fact, along with the redemption of family, provides reasons 
that link Christopher with the common experience of humanity.  This suggests that Christopher is not the immense mystery 
separated by an infinite gulf from the rest of us.  Instead, he is a mystery just as each one of us is truly a mystery.  His own 
mystery helps reveal what he truly does share in with the rest of us.  
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The higher, elite class is demonstrated by the executives of the enormous PG&E company – a company that has been 
secretly poisoning the water to reduce costs while the blue-collar residents of a small town experience serious illness and disease.  
Erin uncovers this information, and her investigation of this company starts a power struggle between the classes.  During 
her investigation of the water toxins, one expert warns that “incriminating evidence has a way of disappearing if people smell 
trouble.”  Because the higher class holds the power, any mistakes that incriminate them are either overlooked or destroyed easily 
through bribes or threats.  The executives at PG&E paid for all doctors’ visits for the residents of Hinckley where the water was 
contaminated in order to gain the trust from the community.  They bribed the doctors, so no one would connect the rapidly 
spreading diseases with the company.  Erin believes she can help overcome the small town’s helplessness against the company 
and becomes a leader in pursuing a lawsuit against PG&E.   
 Erin gains the trust of all the clients/residents of the Hinckley community because she comes from the same working 
class level as they do and does not speak down to them or treat them any different because of their class.  She becomes 
personally involved in each case because since she’s at a lower level, she realizes the oppression that many of the families endure 
from the upper class.  They are taken advantage of and are forced to sell their homes because their medical expenses are so high, 
so PG&E can buy the property for themselves.  When asked if she believes she is out of her league, Erin responds, “That’s what 
PG&E want me to think.  They’re wrong.”  This becomes a growing struggle between the powerful force of a huge million-
dollar corporation of the elite class and the many oppressed people that suddenly feel empowered by Erin’s faith in them when 
everyone else had given up. 
 Even though Erin has risen up out of the poorer lower class, she is still looked down upon because of her lack of legal 
expertise.  When Erin’s firm merges with another firm, her status is frowned upon.  When talking, the representative only asks 
questions to Erin’s boss and doesn’t consider her an equal because she didn’t attend law school.  Representatives from the new 
firm tell her they need “to fill some of the holes in your research.”  Because Erin is of lower class, the new firm believes her work 
is not satisfactory and needs work – “No offense.  There are just some things we need that you probably didn’t know to ask.”  
Erin responds to this by saying, “I may not have a law degree but I spent �8 months on this case, and I know more about these 
plaintiffs than you ever will.”  She fights the assumption that she is not useful.  In fact, by the end of the movie, she wins the 
case against PG&E because she convinces every single plaintiff to sign and commit to binding arbitration, where a judge awards 
all the residents of Hinckley and others that have been affected by its contamination $333 million dollars.  This is a prime 
example of a lower class binding together and overthrowing those of the higher class who misuse their power and make those of 
the lower class suffer in silence. 

The film clearly demonstrates the class division that exists in our society even today.  By using Burke’s “terministic 
screen” and viewing the film through a Marxist perspective, Erin Brockovich shows Burke’s “symbolic action” through the visual 
elements that set up the scene and the action and dialogue that takes place between the people of the classes.  The struggle that 
ensues is presented through these visual and written symbols that can be deciphered through the use of screens.  The screening 
of this film is a reality of the corrupt class society that is still in existence today.  

   Third Place
— Threads of Redemption, Mystery, and Universality— 

in The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-time
  Kevin Magas

 
 After reading the book The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-time, it is easy to perceive the seemingly 
immense differences between Christopher’s way of thinking and our own.  In fact, the book truly demonstrates how one 
with a completely different mind can function within a bustling contemporary society.  While the book highlights the great 
differences between Christopher’s ways of viewing the world and our own, it highlights the core features of humanity that unite 
us all.  Jay McInerney suggests in his review of the book the fact that the gulf between Christopher and the rest of us remains 
immense and mysterious.  Even though this fact is true to an extent, McInerney ignores the novel’s exploration of the common 
threads of humanity that underlie our different feelings, perceptions, and worldviews.  Indeed, Christopher may be a mystery, 
but he is not separated from the rest of us by an infinite chasm.  Instead, the example of Christopher provides one with insight 
on how different ways of viewing reality can be complementary by appealing to universal human experiences.
 The weight of evidence in the book seems to suggest that Christopher is indeed an unsolved mystery.  His irrational 
dislike of colors, his aversion to tactile sensation, and his dogged insistence on the use of logic all strike one as immensely 
odd.  At numerous times throughout the book, the reader finds himself frustrated with Christopher.  One almost wants to 
shake him and force him to understand the whole dimension of feelings most humans’ experience.  Indeed, Christopher’s 
inability to comprehend what many of us consider to be the defining aspects of humanity seems to render him an unsolved 
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 Bauji said his silly sister would soon see how foolish she was. He said it the day she left and every time someone said her 
name in our house. “Just you wait,” he’d say. “She’ll be begging me to come and bring her home.” Then one day, as I tore open 
her latest letter, there were the words I’d dreaded in black ink on yellow paper. She wanted to come home. I tore the letter to 
shreds and swallowed the pieces one by one, letting each one sit on my tongue. They tasted thin and sour, like spoiled yoghurt. 
 When Bauji asked me that evening if had heard from Aunt Anjali, I closed my eyes and tried to picture my aunt, alone 
in Lahore, but all I could see was Bauji’s face triumphant if I told him about the swallowed letter. So I lied. I lied and said Aunt 
Anjali was happy and carefree in the city. I lied about the pain that was now in her back as well. I lied so that one day, maybe, I 
could leave, too. Bauji nodded and returned to his food. Ma smiled at me and asked my sister about her wedding plans. No one 
questioned me or shook me or demanded the truth. My lie hung heavy in the still night air while my family talked about village 
gossip or tomorrow’s chores. That was not the last letter I received from Lahore, but it was the last from Aunt Anjali. 
 Two weeks later, a clean, white telegraph envelope arrived in a merchant’s pocket. It was from the rich family. They 
were so sorry, but my aunt Anjali was dead and could we come for her body? Bauji cried and Ma rubbed his back and hushed 
him like a child. My sister sniffed and was quiet for the rest of the night. I felt nothing but the fever in my body eating Aunt 
Anjali’s letter in my stomach. I did not sleep that night. 
 The next day, my mother, sister, and I began walking to Lahore. We only had enough money to bring Aunt Anjali’s 
body back, and we could not afford to pay for a ride. It took three days of cutting through mustard fields full of staining yellow 
blossoms and drinking from warm, brown rivers before we reached the city. It began to rain at dusk on the third day and by the 
time I saw the torches of the city wall flickering in the darkness, my sari and hair were soaked. Rain poured down my arms over 
my thin bangles and ran off my fingertips. 
 “What’s that?” My sister pointed to a crowd at the city gate. There was a long, serpentine line of travelers stretching 
back from the wall. From what I could see through the rain in the torchlight, the line was full of women. The firelight reflected 
the colors of the saris, the damp gleam of dyed cloth shining like wet flower petals. Ma called to one of the turbaned guards.
 “What is this? We need to enter the city!” 
 “Sorry, mem. Tonight is the last night of Karwa Chauth. These women are coming from the country to find their 
husbands and break their fast at moonrise. You will have to wait like everyone else.” 
 “But there’s been a death in the family!”
 “I’m sorry, mem, but there’s nothing I can do. You’ll have to wait.”
 Ma kept shouting to the guard, but I couldn’t hear her. I looked at the women in the line, talking, laughing and trying 
to keep dry, and I saw Aunt Anjali. She was just ahead of us, wearing the gold and green I remembered from that dusty day 
with the oxcart. I stepped toward her, but she flashed away. Then she was in a red sari in front of me and in the white drape 
of a widow behind a tree. She was a little girl with plaited hair holding her mother’s hand. She was a henna-painted newlywed 
giggling in the rain. Then she was back, standing before me in the green and gold sari with her hair long and dripping wet. She 
reached for me and I lifted my hand out to her, but someone behind me coughed and she flickered and guttered and was gone. 
 My Aunt Anjali left the village on an oxcart and she returned the same way. I threw her letters onto her pyre with her, 
the flames curling around the thin paper like a cat’s tongue. Ma wanted to know why I didn’t keep them to remember her. How 
could I tell her that Aunt Anjali’s words sit heavy in my belly like a baby made of stone? I tried to write a letter back to Aunt 
Anjali, but there is nothing I can say. She is dead and I am still here and Arjun’s father wants to talk to my Bauji next week and 
every day I pray for her forgiveness, but she will not speak to me now. 

  First Place
— Sacrifice— 

  Jessica Huffman

 I am Pooja Rhia Singh. I live in a house with my parents and sister in a tiny village. My name means prayer. I pray 
every day like a good girl, but not because I am good. It is because I killed my aunt. Her name was Anjali and she had long, 
shiny hair and tiny feet, and I wanted to be just like her. My papa, my Bauji, said she talked too much and too loud. “She was 
always complaining,” said Bauji. “Never a moment’s peace with Anjali.” Her name meant sacrifice. “Did she ever do anything for 
this family?” Bauji would grumble. Nevertheless, people listened when she spoke or sang, and I loved her for it. 
 Aunt Anjali had been dying for years. “Oh, this ache will kill me before nightfall,” she would moan while cooking with 
my mother. “I’ll die of this headache, just you wait.” Even on the day she climbed up on the oxcart to leave for Lahore, behind 
those sun-bleached gray oxen with their bony haunches shimmering from the red-brown dust of the road, she leaned down 
to me and said, “My leg hurts so, Pooja. You must come for me when I die.” I laughed and kissed her smooth, brown cheek. I 
waved as the cart bumped away down the winding path north to Lahore, the Great Walled City and the Gem of the North. The 
bright green and gold of Aunt Anjali’s favorite sari glittered in the sunlight. I stayed and watched until the sparkling speck on 
the cart was out of sight.
 She was to be an ayah, like her older sister, who hadn’t married either. My other aunt didn’t marry because she had a 
funny flat nose and crossed-eyes, but Anjali was pretty with a laughing mouth and could have had anyone in the village for the 
asking. When Aunt Anjali rejected her third offer of marriage, my great-aunt had knitted her fingers together and cracked her 
thin knuckles at her daughter and would hear no more talk of weddings for her impossible child.
 After she announced she was leaving, I begged Ma to let me go with her. I wanted to see the tall sandstone blocks of 
the wall that guarded people and shops and spice markets larger than our whole village. But Bauji wouldn’t hear of one of his 
daughters traipsing after his ridiculous sister. “You had much rather stay at home,” he said.
 “And do what?” I asked. That earned me a lecture on respect for my elders, and Bauji forbid me from going to see my 
sister dance and sing in the temple that evening. 
 Aunt Anjali had left the village, but she sent back letters. I learned to read in secret with the boys of the village. I 
climbed up on the roof of the teacher’s house and listened as he assigned passages from the primary learner book. I tracked down 
Arjun, a boy my age with a wide, soft face and threatened to twist his arm until he let me look at his copy. Of course, my family 
found out. It was a small village, after all. When Bauji demanded an explanation, I told him I thought Arjun was handsome, 
which was a lie, but I would rather be hit once for flirting instead of twice for reading. 

Letter upon letter came about the Great Walled City and her job as an ayah for a rich family that spoke Urdu and 
Punjabi. Could you believe it? The women wore silk saris every day, not just for festivals, and the children combed jasmine-
scented water through their hair before meals. Aunt Anjali wrote about the markets and the vendors who shouted and squabbled 
like the bent, old men in our village. She wrote about the noise of the crowds and the heat and smell of bodies pressed together 
inside that enormous wall. 

There were women who marked their faces with pots of red and blue paint and danced for money. Sikhs had heavy 
beards and turbans wound like snakes around their heads. And there were soldiers who wore red coats with skin like pale goat’s 
milk. She wrote and I read like a madwoman. A fever in my blood craved her cramped handwriting and ate away at me instead 
between her letters. 
 Aunt Anjali kept dying in the letters, aches and chills that would vanish like morning clouds in summer by her next 
letter. The rich family was very kind, she said, and sent her to their doctor, who poked at her and pronounced her in perfect 
health. What does he know, she wrote, he couldn’t even recognize a dying woman. I smiled and tucked the letter under my 
pallet with the others.
 She had been dying for such a long time, and sometimes I could make myself believe that was why I ignored the signs. 
At first, it was just a single line. She mentioned a pain in her side that wouldn’t leave, but said it must be all the running after 
the children; they were such a handful, those two. Then the letters changed. They got shorter and shorter, and the handwriting 
began to falter in places. There were gaps between letters; whole weeks with no word, and the fever kept eating me up from the 
inside as I waited for news. 
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the bow.  My eyes swam with the river, frantically trying to focus.  The small boat had run aground amid a cluster of cattails 
and a lonely, broken water heater.
 I swore and threw my pole to the back of the boat and reached for an oar, only to find the eye waiting near the port 
railing.  I narrowed my gaze, as water snailed around my boat, through the cracks of the water heater and out again through the 
thin, rebellious reeds of the cattails.  
 “Well, Fish, ask yourself: did I bring five worms?  Or did I bring six?”
 The water near the eye quivered as my hand once again reached down into my pocket. “Well, Fish?”
 I opened my hand to find nothing but dirt.  I clenched my fist and ground it between my fingers, slowly sifting it onto 
the deck.  Defeated, I spat at the eye.
 I turned to pick up my oar, when suddenly I heard a splash and a small, metallic ping.  Reflexively, I looked to the eye, 
but it had vanished.  The fish had spat back.  Looking down, I saw my hook, wormless for the last time, lying near my feet.  I 
laughed hoarsely and shoved off the near bank, back into the river’s center. 
 I picked up the hook, seated myself near the tiller, and held it up to the harsh sun.  I smiled, squinting in its reflected 
light.   
 “Oh, don’t you worry, Fish.  I’ll be back.”

  Third Place
— When the Bough Breaks—  

  Jessica Huffman

 I am gasping. There is no air, simply no air in this room. The doctor is looking at me now, and I can hear his voice 
as if from very far away. “He was never your son,” he says, and it’s absurd, of course. He was my son, my little boy who’s dead, 
drowned, and gone forever, but the doctor keeps talking no matter how much I want him to stop. All the evidence from the 
scene, the hair on his sweater, physical characteristics, the description of the boy’s father, none of it matches. The boy is not your 
son. My son, my little boy, my Jacob, who I loved. I reach back into my mind. I remember birthdays, illnesses, scrapped knees 
and school lunches, but I need something else, the original, primal memory of life inside me. I can’t find it, where is it, what did 
he feel like when he kicked me? I don’t know and it can’t be true he was, he was, he was someone else’s child. “We believe the 
boy’s father paid you to pose as Jacob’s mother.” Don’t say that; don’t say his name like you held him when he cried out in the 
night. But the memories are there now... the fair-haired man with an envelope of money, and I’m nodding, and then Jacob, but 
not mine, never mine, and the room is getting narrower and taller. The doctor is stepping forward, but the ground is rushing up 
through the air now and then. Oh then, there’s nothing at all. 

 Dear Dr. Stevenson,
                      I am writing in response to your interest in my patient who, for reasons of confidentiality, I shall call Miranda after dear 
Prospero’s daughter. Miranda first came to us after attempting to flee a crime scene when confronted with her part in the drowning of 
a young boy she believed to be her son. The boy had been living with her for several years and, by accounts of her neighbors, she was a 
fine mother. DNA evidence at the scene, however, proved her to be both innocent of the crime and completely unrelated to the child. 
She suffered a massive psychotic episode at the police station and has been all but incoherent ever since. I doubt she has any real idea of 
where she is now.

 Doctor wants to know, wants to go inside my head to find it, but I don’t know, I can’t know or it will have been a lie. 
Jacob was a good boy who told the truth because Mommy said so, but I’m not his Mommy, not my Jacob. Doctor wants to know 
about the moneyman, but I won’t say a word. He had hair like corn silk and he wanted me to do him a favor, little favor, barely 
even notice he’s there. “I got money honey,” he said, and I got a baby who I loved. Loved, loved over the moon and the stars and 
the envelope full of hundred dollar bills, loved like Jacob. Where has that boy run off to?
 Miranda has retreated quite firmly into the confines of her own psyche. The counseling sessions are not making much 
progress. It seems difficult for her to retain any new information she receives from the nurses or myself. My preliminary questions 
about the boy’s father go unanswered, but I can’t tell if that’s willfulness or if she simply cannot remember. I’ d prefer to think it is the 
latter.                                                                                                                                                                      
 He’s back again, the doctor, tap tap tapping his pencil on the cold metal desk. He asks me, “Try to remember Miss 
Sanders,” but he doesn’t care about me. He wants to know about my childhood and my mother and did my father ever hit me, 
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  Second Place
— High Noon on the River—  

  Elizabeth Weber

 There was no clock tower, no church bell tolled, commanding hours.  There was only the sun, declaring it was day, as 
the light reflected mirror-bright on the fish, just before the heron swallowed it.  
 I stood near the bow, taking in the day-old gravy texture of the river before me and spat, daring it, to stop my small 
boat from knifing through its sluggish waters.  
 Bubbles surfaced in answer to my challenge.  
 One corner of my mouth smiled, the other occupied with my midday toothpick.  A glassy, red and yellow eye surfaced 
and looked me over.  The fish felt lucky, I could tell.  
 So did I.
 Seaweed floated past in clumps. The fish paced around my boat, maintaining its wary gaze.
 I squinted down at it and held my fishing pole close, fingers twitching towards the pocket where I kept my handful of 
live bait.
 “Go ahead, Fish.  Make my lunch.”
 The fish didn’t blink.  Neither did I.  The shrill cry of a hawk chased a shadow under the sun.  The cattails in the 
shallows bobbed in the edges of my vision.
 I made my move.  The worm writhed in protest at being pulled into the glaring sunlight and thrust onto the steel barb 
of my hook as the fish disappeared.  I tossed my pole from one hand to the other and cast the line in a motion more fluid than 
any this river had ever known.
 The fish had dodged to the right, I was certain.  My eyes studied the water’s surface, marking every sludge-brown 
ripple.  The line teased tense for a moment before I began to reel.  A delicate splash and the spark of scales brought my eyes to 
the place where the fish had first appeared.  
 The hook slipped clear of the water, empty.
 “Clever, Fish.”  I smirked in grudging admiration and spat into the river a second time.
 The eye resurfaced just below me, fading beneath the polluted water before I slipped a new worm onto my hook.
 I cast more cautiously this time, waiting to track the fish’s movement.  The tug came stronger than before.  The fish 
wanted to fight, so I drew the line in slowly.
 I had almost won before I noticed the glassy eye watching me, not from the end of my line, but from the carcass of an 
old tire on the far side of the river.
 I tugged the line and a bluegill came flailing from its murky habitat.  A small, one-eyed gull landed on my railing and 
watched with ravenous interest.  I pulled the empty hook from the fish’s gasping mouth and tossed it back into the water, away 
from the bird.
 The eye continued to watch.
 I reached into my pocket and brought out two worms.  The gull launched itself like a rabid, feathered rocket at my 
hand, using its chipped beak to force it open. It had landed on a tree branch to enjoy its wriggly meal before I’d drawn the 
breath to curse it.  The second worm had fallen over the edge of my boat.  

A sluggish bubble broke below me.  The free worm had not gone unappreciated.
 I gritted my teeth and reached back into my pocket.  My bait was running out, but I rewormed my hook and carefully 
calculated my next throw.  
 I waited, wondering if the fish had tired of its game.  My small boat continued to bob smoothly in the water, one of 
the few signs of life in a liquid wasteland.  Cattails and seaweed were the only visible verdance.  The stunted trees, the loose soil 
of the riverbank, and each piece of floating debris were a different shade of brown.  My eyes followed the current to the rusted 
back end of an old Ford truck sticking up on my right.  Sickly bits of newspaper and plastic framed the half-disintegrated license 
plate.  A few paint flecks still resisted the inevitable rust, revealing a blue that made the sky blush with envy.   
 The fish attacked just as I tossed my toothpick into the river, nearly pulling the pole from my hands.  I dove forward, 
doubling over the railing in an attempt to regain control.  The fish was strong, but I was just as stubborn, and I began to reel in 
the line as it towed me downstream.
 I closed the distance slowly, pausing now and then to push off from a rock or tree branch with an oar as the fish sought 
escape.  My luck ran out when the fish veered sharply right and turned back, snapping the line on the railing near the bow.
 Falling backward as the line went limp, my head made contact with the hard wood of the bottom of my boat.  I stood 
up, pole in one hand, the other exploring the newly formed knot at the base of my skull, only to find the eye waiting just below 
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be furious to know I had even applied to the American Academy of Dramatic Arts. Choices are hard to make. When we choose we’re left 
with our choice. No one said choosing would be easy, but not choosing is even less easy.

Carefully, I set my pen down and closed my diary. I slowly picked up the letters and folded them, then refolded them 
six times before finally walking downstairs.

“Mom, I have something to show you. Oh my gosh, what is that smell?” I questioned.
“Oh no sweetie, I burnt the Mac and Cheese. I wasn’t paying attention,” she whined.
“It’s okay mom. I’ll make us something to eat,” I said.
“What would I do without you,” said my mom. “Good thing Yale is close.”
“Well, that’s what I want to talk to you about, actually,” I said slowly. 
Outside, their neighbor, Mrs. Snowen, overheard shouts coming from their house. This was something she was 

becoming accustomed to. She stopped watering her plants and moved closer, in order to hear better.
“Mom, you know I’m not dumb, so why don’t you trust me to do the right thing?” screamed Julie.
“Because this decision you’re making is the dumbest thing you have ever done, the only dumb thing you have ever 

done. This is the most important decision of your life, and I’m not going to let you waste your one mistake on this,” yelled the 
mother.

“Ever since the divorce I have been the parent around here, not you. So don’t try to play the mom card now,” screamed 
Julie.

Mrs. Snowen heard footsteps pounding up the stairs, followed by a door being slammed and the light in the upstairs 
window being flicked on. Then she saw Julie’s mom walk outside, slamming the front door behind her. She sat down on her 
porch swing and noticed Mrs. Snowen watering her plants. 

“Hello Mrs. Snowen, sorry for the ruckus,” said the mother.
“No problem dear, I barely noticed,” said Mrs. Snowen with a glint in her eye.
A few minutes later, Julie’s mother got up from her porch swing and tried getting back into the house. She shook the 

door knob several times; it didn’t budge. Then, Mrs. Snowen heard her scream, “Julie, Julie. Sweetie, can you open the door? I 
locked myself out again.”
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but it doesn’t matter, nothing matters anymore. I want to go home now please. “I’m sorry Miss Sanders, but you need to answer 
my questions first.” He keeps talking and my ears listen and my mouth opens and spits out names and numbers like Jacob isn’t 
dead at the bottom of a swimming pool, like the world hasn’t curled into a ball of mindless, endless aching, like Miss Sanders is 
still alive.                                                                                                                                                                      
 After the first round of questioning, she began supplying basic answers to general questions, though I doubt somewhat whether 
they were more than superficial, mechanical replies. I passed on her information to the police, but I don’t know how much help it will 
be. My assistant is observing her now. His initial reports indicate regressive child-like behavior, including rocking and self-cradling.                                                                                            
No more questions. The doctor is gone and it’s finally quiet. I am lying down under the table where the doctor sat, but I can’t 
sleep, monsters in the closet. Mommy, read me a story?  If he asks more questions, I won’t say a word. I can’t or the water will 
fill up my lungs like a balloon and I’ll burst. Cold water, too, just the thing for a summer afternoon. Mom, it’s so hot, can we go 
swimming? 

 I promise to keep you informed on Miranda’s progress. Feel free to examine the attached case file if you’ d like to offer an 
opinion. I’ ll look for you at the conference in Austin next month. 

Sincerely, 

Dr. Frederick Douglass 

  Honorable Mention
— Truth and Lies—  

 Colleen Farrell

 I had just finished doing the dishes, folding the laundry, and setting the table. I sat down at the table and spread the 
letters out, when I heard the key unlock the knob and the door open.
 “Oh no,” I thought. “She’s going to kill me.”

I quickly gathered up all of the letters and shoved them into my pocket. I sat back in the chair and tried to act 
inconspicuous.

“Julie,” my mom yelled. “Are you home?”
I jumped up from the chair, sending it flying backwards.
“Hey mom,” I said a little too loudly.
“Jeez Julie, you scared the heck out of me,” said my mom.
“Sorry,” I said in a sing-song tone while smiling apprehensively.
“Why are you looking so guilty and jumpy?” asked my mom. “What are you doing?”
“Oh, you know, nothing,” I stammered. “I just didn’t hear you come in, so you scared me. No big deal.”
“Did your application from Yale come yet?” asked my mom excitedly, throwing her briefcase on the floor and flinging 

her coat on the couch.
I went to hang up her coat and she smiled at me.
“Nope, nothing yet,” I lied, glancing to my pocket where the letters were. “The mail is on the table. I started paying 

some of the bills.”
“Thanks sweetie. Okay, well I’m going to start dinner. Mac and Cheese sound good again?” my mom asked.
“Sounds good,” I said running up the stairs. “I’m just going to finish up some homework.”
I went into my room, closed the door, took the letters out of my pocket, spread them on my desk, and picked up my 

diary.
Dear Diary, So my applications came in the mail today: one from Yale and one from the American Academy of Dramatic 

Arts. One college is in Connecticut and the other is in Hollywood. We’ve had this fight before:
“You’re not going to acting school. You’re not going to waste your life. What you will do is go to a top school and get a degree in 

something that will ensure you a lot of money,” my mom would say.
“But mom, this is my dream. I’m serious about this. Why can’t you just support me?” I would scream.
“Because you need to be able to support yourself, and acting isn’t going to do that,” she would say sternly.
So now I sit here with two acceptance letters saying, “Welcome to _____, Julie.” Of course. It figured that I would get 

accepted into both schools. It just makes my decision even harder. My life would be so much easier had I gotten rejected from one of these 
schools. But I didn’t, and now I have a decision to make. Which coast? Do I lie to mom? What am I even supposed to tell mom? She’ d 
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childish for Miguel.  Isabella’s toys now began to fill the room and pink began to overpower the yellows.  
 After waiting for a few minutes, hoping that Victoria would come greet him with a hug, George returned to work.  He 
would not hear from her again until she called to him from the living room, asking if he had taken his insulin.  He would see her 
when he went to bed. She would lie there sleeping while he kissed her cheek and told her goodnight, but they never talked. After 
George’s retirement, he was just around too much.  He began removing each part of his laptop, disconnecting cables, removing 
hardware and cutting wires. He placed everything into a shoebox for safekeeping.  After stopping to check the time and 
returning his view to the shoebox, George’s mind went blank; the combination of parts and the order he needed to reinstall them 
in was gone.  Frustrated, he knocked the box onto the floor, scattering each part into a different part of the room.  He would 
never remember the computer or an accurate version of his childhood.  George Mendez, former Latin King, known on the street 
as “Elton” because of his round glasses, known by his mother as “Hor-hey,” sat at a table, face in his hands, and cried.  At 68, he 
was alone. At this moment, the present was all he knew.

  Second Place
— Frozenheart—  

 Lois Mintah
 
 Denver played in the snow, scooping great handfuls in his oversized mittens and tossing them in the cold winter air. He 
yelped in delight as the sharp particles bit his rosy cheeks and coated his long eyelashes. 
 “There you are, big guy!” A young woman with long brown hair pounced on him and grabbed her son to her powder 
blue jacket. The two hugged each other, and there seemed to grow a warmth that the cold could not break. She looked at him, 
adoring his reddish curls and his big brown eyes.  Everyone in the family’s Colorado Springs neighborhood knew the bond there 
was between the two. Jennifer would tell complimenting strangers in the organic grocery that she had wanted to be a mother 
since she was five years old. She looked young enough to be Denver’s sister, until the tiny crinkles at the corners of her eyes were 
revealed when she laughed. 
 Jennifer brushed strands of hair out of her eyes. “Would you like to build a snowman?” she asked. The child’s smile 
tripled. The pair set to work rolling a ball for the base. The snow was perfect packing snow, not too wet or too dry, and they 
soon had a perfect bottom.  
 “Let’s smooth it out, honey, and then we can make the other two parts.” The sky had begun to get subtly grayer, but 
Jennifer and her son were too busy with their handiwork to notice. They had just completed the head, a perfect round white 
ball, when Denver said, “Mommy, it’s cold.” Jennifer looked up in surprise. Indeed, the snow had lost its sparkle. The lovely blue 
Colorado winter sky she always proudly wrote home about was lost in a mass of gray. Jennifer looked at the snowball she held. 
For a moment she felt as if she was lost in an ancient ice age, and the house behind them would not be there when she turned 
around—only wooly mammoths looming in the gray. She shivered.  
 “Baby, let’s go inside and have some hot cocoa and whipped cream, and we can finish later.”  
 “’Kay, Mommy.” Denver struggled to his feet in his bulky snowsuit. His cheeks were so red. Jennifer felt a stab of guilt 
for keeping him out so long. Her life as a mother and housewife let her stay home and work on her art and domestic goddess 
skills.  But her lifestyle had allowed her to become a bit of a perfectionist, perhaps because she devoted herself as much to her 
domestic role as to any career. Her husband was a successful doctor with his own practice. Thorpe was fifteen years older than 
Jennifer. They had met at a medical convention when she was working for a medical supply company.  
 “Let’s go.” She stayed beside Denver as he navigated through the snow to the red cedar steps leading to the big standing 
porch. The wall-to-wall kitchen windows reflected the weather blackly. They stomped the snow off their boots and shucked 
them off, stepping into the warm kitchen with relief. She flipped the switch. Instantly, the gray chill was banished with golden 
light. As Denver dashed off to warm himself near the space heater, she broke off small chunks of dark chocolate to melt in the 
pan. The snowman was forgotten.

* * * * * * * * * 
 “Mommy! We hafta finish the ‘noman. He’s waiting.”  
 Jennifer was stirred from her sleep by the cherubic tousled hair and shining eyes peeping over the side of their king-size 
bed. Thorpe muttered something in his sleep.  Jennifer slipped from the bed in a practiced, seamless movement, not waking her 
slumbering husband. “Shhh . . . Daddy’s tired. He came home very late last night.”  

  First Place
— Untitled—  

  Kathleen Damptz

George walked from desk to table, table to shelf, then from shelf to table.  The halogen bulb above him reflected off the 
harsh yellow walls, giving him a sickly yellow look.  When he reached the table, his hands grazed over a pile of toys and books. 
Through the mess, a tool occasionally exposed itself; George, unbothered, or rather appreciative of the mess in front of him, 
searched for his glasses and a Phillips screwdriver.  He found the screwdriver beneath a Jigglypuff doll.  He picked up the pink 
creature, looked into its large black and white eyes, and smiled back at it.
 “You sit here Mrs. Jigglypuf,” he said.
 Placing the pink doll at the edge of the table, he picked up the screwdriver and put it out on the table, then continued 
looking for his glasses, which after a miniscule amount of panic he found on top of a Barney music book after pushing the 
keyboard on the side, filling the room with a ten second, synthetic version of “This Old Man”.
 Taking his glasses in hand he headed for the child size table in a corner of the room.  Surrounded by Isabella’s toys, 
he got on his knees in front of the distorted, white, three-foot tall, girls’ play makeup area, which featured four drawers, slots 
for brushes, and an oval mirror surrounded by a pink border.  His face appeared misshapen in the round mirror, as the sticker 
that served as the mirror began to bubble and peel from the hours that Bella would play in the small, pink chair that completed 
the set.  Sometimes Bella would put on blush or lipstick, but most often she focused on her dolls.  Usually her life-sized Barbie 
would serve as her subject, but occasionally Pikachu would be propped up, with his back facing the mirror while Isabella leaned 
over him pretending to prepare him for the dance.  
 Straightening his glasses, George noticed that he was starting to look even older now.  His dark hair, once a mixture 
of black and brown hair, was graying.  His face showed hints of age lines that would come in a few years.  The round glasses 
too were starting to age and the once clear lenses had begun to tint yellow.  He did not smile; being alone never made George 
smile. He moved his lips so he could view his teeth, which were still yellow after fifty-three years of smoking.  Recently, George 
had quit smoking to save money. He hoped that it would give him energy, improve his health, and give him back the youthful 
look he had two years ago; it hadn’t.  George still appeared tired and aging; he knew that his body would not change for the 
better.  Retirement was relaxing; however, he found the relaxation to be harmful to his mental state.  His physical health was no 
better either. The diabetes had worsened, and several doctors had refused to continue seeing him because of his many attempts 
to bring a tape recorder with him into the office.  George’s plan was to record the instructions of the doctor. His hopes were to 
prove to his wife that he was not lying about the medical conditions he had.  She blamed his short and long term memory loss on 
alcohol, his inability to sleep on his lack of movement and exercise during the day, and his depression on his inability to socialize 
without sounding paranoid because of identity theft or boring others with discussions about the functionality of his ancient 
laptop, which he still viewed as technologically advanced.  His fleece over shirt’s pockets would never lack the presence of the 
half-dollar sized sugar pills he relied on.  And the back pocket of his fading jeans would always contain a glucose meter, which he 
would reluctantly use three times a day (which, according to two of his doctors, was far too many times) at his wife’s command.  
The diabetes was diagnosed, as well as the sleep disorder, which brought with it memory loss and a learning disability.  The 
depression was not yet diagnosed; the doctors rarely could handle an hour of answering detailed questions repeatedly, preventing 
them from ever addressing all of George’s problems.  
 George stood up and walked towards the table in the middle of the room. On his way, he picked up a gray laptop 
computer.  Clutching the heavy machine to his chest like a school child carrying her books, upon reaching his chair, he set the 
laptop down on the desk.  The right corner was severely chipped, as Bella was hoping to help her grandfather by carrying the 
old computer to him so he could play the Pokemon game with her.  But the five year-old had misjudged the laptop’s weight and 
dropped it onto the maple wood floor; the computer has not turned on since.  Using the screwdriver, George carefully removed 
the screws and placed them in a small plastic cup with “Dora the Explorer” on it next to him.  After the screws were removed, 
George pried the case apart with his fingers, exposing the computer’s entrails.  He did not know where to begin.  He looked 
at the motherboard; it looked fine.  George heard the door connecting the kitchen to the house open and then slam. He was 
excited, although his face did not show it.  Victoria, his wife, was home.  
 “Where are you George?” she called from the floor below.
 “Pokẻmon room!” he yelled back.  Sighing, George returned to work.
 Victoria never came into the Pokẻmon room.  She found the colors atrocious and loved a clean home. The Pokẻmon 
room did not fit her minimum standard of clean; toys were everywhere.  But George had created them for his wife’s daughter’s 
children.  Miguel was the first to have the Pokẻmon room.  Miguel loved to play on the computer and trade his collector’s cards 
with his grandfather.  But his grandson had grown and the inspiration for the room, the Pokẻmon card game, had become too 
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 “It’s too low . . . call an ambulance!”  
 In the ambulance, the attendant spoke into an intercom. “Child, three. Received treatment for frostbite, but core 
temperature dropping. Attempting to stabilize en route.” Next to the cot, Jennifer swayed back and forth numbly. Denver was 
cocooned in blankets. Jennifer pressed her cheek to his.  
 “Baby, baby, it’s going to be all right; don’t you worry,” she murmured tearfully. Suddenly his eyes flew open. Jennifer 
started. Denver’s lips moved, struggling to speak.  
 “H - His name is Frozenheart.” Denver’s eyes were as black as the winter sky.  
 Back home, Jennifer could not be consoled. “Honey, he’s safe. He was treated and stabilized. He is going to be fine.” 
 “N-no, he’s gone. My baby’s gone!” Indeed, even sleeping, Denver seemed older, like something had been planted deep 
inside him. With a cry, she ran outside and groped in the snow for an old rake handle. She smashed the grinning thing into 
blasts of white powder. The snowman disintegrated into the particles from where it was made, into the winter air. The coals 
seemed to hover like a Cheshire cat’s smile before they fell. The red scarf floated softly to the ground.  
 “You bastard!” she choked. “You took my son!”  
 But it was too late. The particles flew away, atomizing back into the ancient evil that had sent them. The evil that was 
all around, waiting for a chance to steal the hearts of the innocent. Jennifer felt helplessness wash over her. Frozenheart, she 
thought. He is known by many names, but that is the name a child would understand.  
 
* * * * * * * * * 
 Twenty-five years later 
 “Honey, did you bring the Christmas decorations up from the basement yet? Oh, good.” Denver Collin’s wife bustled 
into the living room, carrying a scented candle trimmed at the bottom with plastic holly. She placed it on the coffee table and 
prepared to strike a match. Her husband sat on the couch, watching the evening news. 
 “Some grim news during this time when people are ordinarily anticipating the joy of the holidays. The Colorado Serial Slasher 
appears to have struck again. Two victims were brutally tortured and stabbed to death in their home. Robbery did not seem to be a 
motive. Names have not been released pending investigation. Police urge anyone with any information to come forward immediately.” 
 The young woman shuddered. “Oh, God. This is so horrible. So close to Christmas.” 
 Denver rose and wrapped his arms around his wife. “Moira, there’s nothing you can do about it. We can only pray that 
that lunatic ends this madness and turns himself in. Here, take your mind off it. I’ll help you with the decorations.” 
 Moira looked up lovingly at her husband and smiled. “Thanks. I see you already have the snow globe out.” 
 “Mmm-hmm.” Denver shook the snow globe gently, absent-mindedly watching the blizzard settle around the figure in 
the middle. 
 It was a snowman. 

| f
A

c
u

l
t

y, s
t

A
f

f A
n

d
 A

l
u

m
n

i f
ic

t
io

n
 e

s
s

A
y | 

 “IS HE GOING TO HELP WITH THE ‘NOMAN?” shouted Denver. Jennifer scooped him up and dashed out of 
the room, holding the boy in one hand and quietly closing the bedroom door with the other.  
 “No. He is going to sleep as much as he needs to.”  
 At the kitchen table, with Denver munching a homemade raspberry muffin, she said “Let’s see, Virginia coal for the 
mouth, red cashmere scarf, plastic hat from New Year’s . . .” She frowned. Plastic hat. Too tacky.  “Well, we’ll come back to that 
later. “The nose . . . everyone does carrot. It’s so overdone. I know!” She hopped up the steps to the landing and opened the 
closet where the holiday decorations were stored. She wrangled out the box labeled Thanksgiving Decorations from a stack of 
identical boxes and opened it. She removed a dried maize, its leaves shriveled.  
 Outside, the air was frigid. The sky was becoming an even deeper gray. She shucked the kernels off with a paring knife. 
They plopped into the snow.  
 “Okay, honey, you can come in the safety circle now. I’m done -look! That’s his nose! She rubbed Denver’s nose in an 
Eskimo kiss. He giggled. “Maybe some squirrels or birds will eat that corn,” she said.  Then she lifted Denver and guided him as 
he set the pieces of coal in a wide smile.  
 “There . . .” she breathed, “Finished - and not a moment too soon, looks like.” She had once again lost track of time 
outside. The sky was now the color of iron, seeming to reach down and touch the ground. With a final tug on the cashmere 
scarf, they dashed inside.  
 Thorpe was on the couch, mellowing out in his Notre Dame sweatpants. “I was about to send a search party to look for 
you two. The weathergirl says it’s dropped ten degrees in the past hour. It’s going to get real cold out there tonight.”  
 “Daddy! Look at our ‘noman!” crowed Denver.  
 Thorpe hoisted his son and meandered over to the kitchen window. “Oho, he’s a fine figure of a snowman! Well done, 
son!” Denver beamed. Over lunch of grilled cheese sandwiches and tomato soup, Thorpe and his wife discussed the situation of 
the homeless on a “night like this.” Jennifer noticed Denver staring listlessly out the window. The gray was so intense it was 
practically glowing.  
 “Honey, aren’t you hungry? Eat your soup, it’ll warm you up and make you big and strong.” 
 “I’m not hungry,” said Denver, pushing his plate away. 
 Thorpe felt his son’s head. “He feels a little cold. Come on, kiddo, have some nice hot soup.” He lifted a spoon to 
Denver’s lips. Denver turned away.  
 “May I be ‘scused?”  
 “Sure, sweetie,” sighed Jennifer. “I probably had him out there a little too long,” she said sheepishly. “Come on, Denver, 
let’s watch your Littlefoot movie.” She crouched down to put the tape in the VCR. But Denver had slid out of his chair and 
walked over to the large picture window, watching the snowman. 
 That night, Jennifer was awakened by an uneasy feeling. She sat up in bed, listening for a sound. The only thing she 
heard was Thorpe’s deep breathing. But instead of being lulled back to sleep, as she usually would be, she felt more alert, like a 
panther. Something’s wrong. The moonlight played ghostly shadows over the wall. Denver. In an instant, she was out of bed and 
moving fast to Denver’s room. The child’s bed was empty. “THORPE!” she screamed, but she moved downstairs without seeing 
if her husband had been wakened. She knew where her son was.  
 She burst through the door in her bare feet and nightgown, leaping down the steps into the snow. Her forward 
momentum was stopped as if she was suddenly paralyzed by a spider’s bite. Denver stood by the snowman, looking up raptly, as 
if it were speaking to him. In the baleful moonlight, the smooth head suddenly seemed like a skull. With a cry of rage, she 
wrenched herself forward and ran to her son. “ Denver . . .she sobbed. He was in his space pajamas, his bare feet and lips a bluish 
cast. He was in a trance, unresponsive. Thorpe stumbled out of the door, his sneaker laces flapping.  
 “Oh my God. Don’t worry; don’t worry; he’ll be fine. Let’s get him inside.” He lifted Denver, who began to moan 
softly.  
 “Oh God . . . oh Jesus,” whimpered Jennifer, trailing behind her husband. She looked back at the snowman, his coal 
mouth black like shark’s eyes. 
 Inside, Thorpe had taken off the stiff pajamas and wrapped Denver in a blanket. The boy cried softly in pain. “Get 
some lukewarm water in the turkey pan,” said Thorpe. “Hey buddy, what were you doing out there?” Jennifer returned, the pan 
sloshing on the living room carpet. Thorpe gently immersed Denver’s small feet. He took his son’s hands and pressed them 
under his own arms. “Okay, okay, are you warming up?  Jennifer, get some liquid Tylenol.” Lifting the spoon to Denver’s lips, 
Jennifer’s hand shook.  
 “Why was he out there?” she said breathlessly. 
 “I don’t know, but he should be getting warmed up now.” But Denver seemed as pale as the snowman. “Get a -” but 
Jennifer already was putting the thermometer under his tongue. 
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  First Place
—  Madame—  

  Viktonja Makarovite

 From afar, even as a child, it was apparent that she, with her vitality and class, was bred for the noble creed. Every 
summer visit, she held her head high and straight with a seeming air of arrogance, as any noble would. Without a care, she 
bathed in delicate sunlight, repeatedly unmoving. Why would she have any worries when iron guards from all around night 
and day surrounded her? Even the graveled streets of the outside world were not capable of penetrating her security, not a single 
pebble, no matter how many decades passed and withered. The only way to enter her dignified domain was to have her personal 
permission, but even then the guards squeaked in grinding protest.
 Once past the guards, a slapping sense of joy and serenity would hit. The beauty of the surroundings, freshly cut 
misty-green grass with its sweet tang, and another sweet flowery scent, maybe roses, would be more than over-powering, yet 
relaxing. The hushed chirpings of tiny beaks combined with laughing leaves sang beautiful melodies with dominant soothing 
powers that would sleepily overwhelm any listener. There were tall apple trees thrown randomly around but appeared to still be 
sticking to an unseen order. The trees were all full of apples that were incapable of deciding if they wanted to be green or yellow. 
The apple trees closest to her, were flirting like children experiencing puppy love, so close but never touching. The scenery was 
breathtaking but the most beautiful and awe-inspiring object of the surrounding was and always has been her. 
 She wore a wistful hat of such fine tiled brown material that even the sun asked for permission before frolicking on it. 
As it frolicked, its soft, almost loving footsteps left behind golden or sometimes rusty rays in the fine material. The hat’s shape 
resembled that of an elongated Egyptian pyramid, with the sun reaching tip on top and the large, heavy base on bottom. It was 
positioned just above the eyes, so elegantly and tenderly. It seemed as if the smallest breath of wind would turn the hat into a 
free-flying bird intent on migrating south. The hat oozed in elegance, yet it had a certain corky-ness about it. With how the hat 
was positioned, not completely straight but with a little crook to the right, it sent a playful message to probing eyes of beauty 
hidden in imperfection. 
 There was a broach dozing to the right of the center and just below the tip of the hat that puffed out charcoal black 
smoke. It was of such fine make that only someone of high class could be allowed to wear such an object. It had an almost 
flawless and seamless color transition between different parts in its make, weaving between brown gold brown gold. Even though 
it had an appearance of perfection, something seemed a bit wrong about it. With a closer inspection, the top right corner of its 
boxy appearance was not completely straight and even. It appeared to be reaching out too much to the right while trying to leave 
the rest of the broach behind. With this new information, the broach looked more like a lazy-eyed chipmunk that, was trying 
to look straight. This imperfection might have ruined any lesser being’s appearance, but it just improved her noble dogma of 
uncaring.
 Her skin, that was visible below the hat, was made of a creamy brown textile that had a resemblance of coffee with 
stirred in cream. She, unlike most older women, did not hide her age or wrinkles in a never-ending sea of twenty-nine but 
embraced them. Her wrinkles gave her a façade of ancient wisdom, a look as if she could solve any mystery and answer any 
question brought impassionedly before her. Her age marks flowed vertically every five inches or so, with horizontal marks 
connecting each vertical line to the next three or four time. It appeared as if it made an unobserved jigsaw puzzle put together to 
form a perfect form of a building. 
 She was covered in rich jewels below her creamy face. The fat bush of jewels surrounded her from all around. They had 
a form of round, lively bulbs outlined and connected to the next by dark green metal. The jewels were a striking blood red, so 
rich and full of life that one would have to think that a carotid was plucked. They looked as if they were growing up her skin 
rather than being positioned ever so gently there.
 She wore very light makeup that appeared to be speckled on, right at the bottom of her face, with a bit darker (color of 
fresh dirt) cover-up shade than her natural face color. It looked as if she might have put it on in a state of haste for a reason that 
she only knows. She wore red lipstick that extended from the bottom middle of her face to the top, even with her eyes, forming 
a rectangular form. In the sky of shiny red was a circular beauty mark that was so heavily attached that with just one twist the 
red shade would unlock. Her eyes were outlined in office building white that was smudged with the textured, rough dirt of the 
cover-up, which all formed the visage of the giant vertical rectangles. 
 Her eyes were as clear as glass but had minute spots that were cloudy yet sparkling. Positioned one foot from the base of 
the Egyptian hat and five feet spaced apart, the eyes were so large that they seemed to be growing, resembling unrelenting weeds 
out of the ground. They appeared to open to the outside world, as if each inscrutable inch of the soulful, shining drapes could 
peel away and allow for a thoughtless glance inside. Can one see the inner mechanisms of her head and not become mesmerized 
with what is hidden behind these two glass veils?

  Third Place
— Born a Lion— 

  Lois Mintah

 I live in California; Santa Monica to be exact. Daily life here is a metronome of mellowness. Ubiquitous indigo incense 
smoke numbs me and helps me forget and remember at the same time. The audio signature whoosh of rollerblades on the Santa 
Monica Pier, like a jet engine you would hear as a child, search the sky for, but never see. Route 66 winds down and comes to an 
end at the pier. Maybe the highway thinks, “What, that’s it?” Somehow it wants to keep going, but there is nowhere else to go. 
It’s a lovely enough place what with the Ferris wheel and the ocean sunsets. The engineers planned it well, a lovely tribute. But 
after Easy Riding and freewheeling across the country, maybe old 66 wished someone had asked it if it wanted to end. 
 I’m a gray-haired, green-eyed, slightly flabby male hippie living in a modern, New Age microcosm. When the Tune In-
Turn On-Drop Out/Free Love/Age of Aquarius bus rolled through my hometown in �967, I hopped on and never looked back 
to my father’s dairy farm in Wisconsin. The kids in SM think I’m some kind of icon and love to hear stories of being young in 
the Sixties. They like my braids with the wooden beads. I can tell they are envious of the era in which I came of age. They feel 
hemmed in, burdened. But secretly, I am envious of the young people of today. They have more choices than we rebels ever did. 
And my God, they’re young. 
 It’s been a good life, but sometimes I wonder if it should have been another life. I think I missed something along the 
way, like my life was a car ride and I forgot to look out the window. Sometimes I feel I should have been born a lion. That’s 
something for a vegetarian to think, isn’t it? Once in a while, I dream of a hot, dry savannah with the air all rippling and 
shimmering. A pride of lions grunts a welcome—my pride-—the ultimate commune. They look at me with green eyes; eyes just 
like mine. I want to belong, to lead. There are cubs to protect, mates who provide food, and the vast, dazzling African night sky. 
A purposeful existence, one ordered by Nature. My roar would strike fear into all who heard it—the leader of the pride. Then 
the dream fades, and I’m not a brave leonine father. I’m a carnival sideshow, a fortune-telling gypsy. Drop in a coin, folks, and 
I’ll tell you a story.  
 I don’t have the heart to tell my audience, but all we in the psychedelic Sixties did was run away from what really 
mattered. By becoming self-obsessed, we lost touch with who we really were. At the Green Coffee Machine off Santa Monica 
Boulevard, I don’t even have the guts to tell the girl she forgot my soymilk in my latte. When I get to Heaven and see the 
Great Old Geezer in the sky, I’m going to tell him he made a mistake and I should have been born a lion. That will be the only 
courageous thing I have ever done in my life.
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 Refueled and refreshed, we all climb back into the car and head for the highway. The highway has to be one of the 
most exciting portions of the trip next to actually getting to paradise. Living just outside Chicago yields a suburbia of people 
clamoring for property in proximity to the city without sacrificing the smaller town environment. However, a six-lane highway 
slicing through my backyard isn’t exactly what I would connect with a small town setting.  
 As we join the early risers of the summer morning, the excitement only builds for this portion of the trip.  Still tired but 
too excited to join my brother and mother who have fallen asleep, I rest my head against the cool window and watch suburbia 
begin to disappear. Trucks become fewer and then cars become less.  Six lanes become four and the landscape morphs to meet 
more of the needs of nature rather than the needs of big business and big families. Buildings fall scarce and trees become 
plentiful. We soon leave the highway and take to back roads where you can see no homes or buildings, because the trees now 
hug the roadside. Suddenly, the car slows and my heart races as we turn left by a lone mailbox onto a gravel drive. Finally, we are 
here.
 The drive along the half-mile driveway seems longer than the trip itself. But soon, a home emerges.  A white house with 
stone columns holding up the portico to the front door stands amidst towering trees and a sea of green. My dad gives the car a 
much-needed break, and we step out to stretch our legs. As I step out, I hear a welcome sound…nothing. The air is much cooler 
and much fresher than where I woke up just three hours ago. The house looks like a simple one level; however, with this home, 
you should never judge this “book by its cover.” 
 The family and I grab our luggage and open the front door. Rex squirms his way past us and through the front hall 
and begins his traditional sniff patrol. I stand in the front door way and look straight ahead at seven bay windows overlooking 
a light blue lake that shimmers in the sunlight and is spotty with personal boats and leisure fisherman hugging the shoreline 
hoping for a catch. I look to my right and see the kitchen, a starting point for some of the best home cooked meals in the world. 
Beyond the kitchen is the screen room. This room is not where the latest movie release is seen, but rather it is a preset stage for 
the performances of nature. The room is surrounded on three sides by screens you typically find on your back door. The breeze 
of the lake is free to dance in the room along with the scents of natural pine and white birch. By far, it is my favorite room in the 
house.
 Continuing through the screen room, there is a door leading to the outside along the house. Just outside that door 
to my left is a staircase that follows a paved drive leading to the boathouse and the dock. The staircase stops at the top of the 
boathouse, which is a seating area lined with railings so you can look at the lake. At night, from this point, there isn’t a star in 
the sky you cannot see. But as you stand on the boathouse at midday, you are standing in nature’s amphitheater. The trickling 
sound of the tiny wake washing ashore is all around, as are the echoes of the occasional water skier’s hoots and hollers of 
amusement. Looking down from the top of the boathouse there is a dock stretching off the shore and over the water. At the end 
and on either side of the dock, there is a light orange jet ski made for two and white and yellow power boat with seating for the 
whole family. Right now, both hover over the water’s surface on their dock hoists, but soon they will yield brisk breezes through 
the hair and butterflies in the stomach as they bounce off the wake at a good speed.
 Back in the house, I finally put my belongings in my bedroom and prepare my bed for an eventual night’s rest. I return 
to the living room, which is a pretty sizable area. Along the walls are bookcases filled with various genres. In the middle of the 
floor is a ping-pong table. Then, just behind the ping-pong table are two light blue couches in “L” configuration in front of the 
TV that always needs dusting, if and when we use it.  The days go by peacefully, but we all head to bed.
 As I lay in bed with my hands behind my head and stare at the ceiling, I realize why I call this desolate home in Spring 
Lake, Michigan paradise. Neither the place where this home is nor the home itself makes this place paradise. It’s the happenings 
inside the home and the happenings within me that make this place paradise. Here, I am hidden from the various stresses 
that life can present to me on a daily basis. For a few days at a time, I am given the opportunity to breathe with ease and truly 
appreciate life for what it is supposed to be. Being surrounded by a loving family that will always be there no matter what is 
paradise to me. Being able to stare in wonder at every star I have missed while in suburbia is paradise to me. Being in a state of 
bliss because I realize how blessed I really am in this crazed world is paradise to me. My paradise is incomparable to tall palms, 
white sands, and temporary resorts because my paradise has no price and no limit on how long I can stay. I hope you have shared 
in my feelings of paradise. This paradise of mine can be yours. Within you, realize that paradise is never in a certain geographic 
place. Paradise is found in the smallest of things. Family, friends, and all the little things in life that make you smile and make 
you thankful for all that you have are responsible for the principle of paradise. I hope you enjoyed your trip with me, and I hope 
that your perception of paradise is somewhat changed. Always take to heart that paradise is not geographic…it is mental, and 
only you can bring yourself there.            
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 Behind the somnolent eyes inside a tremulous mind was unseen beauty. An ancient, hand-carved, dark-wood table 
wearily stood to the left of the nightly lit room. Four ornately carved round chairs of the same dark-wood guarded the expensive 
oval table. Just behind the table and its guards impatiently waited a miniature kitchen. It was apparent that delicious food had 
been cooked frequently inside. There was an aged stove squashed between two cream cabinets, one (on the left) touched the 
ceiling while the other was even with the stove. There stood, on the far right of the stove, an alienated steel giant that seemed 
to be larger than the whole kitchen. The steel giant carried a look of imposingness, yet it gave chilly sustenance. There were no 
layers of dust, no spider webs; everything was neat and organized in a special way, just like the rest of her appearance. 
 The petite, aged, farmhouse was my second home: a place that protected and taught me every childhood summer; a 
place where nature’s beauty nurtured and kept me smiling when everything else seemed to go wrong; a place that was the noble 
grandmother who I have never known but heard so many stories of. Vitality, contradiction, and class were the keys to the beauty 
of the farmhouse that was inherited by me but once was the vacation home of a beautiful, nurturing, holier than thou, arrogant 
woman: my grandmother the wannabe noble.

  Second Place
— Perception of Paradise—  

  Adam Beaty

 Take a second and close your eyes. I want you to envision your own idea of paradise. Did you see palm trees? Did you 
see the sun rising over an ocean stained a fiery orange? Did you feel sand between your toes? And did you hear waves crashing 
ashore, drowning out the screech of the soaring gulls? For many, this is the ideal place to call paradise. However, I am different. 
Paradise is a whole other world for me. My paradise lies not among palms and white sands, but among pines and gravel roads. 
It lies in a place unknown to MTV’s Spring Break and flocking tourists. In fact, my paradise is unknown to most maps and is 
merely a blur to Google Earth. Where is this place you ask? Well, I’m not going to tell you, but rather show you. I am going to 
bring you to my paradise and show you why, to me, it is better than any resort or any beach. Hopefully, after you experience my 
paradise, your perception of paradise is changed or enhanced. Don’t bring clothes, sunscreen, or even your toothbrush. Instead, 
pack your senses and feel what I feel, see what I see, smell what I smell, and hear what I hear. This journey, however, doesn’t start 
easy. It begins at my home in Bolingbrook at six o’clock on a summer morning. 
 The back of my neck feels warm as the sun peaks over the roof of my neighbor’s home and pours into my room. My 
face, oddly, is wet, and I open my eyes to realize why. Rex, my dog, has taken first dibs over my alarm clock at getting me up. 
As I get out of bed, I put my bare feet on the plush carpet, and I smile at the thought of where I’ll fall asleep tonight. The family 
greets me as I emerge from my room. My mom, already dressed for the day, urges me to hurry and get ready because we are 
leaving soon. With haste, I head into the bathroom, where I gel my hair and brush my teeth. Then, I quickly throw on a pair of 
my favorite blue jeans and a t-shirt that displays my philosophy, “Basketball is Life.” After I’m dressed, I look over my suitcase 
laying open on my bedroom floor. Knowing I wanted to sleep as much as possible and knowing that I might forget something, 
as usual, I packed the night before. I check to make sure I haven’t missed anything, and I add the essential toiletries to the 
baggage. I zip the suitcase closed and think aloud, making absolutely sure: “Toothbrush, check. Toothpaste, check. Deodorant, 
check. Hair gel and comb, check. Nope, everything is here.”
 All packed, I grab my luggage, head down the stairs, and right out the front door to the family car’s trunk. The family 
has already beat me to putting their stuff in the spacious trunk of our beige colored Chrysler four door. I shut the trunk and 
return to the house to see if the family needs any last minute help. With the front door closed and locked behind us, the family, 
including Rex, climb into the car in the traditional family fashion. Dad takes the driver’s seat, Mom takes shotgun, my younger 
brother sits behind Dad, I take my place behind Mom, and Rex takes the void between my brother and I. Rex, in his excitement 
of being in the car, pokes his head into the front seat, looks out the windshield, and wags his tail wildly as if to say, “Come on, 
let’s go!”
 The sound of car doors closing one after the other signals the beginning of our journey, and the clicking of seatbelts 
only furthers the excitement. Dad backs the car out of the freshly sealed black driveway and we substitute the residential road 
with a main street through town. Soon we arrive at our traditional stop to the Shell station just off the highway entrance ramp. 
Dad fills the car as my mom, brother, and I get out of the car to stock up on refreshments for the trip. My mom and brother 
are well ahead of me as I take my time. The highway roars with the sound of big rigs and the high speed spinning of tires over 
the rippled pavement. The air around me is warm and hardly what I would call fresh as it wreaks with exhaust and gasoline. 
Suddenly, a blast of frigid air rushes across my face as the automatic sliding doors to the station opens, revealing shelves of snacks 
and cheap souvenirs.
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  Second Place
—  Weathered—  

   Instructor Paul Gaszak

Today, rain is falling from a gloomy sky that has snuffed out the sun like wet fingertips on a candlewick. 
And I love it. 
When I was little, nothing was as irritating as a rainy day. The morning walk to the school bus stop was booby trapped 

with puddles on the sidewalks and curbs that splashed on my pants and drowned my socks.  Even worse, the humidity would 
cling to that mysterious green material that covers school bus seats, which made the ride drearier than usual. At the start of 
each school year, my mother would equip me with an umbrella, but that never worked out. After all, the word “umbrella” is 
derived from a Latin term meaning, “A slippery little shit who is never around when needed.” Consequently, I was left to run 
unprotected through the rain as my jacket, backpack, and skin absorbed the droplets. 

As a teenager, my life revolved around basketball – more specifically, street ball. I spent my summers confined to the 
blacktop until nightfall when cops would shine a spotlight on us, barking over their squad’s speakers that the park was closed. 
Even then I might not leave. Light rain was never a deterrent. A little moisture could actually improve the grip on the worn out 
ball. Excessive heat wouldn’t stop me either; it just meant I’d have to buy an extra bottle of Gatorade. 

But the wind – that was my enemy. It was an invisible defender acting as a sixth man on the court against me. A stiff 
wind charging over an open basketball court could block the ball, pushing the perfectly released shot several feet from the hoop. 
It forced everyone to play on the inside (not my style) or play the wind, attempting to get a gust to push the ball into the hoop. 
The wind never stopped us from playing – it just showed up like that uninvited kid who no one wanted on his or her team.

Every summer morning I would wake up and see light glowing on the edges of the blinds. My first official action of 
the day was always to look through the slits and stare at the tree outside my room, trying to gauge the wind. It always took a 
few seconds for my eyes to adjust. Finally, I’d grab hold of a particular branch or batch of leaves and, as if the wind only blew 
for me, they would start moving. They could be swaying, whipping about, or completely pushed over, but anything more than a 
gentle breeze and I’d flop onto my bed with disappointment. On the rare days when there was no wind, I would stare extra long 
thinking nature was holding its breath so that it could spitefully puff in my face as soon as I walked outside. 

Now, I fall asleep in the dark and wake up to the same in order to get to work. When I first roll out of bed, the night 
sky is still in order, but by the time I’ve taken a shower and gotten dressed, the sun begins to slide into the sky. I’ll try placing my 
hands on top of that early, orange sun and push it back below the horizon, but it never works. I’m not in search of extra sleep or 
reprieve from work – I just want the night. The night is my comfort and silence against the noise of the waking world. It is my 
delusion of solitude. 

Inevitably, I walk outside to my car and find the sun firing across the landscape and igniting colors. How irritating. I’ll 
put on my sunglasses, because no matter which direction I am driving, the sun always seems to be directly in front of me. And 
whenever I am stuck in traffic, my tires are responsible for the sunrise: with every inch I crawl forward, the sun is cranked a little 
higher.   

Thankfully, there are days like yesterday, when fog falls over Chicago and visibility doesn’t go beyond a few dozen 
yards and a cool mist hangs in the air, gently brushing against any exposed skin without clinging too heavily to clothing. And 
mornings like today, when grays and blacks fill the sky, as if by my order, to lockout the incoming light. Even though some light 
still filters through, like a flashlight behind construction paper, it is diluted. The rain seeps from the clouds and explodes against 
pavement, tree, and windshield. My eyes, as light sensitive as they are, can open wide and eat up the gloom, savoring each taste. 

  Honorable Mention
— My Parking Angel— 

  Stacey Bethune

 When I woke up on the morning after Thanksgiving Day two years ago, I was eager to dive into one of the busiest 
shopping days of the year. The day would be filled with messy traffic, vicious parking, and stores swarming with people, but I 
figured a day of sales would be worth fighting off the crowds. Shoppers are piranhas when it comes to sales. Everyone left their 
homes early in the morning to achieve premium parking, but I was not amongst this crowd. I left my house and arrived at the 
mall with my friend �5 minutes after the mall opened. My friend started complaining and exaggerating about how she would 
have to walk practically a mile to get to the mall from the parking spot that we were bound to get. I continually assured her that 
we would not be walking very far. I was confident that we would find a close spot to park our car. Just as I had suspected, we 
pulled into a front row parking spot. This was the work of my parking angel.
 My aunt was the first person to refer to my luck of parking as the work of my parking angel. She was driving my family 
and me out to dinner and when we got to the restaurant, we had to park in quite possibly the farthest parking spot from the 
doors. I brought up my constant unbelievable luck in finding a parking spot. My aunt mentioned that it must be my parking 
angel helping me wherever I go. I am a believer in angels, but I never thought about a parking angel before my aunt mentioned 
it. I told her that I am blessed to have such an angel.
 Not everyone has a parking angel, but those who do get the front row parking spots at crowded concerts, shopping 
malls, and grocery stores. She is my extra set of eyes. She sees the parking spots before I arrive, and I am able to park without 
waiting. I do not know what I did to be blessed with a parking angel, but I am thankful for her. Every time I go somewhere, I 
thank her for the wonderful parking spot that she grants me. 
 As I have come to think about the value of my parking angel, I have concluded that she saves me time in my busy life. 
Instead of walking to my car, I am using my time wisely by driving to my next destination. Time is a very valuable thing
because in our culture, “time is money.” She is also valuable to me due to my laziness (however, I prefer to be called efficient).  I 
favor the close spots since I don’t have to take the long walk.
 I believe in parking angels because my parking luck just cannot be explained in any other way.
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may be a source of optimism, it can be very frustrating and irrational.  Man’s mind thirsts for reasonable explanations and 
solutions.  Jewish soteriology can be very unpalatable for one who seeks answers and certitude in this life.  Positing salvation into 
some unknown time in the future and blindly trusting involves a great subjection of reason. Every experience of absurdity, every 
feeling of death inside, every pain of existence rages against this seemingly repugnant and irrational hope in God.  Ultimately, 
Wiesel recognizes that the experience of life “consumed [his] faith forever…murdered [his] God and [his] soul and turned [his] 
dreams to ashes” (Wiesel 34).  While the Maharal’s understanding of salvation may provide hope and optimism for the Jewish 
people, it can be unacceptable when the cruel and absurd experiences make one’s life into a long, dark night.
 Throughout their existence, the Jews have cried with Tankhum, “Who will save us!?” (Act �, Scene 9).  The Jews were 
especially aware of their need for salvation as they lived in the midst of great suffering and persecution.  However, this call for 
salvation has been answered in different ways.  With the messianic images of Isaiah as a model, Jews have fashioned varying 
models of salvation.  In the end, the Maharal believes that Jews must actively submit themselves to the Providence of God and 
maintain a faith of strength in the presence of persecution.  The Jewish people suffer a plight similar to the suffering servant, but 
they ultimately believe that their patient example of endurance and faith can be a light to the nations of the world.  Even though 
this soteriology may provide great hope for the Jewish people, the simple experience of the brutality and meaninglessness of life 
can render such an explanation as lacking.  The problem of suffering will always remain an immense stumbling block to faith.  
Something in the rational mind rebels against trust and faith when the persecution and illogicality of the world confront us.  In 
spite of the experience of suffering and the night of the soul it may bring, the Jewish notion of salvation can provide a positive 
source of hope and strength that can continue to allow the Jewish people to move forward.   
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  Second Place
— The Status of Mental Health in Our Prison System—  

  Nicole Hofer

 The issue of mental health is becoming an increasingly bigger problem for our prison systems within the United 
States.  “In �005, the United States Department of Justice estimated that more than half of all prison and jail inmates either had 
symptoms of, or were actually diagnosed with a mental health problem.  This calculation included 56% of all State prisoners, 
45% of all Federal prisoners, and 64% of all jail inmates” (James and Glaze �).  Prison and jail inmates who suffer from a 
mental disorder are also faced with a variety of other challenges while serving time in prison. Prisons have developed methods 
and treatment programs for their mentally ill population, but most of these efforts lack the necessary requirements to guide a 
mentally ill inmate into recovery.  Individuals are incarcerated because they have committed a crime or have broken the law.  
Laws are put into effect to ensure the protection of society at large.  When laws are broken, it is necessary to punish the offender 
for what he has done in order to maintain a fair and just society.  This should be true for every individual who violates the law—
even those who are mentally ill.  One major problem within our society is the lack of compassion and understanding—and even, 
at times, indifference—for those who suffer from mental disorders.  Our society, which especially includes prison staff, must be 
educated on the different types of mental disorders, as well as how each disorder will affect the individual, in order to properly 
handle situations involving these special-needs individuals.  

When an offender is sentenced for his crime and is forced to serve time by being incarcerated, he will be placed in one 
of two types of facilities.  A jail is for offenders who have committed a misdemeanor and have been sentenced to serve less than 
one year.  On the other hand, a prison is for offenders who have committed a felony and have been sentenced to serve one year 
or longer.  The type of facility that an individual is placed in order to serve his sentence will reflect different methods that are 
utilized for dealing with mentally ill inmates.  For example, many jails do not offer the opportunity for their inmates to receive 
any form of therapy, mainly because they spend too short of a time in jail (Gater �8).  Individuals sentenced to serve a longer 
term in a prison do receive the opportunity to utilize mental health services, such as individual and group therapy (�8).   

  First Place
—  The Conflicting Notions of Jewish Salvation— 

  Kevin Magas

 Throughout history, the Jewish thirst for salvation has flourished amidst the overwhelming tides of oppression and 
persecution.  Viewing themselves as God’s chosen people, they have sought the fulfillment of His promises as well as deliverance 
from the hands of their persecutors.  While there may be a universal cry for salvation present in Judaism, Jews themselves 
have varying beliefs on how this salvation is to be accomplished.  In the play The Golem, two contradictory notions of Jewish 
salvation are voiced through the lament of the Maharal.  Indeed, the Maharal’s understanding of salvation is intimately tied to 
the different messianic portraits contrasted in the book of Isaiah.  While the Maharal’s concept of salvation accurately represents 
a strain of thought in Judaism, it can be ultimately unrewarding in the context of the dark night of the soul and experiences of 
extreme inhumanity.
 Initially, the Maharal had advanced a messianic notion similar to that described in the ninth chapter of Isaiah.  Thus, 
he believed the messiah would be a powerful king and warrior, leading the Jewish people to endless peace and ultimate victory.  
The Golem is created by the Maharal to fulfill this active role by forcefully eliminating the persecutors of the Jewish community.  
Implicit in this action is the belief that the Jews can gain their own salvation by actively participating and taking vengeance 
into their own hands.  In a certain sense, it stems from mistrust that God will not ultimately fulfill His promises or protect the 
Jews in His providence.  In direct contrast to the messianic image in Chapter 9 is the image of the messiah as a suffering servant 
in Chapter 5�.  Instead of a powerful warrior, the messiah is marred and unattractive, a man who would suffer for the sake of 
humanity.  Salvation then would not come in a brilliant flash of triumphant glory, but rather through the pathetic suffering of a 
wholly unimpressive man.  The Golem illustrates this messianic image through the young beggar.  In the play, he acts as a tired, 
sickly servant who came “to talk the speech of love…to walk through the world and look into the eyes of men” (Act �, Scene 5).  
By radically entering the depraved condition of man, the suffering servant accomplishes salvation through this empathy.  Yet this 
image of a suffering servant is deeply troubling to the Maharal.  Given the harsh, oppressive reality the Jews faced, the Maharal 
despairs that “there may be no tomorrow for Jews who meekly lay their necks upon the block” (Act �, Scene 3). In the presence 
of such immense suffering, the image of a warrior-messiah simply remains more appealing.  It is precisely these polarized 
messianic images in the book of Isaiah that provide a context to compare the Maharal’s understanding of salvation to historical 
Jewish soteriology.
 Ultimately, the Maharal recognizes the fault in his own image of the warrior-messiah and embraces the idea that God 
holds the keys to salvation. The Maharal comes to believe that the Jewish people must “wait and suffer and endure, and still 
have faith in Your providence and mercy” (Act �, Scene 9).  Even in the midst of great suffering and persecution, the Jews must 
give praise and glory to God.  To the Jews, the ways of God were mysterious and often troubling, but faith in His promises 
would ultimately bring salvation.  In this way, Jews can take an active part in their salvation.  While salvation may ultimately 
be in the hands of God, the Jews must take the great existential leap by trusting in His guidance and living in continual hope 
of redemption while everything else screams otherwise.  To fully embrace the salvation offered by God, the Jew must first be 
receptive to the will of God.  Without an active attentiveness to God and a daily desire to follow His commandments, the Jew 
would not be able to fully receive the salvation offered by God.  In the end, the Maharal realizes that the image of a powerful 
warrior-king is simply not consistent with the historical path of the Jewish people.  He claims that “in impatience and despair, I 
wished to turn my back on the ways of our people—so eternal, so gentle, so full of grace” (Act �, Scene 9).  Because the Jews had 
faced immense prosecution and oppression, the idea of salvation through a patient, enduring suffering servant rings more true 
to their concrete, historical experience.  Because of this experience, patient suffering and trust in the loving providence of God 
remain dominant in the Maharal’s soteriology.
 Even though the Maharal’s soteriology provides answers in the midst of persecution, it can be ultimately unfulfilling on 
a very human level.  After all, when one has faced the extreme debilitating experiences of life, it is difficult to trust in the justice 
of a loving God.  Quite simply, life can drain one of hope in God and even basic faith in reality.  One seems compelled to agree 
with Karl Rahner that simply the experience of living, the experience of darkness, can isolate a man and rob him of his precious, 
naïve trust in God.  The experience of Elie Wiesel in Night provides an extreme example that demonstrates how experiences 
of evil and the depths of human cruelty can destroy faith in God.  Wiesel was quite familiar with the Maharal’s justification 
of suffering, as it was the typical response echoed by the Jewish community throughout their extensive history of persecution.  
The men in his community believed that “[they] needed to show God, even here, locked in this hell, [they] were capable of 
singing his praises” (Wiesel 69).  One was to praise God for His faithfulness, to endure the suffering, and wait patiently for His 
salvation.  After all, perhaps God was simply testing the Jewish people who continued to reflect on “His mysterious ways, the 
sins of the Jewish people, and the redemption to come” (Wiesel 45).  While this Jewish soteriology, reminiscent of the Maharal’s, 
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the problems which they face, as well as their mental disorder.
 The responsibility to assist the mentally ill prison population does not only rest in the hands of prison and jail staff 
members.  Although they are in control of a large portion of the treatment and care for this population, our society also needs 
to contribute in the effort of rehabilitating the mentally ill in prison.  The first way we can accomplish this task is to become 
educated on mental health in general, especially regarding the different mental disorders.  With a greater understanding of what 
mentally ill inmates face on a daily basis regarding their disorder and fellow inmates, members of our society will stop looking at 
these individuals as if they were animals.  Most people consider criminals and individuals who have broken the law to be lacking 
in any type of morals or values.  They feel this population should be punished to the fullest and most extreme case that the law 
will allow.  This is true to some extent; people should be punished for committing a crime and breaking the law.  However, we 
also need to take into account the individual needs of the offender.  Some individuals should not be placed in a jail or prison, 
especially if their mental condition is severe and overwhelming.  Being placed into a prison environment can increase an 
individual’s depression, anxiety, and contemplation or attempts at suicide.  It is necessary for these individuals to be punished for 
their wrongdoing, like any other normal citizen, but as an alternative, they should be placed into a mental health facility.  In this 
environment, the main focus will be on the mental health of the offender and working to rehabilitate the individual to normal 
mental status.  The issue of mental health is becoming an increasingly bigger part of the problems which our society faces today.  
In terms of dealing with mental health issues in prisons, conditions are improving. However, much more needs to be done in 
order to ensure proper and equal treatment of the mentally ill prison population. Society must stop viewing these individuals as 
animals to be medicated and forgotten and give them the proper care and attention which, as human beings, they inarguably 
deserve.
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  Third Place
— The Depiction of the Jews in The	King	of	Kings— 

  Natalie Schutz

In The King of Kings, Cecil B. DeMille had to juggle how to portray Jews based on a potentially anti-Semitic text, all  
the while keeping the film historically accurate and intriguing enough for the general public to be accepting of it. To effectively 
handle these problems, DeMille used Caiaphus, not the Jewish people, as the ultimate scapegoat for Jesus’ death, making scenes 
leading to Jesus’ crucifixion less blaming toward Jews, while making the crucifixion story a more interesting tale with a clear 
antagonist. 
 The depiction of Jews, like many issues within the Bible, is one that people need to understand solely through biblical 
context, so it is comprehended correctly. This is especially true when watching biblical films, since they are directed toward the 
general population, regardless of their education or background, and they are made for a wide-ranging audience, according to 
Adele Reinhartz in the article “Jesus in Film: Hollywood Perspectives on the Jewishness of Jesus” (�). If one were to simply open 
the bible and read any gospel’s crucifixion scenes with little or no knowledge of the rest of the scripture, it would appear as if an 
evil ethnic group of people made and carried out the horrible decision to kill the messiah. However, readers of the crucifixion 
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Jails have lesser sentences, which means that offenders will be spending less time there. Under these circumstances it 
may become more difficult for prison staff members to properly make an assessment and diagnose a mental disorder, considering 
the short period of time in which they are given.  Unless the disorder has been diagnosed prior to the individual’s incarceration, 
the mental health order may elude the prison staff because they have not witnessed any obvious or clear-cut symptoms.  In this 
case, it may be assumed that an inmate is failing to comply with prison rules, misbehaving, or simply disregarding the orders 
he has been given.  The result of a situation such as this would be unnecessary punishment, which could have been avoided had 
the disorder been known about in advance.  On the opposite end of the spectrum, inmates spend more time in prison mainly 
because their population consists of individuals who have been sentenced to one year or more of incarceration.  This type of 
a situation would give the prison staff that specializes in psychological matters a sufficient amount of time to work with the 
mentally ill inmates. Sentencing an inmate to a longer term in prison means that the staff would be able to adequately identify 
that an inmate suffers from a particular mental condition; the psychologists and therapists on staff would be able to properly 
assess and diagnose the offender. Taking these steps could result in better insight on the inmate and his condition so that 
additional steps could be taken in order to support the individual.  Longer sentences also significantly help prison staff because 
they are then able to work along with the inmate to produce a proper treatment plan that meets the needs of the offender and 
will hopefully rehabilitate that individual. 
 In most prisons and jails, solitary confinement is a technique used by staff members to weaken an offender and force 
him to comply with prison rules.  It serves mainly as a form of punishment to prevent the inmate from repeating the same 
action in the future.  These facilities also utilize a technique known as segregation, which physically divides the inmates into 
particular groups throughout the prison.  Prison and jail staffing often try to avoid utilizing these two methods when it comes 
to dealing with the mentally ill prison population (Gater �6).  Solitary confinement proves to be hard on any inmate, especially 
for those who are mentally ill.  In most cases, using this method could make an inmate’s mental condition even worse than it 
had previously been, leading to hallucinations, anxiety, delusions, and depression.  The only reason segregation would be utilized 
for a mentally ill inmate is for the sole purpose of protection (�6).  The best way to handle this problem is to place mentally 
ill inmates on a separate wing or floor, away from the rest of the general population.  In this case, the inmates could provide 
support for one another, while also knowing that they are not alone in the challenges and struggles that they face on a daily basis 
(�6).
 When it comes down to the treatment of an inmate’s mental condition, those involved in the process—whether they 
are a doctor, nurse, psychologist, therapist, or counselor—need to first consider the individual needs of the offender (�6).  There 
is no blueprint or standard treatment plan for a mentally ill inmate (�3).  Most forms of treatment attempt to use medication as 
a last resort when no other methods seem to produce positive results.  One potential problem with using medication in a jail or 
prison setting is the potential for drug abuse (�6).  Some of these inmates have a past history involving drug abuse or addiction, 
and in situations such as these, medication may worsen their drug problem or add a dual diagnosis to the already mentally ill 
inmate.  In addition to this problem, some mentally healthy inmates have faked the symptoms of a particular disorder in order to 
obtain psychotropic medications, either for them to take or for sale to inmates in the general population (�6).  
 Another important aspect that directly affects how a mentally ill inmate is dealt with, and also the type of treatment 
he will receive while incarcerated, reflects on the employees a jail or prison has on their staff.  It is necessary to have mental 
healthcare specialists such as psychologists, psychiatrists, social workers, and doctors as a part of the staffing (�4).  They will 
provide the mentally ill inmates with the proper care and treatment that is required for rehabilitation.  Every person who 
participates in the functions of a detainment facility should receive the proper education and skills necessary to deal with a 
mentally ill inmate (�4).  Staff members who will not be directly working with these inmates should also receive this training, as 
there will inevitably be situations in which those skills would be paramount for the safety of the staff, as well as the inmate.
 Once an inmate is released from jail or prison, staff members should follow up on cases involving mentally ill inmates.  
In some situations, an inmate’s condition might be so severe that he cannot be released into the general population, and 
instead it becomes necessary to have that inmate transferred into a mental health facility where he could receive continuous 
and appropriate treatment for his condition.  Other mentally ill inmates may require a referral to a mental health specialist, 
which would provide them with therapy and group counseling to help further restore their mental health.  Other inmates may 
simply require a prescription from a psychiatrist for a particular medication that is useful in treating the individual’s condition. 
However, if an inmate is allowed to leave prison without any medication, referral or follow up being completed, that individual 
could have a greater chance of recidivism.  Without any form of aftercare or a reliable support system, a mentally disturbed 
individual may not be able to survive life outside of prison.  In order to deal with the problems which life has thrown their 
way, as well as the mental condition that they suffer from, the former inmates might turn to drugs or alcohol as a way of self-
medication.  Being under the influence of drugs or alcohol may help them cope with life outside of prison and also forget about 
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in the film. This is obvious by Judas’ sick, completely over-the-top actions as Jesus is being tortured. To some, it may even 
seem as if Judas is going through more pain than Jesus since Judas is displaying his pain so dramatically. DeMille also chose to 
exaggerate Judas’ suicide scene to portray how sorry he was for his actions, which is only mentioned briefly in Matthew �7:5. 
All this makes Judas appear much more real to the audience and, therefore, makes them understand him and be less blaming 
towards him, a Jew. 
 If DeMille truly wanted to overly use the Passion-associated, anti-Semitic stereotype, he would have made all Jesus’ 
disciples much more lost and prideful. Instead, DeMille portrayed them as very loving toward Jesus, with the exception of Judas 
in the beginning of the film. This is seen most during the Last Supper or when they are so amazed to see Jesus’ few mentioned 
miracles. 
 The King of Kings looks more deeply into Mark �5:�3-�4, where the mass of Jews yelled, “Crucify him!” to put Jesus 
to death. DeMille makes it very clear that the crowd was bribed by Caiaphus and the other High Priests. The film even shows 
many from the crowd trying to stand up for Jesus, demonstrating that the mass of the Jewish population was tricked by one, evil 
antagonist to put Jesus to death. 
 Throughout the film, DeMille makes a point to prove that Jesus was loved by many, including the Jews, taking their 
“bad rap” away from them in some ways. The scene where the Jews parade into the temple proclaiming Jesus a king is one of the 
most obvious examples. Others include when all the commoners are so happy to see Jesus on his healing journeys. Caiaphus and 
his High Priest gang are the only ones that really are unhappy with him since he does not follow some Jewish (Pharisee) laws. 
 DeMille closely follows Matthew when depicting Pilate and the blood libel. The blood libel is very evident in The 
King of Kings as Pilate seems to have no interest in killing Jesus; it is just Caiaphus who begs for it to be done. Pilate’s wife’s 
commentary is vivid, giving Pilate another reason he is not as willing to kill him. This portion of the film may seem like the 
most anti-Semitic but, if looked at closely, it is just Caiaphus, the only real antagonist for DeMille, who makes Jesus’ death come 
true. He is responsible for Pilate agreeing to the death, because he bribed the commoners to beg for Jesus’ crucifixion. He also 
persuaded Judas into the betrayal of Jesus, making Caiaphas, not the Jewish people, basically the root of all evil in The King of 
Kings. 
 Most of the general public, who were the viewers of DeMille’s film, most likely did not consider the biblical context 
explaining why the Jews are interpreted the way they are DeMille came up with a smart, dramatic solution for portraying the 
sometimes looked-down-upon Jews by adding a universal antagonist in Caiaphus. This way only one Jewish man is blamed for 
Jesus’ death, instead of the whole ethnic group.
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need to keep in mind the context while reading the famous biblical passage. The same is true when discussing biblical films, 
such as The King of Kings.
 Obviously, the Bible is an ancient document; one that has been translated several times and prior to that was probably 
told as a story for generations after the actual crucifixion incident around 33 A.D. With this said, to make a more worthwhile, 
easily passed-along story, it is usually best to create a protagonist; the good guy whom everyone likes, and an antagonist; the 
person or people that add conflict to the protagonist’s life. To these early storytellers, Jesus was that protagonist and his killers 
were, of course, the antagonists. This may have lead to the debatable anti-Semitic text of the Bible. Since the Jewish people made 
the final decision to crucify Jesus, there was most likely an already embedded anti-Semitic feel to the crucifixion story, just for 
better storytelling reasons. These factors make it difficult to make the gospel one to base a film off of since events such as the 
crucifixion took place so long ago, during a time when the division between Jews and Christians was something very new and 
distinct. That is uncomprehendable today, according to Sidnie White Crawford in the article, “Romans, Greeks, and Jews: The 
World of Jesus and the Disciples” (�). Since the gospels are orally passed-down stories, they do not consider setting or theme-like 
qualities important to most written stories today, such as background on characters like Caiaphus or Judas. The Bible just claims 
these people existed; no thorough descriptions are really given.
 Another concept Christians need to keep in mind before seeing Jews in an extreme anti-Semitic light for carrying out 
the death of Jesus is that the gospel was probably written by Jews. In Dennis Hamm’s article “Are the Gospel Passion Accounts 
Anti-Jewish?” he cites Daniel Harrington’s view that Matthew was “…a Jew writing for other Jews with the idea of showing 
them that the way to be Jewish after the Roman destruction of the Temple in 70 C.E. was to accept Jesus as the promised 
Messiah and the ultimate interpreter of Torah.” (qtd. in Hamm 6). “A Jew writing for Jews about a different way of being 
Jewish cannot be accused of being anti-Jewish... (qtd. in Hamm 6).” He compares this to a Democrat campaigning in the Iowa 
caucuses. Competing for the party’s nomination for president is not anti-Democratic (6). 
 The filmmaker of any biblical film is then faced with many problems when depicting Jews as part of the crucifixion 
since most Christians do not consider the aforementioned historical context and understand the crucifixion was an act solely 
done by Jews. According to the Bible, Jews did make the decision to kill Jesus, making it increasingly hard for filmmakers to 
depict this fact without making the Jews appear negative in any way. Therefore, the story must be simplified, making sense of 
the sometimes contradictory material present in the gospels.
 Additionally, the gospels themselves tend to lend an anti-Semitic view that biblical filmmakers must deal with. 
Therefore, if filmmakers want to follow the scripture as historically accurate as they can, they are going to run into obstacles of 
how to depict Jews nicely when the scripture they are basing the film off of is anti-Semitic to begin with. Hence, filmmakers 
are forced to make the decision to be more historically accurate and show Jews the way the Bible suggests, or be less historically 
accurate and show Jews as being less responsible for Jesus’ death.
 DeMille nicely tackles this decision and seems to find a solution to these problems by adding some positively portrayed 
Jewish characters and a sole antagonist to The King of Kings. Although DeMille does use the blood libel scene only present in 
the book of Matthew, he does not portray all the Jewish characters as horrible people, just mainly Caiaphus and, to some extent, 
Judas. An example of DeMille’s not-so-harsh opinion of Jews is present with Peter’s denial. This is not emphasized in The King 
of Kings nearly as much as it is in the Bible. The film sees Peter as generally very pious and faithful toward Jesus. This behavior 
is especially shown during the Last Supper scene when Peter acts as if he couldn’t be happier than to eat Jesus’ “body.” This 
demonstrates that DeMille made it appear as if not all Jews are evil and anti-Jesus, like some films demonstrate; rather, just a 
select few. 
 DeMille made The King of Kings less anti-Semitic by choosing one main antagonist, Caiaphus, (since Judas solves his 
“problem” with Jesus in the end) instead of depicting the whole Jewish population as the bad guys or Jesus’ killers. This is most 
demonstrated when Caiaphus takes full responsibility for Jesus’ death after the veil in the temple rips, instead of all Jews like the 
Bible depicts. Matthew �7: �5 states, “And the whole people said in reply, ‘His blood be upon his and upon our children.’” In the 
film, Caiaphus takes this responsibility instead of the Jewish people.
 DeMille also makes Jews look better than in the Bible, because he exaggerates how truly sorry Judas was about 
betraying Jesus, which the Bible only touches upon in Matthew �7:3ff. It is obvious in the film that Judas feels horrible about his 
decision to betray Jesus. The film makes it appear as if he was forced into it by Caiaphus, again making only one true antagonist 
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 Warhol’s antecedents relate a direct connection with Warhol and what Marcel Duchamp had done. Duchamp in �9�4 
broke the rules and outraged the art world when he took everyday objects such as coat stands, bottle racks, and bicycle wheels 
and turned them into art (Pratt �0). Warhol had a predecessor that directly related to his work. Duchamp’s critics suggested 
that appropriating common consumer products could be art. Warhol saw Duchamp’s success and elaborated his own form 
of commercial art. Immortal Technique’s influences came from early hip-hop groups such as Run DMC, Public Enemy, and 
groups that confronted social issues dealing with poverty and racism. These groups influenced Technique’s direction in hip-
hop but Technique took his own direction, dealing with far greater issues than his predecessors. Technique elaborated on issues 
of religion. He raps about Mary Magdalene giving birth to the children of Jesus, a subject rarely addressed in most American 
households before the release of The Da Vinci Code. Immortal Technique has taken the role of an activist in much of his 
later work. He has collaborated with activist and death row inmate Mumia Abu-Jamal and released songs commenting on 
the George W. Bush administration and its agenda. Songs such as “The Cause of Death” and the single “Bin Laden” express 
his views on terrorism and the Iraq War, as well as his disdain for the current American government and structure of power. 
Immortal Technique has been seen as the most controversial artist in hip-hop. Immortal Technique has gone above and beyond 
the MC’s before him to bring truth to the people, something that is absent from mainstream hip-hop.                                     
                 Andy Warhol and Immortal Technique have both made a huge impact on the history of art. Warhol was one of the 
most controversial artists of all time due to his history as a transitional figure. Immortal Technique has created an image that 
seeks truth and justice with a revolutionary theme. Both Warhol and Immortal Technique have made an important impact on 
the culture of art. Warhol was the “godfather” of pop art, while Immortal Technique has broken boundaries in the hip-hop 
world. MC’s before him wouldn’t dare to say the things he said. Immortal Technique is a pioneer in what he does. His political 
understanding is amazing, and he really is one of the best rappers out there. 
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  Honorable Mention
— Controversy in Art—  

  John Costas

 As time has moved on and contemporary art has moved with it, controversy has somehow always managed to keep 
up. Throughout history, artists have contributed various ideas and styles that have affected the way people view art today. In 
�960, the “godfather” of Pop art, Andy Warhol (�9�8-87), breached the boundaries between high and low art. He took everyday 
products of pop culture and consumer society and put them in his paintings. During Warhol’s life, he was thought to be the 
most controversial artist of his time and still is regarded as so. According to Alan Pratt, Warhol succeeded in redefining the art 
experience by leaving his reputation to the viewer’s ideological occupation. “The uniqueness of every painting was once part 
of the uniqueness of the place where it resided” (Berger 34). Applying Berger’s view on the uniqueness of paintings to Warhol 
put the question of whether Warhol would have been as well known if say he made his artwork in his home state of Pittsburg. 
Warhol moved to New York, one of the biggest art scenes in the world and home to many art critics. His paintings, being 
created in New York, were able to get more publicity and generate more popularity and controversy through criticism. In today’s 
world there are numerous forms of art. One form is hip-hop. Hip-hop is a cultural movement composed of two parts, MCing 
(rapping) and DJing (audio mixing and scratching). An MC or rapper addresses issues relating to everyday problems and social 
inconsistencies. An underground MC originally from Peru but moved to New York and has been one of the most controversial 
artists on his genre is Felipe Coronel, better known as Immortal Technique. Immortal Technique is a hip-hop MC and a 
political activist. He focuses his lyrics on many social issues such as poverty and racism. Immortal Technique’s lyrics tell the 
brutal truth and are admired by underground audiences. Many of his lyrics attack President Bush and the Iraq War and even go 
to the extent of pointing fingers at those responsible for terrorism. Pratt argues Andy Warhol is the most controversial artist ever 
because his work generated a divided discourse among both critics and audience alike; however, Immortal Technique is most 
controversial because he delivers ruthless lyrics that bring up severe controversy in the many social issues in politics, sociology, 
and religion. 
 Andy Warhol was one of a kind. In his persona it was impossible to distinguish the authentic from the act. Warhol 
would constantly baffle his critics. His persona allowed him to gain criticism. Warhol’s critics invented motives for his persona 
to attempt to get a better understanding of his work and where his ideas stemmed from. Immortal Technique was born in a 
military hospital and was brought to the United States in the early 80’s while a civil war was breaking out in his native Peru. 
Living in Harlem, Immortal Technique was enamored in the hip-hop culture, writing graffiti and starting to rhyme at an early 
age. The aggressive attitude of Technique and living in New York City caused him to be involved in several violent altercations. 
Facing assault charges, Technique denied turning in state’s evidence and and refused to become a snitch, so he faced a two-year 
charge in prison. While in prison, Technique began to write down ideas of what he had lived and seen in the struggle back 
home in relation to his visits back to his native land. He came to embrace his African roots that stemmed from his grandfather 
and understood the nature of racism and ignorance in its role in Latino culture, separating oppressed peoples and keeping them 
divided. He also began to study in depth about the revolutionary ideas that had caused a history of uprising in the indigenous 
community of his native South America. Paroled in �999, Technique returned to New York and began a campaign to claim 
victory in what he had discovered he had a talent for, battling. Technique would quickly make a name for himself around the 
hip-hop underground. Winning countless battles with his brutally disrespectful style, he soon learned that battling was just 
battling and that was not the same as being successful making music. Technique would end up touching up his songs he wrote 
in prison and trying to put an album together.  Major labels wanted a more pop friendly image and were uncomfortable with 
his hardcore street style that was complemented by his political views. Technique’s persona led him to be viewed as controversial 
from his beginning in hip-hop. Technique would gain success at making music about truth to injustices that were going on 
around the world. 
 Critics have always questioned Warhol’s originality. Warhol took his images from others, photographs, advertisements, 
and food labels and developed a technique by which they were serially mass-produced by others. Originality being absent from 
Warhol’s work led to controversy about whether or not his work should even be regarded as art. Art, which is believed to be 
creative and, above all, original, was challenged by Warhol with his idea of what art is supposed to be and, above all, how one 
is to experience it. While in prison, Immortal Technique researched his roots of African and Latin American background. He 
learned about the nature of racism, oppression of the Latino people, and polices of the United States. Technique used these issues 
and several more to write lyrics questioning politics, sociology, and religion. Technique is revolutionary in the genre of hip-hop; 
he takes issues seriously and amplifies the truth with his brutally disrespectful style. Immortal Technique’s originality is his 
trademark, and is one of a kind in the way he uses hip-hop to express his view on the injustices going on in the world.
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Three Poems by
Prof. Timothy J. Bowlby

Two	Limericks

When a lawyer from east Hackensack’s
Not defending the Fricks and the Fracks
Her off-hour joy’s
The placing of toys
On shelves made to hold bric-a-bracs.

    The mood of an old chimpanzee
    Was such overwhelming ennui
    That when, on safari,
    He spied Mata Hari
    It only helped to a degree.
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Silent	Remains

Unsaid: my thought was not to vex your heart  
When I in stealth and quiet read your art
And did, in doing, love in structure found;  
Expressing this would only things confound.
So I’ll say naught to you, and by no means
Do these dumb-silent verses spill the beans.

Instructor Sharon Houk Te´llez

Mayflies

Tonight the Wilmington mayflies
Hatched on the river.
Like schools of papery fish
They clung to buoys
In a sea of air.
Little kites with wings
Little legs with arms
Little eyes with kite tails
A miniature kite festival
A silent unhurried frolic
With little kites falling down
All around me
As if scores of curious little boys
Let go of their kite strings
To go play elsewhere.
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