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Welcome to the 30th issue of Windows Fine Arts Magazine!  This year’s competition included open submissions, as well 
as entries in the themed or special category, Memories and Dreams. Lewis University students, as well as faculty, staff, 
and alumni, were invited to submit their original, creative works as open submissions or under the realm of the special 
category. Submissions were accepted in the genres of musical composition, visual art, and writing, which also included 
hypertext.

The special category of Memories and Dreams is reflected on the cover of the magazine, which was painted by 
Professor Mark Swain of Lewis’ Art Department.  The title of the work is “The Old Roxy Theatre in Lockport”, and 
it is Professor Swain’s depiction of the long standing, rundown, famous theatre in Lockport, Illinois where many 
moviegoers spent a relaxing couple of hours years ago and enjoyed a good film.  Memories of a first date, or getting 
together with friends to see a long awaited show, or the actual closing of the theatre may come to mind when you view 
the cover.  However, the theatre is painted in a bright, idealized fashion. Certainly, these colors and linear strokes 
evoke a sense of newness or beginning.  This may be how we want to recreate the past.

The selection of the theme, Memories and Dreams, was in part inspired by Dr. Ewa Bacon’s “The Art of Memory: 
Collective and Individual” series that she designed with the support of the Lewis History Center and the Arts and 
Ideas Program.  The faculty of the College of Arts and Sciences have given interdisciplinary presentations on the topic 
of memory, and many students, faculty, staff, and alumni have attended these events.

The second part of the theme, Dreams, came from my discussion with Dr. Bacon.  I have taught a class on Writing 
and Dreams several times, and so many authors, musicians, and artists, either famous or not, rely on inspiration from 
their dream world. Stephen King, Billy Joel, and Salvador Dali are some of the widely known people who credit their 
dreams for some part of their creativity.  Therefore, I am quite sure that members of the Lewis community depend 
upon their dreams to evoke their talents.

I would like to extend my gratitude to Professor Mark Swain for his insightful cover, to Dr. Ewa Bacon for her 
inspiration, and to all of the judges for volunteering their time, effort, and expertise in evaluating over one hundred 
fifty entries in the contest. You all did a spectacular job!

The winning entries that appear in this issue are of the best quality.  Prizes were awarded based on the following scale:
 First Place: superior insight, imagination, technique, and knowledge of the genre
 Second Place: outstanding insight, imagination, technique, and knowledge of the genre
 Third Place: high quality insight, imagination, technique, and knowledge of the genre
 Honorable Mention: publishable quality insight, imagination, technique, and knowledge of the genre

(If a category skips one of the levels of prizes, this is due to the quality of the submissions received.)

This magazine was made possible by the support of Br. James Gaffney, F.S.C., President of Lewis University; Dr. 
Stephanie Schlachter, Provost of Lewis University; and, most importantly, by Dr. Bonnie Bondavalli, Dean of the 
College of Arts and Sciences.  Special thanks to all this year’s staff and contributors on the acknowledgment page, 
as well as past founders, editors, and coordinators of Windows.

To all the winners in this issue of Windows Fine Arts Magazine, you should be very proud of your accomplishment in 
your genre, and the entire Lewis community is greatly enhanced by the display of your talents in this printed version  
and the online magazine.  

Congratulations!

Assistant Professor Therese Jones   
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musicAl composition

 First Place 

“i’Ve Been there Before”
Richard Stephen
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“I’ve Been There Before”
Continued

© Garrett Castello
All Rights Reserved

“I’ve Been There Before”
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“I’ve Been There Before”
Continued

First Place

“the redeMption of tiMe and language in t.s. eliot’s ‘Burnt norton’”
Kevin Magas

The modern world seems enslaved to the relentless forward march of time.  The clock rules the pattern of 
human lives and dictates where one should be at each moment. Many are plagued by a lack of transcendent, life-
giving meaning and constantly distracted.  Consequently, few reflect on the ultimate nature of reality as time slowly 
ticks away. Moreover, contemporary persons feel entrapped by the limitations and abuse of language that is constantly 
manipulated by politicians and media outlets. In response to these concerns, T.S. Eliot not only highlights the 
limiting effects of attachment to time and language but also offers the key to redemption in his poem “Burnt Norton.” 
Originally published in 1943 in a series of four poems entitled The Four Quartets, “Burnt Norton” meditates on the 
relationship between the eternal and temporal realms. In the poem, the speaker focuses on problems presented by the 
“enchainment of past and future,” the imprecision of language, as well as the loss of a sense of spiritual reality (Eliot 
81).  In an age focused on the scientifically verifiable and the rationally proven, the speaker issues a counter-cultural 
call to focus on the eternal God represented in the Christian tradition.  In “Burnt Norton,” the speaker advocates 
transcending the limitations of time and language to discover redemption in the spiritual realm by God.
 Both time and language shroud human understanding but point to a higher reality within the poem.  The 
text primarily veils understanding through an abundance of binary oppositions that create paradoxes surrounding 
time and language.  The seemingly contradictory dimensions of time are brought together as “time present and time 
past/Are both perhaps present in time future,” (1-2) and the future is “contained in time past” (3).  While each of the 
dimensions represents opposing concepts, the speaker suggests they are nevertheless held together by an underlying 
unity and embodied in each another. The fact that these opposing concepts are linked in a strand while also in a 
binary opposition creates an apparent paradox.  As a result, it seems that “all time is unredeemable” (5).  Essentially, 
one cannot find redemption while bound to the constant flux of time. The speaker also surrounds language with 
binary oppositions in claiming “words, after speech, reach into the silence” (142-143) and “the stillness” (145).  In 
fact, words “strain/Crack and sometimes break,” (153) as well as “slip, slide, perish” (154) and “will not stay still” 
(156).  The binary of decay and the imprecision of words versus the stillness and silence demonstrate the inadequacy 
of language while providing another paradox.  Even though both time and words are inadequate, their inadequacy 
provides an intimation of something deeper that may be capable of uniting seeming contradictions.  The abundance of 
binary oppositions and paradox that suggest a transcendent reality becomes clearer when complemented by a variety 
of symbols.
 The speaker presents a contrast between the idyllic, harmonious spiritual realm and the temporal realm 
characterized by decay and meaninglessness within the poem. Contextual symbols of the temporal realm represent 
the bleak, despair-ridden consequences of remaining bound to time and language. The speaker fashions a contextual 
symbol of the London Underground to represent this condition of human constriction and hopelessness.  The 
Underground is a “place of disaffection” (93) that “sweeps the gloomy hills of London” (113) and is filled with “men 
and bits of paper, whirled by the cold wind” (107). A stale, dank setting blends into the passengers whose “time-ridden 
faces” (103) are “empty of meaning” (105) and “tumid with apathy” (102).  Images of despair and meaninglessness 
combine to render the London Underground as a symbol for the human condition in the temporal world.  Humanity 
is constantly haunted by time and “distracted from distraction by distraction” when it should direct its energies 
towards a reality beyond this world (103).  Likewise, the speaker draws on the contextual and conventional symbol 
of the bell to further the restrictive, negative connotations associated with the temporal realm.  Indeed, the bell has 
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“buried the day” (129) as the “black cloud carries the sun away” (130). Since the bell reminds one that time is an 
omnipresent and inescapable reality, it correlates with the negative effect of a black cloud carrying the sun, a symbol 
of light and warmth, away.  In this case, the symbol of light, hope, and meaning is trammeled by the symbol of time 
and worldly concerns. A world shackled to the ringing of the bell and the despair of the London Underground cries 
for redemption from this state of ceaseless decay.   Symbols of the unfulfilled, despairing nature of the temporal world 
provide a stark contrast to religious symbols of an idealized, higher spiritual realm.  
 Conventional Christian and classical symbols in the poem connote a halcyon, peacefully harmonious state 
of existence untarnished by constrictions of time and language. The speaker utilizes the setting of a rose-garden to 
create an idealized spiritual reality.  This rose-garden is filled with a variety of birds, a pool “filled with water out 
of sunlight,” (28) and echoes of “unheard music hidden in the shrubbery” (36).  The speaker combines this idyllic 
imagery with the traditional Christian symbol of the rose.  A rose has typically been considered a symbol of spiritual 
love and the harmony of religious truth.  Moreover, the earliest Christian iconography depicted images of paradise 
surrounded by an abundance of roses. Just as the rose-garden represented the courtly, human love between a man 
and woman, Medieval Christians imaged it as the privileged place of union between each person and God.  To 
demonstrate its higher, transcendent status, a bird tells the persona of the poem to leave because “human kind/Cannot 
bear very much reality” (43-44).  In a similar manner, the speaker employs the classical symbol of the kingfisher to 
represent a calm, peaceful spiritual plane of existence.  The kingfisher’s wing “answers light to light, and is silent” 
because the kingfisher is reputed to settle the seas and instill a state of peace and prosperity (137).  Therefore, both 
the rose-garden and the kingfisher conjure a spiritual reality of peace and prosperity, untouched by the decay and 
imprecision of the temporal world. This rather vague spiritual reality becomes clearer when buttressed by allusions to 
Christian theology.
 To reach the idealized spiritual realm described in the poem, the speaker advocates redemption by the God 
who is beyond time and language. An allusion to the Christian concept of salvation through the Logos reveals how 
one can escape the inevitable decay of time and imprecision of language in the temporal realm.  In the last section 
of the poem, the speaker claims, “the Word in the desert/Is most attacked by voices of temptation” (158-159). This 
reference to the temptation of Jesus in the desert depicts Christ as the Word, thereby relating Christ’s role to the Greek 
concept of Logos.  Christ as the Logos provides the governing order and meaning in the world as a result of his divine 
nature.  While our language will “slip, slide, perish” (154) and “crack…under the burden, /Under the tension,” (153) 
Christ, the Word of God, remains an eternal, constant champion of redemption.  Furthermore, even though the poem 
itself is a form of written word that will inevitably decay, the divine Word it appeals to redeems its limitations.  In 
addition, Christ entered time even though He is eternal and provides a bridge between two seemingly contradictory 
states.  The interlaced paradoxes and binary oppositions seemingly united mirrors the nature and salvific role of 
Jesus Christ. For in Christ, “only through time is time conquered” (93).  Therefore, the speaker proposes Christ as 
the bridge between the contradictions and decay of time and language in the temporal realm and a spiritual state of 
perfection unbound by time.  The redeeming power of Christ opens up a path to the spiritual reflections of Christian 
mystics on the journey of the Christian life.
 The speaker’s allusion to the spiritual journey detailed by Christian mysticism further enhances the idea 
that God provides redemption from the constraints of time and language.  In the last section of the poem, the 
speaker claims that the “detail of the pattern is movement, /As in the figure of the ten stairs” (162-163).  This 
pattern of movement recalls St. John of the Cross, a noted Spanish mystic, and his work on the soul’s ascent to 
God entitled “The Ten Degrees of the Mystical Ladder of Divine Love.”  According to St. John of the Cross, the 
nearer one approaches God, the more one paradoxically enters a “dark night of the soul.” Even though one would 

| S
t

u
d

e
n

t
 a

c
a

d
e

m
ic

 e
S

S
a

y
 | 

expect illumination, this darkness occurs as a period of purification.  The poem reflects this concept when the 
speaker journeys into the spiritual realm and is confronted with “internal darkness, deprivation” (120), as well as 
“desiccation of the world of sense” (122) and “evacuation of the world of fancy” (123).  Language of purification from 
the temporal world contrasts with the final union with God who is “the cause and end of movement, /Timeless and 
undesiring” (167-168).  In this sense, the poem can be read as the spiritual journey of a soul ascending towards God 
and going through the necessary cleansing from time and language.  In addition, the speaker’s allusion to Christian 
mystical concepts helps explain the abundance of binary oppositions and paradoxes throughout the poem: in the 
spiritual journey, paradoxes signal one’s approach to the inexplicable mystery of God.  Both time and language echo 
humanity’s power to order and define; and, consequently, they remain inadequate to grapple with the awe-inspiring 
power of God.  Ultimate redemption from these limitations consists in recognizing the spiritual wisdom of the 
Christian mystics that demands transcending their inadequacy.  
 To become free from the bondage of time and language, the speaker highlights the redeeming power of God, 
who offers a transcendent, spiritual reality in the poem “Burnt Norton.”  The recurring theme of spiritual redemption 
invites an interesting comparison to themes in Eliot’s other poems such as “The Wasteland” and “The Hollow Men.”  
While “Burnt Norton” touches on areas more philosophical and abstract, it bears a similarity to other works that 
highlight the theme of alienation from the surrounding world.  However, “Burnt Norton” was published much later 
in Eliot’s life and may reflect a spiritual answer to the despairing questions haunting his earlier works concerning the 
lack of a unified, transcendent purpose.  Indeed, the speaker seems concerned with “turning shadow into transient 
beauty” (97).  Did Eliot’s exploration of the Christian tradition ultimately give him a response to the fragmentation 
and spiritually vacuous condition of modernity? If not, what event or development could have prompted this 
transition in Eliot’s poetry? While many critics received this shift warmly, still others derided it as an unfortunate 
departure from his earlier works. Consequently, the thematic shift between the spirituality underlying “Burnt 
Norton” and the rest of the Four Quartets with Eliot’s earlier work stressing the despair of modern humanity remains 
a topic worthy of further exploration. 

Work Cited

Eliot, T.S. “Burnt Norton.” The Norton Anthology of American Literature. Vol. 2. New York: Norton, 2008. 885-89. 
Print.

 
Second Place

“learning through eMily’s poetry”
Victoria Van Dyke

 Emily Dickinson is one of the most well known poets of early American literature because of her knack for 
dealing with real life issues and turning them into beautiful poems. Her lyric poem, also a narrative, “Because I 
Could Not Stop for Death,” is no exception to Dickinson’s incredible ability.  This poem consists of five stanzas each 
composed of quatrains, or four lines per stanza.  The first and third lines of every stanza are in iambic tetrameter, 
containing eight syllables, while the second and fourth lines of each are in iambic trimeter, containing six syllables.  
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Dickinson personifies death in her poem by calling it “he” numerous times throughout.  The persona of the poem, all 
in first-person, is being taken away by “him” (death) in a peaceful way. It is clear that she feels comfortable about 
dying rather than being afraid based on her word-choices and images.  The theme of this poem is that death is a part 
of our ordinary lives, and we should not be fearful of it since it is natural.  I felt moved by this particular poem 
because the unknown frightens me; typically death is dealt with in a negative way in literature, but I appreciated the 
way Dickinson approached this subject matter in a positive light based on her language usage and form. 
 My initial response to this poem was that I was confused on whether Dickinson was literally writing about 
the death of a person or the death of something else figuratively. I think that being an English major is both a curse 
and a blessing, because no matter what I read I’m always looking for a deeper understanding of the text (not to say 
that death of any type isn’t deep, but I have learned there is more than one way to interpret a text). Upon further 
reading and re-reading and re-reading, I concluded that the poem is in fact describing the death of a woman and her 
acceptance of it based on the word-choices given. One example of an image that helped me put this together is in the 
first and second lines of the fourth stanza where the speaker explains, “we paused before a house that seemed/A 
swelling of the ground” (lines.13-14). The fact that she uses the word “house” to depict the tomb demonstrates her 
acceptance of death; generally speaking, houses are symbols of family, love, and protection. If the word-choice had 
been something negative along the lines of “dungeon”, for example, the entire meaning of the poem would change.  
 There are clues throughout the entire poem that lead the audience on the trail that this poem is about 
accepting death and embracing it.  In stanza three, the speaker is thinking back to the events of her life.  Death is 
figuratively taking her on a carriage ride of the major parts of her life while on the journey to the gravesite. First, they 
pass where she went to school, symbolizing her innocence now lost; then, they pass the “fields of gazing grain,” which 
stands for her mid-life. Lastly, they pass into the “setting sun,” which symbolizes death. The sounds engulfed in this 
stanza are repetitive. For instance, there is alliteration with the “s” sound, which can either mean something is evil or 
sweet, but in the context of this stanza, it is a sweet sound. Since the speaker is thinking back to her innocence and 
experiences in life, which were positive, the “s” sound is embracing this idea. There is repetition of this sound in “pass”, 
“school”, “lessons”, “scarcely”, “fields”, “setting”, and “sun.”  Also important to note is that there is anaphora with the 
word “passed”, which is repeated three times in this stanza. Again, this repetition reflects the passing of the three 
stages of her life: childhood, mid-life, and now death.  Throughout the story, she is very calm, collected, and at ease; it 
is clear that on this slow journey she has come to terms with the fact that death is just something everyone faces after 
their expedition of life.  
 Additionally, Emily Dickinson has form following function within her entire poem. As pointed out 
previously, every other line is eight syllables then six syllables; this makes the poem read incredibly slow but steady.  
Much like the speaker of the poem, who is on a carriage ride towards the after-life, the poem is not hurried. As the 
speaker is beginning to come to terms with the fact that she is dying and reflecting upon her life, the poem slows and 
is steady, just like her journey. Also important to note is that instead of enjambing her title into her poem, she repeats 
the title as the first line of the poem; this again makes the poem and process of death seem slow and prolonged. If she 
were to have had the title run directly into the poem, it would seem like life should be rushed and one should be eager 
for death; however, the persona of the poem is just going with the flow and has accepted that her life has ended as she 
has lived and learned.  
 On the other hand, by the time the last stanza arrives, the lines are all heavily enjambed. Again, Dickinson is 
having her form follow function because by the end of the poem, the persona’s life has come to an end; she is dying 
and left breathless. The speaker says, “Since then ‘tis centuries, but each/ Feels shorter than the day/ I first surmised 
the horses’ heads/ Were toward eternity” (17-20). As you can see, each line runs right into the next line, which is 

something that makes the poem read faster despite the 8-6-8-6 syllable structure. Similarly, the sounds in this stanza 
follow the persona of the poem who is now dead.  There is heavy alliteration when the persona notes, “[she] first 
surmised the horses’ heads” (19). When the “h” sound is said aloud, it leaves the readers breathless and almost gasping 
for air because they are exhaling; this follows the idea that the speaker has now died and is literally left breathless.  
            I think it is amazing that although this poem was written in the 1800s, it is so relatable and prevalent today. 
Death is always going to be one of society’s biggest worries and fears, which makes this poem timeless. The fact that 
Dickinson twists death to perceive it as a positive experience makes this poem even more beautifully done. Typically 
death is written about negatively because well, it is death, and nobody wants to experience it. However, the speaker in 
Dickinson’s poem is content with the fact that death has come for her and she accepts her immortality. This makes 
the audience connect to the text and feel relieved that perhaps death isn’t as scary as it seems; we all have to 
acknowledge that it is a natural part of life and stay strong just as the speaker does.  
                Our course description poses a series of questions: How does poetry work on us? Why does it seem so 
difficult? Why do we keep turning to it even though it’s so difficult?  Can a poem mean anything you want it to? Etc. 
First of all, poetry works with our emotions; we have to connect to the words and images in the text.  The images in 
the poem help form stories and based on these, we can connect them to the experiences we have gone through in our 
own lives. In my opinion, poetry seems so difficult because some poets write in riddles.  The hardest poems to 
interpret are the ones that describe an image; the easiest are the ones that tell a story, such as Dickinson’s narrative. 
Although poems take time and un-packing, we keep turning to them because they are so beautiful; they take a lot of 
hard work and effort to create, and when they are finally done they can paint the most beautiful picture. Additionally, 
a poem cannot simply mean anything you want it to; however, there are different ways to infer a poem. If I gather the 
meaning of a poem with support, but another person discovers a different meaning with different support, we can 
both be right; however, one interpretation will be more accurate than the other based on the context and support. 
               I have been changed by this poem because prior to un-packing this poem, I wrote Emily Dickinson off; I 
didn’t see how she could be such a prestigious figure in the literary world.  Before reading this particular poem, I had 
only read two of her other pieces and I thought they were simple and not meaningful. I felt that she wrote in riddles 
and didn’t want me to understand her stories. This poem really hit home to me because I have a tendency to be 
pessimistic with my life, but I believe the optimism the poem holds gives me more optimism in my life. To me, poetry 
has to speak to you; it is a master craft and those that can do it have a great gift for the world. Poetry is a grouping of 
different words that form images and stories that you can live through the eyes of the persona; the poet may use 
elements such as rhyme, rhythm, meter, and imagery to get these views across to the reader to complete the puzzle. 
Dickinson’s poem, “Because I Could Not Stop Death,” has made me more open to unique pieces of poetry I would 
typically write off, and I am glad that I gave her a second chance. I appreciate this poetry because I love the twist 
Dickinson puts on such a negative topic and the techniques she uses to tell this story so that her readers value it. The 
choice is ultimately ours to make on what is considered great poetry and what is not, but I think that everyone should 
live through Emily’s texts because they just might learn something new about themselves. 
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Third Place

“the searCh for feMale identity during the harleM renaissanCe era”
Victoria Van Dyke

 The Harlem Renaissance was most prevalent after World War I, from the 1920’s into the 1930’s. There 
were several reasons behind the Harlem Renaissance movement: African Americans wanted to show their black 
pride, show their intellect through writing, overcome racial segregation, and promote socialist politics. During this 
movement, female writers were equally dominant, but great female writers of this era, like Zora Neale Hurston, were 
nearly forgotten. This is crucial to the Harlem Renaissance because while males were more increasingly published, 
the writings of this time reflect both gender and racial oppressions. Zora Neale Hurston published her book, Their 
Eyes Were Watching God, in 1937; this was in-between the first and second wave of black feminism. These women 
fought for voice and agency, meaning they wanted to find their true identities and often times used literature to do so. 
Hurston’s bildungsroman novel introduces us to the protagonist, Janie Crawford, who within a world so dominated 
by whites and males must find her true identity as a beautiful black woman. 
               This novel is ironically male-dominated, despite the fact that Janie is a female protagonist, demonstrating 
the complicated road in seeking one’s true identity. The book’s structure centers around three “loves” of Janie’s life 
who take up a majority of the book; they make up fifteen of the chapters, while Janie dealing with herself only 
makes up five chapters. Janie’s dependence upon men is seen in the beginning when she thinks, “husbands and wives 
always loved each other, and that was what marriage meant […] she wouldn’t be lonely no more” (Hurston 21). This 
is Hurston’s way of demonstrating how much women are taught to rely on men and not think for themselves. This 
proves how Janie, and most women during this time, were trained to be naïve and think less of themselves for being 
women. Nevertheless, Chapters one, two, nine, ten, and twenty are designated for Janie’s community, sexuality, and 
the growth and development of her as a character, while the rest of the book is how her life with these men interrupts 
her search for identity. The fact that Hurston has set up her book this way is a subtle way of her demonstrating just 
how dominant males were during this time and just how difficult it was for women to find their identities. While 
male African American writers, such as Richard Wright, were more obvious with their demeaning attitudes towards 
women, Hurston takes the restrained approach in singing (not swinging) back at authors of this type, proving women 
can endure these experiences and in fact grow from them.  
              Janie’s journey starts off as a search for love and marriage but ends in her having a better understanding 
of her true self.  Her first two relationships with Logan and Jody distract her from finding her real identity. When 
she is married to Logan, he treats her as if she is a possession and does not care if she is male, female, living or 
dead, just as long as he can control her. At one point, Janie is in the kitchen, typically where women were confined 
during this time, and Logan yells, “come help me move dis manure pile befo’ de sun gits hot. You don’t take a bit of 
interest in this place. ‘Tain’t no use in foolin’ round in dat kitchen all day long”  (31). It is obvious that Logan does 
not care that she “belongs” in the kitchen; he just wants her to do work and use her for this sole purpose. Soon after 
this, Janie “untied [the apron] and flung it”, finally standing up for herself and leaving her husband for Jody (32). 
Her relationship with Jody is possessive in the way that he gives her material possessions but, in doing so, isolates 
her from their community because he believes that the townspeople are inferior to their lifestyle. By giving her 
material possessions and living the style of “whites”, she and her husband were looked at as the slave masters and the 
community their slaves, something that equally oppresses Janie but leads her to the realization that this is not the life 
she has sought out to live.  

            It isn’t until Janie meets Teacake that she starts forming her identity and finding her voice. She has already 
begun her journey when she leaves Logan and stands up to Jody, but Teacake’s relationship with her is what drives 
her to find her identity in the end. He is the first man in her life to treat her as if she is equal when he asks her to play 
checkers. Here, Hurston is singing back to the authors who have any doubt about women’s abilities demonstrating 
that “somebody wanted her to play. Somebody thought it natural for her to play” (96). This male character is inviting 
this female to partake and live life with him as equals. Throughout the novel, Teacake even teaches Janie to shoot a 
gun and go fishing, the epitome of manliness; again, this emphasizes how equal they were in their relationship. This is 
the first relationship Janie has with a man where the man does not define who she is and, because of this, Janie is able 
to find herself through Teacake, but not because of Teacake. By the end of the novel, Teacake dies but Janie is stronger 
than ever, proving that she has the strength of a blossoming tree and her identity has been found.  
             Next, Hurston emphasizes the complications in finding one’s identity by placing the importance on speech. 
The fact that the southern dialect involved in the novel is so complex represents the complexities that Janie, and all 
women of this time, faced in search of identity. This is a unique way for Hurston to show not only how Janie sets 
herself apart from the rest of the characters, but also how creative Hurston can be as a female African American 
writer. Hurston is subtly marking her turf, so to speak, in the literary world although many women writers were 
not published.  By contrast, Richard Wright’s novel Native Son, emphasizes the males degrading the females. In one 
instance, Bigger Thomas masturbates to a movie screen of a white woman; another example is by Wright not giving 
Bigger’s mother a name throughout the entire book. Hurston is showing off to writers such as Wright by throwing in 
the Southern black dialect, as this is not something most writers did, and she puts her writing abilities in a completely 
different ballpark. 
 Janie’s relationships with Jody and Teacake go from quiet, submissive Janie to vocal, opinionated Janie. 
Towards the end of Janie’s marriage to Jody, she talks back to him and embarrasses him in front of their community 
by telling him to “stop mixin’ up mah doings wid mah looks, Jody”  (78). This is a major turning point in Janie’s life 
because she has never stood up to a man before. On top of her standing up to him, she is defending herself for being 
a woman, which is a pivotal point in her relationships with men because she always sits quietly and ignores the crude 
remarks about her being a female. When she marries Teacake, he encourages her to think like a real human being, to 
work, and to be an equal to him. Through him, she finds her voice and real love because he treats her with respect, 
unlike any of her previous marriages. 
 Zora Neale Hurston’s folkloric, coming of age novel set a high standard for African American writers. Her 
character of Janie is initially depicted as a weak, black female dependent upon men who eventually blooms into a 
beautiful, strong tree, accepting her flaws and embracing her beauty. This piece of literature teaches the readers that 
strong female writers do exist and it was written to celebrate blackness. In addition, Hurston wrote it to demonstrate 
that one can always change and find oneself; Janie proves that this is attainable, even as a black woman and exhibits 
this by planting her seeds at the end. There are elements of Blues within the novel as there is an emphasis on 
hardships, survival, the secular, and lastly, Teacake serves as the response to Janie’s call. Hurston wants her readers 
to realize that everyone has the power to pull in their horizon with a large net and capture their hopes and dreams, 
despite the obstacles that lay ahead. 
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First Place

“WreCkage”
Mary Egan

Standing in the wreckage of what had once been her house, Janet felt at peace. She felt as though the last shoe 
had dropped and there was nothing left to ruin. Something about that felt comforting. 

When they had climbed up from the basement, Janet didn’t recognize her surroundings. Nothing seemed familiar 

because everything she knew had been destroyed. Everything for several miles was simply rubble. House after house had been 

completely plowed over by the whirling mass of debris. But here and there, she could see curious anomalies that tried to make 

things look normal. A garage door stood with no garage around it. A child’s desk stood in the middle of what had been a 

bedroom. These things were somehow untouched by the tornado and Janet had to wonder why. Why? Why were some things 

decimated and others spared?

Pete had already stepped up and entered the empty space that used to house their home. Janet couldn’t find it in herself 

to leave the enclosure in the ground that had been a basement. She couldn’t bring herself to tread on her possessions that were no 

longer even recognizable. 

“I’m going to see if I can salvage anything,” said Pete. Janet simply nodded. She couldn’t find the words. It 
seemed like it had been a long time since Janet had been able to find the right words. 

First, there had been the baby. 
“I’m too young to be a father!” Pete had joked with an ever-widening smile on his face. 
“Those gray hairs on your head tell a different story!” Janet had replied, already stroking her stomach with 

pride, though she had yet to show. 
The tiny image on the ultrasound was enough to stop their hearts with excitement. That day in the doctor’s 

office, the sun poured through the large window and illuminated the cartoonish images of animals that ran around 
the room on a border of wallpaper. Janet grinned widely and Pete said, “Your teeth are going to fall out if you smile 
any wider.”

“I wouldn’t even care,” she had said. 
Only one month into the pregnancy, Janet began to feel very ill. She could tell that something wasn’t right 

and she always trusted her instincts, so she made a trip to the doctor’s office one day after work. As soon as the doctor 
returned with the test results, a shadow passed over the room and Janet knew something was wrong. Miscarriage – 
the word held so much foreboding, so much despair, so much judgment that she had failed. She could hardly believe 
that only one month earlier, she and Pete had been smiling and laughing at the tiny baby’s movements inside her. 
There seemed to be nothing left to laugh at. 

The news left Janet listless and depressed, and she seemed to leave that limp despair in her wake. The 
company where she worked as a secretary went under, and she was forced to sign up for unemployment. Mornings 
were spent at the unemployment office that smelled of failure and shame. Everyone kept their heads down, unwilling 
to make eye contact with anyone lest they see someone they knew and have to face that embarrassment. The room was 
small, cramped, and unclean. Dust bunnies crept into every corner and there were no windows to let in the tiniest bit 
of sunlight. The women at the counters smacked their gum and chatted to each other, seemingly unconcerned that all 
the people in their office were out of work and impatient. They took their sweet time in retrieving checks and drawing 
numbers for the next person to approach the counter. Their inane banter bore into Janet’s skull like a corkscrew 
searching for the button that would set her off. She couldn’t fathom that anyone cared about anything as miniscule as 
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dinner plans or what was on sale at the market. She had a vague memory that she had once cared about those things, 
but not anymore. Not after the baby. 

Janet’s evenings were spent concocting something for Pete’s dinner. She sat in front of the television, looking 
at but not seeing the faces there, speaking and giving her advice she would never use. She got up from her couch only 
during the commercial breaks, so she could check on whatever food she had cooking that night. The yellow walls of 
the kitchen seemed ready to close in and swallow her. Sometime around six o’clock, Pete would come home. He’d 
shrug off his jacket and toss it on the back of their couch. He would give Janet a half-hearted smile that she never 
returned and then he would sit at the kitchen table until dinner was ready. 

“How was work?” Janet would ask. It was obligatory; it was just something that she had to ask. 
“Fine. Just fine,” he would respond, nodding his head. 
The rest of dinner was spent in silence. 
In the long evening that stretched ahead of them, Janet and Pete were simply actors in a play. Every night 

they acted out the same, tired routine. When they were finished eating, Janet would rinse the dishes, place them in 
the dishwasher, and switch it on. Once she was finished, she would join Pete and Sheila on the couch. Sheila was their 
golden retriever, and she was quickly becoming closer to Pete than Janet was. Pete would pet Sheila all night long, 
letting his hand trail lazily through her golden sunbeam fur. When she would shrug him off and leap off the couch, 
Pete would turn to Janet and catch her eye for a moment. 

“I love that dog,” he’d say. 
Why didn’t you marry it, then? Janet kept these words to herself. 
The tornado came on a particularly hot August night when nothing else spectacular was taking place. Janet 

and Pete had taken their places on the stage of their life for the evening. Janet stared at the glow of the television 
screen and Pete stared at Sheila. 

One night, Pete was watching America’s Greatest Unicycler when, without warning, the television began to 
shake. There was a sound like a freight train outside and it sounded as though it was trying to barge its way inside 
their house. The windows shook and the house seemed to lean on its beams, tilting to one side and then to the other. 
For a split second, neither Pete nor Janet knew what to do. But something must have kicked in, because Pete grabbed 
Sheila’s collar in one hand and Janet’s hand in the other and hauled them both down into the basement where they all 
huddled until the danger had passed. 

As they sat in the dank darkness of the basement, Janet could hear things breaking. She was helpless to save 
her chinaware, her vases, and the large abstract painting her parents had given her to hang in the house. Everything 
was shaking. Everything was out of control. Here, in the lap of real and present danger, Pete wrapped his arms 
protectively around Janet’s slight frame and hugged her close to him. Sheila curled around their feet and shivered. 

The house had been their one last security blanket and now it was gone; it lay in ruins like the rest of their 
life. Janet wandered the rundown husk of her home numbly. She stepped on something soft amongst the rough shards 
of wood and looked down to see a blue teddy bear, one that had been meant for the baby’s crib. 
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Second Place

“sWept”
Anna Moore

Back then, it wasn’t hard to get a fake ID. Not like it is today at least. I was only fourteen-years-old, but I 
had been six foot tall since I had an unexpected growth spurt at the age of nine. I walked for 16 hours to the Chinese 
passport and currency exchange in Los Angeles. Luckily, I had kept high energy like my grammar school days, all 
because I brought a full sleeve of Ritz crackers and a jar of creamy peanut butter, the good kind with the red lid. I 
was ready to pitch the name Mother gave me, Stanley Jacobs, to the wind. Stanley was a name for male nurses who 
changed bedpans and the white sheets that didn’t look white anymore, and I certainly was not the compassionate 
type. 

When I walked in the little store in a run-down strip mall, three women chimed a greeting that I couldn’t 
understand. One older and wiser man with grey side bums grimaced towards me from the back of the store. The store 
was shaped like Alcatraz’s death row, uninviting with red curtains collecting dust in the front windows and smelling 
like burnt moo shoo. I said I’m here for identification and the ladies said, “No, No problem,” all in unison. Five 
minutes later, I walked out with an official California state ID with Russell, a last name I’d have to figure out how to 
pronounce, and my new birthday. I could now join the work force because I was seventeen. 

Yeah, most kids get a fake ID to buy store-brand chewing tobacco, swallow it, and puke or drink Mad Dog 
20/20, but on that day, I got one so I could get a job at Fenton’s Construction Company in Northern California. 
I couldn’t pass up the opportunity to get away from my mother and her new husband that she met doing a prison 
ministry; I guess God never whispered to her don’t date the prisoners. Because Days of Our Lives was on at the same 
time every weekday and she watched it again on recorded VHS tapes on Saturday and Sundays, she never noticed that 
one day I packed up three shirts, my extra pair of blue jeans, and my six-year- old duct-taped toothbrush and took off. 

I worked until every knuckle on both hands had arthritis. Seven years at the same construction company. 
And I had not stopped growing. I was at least six foot nine now and the guys joked that the only reason they kept me 
around was because they saved money on scaffolding. 

It was just an average day outside Smokey’s bar and grill, where we were building an outdoor patio for the 
alcoholics to sit outside during the summer, when a gigantic gust of wind came from the ocean and I lost my footing. 
My construction boot’s sole started waving like one of the thin birch trees that hang over the cliffs along the ocean 
during a storm. I got the feeling in the pit of my stomach like something extraordinary was going to happen. It 
started in my big toe, an unfamiliar sensation. I started feeling light as a hangnail that has finally given in to gravity. 
My whole body began to feel like deli paper, the crunchy kind, up my calves, then my femur bone turned wafer-thin. 
When my spine couldn’t support my belittling body anymore I started to move backwards, or Smokey’s Grill was 
propelling forwards. The smell of sawdust and roast beef sandwiches from the guys’ brown paper lunch bags started 
fading. Then I realized I was actually blowing in the breeze like a seed of an overripe dandelion. Smokey’s became a 
dot on the horizon, and California scenery started to flash by on my left side and my right side, the tall red oak trees, 
cabin homes, and cotton-scented candle factories. I was gaining momentum and after what seemed like twenty-five 
seconds I couldn’t even distinguish my surroundings anymore; everything just looked like one, big, mishmash of 
grayscale. The grayscale started looking a malty yellow-brown one moment later, and my throat got as dry as a church 
picnic. Before I could register the entire thought, “I better not be swept off to the desert like a displaced ragweed” the 
inflicted motion started to slow down like it had padded brakes. It was then, a midsummer afternoon that I ended up 
right along the outskirts of Las Vegas. 
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I was biologically twenty-one at this time, and I suppose I could have gone back to being Stan, but Stan was 
too pessimistic for this uprising city of lights, sex, and money. I was losing a lot of weight back then. I didn’t mind 
seeing my clavicle bone covered in skin; it looked kind of artsy. On Sunday morning, dropped change, something 
like nineteen dollars in pennies, nickels and dimes, in my coffee cup woke me up. Since it was past nine, I knew Gina 
wasn’t at the coffee shop anymore. She only worked from 5 a.m. to 9 a.m. and she left right on the mark, always going 
to some kind of religious crap she mentioned once when I got my morning brew. The only reason I went there was 
because I knew she used extra bags of coffee. The coffee was so strong I grew my first chest hair the first time I took a sip. 

Instead, I waited on the park bench until 5 a.m. the next morning, never closing an eye, keeping my eyebrows 
mingled with my hairline all day and night. My new course, black and frizzy chest hair formed a barrier like flannel 
underwear under my green plaid shirt. I had finally found a Goodwill that took donations from the sane population 
and had three of these button-down, long sleeved shirts because the dry humidity didn’t bother me much. Since I 
thought Gina was mature enough to appreciate a lumberjack look on a man, I unbuttoned the top four buttons on 
the shirt before I walked in the coffee shop. When she passed over my steaming cup, I think it was one of the hairs 
that jumped into her nose and made Gina sneeze. She had a petite frame, so I never expected her to sneeze to blow me 
clear out the front entrance, down the strip, and in slow motion for what seemed like a decade, all the way to Chicago, 
Illinois. A little disappointment set in when I stopped moving because I had always hated skyscrapers. They made me 
feel like I was shrinking. 

Chicago must have hated parallel parkers in those days. It ended up being the worst day of my life that cold 
and drifty evening alongside Lake Michigan; it must have been thirty degrees below zero. The icy curbs there were a 
foot high because when I stepped over one and landed crooked, my left ankle immediately swelled up so big the laces 
on my Nike exploded like a shaken bottle of cheap champagne. I was trying to hobble to a payphone to call 911 when 
I found out why people call it the windy city. Despite the weight from my swollen ankle and the five pounds I had 
gained from eating a jumbo Chicago hot dog, I blew clear across to Cleveland, Ohio before I had the opportunity to 
seek the proper medical attention I needed. 

So I ended up here in Cleveland and started calling it the armpit of America. Today, I decide early to take 
some drastic measures. Out of pure necessity, I need to get a new pair of shoes, maybe steel-toed boots, and get a 
stable job, so I could buy a weather radio and stay in one place for more than five minutes. Mother always told me 
I had the deepest voice she ever heard, and since then people have told me I sound like Barry White, so I sign up 
for a job taking calls inside my motel room for one of those crisis lines that people call when they have no one else. 
Sometimes I will give the desperate callers words of encouragement, something like that anyway. I know this job 
is what I was made for because one of the ladies, a regular caller, meekly asks me if she could call me regularly, on 
more of a personal level from now on. I square dance between the sheets, fly a kite with my pillowcase, and don’t get 
a moment of sleep because images of Hollywood starlets, Jackie 0 on the six o’clock news, and the girl from the beer 
poster in the lounge, are racing through my head as I try to peg what the mysterious caller’s voice sounds like. Instead, 
I stare at the toilet water colored wall waiting for her next call. Betty and I start a steamy romance: take-out on the 
Ohio curb, even late night calls. She has an accent like she is from the south and a waterbed that reminds me of back 
home; the waves would crash onto the shore and the wind would never bothered me. Betty smells like brand new 
shoes, fresh and ready to break in. 

I promise her, “I’m not going to leave you. It took me all this time to get to you. I’m not ever going to leave 
you.” So, I start to read the daily newspaper’s horoscope twice everyday, walk between buildings when it is windy 
outside, and I even get a handheld weather radio for my back pocket. I don’t tell Betty about how exactly I got here to 
Ohio, but the way she looks at me, like she is looking straight through me, I think sometimes Betty already knows. 
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We make it through the summer together, spending the nights sipping fruity cocktails then eventually cordials that 
lead to long steamy nights. 

I decide that Betty shouldn’t have to work any longer. I’m tired of Betty scrubbing, then filing, and then 
polishing her nails each day to remove the grime from the factory job she left at five o’clock. I quiver when she tells 
me one of the other workers wolf-whistle at her during lunch break. I am going to walk to the convenience store at the 
comer and foster one of the double thick newspaper on the steel stand, pander through the help-wanted section, and 
find myself a position at one of the offices downtown. 

The evening ends short because Betty always has had a heavy pour and the mai-tais are extra strong. I wake 
up with my first hangover the next day, a gurgling noise in the pit of my stomach, and a headache above my eyes. 
From now on, I make the drinks and water mine down with a straight shot from the faucet. My head is up high 
and I’m feeling dapper as I walk halfway down the block and hear something vaguely familiar, a slight howl, like 
“whoooooo,” from the next town over. I shake my head. No, it couldn’t be. The worst feeling drops into my abdomen 
like a penny in Lake Erie. I look behind me and can see a swirl of blue-grey wind coming towards me. I know I 
can’t run, and don’t even think about hiding. All I think of is Betty’s glistening brow bone against the peach satin 
pillowcase. Barrowing momentum rounds up like a herd of wild Mustangs. I feel like crying but my manhood won’t 
let me and my gut won’t stop heaving. 

My body is flailing like the past memories of Mother, Gina, Vegas, and the first time Betty called the motel. 
Ohio is passing by with the speed of lonely callers passing through a telephone line across country. I’m thinking heavy 
thoughts like Betty’s meatloaf and cheddar cheese mashed potatoes, but nothing is stopping the force of the wind, 
and it’s going on forever. 

I think I’m going to end up in Indonesia this time. I’m trying to find a landmark, monument, or something 
to tell me where I am. I can’t stop thinking about Betty walking in the front door ten past five tonight with bright 
eyes, searching through the house and finding it still, dark, and alone. I finally stop cascading and immediately start 
walking with wide strides faster than I could ever remember walking before. There’s a town up ahead and when I 
approach it, I see a green rectangular sign. It reads: Welcome to Poland, Maine. I almost faint at Poland before I 
realize I am still in the country. 

I pull out my thin, worn, mahogany colored billfold from my back pocket and swear at myself for not having 
listened to the weather radio. I was cocky this morning; now I was a fool knocked down and standing outside a 
town that was frozen over like the ice tray in Betty’s freezer. It was getting dark here, would Betty be coming home 
from work and making a cocktail tonight? Or would she start looking for me in town, or maybe she will call the 
hotline again. If another man answers. . .No, I have to stop with these raveling thoughts. I look inside the dark crevice 
where dollar bills fit and find a single dollar held together with clear tape and a whim. “Keep walking,” I tell myself. 
I walked all the way into town where I find a strip mall, not so different from the one in L.A. but this one is less 
populated. It has a barbershop, complete with the red and white striped spinning poles and windexed glass picture 
window. Next to it is Penny’s Corner Store with sales sign posted clear across the front, advertising products and 
completely blocking all view from inside. 

First I look over to the left, and a cashier about sixty-nine years old, wearing Coke-bottle glasses looks up 
from a crossword puzzle and says hello. When I reach the counter, I could tell that the worker doesn’t wait on many 
people during this time of year, her crossword book is tattered and mostly complete, and she pulls out her pencil and 
sticks it behind her ear and says, “What are you doing out and about during the ice storm, Sonny, have you lost your 
mind?” 

“Name is Russell, and I just got into town today.” I start to explain, but she takes off her glasses and looks me 
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square in the eyes with a look that makes me stop talking. 
“Now you don’t have to make up a story for me, Sonny. Everyone gets a little cabin fever here and there, and I 

know well enough that nobody comes into Poland during an ice storm--why the roads are closed for miles.” She starts 
looking me up and down, “Matter of fact, I don’t remember seeing you around here ... although my memory’s not 
what it used to be.” 

I pass her the dollar and a lighthouse post card from the side of the counter and ask her for a stamp. She 
passes the stamp back with the change and puts the postcard into a small, crinkly black bag. I take the card out, 
crumble the black bag into the shape of a ping-pong ball, and ask her if I can borrow her pencil. She looks skeptical, 
but passes it over, and I immediately write out the address: 1646 South Chesterton Parkway. I scribble down the note 
to Betty as fast as I can, 

Betty I am in Poland, Maine. It’s a really long story I love you and can’t live without you if you can forgive 
me for leaving come to Poland Maine and find me. Forever yours Russ. I shove the card back over towards Queen 
Crossword and say, “I need this to go out as soon as possible.” 

“Last year during the ice storm the postman didn’t come for three weeks.” 
I throw my head into my hands, fight back tears, and mumble. 
“Look, Sonny, I have a feeling you are a little down and out, desperate, maybe even lost. My son works at the 

post office and I’m willing to make a bet he comes home tonight with a horror story of some co-worker who is still 
mandated to deliver important mail since there are no phone lines working, and you are obviously stranded here since 
you walked up on foot in a pair of dress shoes. I’m willing to bargain with you and help you out.” I give her an I’ll-do-
anything look, and she continues, “Stay here and man the store, there’s a backroom with a single bed, sink, and coffee 
machine. You won’t be going anywhere anyway because we’re in the middle of the ice storm and no one’s coming in 
the store for at least another forty-eight hours.” She was talking so slow I was about to scream, but since she seemed 
like my only option for getting my card to Betty, I didn’t want to cause any trouble for her hearing aid. 

Winter rolls away, and Betty still tumbles through my mind constantly. It isn’t until an early morning in 
April when the storeowner’s grandson flies through the center aisle, straight back to the little cell of a room in the 
back of the store and flings on the overhead light. “Hey! Hey Man wake up! Your little lady is coming in today.” The 
words pound through my mind. 

In a pink parka, tied around her waist, with her blonde hair, even longer now, flowing across her shoulders, 
she walks to the door curiously and cautiously. I flip open the door before she gets her perfect hand onto the cool, 
silver surface. Betty’s face drops, her eyes light up like a row of yellow tulips, and I run into her arms and kiss her as 
if I would never see her again. Her mouth tastes like jolly ranchers, and she smells like a worn out slipper that you 
just can’t come to throwaway. I can barely let go of her but she has a taxicab waiting outside, and I can’t wait to get 
away from this store that had been my holding cell for too long. I wave goodbye to the kind woman and my hero, 
her grandson. She gives me an approving look and a small nod of her head. The door slams behind us as we leave the 
store. 

Epilogue
Of course, I had a lot of explaining to do when I got in the backseat with Betty. Betty was so happy to see me 

that she only half listened, luckily. We had a short ride because I wanted to have a drink with Betty, easy on the ice, 
and feel safe again. When we got to Lewiston-Auburn, Betty showed me a little fixer-upper home she had bought for 
us to settle down in, and to keep me busy while she worked at the bottled water factory in Poland. She told me why 
it took so long to get here, how she found the home, and the job. The first thing I built was a stone wall against the 
outside perimeter on the south side of the house. That way, when the next gust of wind comes, I won’t end up in St. 
Tropez. 
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Third Place

“stain”
Lucas Boelter

     
Someone once told me that life was a gray thing, and that no matter what I did, I could not be relieved of its 

emptiness.  I am not sure how I am to conduct myself after remembering this, but my wife Jane is in the kitchen right 
now, and I am holding onto my poise, humming softly.  Please, don’t crack.  Don’t let it get to you.  
            The tablecloth is white linen and I can see my cousin, Etan, spilling onion gravy on it three summers past.  I 
can, now, still see the stain made, how it has changed with time and scrubbing, how dark and full and brown it was, 
and how withered and bare its almost heart-shaped form has become.   
            Jane backs herself in through the swinging door, carrying the main piece of our dinner.  She sets it down on 
the table, completely covering the stain, except for a small part that sticks out in her direction.  
            “Now, Nathaniel, tell me all about your day.” 
            “It was about the same as every day.” 
            “Oh, nonsense. Yesterday you taught about the animal kingdom.  What did you teach about today?” 
            I look down, a little to the right.  I notice my shadow lying on the silverware. I notice how sharp it looks and 
how accurately it shapes my head.  It looks so much more like a drawing of myself than ever before, like a life-sized 
drawing shaded in with a pencil—how long something like that would have taken.  I look up. “I taught a little more 
about animals.” 
            After dinner, I go to bed while Jane reads a magazine in the kitchen.  As I lie here, I think about college.  I 
remember how after I graduated I was going to move to Africa and study the rainforest.  The organisms I would 
examine and the life I would have, I thought it would be my reward from God.  
            I met Jane the day of graduation.  She was the sister of a good friend.  I stayed home for the summer just to 
see her a couple days a week.  I told her about my dream and how it was God’s gift for me.  
            “Have you been good? Has God given you this because you have been more than a regular person?” she 
smiled. 
            That smile held onto me and didn’t let me go.  It injected something into my veins.  I was addicted to it.  
            And now, as I still lie here, I think of our house, of our kids, of my job as a biology teacher, of the short hair I 
have had since that summer, and, I again think of the gravy stained into our linen tablecloth.  How she worked at it 
for hours, scrubbing and washing, until it was worn out and hard to see, until it was nearly gone.  
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Honorable Mention

“fiVe Minutes to enlightenMent”
Dr. George Miller

To view this winning hypertext piece, please go to Lewis University’s website, www.lewisu.edu, and type 
windows magazine in the search box. 

fAculty, stAff, And Alumni hy pertext



Windows Fine Arts Magazine        2010

30 31

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine        2010

First Place

“los inVitados”
Jasmine Pacheco

I don’t work my second job often, but when I do, it is always a learning experience that teaches me more 
about life than I gain outside of this place. I dread getting called to work in the Emergency Room, but a college 
student like me needs a job or two. Each time I am called in to work, I have to mentally prepare myself. I deal with 
traumatic incidents every time I work in the E. R. and so, after a very intentional long night of sleep, I open the 
drawer where I keep my awful work uniform and get dressed. I put on my baggy, black slacks; the ones my boss 
specifically told me shouldn’t accentuate any part of my body. I wear a large white dress shirt and the worst part of the 
uniform, the bright red blazer. I look like I could be serving wine or delivering sweet rolls at your local banquet hall, 
or like an 80’s model straight out of a Sears catalog, but my job in this uniform is much more serious.

For visitors, the E.R. is a horrible place to be. Whether your emergency is crucial or not, people generally 
don’t want to be there. No one wants to make a trip to the E.R., a place known for having long wait times, rude 
doctors, and screaming babies. At times, the E.R. can be some or all of these things, but as a Service Ambassador, I’ve 
observed that the E.R. is much more. 

Aside from greeting visitors, getting sick patients into wheelchairs, and passing out red visitor passes to family 
members and friends to visit their loved ones, my job is to make those that walk through the motion activated doors 
happy. I, in my baggy outfit and blood red blazer, am supposed to comfort the hurt, the heartbroken, the sick, the 
mentally unstable, and the barely able to breathe. 

When I applied for the position during my freshman year of college, it was mandatory that applicants speak 
Spanish. A majority of the patients seen in the E.R. are Mexican-American and only speak Spanish. I was excited 
when I was quickly offered the job. They offered to pay me more than I expected. I knew it was because I would be 
dealing with people’s lives. I had to work with very sensitive people in very vulnerable situations. Out of the nine 
Service Ambassadors in my department, I am the youngest by far. Some of my coworkers are in their fifties. At twenty 
years old, I was faced with having to do one of the most difficult things I had ever done.

My training in the E.R. was very limited and scared the hell out of me. My boss was desperate for someone 
to work in the E.R. We spent a week learning unimportant things instead of learning how to deal with the extreme 
situations I would be faced with. For a week me and the others that were hired with me wandered the hospital, on a 
sort of scavenger hunt, finding Human Resources, the North Elevator, the president’s office, and the quickest way to 
my boss’s office. I shadowed the temporary Service Ambassador in the E.R. for a quick four hours and then I got the 
big news. I was ready to work the E.R. by myself. I knew I wasn’t ready. 

In the E.R., I am constantly called back to the rooms by Admitting and sometimes even by nurses or doctors 
to ask their questions and to translate the patient’s answers. “Can you please state your address?” “Was this a work 
related injury?” “Do you still have the same medical insurance?” “What medicine did you last take and when?” “On a 
scale of 1 to 10, how strong is your pain?” But sometimes, the tasks I am assigned due to my ability to speak Spanish 
can’t be found on my job description. 

“Hey Jasmine, you speak Spanish right? Can I steal you for a sec?” asked the nurse. I nodded and prepared 
myself for the worst. I noticed on my laptop screen that we had just admitted someone who had tried committing 
suicide into one of our two psych rooms. I am always nervous translating for the patients in room 23 or 24. Not that 
I’m afraid of them, but I feel for them and my heart hurts a little that they wanted something so awful. They then are 
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forced into locked rooms that sound when they try opening their doors. I want to joke with them and smile. I want to 
tell them I am glad they are here and that we are here to help them, but in these cases, that is not what is being asked 
of me. 

My desk sits awkwardly at the entrance of the E.R. Before you even make it to the triage desk, which is where 
you should be heading, you see me in my Sears catalog worthy red blazer. I take my radio that’s connected to security 
and the complimentary shuttle system, and my house phone, and swipe my badge to get through the thick wooden 
doors to get to triage. The tired nurse roughly hands me a piece of paper. I was being asked to translate a fourteen-
year-old girl’s suicide note.

It was a small piece of paper, the kind you’d find in a journal. It was slightly crumpled and had been clearly 
handled by more people than it was intended for. At the top was printed, “Los Invitados.” It was a piece of paper 
ripped from a pad of paper meant to list “those invited.” The gold centered letters and the fancy swiggles on either side 
of the phrase stuck out to me. The bright blue ink and round handwriting intimidated me. And there I sat, translating 
each line of this horrid suicide note to the nurse. Through words, the girl explained that she was tired of life. She 
asked her parents to take care of her younger sister, and asked that they not try to find her after finding this note. The 
small lined paper couldn’t hold all she wanted to say and, towards the bottom, her blue, round handwriting crawled 
up the right side of the margin. I tried to remain professional while saying these unspeakable things to the nurse, but 
after leaving that room and handing over the now moist note from my sweaty hands, I began to realize that I was 
learning about the horrors of the world.

Once, a ten-year-old girl asked me in Spanish if she could go to her mother’s room. In a normal situation I 
would’ve given her a quick lecture about having to be at least sixteen-years-old to go into the E.R but, eventually, I 
would’ve written her the pass with my thick Sharpie marker and waved my badge for the big wooden doors to open 
outward for her. But after she told me her mother’s name, I was cautious since her mother was in one of our psych 
rooms. I asked the triage nurse if it was okay that I let the woman’s young daughter back to see her, but she quickly 
shook her head and called me over to her. The woman had checked herself in, explaining to the triage nurse that she 
had been having thoughts of killing her two children. My knees became weak as I politely informed the young girl 
that no, she could not see her mother just yet. The young girl waited nervously, wanting to be with her mother. She 
sat with her younger brother and waited while biting her nails, ignoring the cartoons that sang and danced on the 
television. 

Another time a man in his mid-fifties had had a heart attack and passed away during the ambulance ride 
over. I heard the code yellow called on the speaker system and knew I would have a long night of family members, 
friends, and mere acquaintances visiting the dad, husband, brother, or friend that they never got to say goodbye to. 
On nights like these, I usually struggle explaining that I can only have two visitors per room. Sometimes the nurses 
and doctors on staff allow me to give out more than the two passes I am allowed. Out of respect for the mourning 
family, I gave them access to a private family waiting room. The man’s daughter informed me that her sister would be 
arriving shortly. I had already memorized the family name and escorted the woman and her family to meet the others 
in the private family waiting room when she arrived. Unfortunately, the tall blonde did not know that her father had 
passed. She attempted to make a step into the room but then saw her mourning mother collapsed in another family 
member’s arms. She stepped back. The cries she heard and the faces she saw told her everything she didn’t know. She 
stepped out into the hallway that exposed her to the whole E.R. She cried and weakly hugged the white wall. It was 
the first and only time I reached out to someone at work. I gave her a hug, a real one, and neither of us said a word.

Another time a man had had a heart attack but had been driving during the incident, which caused him to 
crash into a tree. The impact killed him instantly. His wife and son came in with McDonald’s bags, unaware of the 
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I had such a short amount of time to adjust to the idea of having a new brother. At least in a normal 
situation, I’d have 9 months to prepare. Part of me was mad that my mom didn’t tell me sooner, and another part 
of me was unable to so quickly rearrange my life and understand that I had a new brother. Although none of us 
admitted it, we were all scared of one day getting attached to him and him being taken away. After having that talk 
with my mom, I tried to block it out and not think about it. But before I had a chance to actually think about it and 
deal with it, there he was in the white carriage in my living room.  He came straight to our house from the hospital. 
Our house has been his home since the very beginning.

I remember the white baby carriage in the living room upstairs. The carriage was white, the blankets were 
white, and he wore a little white hospital t-shirt with his white socks and white diaper. These few items that were 
given at the hospital were the only things that belonged to him at birth. Little Nathan had no celebratory baby 
shower. He had no decorated bedroom to come home to. 

His pink skin stood out to me the most, and the way he squirmed as he lay down but made no noise. I slowly 
approached the carriage, uneasy at best. I forced a smile and didn’t hold him. I wasn’t ready. I awkwardly approached 
the carriage, as if I would find something horrifying inside. I didn’t appreciate how everyone in my family so quickly 
switched roles to mother, father, sister, and brother around him. I needed more time. 

After he was born, his parents were allowed to spend two hours every Sunday with him and a caseworker. 
Nathan was driven to the local McDonald’s by the caseworker to meet his parents. They paid him no attention and 
every Sunday the baby, the new light of our lives, would return with dirty diapers. His newborn baby smell was 
replaced with the stench of cigarette smoke. After a few visits, I heard great but also saddening news. 

“They don’t want to see him anymore,” my mom told me quietly. We never talked about it again. 
Fostering and the adoption process has become a huge part of my family’s life. In a way, Nathan has brought 

us all closer together. My mom had to become a foster mom. We all had to get physicals and go through interviews 
explaining how we felt about the new addition to our family. Every few months or so, a caseworker visits our home to 
check the baby and the house. After one visit, our whole kitchen became baby proofed, and now even I have trouble 
opening cabinets. Still, after having gone through all of this, we still haven’t adopted him. On September 28th, 2009, 
finally all the parental rights were legally taken away from his parents. My mom was asked to speak in front of the 
judge. At the end of the fatiguing interview, my mom was crying but happy to hear the words from the judge and 
caseworkers. 

“We believe that Nathan should be adopted by the Reyes family as soon as possible.” The process is a long 
and exhausting one. We are just beginning the early paperwork for adopting Nathan. Unfortunately, the system gives 
negligent parents so many opportunities and so much time to get their act together in order to receive full custody of 
their children. Since he’s been born, his parents have never called to ask about him and have never wanted to see him. 

“Geez, every time I put up pictures of you, people go crazy commenting on how cute you are!” I told Nathan 
as I carried him and kissed his cheek. 

“Really?” asked my mom while smiling. “Can anyone see your pictures?” she asked. 
“No. I keep them private so only my friends can see them. I’m scared of his parents seeing them and how 

cute he is.” I have this fear of him being taken away. Until the adoption papers are signed and accepted, I’ll worry 
about his parents finally realizing that they are missing out on someone great.

My mom immediately started playing mom. At forty-years-old, there she was up two times every night with 
a newborn child for an entire year. My step dad, on the other hand, at first wasn’t able to think of the baby as his own 
son since he has no sons. But soon after, he realized that this was his home, he had parents and siblings that loved 
him, and there was nothing wrong with that.

severity of his accident. 
“Hi, I got a call that my husband got into a car accident. I’m sure he’s fine, but I figured we’d come and sit 

with him until he is discharged,” she said while stuffing a handful of fries in her mouth. She had no idea her husband 
had died an hour earlier. Later she came to my desk and told me her daughter would be coming shortly. The girl ran 
into the E.R. She looked so much like her mother. Her glasses glared from the soft lighting. She spun in circles, not 
knowing which way to go. I offered her my help but she was distraught. She stopped in the middle of the large lobby 
and cried out, “I want my dad!” She said it with such love, such furiousness, such passion, that I led her to her father’s 
room without saying anything. I left right after getting her to his room and heard her excruciating cries the whole way 
back to my desk.

I’ve wondered how these experiences have changed me. How they’ve shaped the person I am now. I believe 
they’ve taught me to appreciate even complete strangers because everyone at one point has needed someone, anyone. 
Perhaps I am not the most suitable person for my job, because of how I so easily let the agony of others affect my 
emotions. Maybe I need to be tougher and exercise my mind to learn to deal with serious situations, but I appreciate 
the awareness I have of the realness of life. Unfortunately, people treated in the E.R. sometimes have bad reputations. 
They are seen as crazy, as dramatic. But I’ve observed that these people are human to the core. The fact that they’ve 
dealt with experiences that have brought them to the E.R. makes them human. And even though I feel unattractive 
in my bulky blood red jacket, and sometimes deal with very angry and sometimes disrespectable people, I brush it 
off because I understand now. And I hope that, God forbid, if I’m ever in that sort of situation, someone, a stranger, 
anyone, will similarly reach out without being afraid of showing his or her emotions. Because, let’s face it. We are all 
human. 

Second Place

“an unexpeCted siBling”
Jasmine Pacheco

I slouched on my bed and watched TV while simultaneously checking my emails on my laptop. It was 
beginning to get dark when I heard a knock at my bedroom door. I unlocked my door to find my mom. She 
looked odd. It was obvious that she had something to tell me but I wasn’t sure if it was something good or bad. She 
seemed stressed out but excited at the same time. Her shoulders sagged but the expression in her eyes gave away her 
excitement. 

“What are you doing?” she asked. 
“Nothing,” I answered. 
“Umm, look—they are bringing us a baby boy on Thursday to take care of,” she spilled. 
“What?! Why? Who is he?” Almost two years have since passed, but from that Thursday on, I’ve had a new 

baby brother.
My step dad’s youngest brother and his equally irresponsible girlfriend had hid their pregnancy, but once the 

baby was born and was tested positive with marijuana and cocaine in his system due to his mother’s drug use, their 
rights as parents were immediately taken away and their first child together, Nathan, wasn’t allowed to go home with 
them. He stayed at the hospital longer than normal, healthy children do. He was born April 21st, 2008 and wasn’t 
discharged from the hospital until May 2nd. To avoid the baby being put into foster care, his father called my family 
and asked if we could take him in. My mom couldn’t say no. 
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I was most worried about my ten-year-old sister, Isabella. She is the only child that my mom and step dad 
have together, and I feared that she would become jealous of the new baby, especially with how much attention 
newborn babies require. She surprised me though instead and played the big sister role. Of course, at times she 
becomes annoyed with him; it is your typical brother-sister relationship. Annoyance and sibling rivalry. 

“Mavi, but your room better be clean by tonight!” my mom told my sister after telling her she could play 
with her friend Haley for an hour. “It’s not my fault! I think Nate plays with all my toys in the morning because when 
I wake up, my room is always messy!” she said in her normal, whiny voice. I looked at her like she was crazy and 
laughed. We all knew it was impossible for a one-year-old to run off into her room and quickly destroy the order and 
cleanliness of her immaculate room without anyone noticing. Annoyance and sibling rivalry.

It was horrible timing for my eighteen-year-old brother because he had just made plans to move to California. 
He didn’t want to go to college and always thought about starting a life in California. We have a lot of family there, 
so he felt comfortable making the big move. He was in the process of getting ready to leave when Nathan came home. 
My brother Adrian had three short months to get to know the new addition to our family. I was sad that my brother 
was gone to California. I was being separated from one brother and being handed another in a baby blanket. Now, we 
send Adrian pictures of Nathan and let him know how he is doing. 

Nathan is in a home that’s filled with people that love him very much. Nathan is starting to talk now and 
screams “Elmo!” whenever cartoons are on. He loves playing with his drum sets and plays a beat whenever people are 
around. He knows we are always there to cheer him on. He can hear the slightest beat of rhythm and he immediately 
starts dancing. My cell phone goes off and he dances. A commercial comes on and he dances. When the blender in 
the kitchen is turned on, there is little Nathan dancing like there’s no tomorrow. 

I cherish these cute moments. I look back and feel sorry that I wasn’t as welcoming or understanding as I am 
now, but I realize that I had to go through that process to love him as much as I do now. I look back and feel selfish 
and childish for the way I acted. I had a guard up. Things have changed so much now. I look forward to seeing him 
everyday. He makes my day better just by smiling, blowing me a kiss, or randomly running into my room dancing 
to the noise he hears. Even though sometimes his crying makes me crazy and even though changing his diapers isn’t 
exactly my idea of fun, Nathan is my brother and I love him. 

Third Place

“our last danCe”
Alex Gasick

 “Wow, this is it. Today’s the day,” I told myself as I pulled my practice jersey over my head. Today was the 
day my high school basketball team would find out our seeding for the playoffs. I made it a point to get to the locker 
room a few minutes earlier than everyone else, so I could get my head together. I wanted to reflect on the season thus 
far, and what was ahead in the final weeks of my basketball career. To date, the season hadn’t been what we hoped 
for as a team.  We knew we had the potential to be a great team, but inconsistency had haunted us to the point that 
we were almost two different teams. There was the team that clicked on all cylinders and had no chance in hell of 
losing.  However, there was also the team that played with their heads up their asses and lost to far inferior opponents. 
Sometimes both teams made appearances in a single game. I was confident the good team would be the only team to 
show up in the final weeks. There was too much at stake for that not to be the case. We had nine seniors on our team 
and only two, BG and Haggs, would be playing at the next level. That meant seven of us would have something that 
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we’ve loved our whole lives torn away from us. There were sure to be tears when this happened. I just hoped they’d be 
tears of joy, not sadness.
 As I began to lace up my red and white New Balance shoes, I heard some of the guys trotting down the stairs. 
“Uh…Jono…just because she said hi to you doesn’t mean she likes you,” I heard Runger tease. 

“Runger, I think…I think you’re gonna be dead. Just wait…just wait till practice. Better watch yourself 
during four line rebounding,” Jono threatened. 

We were all pretty much best friends on the team. There was that brotherly love we had for one another, so 
naturally that we had to give each other crap. I could picture the looks they’d have on their faces.  They turned the 
corner and began to walk towards their lockers which were just to the right of mine.  Just as I imagined, Runger had 
a smirk on his face while he rolled his eyes. Jono looked pissed off, shaking his head while he glared at Runger like he 
was his prey, which he was likely to be at practice. 
 “Dude, did you hear?” Runger asked me as he opened his locker. It was the moment of truth. I felt my 
stomach drop. “We’re a sixteen seed!” he screeched. 

“A sixteen seed?” I asked in a confused tone. We were over .500, so I was pretty shocked we were that low. I 
was about to call bullshit on Runger, who was known for his practical jokes, but before I could the rest of the guys 
came filing down. Their conversations confirmed the fact that we were indeed a sixteen seed. “Does anybody know 
who we play?” I asked aloud. 

“We play Lake Park in a play-in game,” Blaney, who was right behind me, responded. 
“A play in game?” I asked myself. “What the heck. There’s no way we should be in a play-in game.”                
“And if we win we play Batavia,” BG firmly informed everyone. Batavia had been ranked among the 

top ten teams in the state all year, and they were the number one seed in our sectional. I didn’t get the sense that 
anyone was nervous about playing them, however. We weren’t scared, as we knew we could beat anyone. I sat for a 
minute and spaced out, thinking about the task at hand. It would be a tough one, indeed, but I knew we were up for 
it. I knew we were going to win. The last couple weeks of the season didn’t quite go as I expected, but rather looked 
strikingly familiar to the prior months. In the last game of the season, we played extremely lackadaisical and lost at 
home to Nazareth; our biggest conference rival and a team that we had beaten handedly earlier in the year.  Now 
wasn’t the time to be thinking about that though. We were loading up the buses to travel to Bartlett High School 
where we’d square off against Batavia. The previous night we clicked, easily beating Lake Park in the play-in game. 
Haggerty had a monster dunk from the baseline; Carrier provided a spark off the bench scoring 14 points, and 
everyone else came to play. I tossed my bag in the back of the bus and took my usual aisle seat next to Blaney. “You 
ready dawg?!” Blaney asked me in excitement, with a giant smile on his face.  

“You know it,” I responded as we exchanged a fist pump. Blaney turned on his IPod and handed me one of 
his earphones. We listened to music the entire ride there, and when we rolled into the Bartlett parking lot, Blaney 
made sure “Fight Music” by D12 was blaring. We listened to the song all the way through as we walked from the 
parking lot to the locker room. This was our…well, it was my favorite pump song, so I was ready to go. Blaney still 
had to listen and dance to the Cha-Cha slide with GC.
 I had a good feeling in my gut. Once GC and Blaney concluded the Cha-Cha slide I had an even better 
feeling. I knew we were ready to go. Everything felt right as we began to suit up. We all knew we were prepared. All 
we had to do was play our game and execute. Coach Gaughan got us riled up with a pre-game speech and we stormed 
the court. Our fifteen minute warm-up felt crisp, and I could tell this team wasn’t going to accept losing tonight. 
It wasn’t possible that this would be our last game together. The horn buzzed and the announcer went through the 
starting lineups. Five seniors; BG, Haggs, Blaney, Jono, and myself would start the game, and we hoped it wasn’t our 
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last. As we took the court and exchanged handshakes with our opponents, the fans in the gym rose to their feet and 
began to cheer. I made sure I took a moment to soak it in, because even though I knew this wasn’t going to be my last 
game, I realized they were limited.
 The ref threw the ball up and we were off. Most of the first half went back and forth, and we went into 
halftime trailing by three, 33-30. I wasn’t worried because I knew we could play better. We ran into the locker room 
clapping and jumping up and down to get ourselves pumped up for the second half.  Coach Gaughan told us of some 
adjustments to make and to take the second half one quarter at a time.
 We listened to his advice as Jono came out of the break and scored two quick baskets, followed by a jumper 
by myself to put us up 36-33. The rest of the quarter was tight, and they led 48-47 at the end.  As both teams went 
to the floor to start the fourth quarter, the fans rose to their feet again. This was going to be a great quarter, and we 
weren’t going to let it be our last. Like the rest of the game, the fourth quarter went back and forth as both teams 
made great play after great play. Batavia took a 54-49 lead with about four minutes left, but we rallied back to tie the 
game up at 56 with 20 seconds remaining. Batavia had the ball and was content to hold for the last shot. All of the 
fans in the gym again rose to their feet. They passed the ball around until there were five seconds left. One of their 
players made a move to the basket and then kicked out to an open teammate for three. He released the ball with three 
seconds left. It went up and down the bottom of the net. There were 1.7 seconds remaining on the clock. I felt my 
stomach drop. Coach called a timeout and we diagrammed a last second play. Haggs got off a forty footer that barely 
missed and, just like that, it was all over. Our team was dead, never to exist again, and I, along with six of my other 
best friends, would never play basketball again. 

The next five minutes is gone from my memory. I suppose we shook hands with Batavia and walked to the 
locker room, but I was too shell shocked to remember. I couldn’t comprehend what happened and thought I was 
dreaming until I walked in the locker room. It was then that I realized this was far too real to be a dream. Everyone 
was crying. “This wasn’t how it was supposed to happen,” I told myself as I sat down next to my locker. I put my head 
into the palms of my hands and ran my fingers through my hair as I began to cry. Blaney came up to me and tried 
to say my name as he fought through his tears. “G-G-Gasick,” he said as he opened his arms and hugged me. We 
were all hugging, crying, expressing our brotherly love, and bonding in a way like we never had before. Then Coach 
Gaughan came in. The toughest man we had known for four years came in crying his eyes out and we all lost it again. 

“Never…have I been prouder of a team,” he told us as he tried to hold back tears. Coach gave each of us hugs 
and, after forty-five minutes of crying, we finally washed our faces and got dressed.

As we exited the locker room, our parents and fans were still there waiting for us. I walked up to my parents 
and gave them hugs. “I love you,” my mom told me as I buried my head in her shoulder and cried for another minute. 
I told her I loved her too, and then wiped off my eyes and headed to the bus with the rest of the team. 

The mood began to lighten once we boarded the bus. “So Jono…has that girl said hi to you lately?” Runger 
joked as the rest of the team laughed. Pretty soon everyone was talking and joking around. We wanted to enjoy our 
last bus ride together. 

“Sleepover at Carriers?!” Haggerty asked enthusiastically. 
“I’m in,” Mills said. 
We were all in. Our reign as a basketball team was over, but our reign as best friends was still young. That, I 

knew with certainty, would last forever. 

fAculty, stAff, And Alumni nonfiction essAy

Honorable Mention

“triVializing the draMatiC differenCe of lifestyle”
Dr. George Miller

Many Americans do not want persons who openly engage in homosexual conduct as partners in their 
business, as scoutmasters for their children, as teachers in their children’s schools, or as boarders in their 
home. They view this as protecting themselves and their families from a lifestyle that they believe to be im-
moral and destructive. 
—Justice Antonin Scalia. Lawrence v. Texas1

When I focus on the question of lifestyle, I investigate just how the people in my suburban cul-de-sac 
live their lives. Our next-door neighbors are the Patels, an Indian couple with two small children; on the 
other side of us are R. and M., both on their second marriage with an adopted son who is off to college in 
the fall; across the street are newcomers whose names escape me but are an extended and blended family; 
next to them are C. and J. and their three girls; throw in a thirtyish single man and an divorced man with 
two college-age children and that is the roster of families I see on a regular basis. 

Our homes have similar square footages and property sizes, and are similarly priced; thus, the salaries 
we make in our white-collar jobs are enough to pay the mortgages. Most of us own two cars, flat-screen 
televisions, and rooms filled with moderately priced furniture and appliances. All of us are connected to the 
Internet, have cell phones, and own at least one PC or notebook. Our major forms of entertainment consist 
of cable or satellite TV and popular movies, which we see at movie chains. If we go out to eat, there is Sub-
way, McDonald’s, Pizza Hut, or Burger King, and if we want an upgrade, Red Robin, Red Lobster, Panera, 
or Cracker Barrel. We do our food shopping at large food chains such as Jewel, Meier, or Dominick’s; Mar-
shalls, Kohl’s, Target, and Home Depot are favorite destinations for other shopping expeditions. We shuttle 
our children off to Little League, voice and dance lessons, or Girl or Cub Scouts in mini-vans or SUV’s. We 
want our children to go to college and to make something out of themselves. Most commute to white-collar 
jobs in neighboring suburbs or Chicago. The children want whatever is pandered to them on TV and that 
applies to the adults as well. We spend our weekends mowing our lawns, mulching, and planting flowers and 
trees. Apparently, we share the same lifestyle.

According to the Oxford English Dictionary, “lifestyle” made its first appearance in 1915, and in 1929 
Alfred Adler used it to describe the relationship between childhood personality traits and subsequent behav-
ior.2  Dictionary.com defines lifestyle as “the habits, attitudes, tastes, moral standards, economic level, etc., 
that together constitute the mode of living of an individual or group.”   3 Its broader usage includes a health 
connotation (healthy and unhealthy lifestyles); a political connotation (for example, mainstream versus alter-
native ways of living); a business connotation, as when marketers and advertisers target consumers to match 
products with consumer wants. 4 Your Dictionary.com offers numerous examples of the usage of lifestyle as 
an adjective (healthy, lavish, or nomadic lifestyles) and a noun-modifier, for example, rock n’roll, playboy, 
vegan lifestyles.5  

1 Lawrence v. Texas  539 U.S. 558-606. Supreme Court of the US. 2003.  Supreme Court Collection. 
 Legal Information Inst., Cornell U Law School, n.d. Web 3 November 2009. 
2  “Lifestyle.” Oxford English Dictionary, Oxford University Press, 2009. Web. 3 November 2009. 
3    “Lifestyle.” Dictionary.com. 2009. Web 3 November 2009. 
4  “Healthy Lifestyle.” American Heart Association. 2009. Web. 3 November 2009; “Definition of Lifestyle 
  Disease.” MedicineNet.com. 1996-2009. Web 3  November 2009; “Lifestyle.”MiMi.hu, n.d. 
  Web. 3 November 2009  
5  “Lifestyle: use in sentences.” YourDictionary.com. LoveToKnow, Corp. 1996- 2009. Web. 3 November 2009. 
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Yet if the question is “What is the strongest influence over human actions and beliefs?” the answer is: 
economic-technological factors. Being able to afford and to utilize technological devices (computers, cell 
phones, cars, planes, television, and microwaves) is the basis for complex and fast-paced lives offering instant 
gratification. In a culture of instant gratification, an ethos of individualism is embraced and convenience is 
the primary value. Convenience and inconvenience are emerging as the new right and wrong. Self-image
is tied into what the prevailing lifestyle deems vital, especially since the mass media, itself a product of 
technology, persistently proselytizes the masses to glorify instant gratification. Overarching economic and 
technological factors mightily influence motivations, wants, needs, attitudes, interests, opinions, values, and 
actions.6  

In this discussion of lifestyle, there has been no explicit mention of sexual or gender orientation. Even 
though there is no mention of this connotation in The Oxford English Dictionary, and of the 20 examples 
of usage in YourDictionary.com not one pertains to sexuality, social conservatives and their mouthpieces like 
Justice Scalia have steered this term to connote deviant sexual behavior. For example, Jerry Falwell, founder 
of the Moral Majority, stipulates: “As a Christian I feel that role modeling the gay lifestyle is damaging to the 
moral lives of children.”7  President of the Family Research Center, Gary Bauer, contends: “I will encourage 
anybody I can to get out of a destructive [gay] lifestyle.”8  The boycott of the American Family Association 
boycott of Pepsi “is about the fact that, as a corporation, Pepsi is promoting the gay lifestyle.”9  State 
Representative Sally Kern of Oklahoma City contends: “They [gays] are going after our young children, as 
young as two years of age, to try to teach them that the homosexual lifestyle is an acceptable lifestyle.”10  

Social conservatives are guilty of mistaking trivial differences for dramatic differences. A dramatic           
difference between items is the basis for placing them into separate categories. A trivial difference between 
items is the basis for keeping them in the same category. In our cul-de-sac, are there dramatic or trivial 
differences between people? Two of the families practice vegetarianism. Basketball is the main game in the 
cul-de-sac, but the Indian children play cricket. Some are archconservatives; others moderates; and one or 
two way off in left field. The families worship differently (Catholicism, Lutheranism, Judaism, and Hindu-
ism) and are of diverse racial backgrounds (Indian, African-American, and Caucasian). Some are pro-choice, 
others pro-life. Yet differences in moral, political, aesthetic, and sexual attitudes and tastes are not the 
fundamental determining factor for lifestyle. Moral standards are only one aspect of the lifestyle concept 
and not an overriding factor. If my next-door neighbor and I are diametrically opposed when it comes to 
abortion, capital punishment, and the public option, for instance, it is doubtful either one of us is going to 
point to the other: “You are living a different lifestyle.” If I confront a neighbor concerning an adulterous 
affair, I might describe him in unflattering moral terms, but would not say: “You’re living a different 
lifestyle.” Yet if either of us gave up her job and all her possessions, wandered from place to place, and slept 
under bridges and in forests, we could more easily agree that the two of us were living different lifestyles. 
Ultimately, the trump cards in lifestyle are levels of wealth and technological advancement. Where these 
levels are similar, lifestyles are similar. A dramatic difference in lifestyle is intrinsically related to a profound 
difference in economic and technological levels. 

6  “Lifestyle.” BusinessDictionary.com. BusinessDictionary.com. 2009. Web. 3 November 2009. Economic well     
   being (wealth) and technology have a symbiotic relationship. Wealth creates technologies and technologies in turn create wealth by   
   streamlining processes. Technologies not.     

7 “Jerry Falwell: The Devil’s Best Friend.” n.d. Web. 3 November 2009.
8 Thinkexist.com. Thinkexist.com. 1999-2009. Web. 32 November 2009.
9 “Pepsi TV ad pushing gay lifestyle.“ American Family Association 26 January 2009. Web. November 2009.
10 “Oklahoma legislator’s anti-gay comments stir hostile reaction.” Dallasnews.com. The Dallas Morning News. 
  10 March 2008. Web. 3 November 2009. 

Assuming, however, that sexuality pertains to lifestyle, it does not necessarily have to take the form of a 
dramatic difference between heterosexuality and homosexuality. Sexuality can be understood in terms of (a) 
categories of people who engage in potentially procreative acts, those who engage in non-procreative acts, 
and those who engage in both potentially procreative and non-procreative acts; (b) a spectrum ranging from 
a low to high frequency of sexual acts, from abstinence to sexual gluttony; (c) coercive and non-coercive 
acts; (d) a spectrum ranging from auto-erotic to the orgiastic; (e) casual versus loving sex; (f ) monogamy and 
promiscuity; (g) a fluid experience defying categorization. Assuming that sexuality plays a role in calculating 
lifestyle, it is not clear which aspect of sexuality is primary. 

It is conceivable, possible, and perfectly consistent to possess an atypical sexual orientation (and this ap-
plies to an atypical gender orientation as well) and to share the same lifestyle with people who possess typical 
sexual or gender orientations. Justice Scalia dramatizes the difference between heterosexuals and homosexuals 
and in so doing sees two distinct lifestyles: one for heterosexuals and one for homosexuals. To Justice Scalia 
et al., the following can be proffered. If my partner and I live at approximately the same economic and tech-
nological level as our neighbors and consume similar items and engage in similar public acts, our same-sex 
relationship would not constitute a dramatic difference such that we would be seen to be living a “different 
lifestyle.” We would be living basically the same lifestyle as our heterosexual counterparts:

I object to the use of the term “gay lifestyle.” Your lifestyle is what you choose to do (should you have 
the choice). It means whether you drive a Mercedes or a Jeep; whether you vacation in the Bahamas or 
hike the Grand Canyon; whether you go the opera or a rock concert. There is no “gay lifestyle.” Some of 
us are rich; some are poor and most are in between. Some are Democrats, some are Republican and most 
are apathetic. Some are athletic, some are couch potatoes, and most are occasional sprinters . . . There is 
no “gay lifestyle” there is only lesbian and gay people who live their lives just like you.11 

11 Diane Post, “Letters” State Bar of Arizona 32 AZ Attorney 7 1996.
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First Place

“ViCe-seer” (a Centro)
Anna Moore

It’s a beautiful corpse that no one can see
in pungent fruit and bright, green wins, or else
black commas come scribbling across the shallows
and sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells:
where the sea swings in like an iron gate.

I have measured out my life with crimson-flittered
grey ash to wound myself
on the sharp edges of the night
of fractured cups and concussions of burnt hooks,
a tatter of shadows peaked to white,
searching for something hidden in the muck.

Little bird, little crier,
the padlocks of their tongues embrace the black,
horizoned and honed as an anchorite. 

Thanks to the following authors: Wallace Stevens, “Sunday Morning”; Maxine Kumin, “Custodian”; T.S. Elliot, 
“The Love Song of 1. Alfred Prufrock”; Anne Sexton, “The Truth the Dead Know”; Amy Lowell, “The Taxi”; Louise 
Erdrich, “Jacklight”; Wallace Stevens, “A Postcard from the Volcano”; Robert Lowell, “The Public Garden”; Thomas 
James, “Reasons”; and Charles Wright “Umbrian Dreams.” 

Second Place

“a synopsis of elsa’s adolesCenCe”
Anna Moore

 
Snap! The fingerprint 
of the middle finger against the thumb’s hard end. Think 1965, The Everly Brothers 
swaying bodies left to right during “Cathy’s Clown.” Elsa used the same two fingers 
to throw her navy blue graduation cap; threw up-threw up-threw up 
the gymnasium’s planetarium. Scattered like one thousand pennies on the bottom 
of pooled incense burning vita sphere scents like myrrh, frankincense, and opium. 
Faster than James Brown and the Famous Flames performing “Night Train” at Olympia Theatre 
in France during 1966. And Elsa’s father never showed up during the Graduation Ceremony. Engaged to a stone-
starred vapor 
of crystalline swill while Elsa’s azure rings around her pupils scanned the crowd for four seconds and before she 
could blink: 

student poetry

diary full of cursive ink and drawn hearts with arrows ran out of pages, bootleg jeans with frayed strings hanging off 
the ends were thrown into the charity’s receptacle on the corner of 75th & Leaf Street, and a promise ring, 
14 karat gold, left in a double-glass-doored jewelry box with a star Elsa carved 
into the backside with a pocketknife 
from her father’s tackle box 
on her first day of high school. 
 

Third Place

“ode to hoMer glen”
Mary Egan
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Homer Glen – you have no zip code - 
so why do you deserve an ode?
Bombastic fools attach flags 

to their Hummers and lumber down 
your streets. Pyromaniacs burn piles of 
their tree’s periphery and 
fill the street ahead with plumes
of lung-choking smoke.

Homer Glen – proximity to Orland Mall – 
Plenty of tanning salons to be seen, not 
an adequate post office in sight. Orange 

rays of sun drink your golf courses
while small businesses struggle
to stay out of the red,
ricocheting in and out of 
utilitarian buildings.

Homer Glen – absent of streetlights –
don’t the subdivisions fall into line, like 
cereal boxes on a shelf at Dominick’s?

Stretches of cornfields paint 
picturesque postcards spread along 
the country road at fifty miles an hour, 
speeding past the library; old carpet, a dozen
computers, overcrowded shelves.

Homer Glen – no high school of your own – 
corn as high as an elephant’s eye, pumpkins lined up
at the farm, perfect orange spheres along the crisp grass. 

The cozy atmosphere of the Walgreens so nearby,
the comfortable street names of Indian tribes. Kickapoo,
Chickasaw, Sioux. Promise lies in the rural sky.
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Honorable Mention

“Wheaton, o Wheaton”  (60181)
Anna Moore

I grew up somewhere between the two cent Mary Janes sold against the narrow, sticky aisle inside The Popcorn Shop 
and “63 churches within its limits.” Back in 1868, the historical courthouse went up, with the clock-tower, land sold 
for one dollar, built with red brick and mortar for a courtroom, county offices, and a basement county jail. After one 

decade of disorder, malice stemmed from a debate between Naperville and Wheaton:
Who would hold the county seat? Wheaton won after a close election - winner by 50 votes - Three Civil 
War veterans wagoned down Wheaton-Naperville road attempting to recover withheld county records: 

the plight known as the Midnight Raid.
Currently, 35 churches and religious institutions are included on Wheaton’s webpage. A coincidence 

“Median Age” is 35.8 years? And how coincidental the courthouse was dedicated on July 4, 1868 yet, 
wasn’t named the official county seat until 1871 after the Great Chicago Fire destroyed the county records, 

still missing deeds 15-20, the deeds of Warren & Jesse Wheaton.

Honorable Mention

“singing in Middle C”
Mary Egan

By Mike Dvorak, Nicole Fosle, Kevin Ilagan, Anna Moore, and Jazmine Williams

Edited by Mary Egan

Honorable Mention

“dying at the MiCrophone”
Greg D’Addario

Dying at the microphone, into the void the poet reaches
Glossophobia glazing eyes and hacking up spittle, scared stiff
from the rigors mortis of the brain
Trying to find an image that sticks…
Like so much duct tape to the bottom of one’s steel toed stilettos

I stare basilisk eyed, slack-jawed at the audience’s blank gaze
Turning budding ideas to stone, known for
Wringing meaning from tired phrases & a half baked colloquial yap
Beating dead words with ballpoint pens
My entire being consumed in an antiquated act
Biting the curb with broken teeth
To chew through concrete imagery
Instead of walking the abstract sidewalks 
Riddled with half eaten hyperboles

Staring at the crowd how do I say:
“I’ve grown tired of late, of speech that conflagrates 
So I’ll write a storm of sonorous metaphors
But instead of fiery verse, it downpours toads”
The poet’s hand walking the dangerous lines of metonymy

Each breath burns matches over an open flame
A plethora of eyes staring at me hoping there’s a trick
“Cause if he’s just on stage to read poems” they say “That dude’s a total prick”
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A faux Frenchman twiddles his thumbs over his knees
and strikes an umbrella against an oak sapling. 
No more rain falls through the leaves, 
the earth crumbles dry below. 

The sky cries dust and the sandstone bleeds
off pyramids created from years of sorrow.
Fingernails pulled from hidden carcasses dance
in the breeze of jetliners’ stream. 

The Frenchman sighs as he
spreads his hands wide and
casts his eyes up to the blue. 

The white fog in the sky, 
crass like the corner store’s cashier – 
still as vinyl records on back order – 
the grooves freshly cut and playing back
echo drifting into the distance.

A loud screech like nails on a chalkboard
catches the Frenchman’s attention. He
turns as the shell of his ear slices like
the peel on an orange. 
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fAculty, stAff, And Alumni poetry

Honorable Mention

“CinnaMon sin”
Lois Mintah

 

Honorable Mention

“driVer’s ed”
Dr. George Miller

I’ve been driving 35 years, and she’s been driving 35 minutes, and I haven’t been this entertained since I had an 
endoscopy last year.  Eventually, she’ll be a good driver, and she isn’t half-bad now for being behind the wheel for a little 
more than 

an episode of Full House. She’s fairly good at going straight, and I have fewer heart palpitations when there are no curves 
on the horizon. Turns are rather challenging.  She grabs the wheel like I grabbed a girl’s ass for the first time at Old 
Court Junior High School, really not knowing what to do next.  So I can sympathize, but I still 

snip at her when her turns are too wide or narrow, as tires scrape curbs and shred my already tattered nerves. Maybe she 
should practice with a protractor to conceive 

her arcs a little better. She wants to know about all the nuances of driving: who goes first when all of us arrive at a four 
way stop sign?  That’s a question of Talmudic stature, and maybe we should consult the DMV rabbis for the answer. I 
just tell her: let all the other cars go, 

and then go when it’s safe for you to go. That’s not the right answer, but I want her to be safe, and I want my mental 
health to be sound.  I tell her that politeness is the most important rule of the road and use the example 

of Oedipus killing his father at an intersection. “And we all know what that led to,” I sternly tell her 

as she pleads with me to let her drive through the drive-thru at Burger King. The drivers behind her aren’t too patient.   
“Dad, the car behind me is riding up my ass.” Charming language, but she heard it from me, and I heard it from my 
father, and he from his, and it all goes back to the horrible traffic jam in Egypt as Moses & Co. hurried out of harm’s 
way. The driver in the pick-up truck behind us 

has never been to charm school and he’s been flicking on his brights, flipping us off, and tailgating us for two miles on 
a narrow country road. This is not what I wanted to happen on my daughter’s first day 

of driving. I wanted her to meet the idiots much later in the process. To her credit, she remains cool and asks me: 
“What’s his problem?” Good question: what is his problem? Eventually, he whizzes around us and we are treated to an 
array of bumper stickers that include the pithy: “You’re Screwed If You’re Behind Me.”  Per my instruction, she’s extra 
polite at intersections and allows dozens of cars to go before she inches into the intersection. 

“Was I polite enough, Dad?” “Probably 

too polite,” and I desperately wish the car would sprout wings and fly home by itself. Eventually, the wheel feels good in 
her hands and the final five miles home are smooth and safe. “I want to get my license as soon as I can,” she says as she 
pulls into the driveway and smiles at jealous friends who wave at her.  I tell her about how much 

insurance costs and that she needs much more experience before flying solo. “You just don’t want me to drive,” she sighs. 
“Yes, I do,” I lie. She turns off the ignition and we sit in the garage next to the mangled tomato cages that have nurtured 
thousands of tomatoes in the past 15 years. In a few weeks, I would have to take them out to the garden. “Okay, when 
do you want to go get your license?” I ask her. “When you’re ready, Dad, only when you’re ready.”

Honorable Mention

“yank”
Lois Mintah

It is a slow suicide:
The invisible intravenous tube
Upon which I hang bags of lost memories,
Replacing them when they empty.
I sit quietly.
The gradual thinning of spirit
Lightening of soul
Until at last the tether to earth is broken,
And I float away like an abandoned balloon.
On the periphery of my fading senses, I hear a meow,
See movement.
My cat has come to pull me back down.
Animal.
You do not speak my tongue, but you know my heart.

Tangerine dress 
and lime sandals, 
caramel hair and black lashes. 
Scent of cinnamon 
carried on the urban wind 
like a caravan of lust. 
All men feel the bite 
in their nostrils, 
hear the whish of the seven 
silken veils. 
Meringue laugh, 
naughty eyes. 

As she passes, 
wishes and dreams float in the air 
like vanilla. 
She carries her own myrrh 
and needs no one. 
That is why everyone wants her. 
To put her in a bottle, 
get three wishes, 
and bury her in the sand. 
But this will never happen: 
that is why she laughs 
as she steps down the sidewalk. 
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First Place

“experiMental Meals”
MaryAnn McCabe

Food that has been genetically engineered should be required by law to be labeled, stating that the product has 
been genetically engineered.  Conrad Miller who is a board certified emergency medicine physician estimates that 
roughly 80% of our processed foods contain genetically modified organisms (GMOs) among their ingredients. 90% 
of soybeans in the US are genetically modified, as well as 73% of our corn, 75 % of our canola, and 83% of our 
cotton (Miller 1). We “consume” the cotton in the form of cottonseed oil, which we use in our baked goods, potato 
chips, etc. These facts are not commonly known about throughout the US. That’s quite the contrary in Europe. The 
majority of GMO products are widely banned throughout Europe. Here is why: because of mandatory labeling, work 
of food activists, their media, as well as their government. They all have revealed the many risks of GMO crops. They 
have a very well educated public. In the European Union, Australia, New Zealand, Japan, and South Korea they have 
approved labeling laws for genetically engineered foods. In Britain, restaurants are required to label the genetically 
engineered food on their menus (Lilliston 2).   
 Over a decade ago, England’s Ministry of Agriculture, Fisheries, and Food officially warned the United States 
Food and Drug Administration about the dangers of engineering foreign DNA into our plants and cells (qtd. in 
Miller 1).  GMO’s are commercially made by gene-gunning viruses and fish sequences into DNA to corner a certain 
food market. The most popular market as of now is the seed market (1). Scientifically, what is happening is the 
process of gene-gunning foreign genetic sequences into DNA strands. Dormant virus sequences that incorporated 
themselves into our DNA or a plant’s DNA can be awakened and wreak unpredictable havoc. Active or inactive gene 
sequences already in the DNA can be joggled or displaced, leading to an abnormal function of the cell. This could 
lead to an alteration in these organs’ normal processes, possibly producing cancer, allergies, and imbalances in what 
these organs produce. Strange things are taking shape, and it could quite possibly take a long time to understand 
and to discover exactly what is happening.  With these studies and happenings, I do not understand why people 
would want to take a chance on their health. Human nutrition ultimately leads to our overall health, which dictates 
the quality of our life. The products we consume should be labeled with information that is very explicit in its 
nature, explaining what is exactly in the product. It should not even be a question.  We should be able to understand 
everything we are consuming; otherwise, we are just putting our health in the hands of strangers. 

On May 18th, 2008, the America Academy of Environmental Medicine advised “physicians to educate their 
patients, the medical community, and the public to avoid [genetically modified] foods when possible and provide 
educational materials concerning [their] health risks” (qtd. in Miller 2). They warned, “Several animal studies indicate 
serious health risks associated with GM food consumption,” including infertility, immune problems, accelerated 
aging, insulin regulation and changes in major organs and the gastrointestinal system. Their conclusion was that, 
“there is more than a casual association between GM foods and adverse health effects. There is causation” (qtd. in 
Miller 2). People have a need to be worried about having GMOs in our food. It is not natural. It worries me that 
corporations are toying and experimenting on our food, which in a sense is experimenting with human life.
 As of now, biotech companies are pushing for biotech traits in wheat as well as sugar. 50% of US sugar will 
soon become a GMO due to the approval of patented GMO sugar beets. Half of all US sugar comes from sugar 
beets (Miller 4). If consumers do not want GMO sugar, you will have to buy organic sugar cane. These big biotech 
companies are getting their hands on two of the most ubiquitous ingredients out there…sugar and wheat. Sugar and 
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wheat are virtually in almost everything we consume. There is another ubiquitous food product that is also being 
genetically modified. That product would be milk. According to an article in the Multinational Monitor, cows are 
now being injected with Bovine Growth Hormone (rBGH) every two weeks (Lillisotor 1). This has been found to 
have up to ten times the amount of insulin growth factor-1 (IGF-1), which studies have linked to prostate, colon, and 
breast cancer (2). People within our government and those in corporations have prevented the labeling of milk having 
rBGH, or being “Bovine Growth Hormone-Free” over the past decade. Failing to give people the information about 
what is in their food is not constitutionally right. The corporations are denying people the right to know what they’re 
consuming. Withholding information from the general public on what they are consuming is not allowing them to be 
freethinking. It’s like we’re these corporations’ drones that do whatever they say. It is unethical on their part.
 The Obama Administration is working to put two major opponents of labeling GMO products in charge of food 
and safety. These two men are Michael Taylor and Tom Vilsack. Mr. Taylor was a former vice president of Monsanto 
(a biotech corporation) who planned the approval of rBGH without adequate investigation while he was a lawyer 
working for the Federal Drug Administration, and he then saw to it that government policy denied the need for safety 
testing any GMO foods or crop.  Then, he went back to work for Monsanto. He has been appointed senior advisor 
to the FDA commissioner on food safety. He is head of Obama’s transition team for agriculture and energy. Tom 
Vilsack was a former Iowa governor and biotech enthusiast who is now our secretary of agriculture. He also headed 
the engineering of experimental pharmaceutical sequences in plants to help develop new drugs (2). Here is an example 
of what could go wrong with his experiment: if the plants were not adequately isolated, the corn pollen could drift 
into another field and contaminate the corn there with its experimental drug sequence. This obviously could adversely 
affect an unsuspecting eater of this unlabeled contaminated corn.  This is not something that the general public gets 
made aware of. And this is something that should be taken very seriously. Our health is vital to our life. We have the 
right to know exactly what goes into our bodies. 

In June of 2009, a federal court upheld the ban on GMO alfalfa (because its pollen could similarly contaminate 
the alfalfa in other non-GMO fields) (Miller 4). This should give us pause to question the wisdom of furthering 
more GMO-patenting of our plants without adequate study and safety testing. On September 21, 2009, Judge Jeffrey 
S. White of the Federal District Court in San Francisco said the Agriculture Department should have done an 
environmental impact statement as required by law. He said it should have assessed the consequences from the likely 
spread of the genetically engineered trait to other sugar beets or to the related crops of Swiss chard and red table beets. 
He said that the potential elimination of farmer’s choice to grow non-genetically engineered crops, or a consumer’s 
choice to eat non-genetically engineered food constituted a significant effect on the environment that necessitated 
an environmental impact statement. The case is ongoing (Richards 1). A Federal Judge stood up to this new way of 
growing crops. I am glad to see that there is a government representative actually representing the right’s of their 
people. One can conclude from the evidence that the Judge must believe there is a possibility that farming with the 
use of GMOs could negatively affect the environment, causing negative consequences. Our rights are at stake. We 
won’t know what is going on in our food if our government does not take a proactive stance towards getting bills 
passed regarding food labeling.
 Pro-nuclear power physicist Steven Chu became secretary of energy. Pennsylvania Agriculture Secretary Dennis 
Wolff, who is being nominated under-secretary of agriculture for food safety, spearheaded legislation in Pennsylvania 
that would take away the rights of consumers to know whether their milk and dairy products were contaminated with 
Monsanto’s (Eli Lilly’s) genetically engineered Bovine Growth Hormone (Miller 2). This is politically alarming for 
many Americans expecting change from the Obama administration, especially when the First Lady planted the first 
organic garden at the White House (3). I find it very ironic that Michelle Obama planted an organic garden while her 
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husband’s administration is moving in such a different direction on a much more powerful level. His wife is putting 
on a “front” while he and his administration are moving in a totally different direction. It’s a façade.
 The Pesticide Action Network noted in 2001 “about 73% of genetically engineered crops planted last year were 
engineered to be used with weed killer---not to increase yields or to be drought tolerant, but increase sales of special 
brands of weed killer” (3). I can only infer that Monsanto is patenting seeds and crops to increase their control of 
the world’s food supply while also increasing sales of their herbicide Round-Up. While Monsanto is making money 
off of their GMO of seed and crops, they can also use their herbicide and make more money off of their herbicide. A 
different article stated, “All of these Round Up ready Frankenfood crops are leading to unprecedented use of Round 
Up (glyphosphate). In 1994, glyphosphate pesticide use was 7.9 million pounds. By 2005, with the widespread 
use of Round Up, that number jumped to 119.1 million pounds. This is breeding super weeds that require ever 
increasing amounts of Round Up, not to mention other new “super toxic” pesticides just to keep up with the war 
on weeds. The environmental impact of glyphosphate overuse has been reviewed in an article published by Organic 
Consumers Association” (qtd. in Richards 2). In 2009, researchers reviewed the evidence showing how glyphosphate 
disrupts human reproductive hormones (androgens and estrogens). Their data indicated that glyphosphate-based 
herbicides residues in food, feed, and the environment should be considered and classified as carcinogens (Richards 
2).  Monsanto’s Round-Up has been banned in Denmark since 2003 (3). It’s active ingredient, glyphosphate, has been 
found to damage placenta cells at exposure levels ten times less than what Monsanto claims to be safe (3). Just because 
Monsanto claims their product is safe that doesn’t mean it is safe. The government should test such claims to see if 
they are true. A corporation can’t just say anything and it is viable. Tests need to be done. Glyphosphate can lead to 
spontaneous abortions and fetal gene mutations that are expressed when a child is born. I believe there to be a link 
between Monsanto and big growth in GMOs.  With all this research, I think it is fair to say that only the bio-tech 
industry, politically connected people, and financially associated friends believe GMO foods are safe to eat. I wonder 
why? Could it involve profit? It looks like the FDA wasn’t doing a good job at management while approving GMOs, 
hiding from the public and even their scientific staff numerous safety objections. Common sense will tell anyone that 
having a foreign organism DNA spliced into the essence of food is an evil. These “Gene Giant” corporations object to 
safety testing or labeling and, because of their power, they are still having their way in the United States.
 People need to be educated on what they are consuming, especially now that the US is such an industrial 
society; everything is manufactured, even down to our food.  In order to maintain our industrious style of living, 
we need to be aware of what is being put into our food. The only possible way to know what we are eating is 
through education. Being educated on food could quite simply mean putting a label on the food product, having 
the consumer understand the information printed on the label, and then allowing the consumer to make his/her 
own conscious decision on whether to consume the product or not. The last time the FDA took a proactive approach 
to food labeling was in 1990. The FDA took on a food labeling education challenge in 1990 when the Nutrition 
Labeling and Education Act (NLEA) became law. NLEA is responsible for most of the food labeling. But as its name 
implies, the act also emphasized education.  As a result of the manpower behind the NLEA, the National Exchange 
for Food Labeling Education (NEFLE) was born.  NEFLE used the media as a means to educate people.  They also 
took studies to look at consumers’ perception and understanding of diverse educational materials.  As a result, the 
FDAUSDA created a brochure to target an audience with no more than a fifth grade reading level. They created new 
food labeling regulations that went into effect on May 8th, 1994 (Kurtzwell 2). The regulation set forth by the FDA 
was created over a decade ago. It seems as if their proactive approach to keep people healthy was halted for over ten 
years. If they made it possible to take a proactive approach to nutritional health standards through the use of labels 
over ten years ago, they certainly could do it again.  
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VisuAl Art cAtegory

Second Place: Student.  “Self-Portrait” by 
Connor McLennan. Oil on Canvas. 33” X 33”. The 
artist states that he painted the guitar to show his 
love of music and left the instrument stringless 
to emphasize the possibility of art to create 
something from nothing.

First Place: Student.  “Me” by Joe Yakes. Acrylic 
on Canvas Board. 22” X 16”. The artist describes 
his painting as an investigation in light, color, and 
contrast to create the illusion of form in space.

Honorable Mention: Student. 
“Charcoal Still-Life” by Amanda 
Rock. Charcoal on Paper. 
24” X 18”.

First Place: 
Faculty, Staff, 
Alumni. “Narcissus” 
by Ke-Hsin Jenny 
Chi. Oil on Linen. 
32” X 24”. After 
graduating from 
Lewis University, 
the artist received 
her MFA from the 
School of Figurative 
Art of the New 
York Academy 
of Art. Jenny has 
also studied at the 
Florence Academy 
of Art in Italy. 

Second Place: Faculty, Staff, Alumni.  
“Rendering Unto Caesar” by Shaun Reynolds. 
Acrylic on Canvas. 48” X 36”. The artist explains, 
“This painting is about the way the male imperative 
dominates and corrupts our society.  The title is from 
Christ’s reply to a trick question about to whom one 
should render one’s support.”
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First Place: Faculty, 
Staff, Alumni. 
“Surreal Scene” by 
Heidi Glogowski. 
Computer Graphics. 
Size variable. Adobe 
Illustrator and 
Photoshop.  13” X 19”.  
Interested in exploring 
new subjects and 
techniques, the artist 
used formal principles 
to unify varied images, 
creating a rich and 
vivid dreamscape.

Second Place: 
Student.  “Insight: It 
was Only a Dream” 
by Jennifer Merzlock. 
Photography. 5” X 7”.  
Subject: Statesville 
Correctional Facility.  
The artist explains, 
“The purpose of my 
pictures is to convey to 
viewers the emotional 
toll that prison 
sentences impose on 
younger offenders.”

First Place: Student. 
“Stone’s Throw 
Subconscious” by Kirk 
Whitfield. Oil, Acrylic, 
Ink on Board. 22” X 
22”. This painting plays 
with the viewer’s eye 
and, by doing so, it 
expresses the artist’s 
idea that the things 
we see represent 
something bigger than 
us and non-physical.

Specia l  Categor y :  Memorie s  and Dreams

Third Place: Student.  “Water 
Girl-Crane” by Katie Ryan. 
Gouache on Paper. 14” X 11”. 
The artist comments that she 
wants viewers to find their own 
narratives in her work, and she 
enjoys the different ways her 
work resonates with others.

Honorable Mention: 
Student.  “The Eyes 
to Shed Yourself” by 
Connor McLennan. 
Charcoal and Pastel on 
Paper. 36” X 36”. The 
artist comments that 
this piece expresses 
how a person is not 
always who he/she 
looks/seems to be.  
One’s true self is only 
expressed in one’s 
dreams.
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Third Place: Faculty, Staff, 
Alumni. “Vector Dodge 
Charger” by Bill Denham. 
Computer Graphics. Size 
variable. Adobe Illustrator 
CS4.  This piece was 
painstakingly and skillfully 
hand-drawn in Illustrator 
and was used for a 
T-Shirt design.

Honorable Mention: Faculty, Staff, Alumni. “Nature’s Masterpiece” by Angela Haws. Digital Photography. 12” X 31”. 
To reproduce the beauty of the moment, the artist took nine photographs and blended them together using Photoshop.  
The artist says the brilliant colors, however, needed very little editing.

Honorable Mention: 
Faculty, Staff, Alumni. 
“Old Red Grain Elevator” 
by Michael Progress. 
Digital Photography. Size 
variable. The artist was 
interested in capturing the 
lines, patterns, shadows, 
color, and size of the 
building, which are all 
successfully integrated in 
this photograph.

Open Submissions Continued
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They need to create a committee that would be in charge of creating labels for food that have been genetically 
modified. A committee of highly qualified individuals such as health care professionals, activists, educators, people 
from the agricultural community, legal representation, as well as representatives from the corporations should be 
formed. The appropriately diverse committee would be a remarkable force of manpower and think tanks creating very 
effective nutritional labels. Yet, what is possible and what is actually taking place are two different stories. As of right 
now, the United States FDA does not require labeling of GMO ingredients. They seem to be fighting labeling every 
step of the way. In 1999, Representative Dennis Kucinich, D-Ohio, introduced the Genetically Engineered Food 
Right to Know Act, which would require mandatory labeling of genetically engineered foods (qtd. in Lilliston 3). The 
biotech industry fired back by saying, “This bill is entirely unnecessary. Current law already requires notification on a 
food label if any change to food would have an impact on health (e.g. allergen city), nutrition, or safety” (Lilliston 3). 
The FDA has concluded that use of biotechnology in food production does not pose any danger to health or safety (3). 
That is why the agency does not require labeling as of today.
 Consumers want to know what they are consuming. Consumer groups contend that consumers have a right 
to know if their food is genetically altered on ethical and even religious grounds. They also note that labeling is 
necessary to trace the unexpected health effect such as allergic reactions or toxic effects. “For these products there 
should be a paper trail,” says Jean Halloran of Consumer Union (1). A CBS poll from May 11, 2008 showed that 
87 percent of those polled wanted GMOs to be labeled, as is currently mandated for the foods consumed by 40% 
of the world’s population. Thus far, there is no labeling requirement in the United States for GMO foods. 53% of 
the people polled that day said they wouldn’t buy food that had been genetically modified (Miller 2).  Nutritionist 
Marion Nestle explains that the “Gene Giant” corporations that produce GMO food “didn’t want it labeled because 
they were terrified that if it were labeled, nobody would buy it” (qtd. in Miller 2).  Consumers expect claims to be 
made on foods they already regard as healthy and because they are skeptical of manufacturer claims. They want strong 
government regulation. Current research indicates that claims can potentially support healthier food choices and need 
to be considered both by food manufacturers in their marketing and by health professionals when developing dietary 
advice for individuals and the general public (Williams/Ghosh S92). Marketing has also been a big tool for food 
retailers who sell food to the masses. Their products contain GMOs that are not labeled. If you get excited when you 
walk down the aisle and see “Meow Mix” and automatically want to start singing the “Meow Mix” song, you know 
the advertisers have gotten into your head.  One of the big food retailing companies is ConAgra. Con Agra has spent 
hundreds of millions of dollars on a single study; that being, behavior change (Coster 2). If they can drive consumer 
behavior in favor of their products, they can boost the bottom line…, which is revenue. 
  Australia and New Zealand are currently preparing a new food standard, which will allow the use of health 
claims for functional foods.  Both dietitians and marketing experts agree that many of the claims are currently 
misleading. Nonetheless, most research internationally has found that consumers see health claims as useful, provided 
they are properly regulated (Williams/Ghosh S89). People want health claims with good regulations as long as the 
regulations are properly regulated. In New Zealand and Australia, nutrition, health, and related claims for foods are 
regulated through an integrated regulatory system involving both national governments. In many countries health 
claims for food are forbidden.  A recent World Health Organization survey of the global regulatory environment for 
health claims reported that among 74 countries reviewed, only 7 permitted specified disease risk reduction claims or 
had a specific framework for approval of such claims (S90). The National Centre of Excellence in Functional Foods 
(NCEFF) is currently developing a new standard, which will permit scientifically substantiated claims for foods that 
meet certain nutrient profiling criteria. A health claims ‘watchdog’ established by the two governments will monitor 
and record complaints received about food-related nutrition content and health claims. As well as having a ‘watchdog’, 
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Honorable Mention: Faculty, 
Staff, Alumni. “Memories of 
Floods on the Mississippi” by 
Professor Paul Mitchell. Muslin, 
Sand, Jute.  10” tall.  Shocked 
that today people still line up 
and throw sand bags to make 
levees in times of floods, the 
artist made a series of art works 
on the subject, this piece being 
the last.  “Maybe one day,” the 
artist says, “I’ll toss the little guy 
into a levee.” 

Honorable Mention: 
Faculty, Staff, 
Alumni. “Found” by 
Marissa Frattini. Mixed 
Media. 24” X 18” X 6”. 
The artist explains, 
“My sculptures are 
an exploration of 
the dark and the 
whimsical, childhood 
and spirituality. I love 
the process of taking 
found objects and 
combining them with recycled wood and metal. What fuels me is the 
creation of something entirely new out of something old, giving life 
and personality to what was once lifeless and inanimate.”

Second Place: Faculty, Staff, Alumni. “The Cadillac Barn” by Matthew 
Coglianese. High Dynamic Range Photography and Computer Graphics.  
11” X 17”.   This piece was made using High Dynamic Range photography, a 
process of combining multiple exposures to make a dramatically luminescent 
image.  Further manipulations were made with computer graphics programs.

We are bones. 
We are bones and ligaments and strings.
We are rubber bands and fur and gold.
We are glue and pop and heat.
When my tooth is not my tooth any more,
  Is it still my tooth?
When my bone is not my bone any more,
  Is it still my bone?
When my cells turn over and die on time,
  Are they still my cells?
Where do they go?
Do they know they were mine?
Do they know I was theirs?
Do they fly around in the particle soup?
As particles?
My particles?
Until they are someone else’s particles?
Am I just a fold in the particle soup?
Maybe I’m just a big fiesta of particles
Whose partygoers come and go all the time.
Joining the party.
Leaving the party.
Being a bone.
Not being a bone.
Being a string.
Not being a string.
Being fur.
Not being fur.
Coming
and Going.
Staying for a time.
Making a new string.
Making fast.
Making teeth.
Making a fiesta.

-Sharon Houk Téllez

Honorable Mention: 
Faculty, Staff, Alumni. 
“Seated Figure, Quiet” 
by Instructor Leslie 
Colonna.  Terra Cotta.  
5” X 4” X 3”.  The artist 
hopes to express the 
idea of transcendence 
through the most humble 
and earthly medium; 
clay.

Honorable Mention: Faculty, Staff, Alumni. “We Are Bones”  by 
Instructor Sharon Houk. Téllez. Poetry and Typography. 
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offenses involving drug possession or sales. These types of crimes are drug offenses in which a person is incarcerated 
due to having illegal drugs on their person or for selling these illegal drugs. The second type of drug offense is those 
offenses that are directly related to a person’s drug abuse. These types of crimes include stealing for drug money or 
other direct offenses for the purposes of obtaining drugs for personal use. The final type of drug offense is an indirect 
one that entails offenses committed due to a lifestyle that gives a person a predisposition to engage in illegal activity. 
These types of crimes include assaults and batteries related to living a high-risk, gang type lifestyle that includes drugs 
(NIDA, 2006). 
 Despite the large number of drug related crimes, many offenders are not treated for their problems. A 1997 
study showed that less than one fifth of incarcerated individuals with histories of drug abuse were being treated for 
their addictions (NIDA, 2006). This lack of responsibility within the prison system demonstrates the need for drug 
reform within the incarceration realm of the criminal justice system. The needs of those affected by drugs are not 
being properly addressed. Instead of helping people suffering from a disease, the criminal justice system is punishing 
them without any means of assistance. By recognizing addiction as a disease and establishing more ways to help its 
prevention within the criminal justice system, the courts and prisons would also be relieved of crippling overcrowding.
 Having over 2.5 million inmates makes the United States the foremost country in incarcerations. Between the 
years 2000 and 2006, the United States had its highest rise in incarcerations in its history. Some experts attribute, 
“the exploding prison population to harsher sentencing laws, particularly those related to illegal substance possession/
use” (“Addiction is illness,” 2003). Recognizing addiction as a disease and treating it as such can prevent these offenses 
related to illegal substances. 
 Despite what some critics contend, the symptoms and properties of addiction match many of those of other 
diseases. Drug addiction has proven to be co-morbid with many different types of psychological disorders, 
including schizophrenia, bipolar disorder, and types of personality disorders (APA, 2007). Dr. Andrew Chambers 
has concluded, “two to five of every 10 anxious or depressed people, and four to eight of every 10 people with 
schizophrenia, bipolar disorder, or antisocial personality, also have some type of addiction” (APA, 2007). 
Furthermore, addiction exhibits many of the properties of other diseases, including psychological symptoms, physical 
ailments, social problems, and genetic predispositions. Persons with addictions have psychological symptoms such 
as mania, depression, and other symptoms. Physical symptoms can range from heart attacks, to strokes, to eventual 
death. Likewise, social problems such as the inability to hold a job or function in relationships show the correlation 
of addiction to disease. Lastly, genetic predispositions play a role in addictions just as they do in genetic diseases; 
children of drug addicts are 3 to 5 times more likely to become an addict than those who are not the offspring of 
addicts (“Addiction is illness,” 2003). 
 Although many facts and studies point towards drug addiction as a time of mental illness, the criminal justice 
system has not addressed the ethics with the prosecution and incarceration without treatment of these individuals. By 
neglecting effective treatment for substance abuse, the criminal justice system is perpetuating a problem; those who 
finish their sentences for drug addiction often go to commit more drug related crimes. Plus, many people begin or 
intensify their addiction while in prison due to the need for an escape and the easy access to these drugs in prisons. 
Ignoring these problems can cause “re-arrest and reincarceration, jeopardizing public health and public safety and 
taxing criminal justice system resources” (NIDA, 2006). For the safety of citizens, drug treatment as an alternative to 
incarceration can help reduce the incidences of repeat offenses. 
 As a way of beginning drug reform, the criminal justice system has begun to take strides towards rehabilitating 
the system. The creation of drug courts has greatly helped the caseloads in busy courthouses and kept people from 
being incarcerated for minor offenses to the benefit of overcrowded prisons. Advocates of these courts claim, “by 
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they’ll also have a ‘security guard’, who will be responsible for enforcing the standard. Here are two governments who 
are really taking a proactive approach to protecting their peoples’ overall health.
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Second Place

“Drugs in the Criminal JustiCe system”
Cassandra Myers

 In the criminal justice system’s current state, cases relating to drug abuse require a large amount of the court’s 
time. There are many incidences of crime in which drugs are a motivator or a precursor to the act. Likewise, high 
percentages of those people currently incarcerated are in prison for drug related offenses. New studies have classified 
addiction as a type of mental disease, and this disease is being punished by incarceration rather than treated through 
rehabilitation. Studies have also shown that treatment for addiction can help to reduce or eliminate a person’s need 
for controlled substances. By examining the role of drugs in the criminal justice system, one can realize the need for 
specialized systems, such as drug courts and rehabilitation treatment programs, which could ultimately reduce the 
amount of crime and the number of those incarcerated. 
 Currently, there are high incidences of drug abuse within the criminal justice system. When arrested, an arrestee 
is tested for several different types of drugs, among them, cocaine, marijuana, methamphetamines, opiates, and 
PCP (“Drug use,” 2001). Of those arrested, 60% test positive for one or more of these types of drugs. Likewise, one-
fourth of all inmates are in jail for drug offenses relating to using, possessing, or trafficking drugs (“Drug use,” 2001). 
Furthermore, many of those incarcerated suffer from drug abuse problems, many of which are not treated. As much 
as 83% of state inmates and 73% of federal inmates report having used drugs before. Studies congruently show that 
drug abuse contributes largely to the cases and number of incarcerations in the United States. The populations of 
prisons have steadily increased as penalties for drug offenses become more stringent and penalizing (“Drug Policy,” 
2009). 
  Though drugs may not be directly involved in a particular crime, there are different ways in which addictive 
substances can contribute to a crime. There are several types of offenses related to drugs; one such is the obvious, 
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Third Place

“a psyChoanalytiC perspeCtiVe on theodore roethke’s “i kneW a WoMan’”
Kevin Magas

 Psychoanalysis appears to have fallen out of favor in the halls of academia and lost credibility in the field of 
psychology.  Indeed, its influence has waned with the advent of postmodernism and deconstruction.  However, 
scholars such as Camille Paglia lament the inadequacy of these theories, claiming that certain types of “poetry, with its 
metaphors, symbolism, and body-centered rhythms, [are] beyond poststructuralism’s reach” (5).  Instead, the poetry 
of Theodore Roethke, in which “both Freud and Jung can be felt,” prompts a return to the insights of psychoanalysis 
(Paglia 7).  While it is unknown if Roethke actually read Freud or Jung, Paglia claims this fact is ultimately 
unimportant. Instead, it can be “reliably established he had read Maud Bodkin’s Archetypal Patterns in Poetry (1934), 
with its Jungian framework” (8). His poem “I Knew a Woman” details a sexually suggestive portrait of a woman the 
speaker adores, touching on many themes of concern to psychoanalytic criticism. While many theoretical approaches 
provide insight into the text, psychoanalysis remains a lens that both fascinated and inspired Roethke himself.   In 
Theodore Roethke’s “I Knew a Woman,” the perspective of psychoanalysis reveals meanings behind the sexual 
suggestiveness, archetypal images, and search for wholeness present in the text.
 Psychoanalytic criticism’s theories of sexual repression and the unconscious mind help to explain the strong 
undercurrent of sexuality running throughout the poem.  Replete with sexual puns, innuendo, and double entendres, 
the text echoes the hidden sexual desires of the speaker. For instance, the speaker metaphorically compares the 
woman’s varied movements to the “shapes a bright container can contain” (Roethke 4). Consequently, the woman 
becomes the container of his relentless sexual desire.  Moreover, the speaker describes the woman with “her full lips 
pursed” (16).  In this double entendre, the speaker suggests female genitalia in preparation for sexual intercourse.  
Nevertheless, these examples remain mere hints and subtle suggestions of the speaker’s sexual desire instead of blunt, 
overt descriptions.  Therefore, the effect mirrors bursts of repressed sexuality emanating from the unconscious.  
According to Charles Bressler, in Freud’s tripartite model of the psyche, the unconscious contains the Id, full of “secret 
desires and darkest wishes” as well as the libido, “the source of all our psychosexual desires and all our psychic energy” 
(146).  However, this elemental force is regulated by the Super-Ego, “suppressing the desires and instincts forbidden by 
society” and protecting us from the Id (Bressler 146).  Therefore, the libido of the speaker appears to be suppressed by 
the dictates of the Super-Ego and only finds voice through veiled sexually suggestive puns and innuendo.  The nature 
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increasing direct supervision of offenders, coordinating public resources, and expediting case processing, drug court 
can help break the cycle of criminal behavior, alcohol and drug use, and incarceration” (Walters, 2008). These types 
of courts were established in 1989 by the Dade County Circuit Court. These courts help felony drug defendants get 
treatment as opposed to going to jail. Today, this first court has expanded to an operation of 2140 courts, with many 
more being developed in other parts of the nation. 

Since starting these drug courts, the societal benefits have grown. The Government Accountability Office 
completed 23 program evaluations, all with results showing that drug courts significantly reduced crime rates 
(Huddelston et al., 2008). Also, rearrest rates for those who participated in drug courts and completed their treatment 
in California over a four-year period were 17%, compared to a 41% rearrest rate associated with incarceration 
(Huddelston et al., 2008). Likewise, studies on drug courts in Oregon showed a 30% reduction in the crime rate 
within 5 years of their inception (Huddelston et al., 2008). These statistics demonstrate the effectiveness of drug 
courts in not only helping individuals, but also helping society by reducing crime rates and prison populations.

As a part of these drug courts, rehabilitation programs are available and often required as part of an arrestee’s 
requirements. These rehabilitation programs have been found to be more effective than just incarcerating an offender. 
Treatment for drug addiction consists of counseling and assistance with the physical effects of withdrawal. This is 
coupled with management of a person’s problems over time, so that one does not fall back into his or her addiction. 
The treatment must be long enough to establish a permanent behavioral change, it is often tailored to the person’s 
specific needs, and it considers the types of criminal behavior that were committed (NIDA, 2006). 

The effectiveness of treatment remains very clear. A National Institute of Drug Abuse has shown that, “treatment 
can cut drug abuse in half, reduce criminal activity up to 80 percent, and reduce arrests up to 64 percent” (NIDA, 
2006).  These treatments have been shown to reduce the amount of people using drugs, the amount of people being 
incarcerated for drug offenses, and the crime rates in areas where drug courts effectuate treatment. By continuing to 
implement treatments, the criminal justice system can “optimize resources to benefit the health, safety, and well being 
of individuals and the communities they serve” (NIDA, 2006). 

Through all the facets of drugs in the criminal justice system, it is obvious that reforming the methods of dealing 
with drug offenders will prove beneficial. By recognizing the high incidence of drugs in crime, and acknowledging 
addiction as a form of mental illness, new treatment programs and drug courts can be enacted as a means of fixing the 
current problems. By doing this, crime can be reduced, more people can be helped, incarceration rates can be lowered, 
and the society can benefit overall. Studies have shown how effective these types of treatments can be in helping those 
afflicted by drug problems. By instituting new practices to deal with drugs in the criminal justice system, the lives of 
many will be improved. 
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capture jouissance” (Bressler 155).  Poetic language itself emanates from an attempt to encapsulate the overflowing 
joy that the speaker once felt in the Imaginary Order.  Nevertheless, the bursting jouissance of the poem becomes 
contrasted with the fragmentation of language. 

The language used in the poem reflects the speaker’s feeling of primordial lack and insufficiency to describe his 
relationship with the woman.  Although the speaker describes a moment of jouissance, Lacan believes that ultimately 
“total unity and wholeness are an illusion” because language “shapes our identity as human beings and molds our 
psyches” (qtd. in Bressler 153-154).  While the speaker attempts to capture a feeling of wholeness, ultimately language 
separates him from a state of complete union with the woman.  The very nature of the language the speaker employs 
echoes its bending, manipulatable quality.  Throughout the poem, language twists as the speaker claims he is “coming 
behind her for her pretty sake” (Roethke 13).  On one level, he refers to his own obedience in following the woman’s 
lead and putting her needs before his.  However, the language also alludes to their sexual positioning and the pleasure 
he derives from her beauty.  As a result, the speaker subtly demonstrates how the diverse connotations of poetic 
language also lead to fragmentation instead of unity.  Instead of expressing one direct meaning, language becomes 
an indicator of primordial lack.  Like the woman, it becomes “quick…light and loose” (17) through its shifting levels 
of interpretation and meaning. Although the speaker poetically waxes that “her parts could keep a pure repose” (19), 
poetic language cannot physically capture what it describes.  Even though the speaker longs for a unitive experience 
with the woman that moves beyond the limitations of language, he cannot escape expressing it through language, the 
very system that prevents actual wholeness. The speaker can never really “experience or know [her] except through 
language” (Bressler 155).  Ultimately the illusion of wholeness paradoxically compels and inhibits the speaker from 
achieving his deepest desires.

The presence of repressed sexuality, archetypes, and a quest for unity allows psychoanalytic criticism to become 
a fitting window to view Theodore Roethke’s poem “I Knew a Woman.”  Varying insights of Freud, Jung, and Lacan 
supplement a unique, multi-layered approach to the text.  Because psychoanalysis reveals an incredible array of 
psychological depth in the poem, scholars such as Camille Paglia bemoan the fact that “this extraordinary aspect of 
Roethke’s work has slowly ceased to be visible because of ancillary cultural changes” (Paglia 8).  While the trends in 
literary criticism towards poststructuralim have come to fruition, one must not forget that it was the “highly unusual 
fusion of Freud with Jung in Roethke’s poetry that made his work so cutting edge and increased his power” (9).  
On the other hand, the poem presents many questions oriented more towards a feminist perspective.  After all, the 
woman appears to take initiative and control, thereby reversing the traditional binary of Male/Female.  Furthermore, 
scholars such as Mary Floyd-Wilson wonder why he fails to personalize the women in his early poetry, but instead 
describes “woman in the absolute sense—a general, almost mythic figure” (61).  What influenced Roethke’s 
perceptions of women and why do they appear idealized? Even though psychoanalysis presents compelling insights 
into the psyche, questions posed by other theoretical approaches present questions equally valuable to the interpretive 
process.
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of the unconscious mind becomes clearer when viewed in light of the speaker’s use of phallic symbols.  
 The significance of the phallus builds on the poem’s latent sexuality and provides insight into the nature of the 
complex relationship between the speaker and the woman.  According to Jacques Lacan, the phallus is not just the 
biological organ of the penis, but rather “the ultimate symbol of power” that acts as a transcendental signified, an 
object “that gives meaning to all other objects” (qtd. in Bressler 154-55).  In the poem, the speaker references phallic 
symbols when mentioning that “she was the sickle; I, poor I, the rake” (Roethke 12). On one level, the phallic symbol 
contributes to the high density of innuendo present in the poem. However, the fact that the woman seemingly 
possesses a phallus carries far-reaching psychoanalytic implications.  As a cutting instrument, the sickle contains 
a castrating potential.  According to Lacan, “castration is symbolic, not literal, and represents each person’s loss of 
wholeness” and the “acceptance of society’s rules” (qtd. in Bressler 154).  Consequently, the phallic symbol of the 
sickle may reflect the speaker’s castration anxiety.  Ordinarily, a female must “accept her lack of a phallus” and admit 
“males do have a penis, giving them a slight claim to such power” (qtd. in Bressler 154-55).  However, the poem 
presents the woman as having power over the man, teaching him “touch” (Roethke 10) and making him a “martyr 
to a motion not [his] own” (23).  Therefore, the woman’s possession of a phallus indicates the speaker’s subconscious 
fear of losing power in the relationship.  While appearing to lavishly praise her, his reference to a phallic symbol 
indicates a deep-seated insecurity that the woman will castrate him, taking away his dominance in their relationship.  
Nevertheless, the currents of sexuality escaping from the unconscious mind provide a foundation to consider the 
effects of the archetypal imagination.

Psychoanalytic criticism provides archetypes that help explain recurring universal themes present in the poem.  
The archetype of the eternal feminine provides a context for the speaker’s exalted version of womanhood.  According 
to Bressler, Jung thought the collective unconscious included archetypes or “patterns or images of repeated human 
experiences” stored within “an inherited receptacle of deep, powerful human themes and commonalities” (150).  
Instead of depicting an individual woman, the speaker appears to describe a universalized, mythic woman who is 
“lovely in her bones” (Roethke 1) and whose “shapes a bright container can contain” (2).  In fact, her divine, mythic 
status becomes augmented by the praise of Greeks who “sing in chorus, cheek to cheek” (7).  Thus, the speaker drifts 
beyond the description of an actual, concrete woman into a description of the eternal feminine, echoing language 
ascribed to Greek Goddesses, Dante’s Beatrice, or the Virgin Mary in the Catholic tradition.  Furthermore, the noted 
scholar Mary Floyd-Wilson claims that the female in Roethke’s early love poems “may be a ‘creature of spiritual and 
mythological proportions’ who helps him achieve ‘harmony with the cosmos’” (62).  Situating the poem within the 
context of an archetype connects it to the larger human experience more clearly as a “symbolic expression of the inner, 
unconscious drama of the psyche” (Bressler 151).  While the archetype of the eternal feminine helps explain the nature 
of womanhood in the poem, Lacanian psychoanalysis further supports this interpretation.
 Psychoanalysis provides the key to understanding the poem as the speaker’s search for wholeness and longing to 
return to the Imaginary Order.  The poem describes the speaker’s oneness with the woman as a moment of jouissance. 
According to psychoanalyst Jacques Lacan, the Imaginary Order “contains our wishes, our fantasies, and most 
importantly, our images” that recall a time when we were “joyfully united with our mothers” (qtd. in Bressler 153).  
Consequently, jouissance calls up “a brief moment of joy…that somehow arises from deep within our unconscious 
psyche and reminds us of a time of perfect wholeness” (Bressler 155).  The speaker’s playfulness and joy is reflected 
primarily through the poem’s poetic language.  Indeed, the speaker “measures time by how a body sways” (Roethke 
28), alluding to the musical rhythm of the poem itself.  The speaker’s joyful descriptions of a woman with “choice 
virtues” (5) are echoed in the swaying, frolicking, and musical rhythm of the poem’s sound.  Therefore, the sound 
and sense of the poetic language employed by the speaker reflect the fact that “literature has the particular ability to 
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Competent language users are experts at interpreting what language means. Users build expectations of others and 
know how to properly react to anything said to them. These signs and interpretations vary within cultures. “Speakers 
from different cultural backgrounds may have different interpretations of what it means to be true, relevant, brief or 
clear with regard to conversations” (32). 

Culture is constituted of a system of signs that are constructed through the verbal actions language users use 
with each other. “Culture puts its imprint on the conversational and narrative styles of the members of a social group. 
These styles are generally considered to form part of people’s cultural identities” (51). One’s interpretation of language 
is deeply rooted in their experiences, the culture they are a part of, and any other discourse group they belong to.  
Kramsch says that even though there is no direct connection between language and cultural identity, “language is the 
most sensitive indicator of the relationship between an individual and a given social group” (77). It is through culture 
that language emerges. It is not only through simple interaction with others that our language and culture reveals 
itself but, instead, our language and mere existence establishes itself through the discourse communities we are part 
of. “Language is an integral part of ourselves—it permeates our very thinking and way of viewing the world” (77). 

The warm weather is almost here. I miss the blackness that the night wrapped me in. I lay beneath heavy 
blankets, behind frosted windows, waiting for the season to change and for summer to arrive. I’m selfish for wanting 

this so bad; I know it will bring us closer. Our closeness is distanced with the cold. See, time goes by much slower 
when it’s hot. Time tricks us. I want the unplanned walks along the water. The wind that provides the beat for my 

hair to dance to. We say absolutely nothing. I want the chilly mornings where I wake up and see you. The rush from 
the open window that push my lips to yours.

Some people experience life without ever being introduced to a second language. For the people that are, a 
reflective connection is felt between the speaker, their heritage, and their culture, which affects their identity and 
how and when they use their second language. Language helps make up a person’s existence. This second language 
doesn’t only provide the speaker with a new set of grammatical rules and principles, or another medium in which to 
express through, but this second language leads the speaker through a series of experiences that contribute to one’s 
identity. People who are bilingual often live on the fence between two separate entities. One set of circumstances calls 
forward one language, while a different set of situations are appropriate only for the second language. Oftentimes, 
bilinguals quickly switch from one language to another and have specific reasons for the change. Sometimes this code 
switching takes place since the speaker might be more comfortable talking about something in a specific language. 
Other times speakers switch in order to include or exclude hearers that are nearby. It is important to note that in order 
to be considered bilingual, the speaker must be linguistically competent in both languages. That is, to have the ability 
“to produce or recognize correct sentences in a language” (Riley 52). Essentially, the speaker must understand the 
underlying system of rules that govern each language. 

Identity is the core of what culture and language affect in an individual. Culture predetermines what situations a 
person will see and, in turn, their language is developed. This language, for people who live on the border like Gloria 
Anzaldúa, tends to be a dual language that is layered into one distinct medium. Essentially, through language and 
writing, a person’s identity and existence are revealed. Identity though is a difficult term to describe and characterize. 
What identity is and how it is affected has been debated for years. The largest issue with “identity” is that it can be 
thought of in two different ways. Some may think of identity as an explanation of what makes someone unique; 
what makes someone an individual. Identity can also explain what makes an individual like other individuals. In 
this use, identity is used to list and categorize individuals. While identity can be thought of in both ways, both ideas 
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Honorable Mention

“Weaving Culture anD iDentity: an imitation of gloria anzalDúa’s 
Borderlands/la Frontera”

Jasmine Pacheco

Language is around us everyday, all day long. Whether it is a news broadcast or a private conversation with 
a close friend; language is a part of life. It is through language that we express ourselves and reveal our individual 
identities. While some may believe that identity is something natural we are born with, there is a strong connection 
between one’s culture and one’s understanding of the self. Our cultures hold the keys to a configuration of situations 
and experiences we will endure. It is these interactions that teach us about life and help us grow into adults. 

One of the most important characteristics that defines identity is culture. According to Philip Riley, culture is 
the “knowledge established, categorized and circulated within the social knowledge system” (39). Cultures can vary 
tremendously and have completely different viewpoints on what is right and wrong.  Every individual has a different 
culture. Even individuals who share the same culture have separate ideas and understandings because different 
people undergo different experiences. Every person plays a different active role in society, and whichever role they 
play leads them through a lifetime of unique experiences. Riley states, “knowledge is distributed differentially” (50). 
Each person is exposed to different sources of information and hold keys to bundles of knowledge they come across 
in their lives. Culture is the driving force that exposes individuals to situations that later become defining moments 
in their lives. Riley explains, “Individuals acquire and construct their personal cultural repertoires on the basis of 
the interactional opportunities available to them” (39). It is a culture’s strong beliefs and rich traditions, and the 
interactions they create, that swiftly guide an individual to understand who they really are. Identity nests in a quiet 
corner of one’s culture. 

I miss Mama Chuyita. Maria de Jesus Becerra de Leon. She was my great-grandmother and the strongest, most 
beautiful woman I ever knew. She was tall and had arms long enough to wrap around you twice. I remember her 
gentle smile and kind eyes. I’m lucky I got the chance to meet her and remember as much as I do about her. She 
lived with me for a short time; it is a time in my life I treasure. The last time I saw her she was just as lively as she had 
always been, lovely. My mom took my brother, sister, and me to Mexico for the first time when I was in the seventh 
grade. My mom must’ve known she wasn’t doing well because we rarely went on vacations. Even though her memory 
wasn’t as intact as it was before, her caring nature and warm smiles were all the same. One morning during our visit, 
we woke up and couldn’t find my two-year-old sister or my eighty-nine year old great-grandmother. Mama Chuyita 
had walked Mavi to the store to buy nopales y frijoles, cactus, and beans. Breakfast was delicious that morning.

Claire Kramsch explains how language users develop expectations over time after becoming competent speakers. 
“From childhood on they [language users] have learned to realize certain speech acts in a culturally appropriate 
manner” (Kramsch 26). Language users deeply understand a language and become familiar with tone, what’s 
insulting, what’s complimenting, and how to speak differently to people of a different social rank. “These behaviors 
have become second nature to them because they are grounded in their physical experience of the phenomena around 
them” (26). The experience one goes through “filters their perception and their interpretation of the world” (26). 
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several dialects of Spanish. Her book Borderlands/La Frontera talks about women of color and their mixture of known 
languages and dialects. For Anzaldúa, this mix creates a blended voice and a layered identity. She spoke as a woman, 
a lesbian, and a colored Mexican woman. “I will have my serpent’s tongue-my woman’s voice, my sexual voice, my 
poet’s voice. I will overcome the tradition of silence” (Anzaldúa 81). Essentially, the person she is utilizes a blended 
language, which defines who she is. Anzaldúa’s language spells out her existence. Throughout her writing she uses 
different styles of writing to show that one can incorporate different voices through several writing styles, and still 
be effective and powerful. She talks to her readers through poetry, prose, and stream of consciousness. Anzaldúa 
recognizes the strong connection between her existence and her language. “Ethnic identity is twin skin to linguistic 
identity-I am my language. Until I can take pride in my language, I cannot take pride in myself” (81).

Until I am free to write bilingually and to switch codes without having to translate, while I still have to speak 
English or Spanish when I would rather speak Spanglish, and as long as I have to accommodate the English 
speakers rather than having them accommodate me, my tongue will be illegitimate (81)

Every group of people has their own language they communicate through. Their existence relies on this created 
language. 

My mom came to the United States from Mexico when she was fourteen-years-old. Having known no English, 
she was thrown into a high school where, although a lot of the students spoke Spanish, the classes were taught only 

in English. Even though she didn’t know how to speak English, my mom would pretend that she didn’t know how to 
speak Spanish. It was something to be ridiculed for. Accents were made fun of and it was something she couldn’t hide.

You’re still beautiful, nonetheless…

For me it is the border between the English and Spanish languages that I live on. I learned to speak both English 
and Spanish simultaneously as a young child. People would always ask my mom how she taught me to speak two 
different languages at such a young age. Throughout my whole life, I have used both English and Spanish at home. 
I always speak Spanish to the older people in the family, not only because they are more comfortable with Spanish, 
but it is also a sign of respect; it is a behavior I have learned about my culture through Spanish. As a writer interested 
in composition, I recognize that my written voice has developed through utilizing both languages in my life. I am 
able to learn and think through the English language, and I can also dream and express myself through Spanish. My 
discourse is a twofold existence that has both English and Spanish influences. Although I can learn, read, and write in 
each language, my motivations, thoughts, and goals stem from this internal mixed identity. I have each foot planted 
in different locations. Although English and Spanish are the languages through which I exist, there are hundreds of 
thousands of other people who experience a similar dual identity. Their experiences are different, yet their identity is 
derived from both languages. Gates, Gilyard, and Anzaldúa each help defend their mixed identities and language use 
by voicing their articulate thoughts and making themselves examples. Every person living in a borderland can feel at 
ease; the borderland is no lonely place. 

In high school I was friends with all sorts of people. Despite the amount of groups of friends that were around, I 
was friends with people that didn’t necessarily fit into any single clique. Even though there were a lot of other Mexicans in 
my grade, it was difficult for me to become close to any of them. All of the Mexican students in my high school were only 

friends with other Mexicans. I stood out to them by having friends that were Caucasian or African American. I remember 

of identity are affected by culture and language. Like previously stated, knowledge is distributed differently among 
individuals, giving people a unique set of experiences to grow from. This lifelong set of unique experiences help 
individuals grow into unique beings. Their individuality defines their identity. Even though members of the same 
culture have different experiences, there are some characteristics that they have in common. Sometimes identity can 
be thought of in regards to which characteristics people have in common, causing their similarities to link them 
together and define their identity. Oftentimes people of the same ethnicity are identified in more general terms, 
instead of focusing on the individual and in how they are unique. According to Riley, identity can be described as “a 
quality that entities ‘have’ without reference to other entities, since it is intrinsic” (86). Generally speaking, identity is 
a quality or a set of qualities appointed to an individual by others. It is a social act. 

Many agree that identity is socially constructed. Riley states, “our sense of self can only emerge as the result 
of communicative interaction with others” (83). With bilinguals, culture is at the center of interaction with others. 
Our interactions with others can be heavily influenced by the culture we were raised in. Language and discourse are 
important for the creation of identity. Identity is “made up of a configuration of memberships and each membership 
is knowledge-and-language based. It is social, that is, constructed in our communicative dealings with others in 
intersubjective couplings” (Riley 113). Each discourse community one belongs to creates a multi-layered sense 
of identity for that individual. An individual’s own unique configuration consists of a specific set of experiences; 
situations and pieces of information gained that create “a communicative and epistemic autobiography” (113). No two 
people will ever experience the same situations, but experiences are made available through the lifestyle your language 
and culture help you lead.

Hoy el sol esta tan brilloso. Mi cabello se pone mas oscuro con la luz del sol. Yo se que te gustaria a ver me asi.

Whether bilingual or not, there are sometimes formal dialects that are born out of standard written languages. 
Henry Louis Gates, Jr. was immersed in the language of his African American community. Gates was a public 
intellectual and a cultural critic. Henry Louis Gates, Jr. defined Black English as a writing system and dialect that 
arose from the melding of both English and several African American tribal languages. Gates defined rhetoric as 
figurative language, tropes, and speech used in a formalized setting. He strived to correct the white idea that Black 
English was an incorrect form of English. Instead, he says, it is an alternate of English, and the language from a 
place that has much history. Gates wants to make it known that Black English is a language, specific to the black 
community. Keith Gilyard too strives to make this claim. More specifically, Gilyard talks about how and where 
Black English fits into schools’ curriculums. “Black English is indeed a distinct linguistic form and must have an 
officially established place within the educational environment” (Gilyard 10). According to Gilyard, Black English is 
still controversial and debatable despite “research dating back three decades, which documents that it is a legitimate 
linguistic system and not merely a collection of verbal aberrations arrived at by the reckless violation of the rules of 
a so-called superior variety of English” (27). Still today, many people believe that only Standard English should be 
spoken and allowed in schools. 

Gloria Anzaldúa wrote Borderlands/La Frontera to help explain and break down Chicano Spanish to show that 
the different dialects of Spanish indeed are languages and deserve credit for being so. Anzaldúa too speaks on behalf 
of a language that wasn’t recognized for a long time. Anzaldúa defends Chicano Spanish because it had been thought 
of as a mutilation of Spanish due to the English influence. Anzaldúa defines Chicano Spanish as a secret language 
that its speakers could identify with. Its speakers essentially have forked tongues and have intertwined English and 
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First Place

“the PresenCe of the first amenDment on College CamPuses:
an analysis of PubliC anD Private institutions of higher learning in resPeCt to the

freeDom of sPeeCh for stuDents”
  Joseph Volin

 
The first amendment of the United States Constitution grants “Congress shall make no law respecting an 

establishment of religion, or prohibiting the free exercise thereof; or abridging the freedom of speech, or of the press; 
or the right of the people peaceably to assemble, and to petition the Government for a redress of grievances.”  The 
first amendment freedom of speech is one of the greatest freedoms granted by the Constitution.  It allows individuals 
to speak their mind (within certain boundaries) without worrying about persecution for beliefs.  In this paper, I will 
discuss the application of the first amendment freedom of speech to both public and private institutions, as well as 
discuss the effects that is has on students.  I will also discuss the liability institutions have in regards to the freedom of 
speech, as well as analyze various speech policies from both public and private institutions.

Freedom of Speech 
The United States Constitution extends the rights granted therein to the members of the public university (Kaplin 

& Lee, 2007).  The responsibilities of public universities are also granted from state law and case law (Kaplin et al., 
2007).  The federal constitution applies differently to public and private institutions.  State institutions are bound to 
the U.S. Constitution and held strictly to conform to it.  Private institutions, on the other hand, are not strictly held 
to those standards (Kaplin et al., 2007).  State statutes are often created with implications for public institutions, 
while private institutions are not afforded those same standards.  These statutes are created at all levels of government, 
but most often the state legislature.  Case law is granted from the courts after deciding a case.

The keystone case for students’ freedom of speech was Tinker v. Des Moines Independent Community School 
District (1969).  Tinker found that “it can hardly be argued that either students or teachers shed their constitutional 
rights to the freedom of speech at the schoolhouse gate.”  The findings in Tinker were originally directed towards high 
schools, as the litigants in Tinker were in secondary education.  Students were suspended for wearing black armbands 
in protest of the Vietnam War.  The decision in Tinker was later applied to public institutions for higher education 
by Healy v. James (1972).  In Healy, a student group sued the institution over the denial of a campus group for speech 
reasons.

Public Institutions
As stated previously, public universities and colleges are strictly bound to the U.S. Constitution as well as any 

state and federal case law.  According to Kaplin et al. (2007), the constitution is in place to limit the power of the 
government, rather than stopping private persons or groups from affecting other individual’s freedoms.  Public 
institutions of higher education are considered, for various reasons, to be arms of the state, and thus bound to the 
regulations by the federal government.

Speech
The freedom of speech is one of the most important freedoms extended to students in higher education.  

According to Pauken, (as cited in Beckham & Dagley, 2005), “ the resolution of a legal conflict in free speech and 
expression cases in institutions of higher education boils down to a balance of rights” (p. 235).  “The first right is 
the institution’s right to ensure that the daily proceedings of the university, including the press, are parallel with the 
established mission and goals of the state institution.  The other right is the individual’s right to exercise freedoms 

on September 16th, Mexico’s independence day, a group of Hispanic girls approached me. They were furious that I wasn’t 
wearing the Mexican “colors” as a celebration of the holiday. I avoided them the rest of the day.

It used to be that bilingual people were looked down upon. Heavy accents used to be embarrassing. With time, 
the negative connotations that were once placed on bilingual speakers have been lifted off and have actually changed 
into something more positive. College students around the country are enrolling in foreign language classes and 
are eager to become fluent speakers. Every job market finds bilingual speakers valuable. There is currently an active 
movement motivating learners across the country to take part in the advantages in learning a second language. The 
whole world is interconnected and having the ability to speak another language can better you professionally and 
socially as well.

I remember my first day of school like it was yesterday. We, my mom, brother, and I, were living in my grandpa’s 
house because times were tough and my mom was a single mom. She bought me a pink and purple Beauty & the 

Beast backpack for my first day. I was so excited to try it out. She came and sat on my bed in the room the three of us 
shared, and she woke me up with a smile on her face. She touched my cheek with her finger and reminded me, “Mija, 

today’s your first day of school.”

Every person has some memories they remember from their childhood. Whether they are lovely or painful, they are 
defining moments that made you who you are today. It is usually culture, its richness in traditions and beliefs, that one way 

or another guide a person into these situations. Language and writing, when speaking and writing honestly, deliver the 
clearest representation of who you are.

My open eyes can dream…
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students sued the administration after copies of the yearbook were confiscated for various reasons.  The court found in 
Kincaid v. Gibson (2001) that a student yearbook was a public forum and could not be subject to violations of the first 
amendment.

When discussing student press, the public forum doctrine must be applied to the publication.  The institutional 
representatives must carefully apply the specific type of forum to that paper, and be prepared for the consequences.  
For example, if the newspaper is a traditional public forum in which there is no regulation for content published, 
then the institution must act accordingly.  The greatest concern when discussing freedom of the press on college 
campuses is censorship.  Censorship occurs when the public institution tries to monitor and regulate the content of 
the newspaper.  If regulated, the school may be subject to a lawsuit for violating the students’ first amendment right of 
free press (Kaplin et al., 2007).  

There are certain situations in which the public university may regulate or sanction the student press.  According 
to Pauken, (as cited in Beckham, 2005) “courts are more likely to support student publications, as long as they don’t 
give rise to material or substantial disruption of institutional operations or the rights of others” (p. 244).  In Healy 
v. James (1972) the court found that “the mere dissemination of ideas--no matter how offensive to good taste--on a 
state university campus may not be shut off in the name alone of conventions of decency.” According to Kaplin et al. 
(2007), an institution may discipline students or a student organization that publishes obscene or libelous material.    
The institution may also stop the production of the obscene or libelous material, as long as the stop is implemented 
carefully (Kaplin et al., 2007).

Private Institutions
As stated above, private institutions are not held to the same standards as public institutions when it comes to 

the United States Constitution.  These universities, however, are required to follow state statutes, as well as case law 
holdings.  According to O’Neil (1997), private institutions are “entirely free to deal with speech as they wish” (p. 219).  
They may implement any policy restrictions desired, unless those regulations conflict with various sources of law 
applicable to private institutions.  In 1991, U.S. Representative Henry Hyde attempted to pass a bill through Congress 
stating:

a postsecondary educational institution that is a program or activity shall 
not make or enforce any rule subjecting any student to disciplinary sanctions 
solely on the basis of conduct that is speech or other communication 
protected from governmental restriction by the first amendment of the Constitution 
of the United States (HR 1380, Collegiate Speech Protection Act, 1991). 

Hyde’s bill was intended to amend Title VI of the Civil Rights’ Act of 1964 in an effort to protect the freedom of 
speech of all college students (HR 1380, Collegiate Speech Protection Act, 1991).  Hyde was unsuccessful in passing 
this bill through the Judiciary Committee (O’Neil, 1997). 

Private institutions, however, are required, nevertheless, to follow state constitutions, as demonstrated in State v. 
Schmid (1980).  Schmid was arrested for trespassing while passing out pamphlets on the Princeton University’s campus.  
Schmid alleged that the arrest came from violations to his first amendment rights.  The Supreme Court of New Jersey 
agreed with him and overruled the conviction.  

| F
a

c
u

l
t

y
, 

St
a

F
F
, 

a
n

d
 a

l
u

m
n

i 
R

e
S

e
a

R
c

h
 R

e
p

O
R

t
 |

so important to the foundation and definition of this country, among them the freedom of speech, freedom of 
association, and the freedom of religious worship” (Pauken, as cited in Beckham et al., 2005).  

Tinker v. Des Moines Independent Community School District (1969) also found that the freedom of speech was not 
just protecting an individual’s “speech,” but also any actions that were “symbolic” of a person’s beliefs.  This means 
that an individual’s freedom of speech is also extended to their actions, if based on a belief or principle.  The idea 
of “symbolic speech” was applied to higher education in both Virginia v. Black (2003) and Texas v. Johnson (1989).  
Speech, for students, is especially protected, according to Kaplin (2007), when the speech is performed in a public 
forum.  

There are various types of public forums; including traditional public forum, designated public forum, and 
non-public forum (Kaplin et al., 2007).  Each type of forum has different standards for restrictions in that area.  
According to Kaplin, et al. (2007), the following questions are answered by the public forum doctrine; 1) whether a 
government’s status as owner, proprietor, or manager of the property affords it additional legal rationales for regulating 
speech that occurs on this property, and 2) whether the free speech rights of the speaker may vary depending on the 
character of the governmental property on which the speech occurs (Kaplin et al., 2007).  

The courts have found that restrictions are permissible in traditional public forums based on time, place, and 
manner (Kaplin et al., 2007).  The restrictions must also be content neutral as not to select certain types of viewpoints 
to be permitted, unless the viewpoint regulation “is necessary to serve a compelling state interest and…is narrowly 
drawn to achieve that interest,” as found by the court in Cornelius v. NAACP Legal Defense and Educational Fund 
(1985).  Papish v. Board of Curators of the University of Missouri (1973) found that a state university may enforce 
restrictions on time, place, and manner of the speech.  In Papish, the plaintiff, a student, was expelled from the state 
institution for distributing a newspaper on campus with indecent speech.  The Supreme Court of the United States 
found in favor of the student and ordered the university to re-enroll the student.

A designated public forum is a forum that the government intentionally sets aside for public forum use (Kaplin 
et al., 2007).  Designated public forums are allowed to have restrictions regarding certain types of people, such as 
students in a particular class, or students at a particular university (Kaplin et al., 2007). The restrictions that are 
allowed for a designated public forum are similar to the traditional public forum.  The government may regulate time, 
space, and manner restrictions, but may not regulate content (Kaplin et al., 2008).  A nonpublic forum is not open to 
particular persons or specific groups.  

In a nonpublic forum, the government may allow access to the area to select people (Kaplin et al., 2008). The 
public forum doctrine is continuously debated within the legal profession.  When applying the public forum doctrine 
to college campuses, the school’s previously set standards and policies must be examined in relation to the property 
under debate (Kaplin et al., 2007).   In Hazelwood School District v. Kuhlmeier (1988), the United States Supreme 
Court found that “a school need not tolerate student speech that is inconsistent with its basic educational mission even 
though the government could not censor similar speech outside the school.”  In Hazelwood, students sued a school 
district after the principal failed to print pages of the newspaper due to content of the articles.  

Press
The freedom of press for college students is also a very important freedom.  As a college student, one would hope 

to publish information without being concerned about legal implications based on speech and press.  According to 
Kaplin et al. (2007), student newspapers have the same rights as other student organizations.  In most cases, the 
student press’ relationship within the University is primarily a contractual relationship and may be different at each 
institution.  Freedom of speech also extends to student publications, such as yearbooks.  At Kentucky State University, 
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or violations of federal constitutional rights.   Depending on the circumstances, the university may also be subject 
to liability because of the use or restrictions of the freedom of speech.  Based on the types of governance for the 
institution, the administrators should take careful steps in implementing policy in order to avoid legal liability.
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Speech
When considering freedom of speech in a private institution, one must first look to determine the level of state 

action at the university (O’Neil 1997).  According to Coleman v. Gettysburg (2004), “state action is a prerequisite to 
federal civil rights actions; where a complaint targets a private entity for alleged violations of constitutional provisions, 
federal law prohibits no relief.”  Prior case law has determined that private institutions with state action are bound to 
uphold the relevant laws regarding that division or department (O’Neil, 1997).  For example, if a research project is 
federally funded, the private institution must abide by all federal laws and codes for that position and project (O’Neil, 
1997).  Alfred University is one of the major cases discussed when dealing with state action.  In 1996, the United 
States Court of Appeals found that “the state must be involved not simply with some activity of the institution alleged 
to have inflicted injury upon a plaintiff but with the activity that caused the injury” (Miles v. Alfred University (1968).  
This means that in order for a plaintiff to be successful against a private institution, the plaintiff must prove that the 
entity that caused the harm (i.e. student newspaper) was subject to state action.  It is not enough that the institution 
has some state action, other than the effected organization or department.     

 Private institutions, however, may adopt the first amendment rights within their policies for student conduct 
(O’Neil, 1997).  If adopted, the institution is then obligated to afford each student with those rights, and may not 
regulate beyond the permitted regulations from the first amendment.

Press
Student press at private institutions has the potential to be very complicated.  While public schools are required 

to grant first amendment rights, private institutions are not required to grant any (Gray and Ciofalo, 1989).  The 
administrations at private institutions have much more control over student press than public institutions.  Since the 
private school has more control, the private institutions are also open to more liability than their counterparts (Gray et 
al., 1989).  According to Gray et al. (1989), liability “comes from the basic principle that where there is actual control 
or the rights to control there is liability” (p. 444).  

Gray et al. (1989) has brought forth an interesting theory regarding the freedoms that should be permitted 
to the student press. Gray et al. (1989) believes that student free press should be granted through the academic 
freedoms given to faculty members.  Student press should be given free press through courses that are taught with an 
expectation to contribute to a news publication.  This should be granted because the faculty member that is overseeing 
the class has academic freedom from the first amendment (Gray et al., 1989).  

While this theory is valid, it would probably not be wise for an institution to permit student free press through 
faculty academic freedom because of the lack of legal precedent.  Since there is little to no case law regarding this 
topic, every time a student felt that a newspaper wronged him/her, the school would commence litigation to defend 
itself.  This litigation would bring in not only the administrators, but possibly the faculty member in which the 
“freedoms are granted through” as well.  While private institutions are not considered arms of the state, this would 
disqualify them from claiming sovereign immunity and would thus make them liable for a monetary settlement with 
the allegedly wronged student.  

Conclusion
 In conclusion, the freedom of speech, as granted by the United States Constitution, is very important to 

higher education institutions.  The Constitution, in collaboration with other sources of law, may have a very strong 
affect on the institution.  These sources, however, affect both private institutions and public institutions differently, 
as demonstrated above.  Students are largely affected by various sources of law that govern the institution.  There 
are certain situations in which the school may be held liable, for various reasons, including negligence, defamation, 
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“And so I grew in two worlds, immersed in the music of two languages. One world Wheaties and Milton Berle. The 
other was fry bread and sage. One was cold, but it was mine; the other was warm, but it wasn’t” (14).

Jess’s androgyny, taboo to the prevailing gender binary, results in the constant verbal refrain “Is that a boy or 
girl?” The refrain in various forms can be heard from many quarters: from adults when Jess is young (16); gangs (16-
18); from her father, who likens he-shes to “weirdos” like beatniks (20); from the football players who rape her (41); 
from women in the clothing store bathroom (59); from co-workers at the factory (75); from men waiting in line at the 
temp agency (142); from a man behind the counter (224); from a man on the subway (229); and from three teenage 
boys before they beat her up in the subway station (258).  

As a child, Jess never feels comfortable dressing according to the statutes of the gender binary. Jess’s parents are 
enforcers of the gender binary. They are ashamed of her for wearing a Roy Rogers outfit instead of a dress to temple. 
When Jess wants to wear a Davy Crockett hat, her father exclaims she can’t because “you’re a girl” (19). Searching in 
vain for role models, Jess can never find any girl in the Sears catalog or television who looks like her. After walking 
in on Jess dressed up in her father’s shirt, tie, and sports jacket and wearing one of her mother’s ring, Jess’s parents 
commit her to a mental institution. On the advice of Jess’s therapist, Jess is put into charm school, where Jess learns 
she is not pretty, feminine, or graceful. Her sense of beauty is derogated.  

Theresa, the love of Jess’s life, points out sexism is embedded among butches, how they refer to femmes as chicks 
and describe their breasts as hooters and headlights (139). Jess cannot escape from the derogatory sexist ideology 
inherent in her two-world outlook. But the seemingly enlightened Theresa is also ensnared by double-consciousness. 
Theresa is aghast when Jess takes male hormones: “You’re a woman,” she shouts. Theresa explains her position:

I’m a woman, Jess. I love you because you’re a woman, too. I made up my mind when I was growing up that I was 
not going to betray my desire by resigning myself to marrying a dirt farmer or the boy at the service station? (148) 

Jess has a dream in which she has an inkling of new sense of self-transcending the gender binary. “I didn’t feel 
like a woman or a man, and liked how I was different” (143). Difference in this instance is positive. It is a difference 
shaped by the individual in accordance with needs rather than resulting from double consciousness. In Jess’s dream, 
the absence of the gender binary allows her to achieve self-identity because there are no rigid categories.

Others in the community are not so insightful nor as fortunate as Jess. Edwin, who is also taking hormones, 
loses his sense of self: “I don’t know what the hell I am” (144).  Instead of affirming their feelings, they see themselves 
through the prism of the dominant sexual and gender ideology. Reactionary butch, Grant, cannot figure it out either: 
“I’m not a real butch” (163).  Even after her dream, Jess is still confused: “I don’t know what the fuck I am. I just 
don’t want to be different any more. There’s no place to hide” (159). Jess asserts: “I don’t feel like a man trapped in 
a woman’s body. I just feel trapped” (158-59) One of Jess’s lovers, Edna, also finds it difficult to find a niche on the 
gender binary: “I know I’m not a straight woman, and lesbians won’t accept me as one of them. I don’t know where to 
go to find the butches I love or the other femmes. I feel completely misunderstood. I feel like a ghost too, Jess” (214-
15). Edna cannot find a role model that speaks to her gender identity: “There’s never been many other women in the 
world I could identify with. But I as sure as hell don’t feel like a guy, either. I don’t know what I am. It makes me feel 
crazy” (217). The designation “gay” is too broad for Edna and not applicable: “I want to be accepted for who I am, and 
not just in the gay world” (218). This is echoed by Esperanza, a friend of Ruth’s: “I wish we weren’t lumped into gay” 
(267). 

After taking hormones, Jess can pass and is excited to pass (172). But Jess understands passing, not slipping 
beneath surface and being buried alive: “I was still me on the inside, trapped in there with all wounds and fears” (173). 
Jess is trapped behind a beard and cannot see the more complicated self beneath the surface (222). Even with this 

| F
a

c
u

l
t

y
, 

St
a

F
F
, 

a
n

d
 a

l
u

m
n

i 
R

e
S

e
a

R
c

h
 R

e
p

O
R

t
 |

Scelfo v. Rutgers, 116 N.J. Super. 403, 282 A.2d 445
State v. Schmid, 84 N.J. 535 (423 A.2d 615 1980)
Student Characteristics. (2009). Retrieved from http://www.aim.ucla.edu/profile/main.asp
Student Rights. (2009). Northwestern University Student Handbook. Retrieved from 
 http://www.northwestern.edu/handbook/handbook.pdf
Texas v. Johnson 491 U.S. 397 (1989)
Tinker v. Des Moines Community School District, 393 U.S. 503 (1969)
Virginia v. Black, 538 U.S. 343 (2003)

    
Second Place

“self-iDentity anD Double ConsCiousness in stone Butch Blues”
Dr. George Miller

The incessant and intense physical, psychological, and emotional violence perpetrated against transgender 
people in Stone Butch Blues stems from the ideology of the gender binary. The gender binary is the basis for a 
Manichean moral code. In a Manichean moral code, there are only two options: good and evil. That being the 
case, the punishments for trespassing the code, of doing evil, are extreme, including stigmatism, ostracism, verbal 
and psychological abuse, employment discrimination, sexual assault, and physical violence sometimes resulting in 
death. The administrators of extreme punishment include drunken gangs of sailors, Klan-type thugs, sociopaths and 
cops,” (Feinberg 7) not to mention sociopathic Marines, gangs, and football players. Punishment is also meted out, 
in varying degrees, by principals, psychiatrists, doctors, and co-workers.  It is in this violent environment that the 
internal and spiritual violence of double-consciousness impedes the quest of the main character and narrator, Jess 
Goldberg, for self-identity, liberation, and enlightenment. 

In Stone Butch Blues, epistemic enlightenment is realized by grasping DuBois’s concept of double-consciousness. 
By epistemic enlightenment, I mean awareness of the functions of consciousness. The pre-Sexual Revolution America 
of Jess’s childhood casts gender into two rigid and mutually exclusive categories: male and female. Jess’s own sense 
of a fluid and ambiguous gender identity conflicts with the conventional mold and as a result leaves her with double-
consciousness. Her own sense of self is distorted and bifurcated because she sees gender through the prism of the 
dominant ideology. Jess quotes DuBois’s famous definition:    

It is a particular sensation, this double-consciousness, this sense of always looking at one’s self through the eyes 
of others, of measuring one’s soul by the tape of a world that looks on in amused contempt and pity. One even feels 
twoness—an American, a Negro; two souls, two thoughts, two unreconciled strivings; two warring ideas in one dark 
body, whose dogged strength alone keeps it from being torn asunder (Feinberg 178).

Those who live in double-consciousness are always reminded that they are different (outsiders, criminals, sinners, 
deviants, aliens), which is manifested in the concept of the Other: The only recognition I can find in their eyes is that 
I am “other.” I am different. I will always be different. I will never be able to nestle my skin against the comfort of 
sameness (224).

Double-consciousness begins in Jess’s childhood. Jess experiences two worlds. One is the world of her parents 
and their white ideology; the other is the world of her parent’s neighbor, a Dineh grandmother and her daughter, who 
babysits Jess during the day. Jess learns the language and customs of both cultures and thus dwells in two worlds:  



Windows Fine Arts Magazine        2010

72 73

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine        2010
| S

t
u

d
e

n
t F

ic
t

iO
n

 e
S

S
a

y | 

speciAl cAtegory: memories And dr e Ams

First Place

“emmaline’s esCaPe”
Laurie Peterson

The snow was falling so thick and hard that Emmaline Rosenbaum could not see the Sears Tower in the distance, 
and not just because her bifocals were getting fogged up again.

“They call it the Willis Tower now,” Ethan the Engineer had proudly informed her. But her Ethan had always 
been into skyscrapers and such. When they had first moved into their new home on Bradbury Street, she had made a 
special point to give little Ethan the room with the view of the skyline. It was such a puny little thing, really, poised 
on the cusp of the horizon like a special gift for days already gifted with perfect clarity. 

Ethan loved it though. Enough to go to University of Chicago for architectural school, enough to take credit for 
an entire new subdivision of identical houses springing from newly plowed suburban ground, and enough to turn his 
daughter, Koryn, into a city snob. 

And now Koryn was getting married. Not to the city, not to her fashion magazines, as Emmaline had long 
suspected she would, but to Caleb. Now they were a strange couple, Emmaline recalled, picturing them as they had 
been just hours ago, standing in the lobby of Rest Hill Retirement Community. Koryn had been pretty as always; the 
little blonde child with chubby cheeks now a graceful woman of twenty-three dressed in a simple red sweater and the 
snowman pin Grandma Emmaline had given her for Christmas last year before Emmaline’s banishment. What did she 
see in Caleb anyway? He had been polite, Emmaline was forced to admit, but did he really need to wear spikes in his 
face that back in her day would have gotten him hired on the set of Frankenstein?

And they had plans, Koryn and the pierced monstrosity did. Move to Florida, start up Koryn’s fashion company, 
and give Caleb’s band a chance to hit it big in Orlando (why people would want to listen to a band with a name like 
Rebellion Against the Sun, if that’s even what it was called, was beyond the scope of Emmaline’s understanding).

Eventually, Ethan raised his eyebrows at her, the subtle signal that he had dealt with enough of his mother’s 
addled brain and ancient ways. 

“We’ve got a long drive ahead of us and we’d hate to miss church,” he had said, glancing down at his watch for 
maximum effect. 

“Oh, do come visit us sometime, Grandma,” the little-girl-turned-big-woman had said, rising from her chair and 
kissing Emmaline’s apricot cheek. 

“Nice to meet you, Mrs. Rosenbaum,” Caleb had said, extending his hand with a chorus of jingling man-
bracelets, then clasping her own hand for a split second before enveloping Koryn up in his arms and swooping her 
away.    

Well, after all that, visiting Koryn was exactly what Emmaline planned to do. She had been to Florida once upon 
a blue moon, before Marvin died. Oh, what a nice time they had spent together, lying on the beach sipping drinks 
too scandalous to be served at the morbidly named Rest Hill, feeling the sand polluting their toes and then the sweet 
catharsis of the waves washing it away. Oh, the way her hair frizzed in the humidity and how Marvin actually said he 
liked it better that way. 

She sighed. Marvin. Even the moon hanging in the sky reminded her of his baldhead. “Emmaline, you’re my 
northern star,” he had said once, in one of his frequent moods where he imagined he was Clark Gable, and she would 
always just smile and rub the smooth craters between the few remaining patches of hair. But now he was gone and 
now it was his turn to be the guiding star. You can do it, Emma, he would be saying now, perhaps even winking from 
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physical change, Jess never stops looking at the world through her own eyes (222). 
When Jess discovers that Frankie, a butch, is in a relationship with another butch (Johnny), the full effect of 

double-consciousness is seen. Jess finds it hard to accept the two butches being lovers:
The more I thought about the two of them being lovers, the more it upset me. I couldn’t stop thinking about 

them kissing each other. It was like two guys. Well, two gay guys would be alright. But two butches? How could they 
be attracted to each other? Who was the femme in bed? (202).

Edna is a bit more enlightened than Jess on this matter: “I don’t think femmes ever see butches as one big group. 
After a while you see how many different ways there are for butches to be” (213). Jess finally understands this insight 
when the old gang meets again after years apart. Jess points out to the reactionary and in denial Grant:  “There’s a 
lot of things I couldn’t accept when I was younger, Grant, like the fact there’s a lot of different ways for butches to 
be” (282). As Jess reveals to Frankie: “You know, Frankie, when we were younger, I thought I had it figured out: I’m 
a butch because I love femmes” (273). Her reevaluation of gender identity allows Jess to confess: “I thought being 
butch automatically meant being attracted to femmes, just like I assumed tranvestism meant gay” (271). Jess comes 
to understand selfhood as complicated, as complicated as cello is to play (256). When her friend in New York City, 
Ruth, paints Jess’s apartment in such a way that it cannot be discerned whether it’s dawn or twilight, Jess sees that 
gender identity does not have to be a polarity but as a continuum with ambiguous shadings.

Jess is able to accept herself by escaping the gender binary and recognizing and affirming the ambiguity of gender. 
Her final hurdle is relinquishing the butch-femme designation, the last vestige of the gender binary. In the end, 
Jess finally is able to see herself and others as whole persons whose complex gender identities cannot be rigidly and 
simplistically categorized.  Only then does double-consciousness vanish for Jess, and only then can she be delivered 
from her spiritual civil war. 
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his heavenly post. It’s just numbers. You like numbers. Remember how good you were at that game—what was it called—
where you have to remember the number combinations?

Her brain filled with static. 
I don’t know, Marvin. What was that game called? Oh, never mind. It doesn’t much matter now, does it? 
Perhaps it was her imagination, but the moon seemed to glimmer a little bit brighter. 
Think now, Emma. You can do this.
And so Emmaline squinched up her face and thought back, back before Koryn and Ethan and What’s-His-

Pierced-Face, back to after lunch when all the ladies were sitting around in a circle talking. What were they talking 
about? That man with the nice blue eyes who had such a nice voice…what songs did he sing now? 

Oh, it doesn’t matter. The black lady standing by the door, what was she doing? 
What was she doing? 
I don’t remember. I was watching her fingers typing in some number combination and then Koryn showed up.
Emma, you’re never going to get out of here if you can’t focus! Think about Koryn. How old is she?
Twenty-five.
Right. And how old was Ethan when he got his first bike? Remember that bike, Emma? The maroon one that he painted 

green a few years later in honor of the Green Flash? And how he used to ride it up and down the newly paved Bradbury 
Street and go play with the little Italian boy…George Barbarelli, wasn’t that his name?

Oh yes…Seven. Ethan was seven. 
Yes, you’re getting it now. Twenty-five, seven…what’s the last number now? 
I can’t…
Swanee River, Emma. Remember Swannee River and my charming rendition of it that used to sweep you off your feet 

every time I bellowed it in the shower? Made you blush, it did, but just remember this number and you’ ll be there where us 
old folks stay!

Forty-two!
What?
That’s it, Marvin! Forty-two! Twenty-five, seven, forty-two!
 Emmaline smiled, channeling her inner deviousness for the first time since moving into Rest Hill as she scanned 

the room for that meddling nurse. Good. No one in sight except feeble old Doris who couldn’t even remember her own 
son’s name. Spencer. Even I can remember that, the poor dear. 

Her hand shook as she typed in the numbers. Twenty-five. Beep. Seven. Beep. Forty-two! 
Beep.
Slowly, softly, as though St. Peter himself had turned the key of grace, the door opened. 
Oh how the darkness sparkled under the parking lot lights! It all looked so shiny and new, like God himself had 

decorated the city for Christmas. Icicles glimmered and Marvin’s moon reflected off the snow, and in the distance a 
Metra train rumbled past and it was all so beautiful! She almost wanted to start dancing…but with who? Never mind, 
it didn’t matter, the Metra station was in reach, and after that, only a few stops until Koryn’s apartment. 

“Grandma! I’m so glad you made it! You’re just in time—we’re leaving in the morning…here, have some 
brownies!” she would gush, waves of ocean forming in her voice. 

She took another step and found the air suddenly rushing up vertically past her, ruffling first her skirt, then her 
blouse, and then her hair. And then, the pain.

And then, darkness.
* *     * 

Mrs. Rosenbaum? Mom? Grandma? All voices in the darkness, floating in and out of reality. Emma? There was 
Marvin but it couldn’t be him…he was in the moon, right? Or was he? 

Are you all right?
Of course I am! I survived the fall of the stock market, didn’t I?. Certainly I can handle a little fall! 
But no matter how she rationalized it, the pain would not go away.
Slowly, she opened her eyes to a room as white as the moonlit snow but twice as bleak. Ethan, of course, was 

on the phone barely even looking at her, his mouth running on a motor more powerful than any she had ever seen. 
Crazy, his lips were saying. Yes, she’s all right. Broken hip. She’ ll be here for a while.

So that’s what the pain is. Broken hip. Cracked right down the middle, an eggshell finally ready for cooking. It’s okay, 
though. Could be worse. Old Doris cracked her back and now she’s in a wheelchair forever. 

Just gotta get rid of these nurses. Those needles they’re sticking in me ain’t crochet needles, that’s for sure. 
The door beeped open again. 
Go away, nurse! I’m just a stupid old coot. Yes, I know. No Florida for me. You don’t even have to tell me that!
“Grandma?” 
It was Koryn, of course, armed with an armful of flowers. 
“Those for the wedding?” Emmaline asked.
“No, they’re for the hero of Rest Hill, that’s what they’re for,” Ethan snorted, pushing his way into the 

conversation. Emmaline recognized the sarcasm in his voice, the same exact tone he used as a teenager. Of course I 
wasn’t smoking, Mother. It’s a chemistry project. 

She would have been annoyed had Koryn not pulled her close for a big, cloying, floral-scented hug. When she 
pulled away, Emmaline could not help but notice that something was missing--something large, bear-shaped, and 
pierced.

“Where’s Caleb?”
“On the plane, Grandma. He went to go set up our apartment so I could stay here with you!”
Well, at least he cares about what’s important, Emmaline thought in spite of herself. She looked at Ethan again, 

squinting her eyes at that dead piece of plastic he called a phone, then back at his ring finger. The mark from the 
wedding band had finally healed, but had all of him? Had Koryn? When was the last time Koryn’s mother had called? 
Caleb might not be that bad after all. If he got rid of the piercings, at least.

“Glad you’re safe, Grandma!” Koryn continued. “Surely you could have picked a better time to sneak out of Rest 
Hill than during a snowstorm. How did you even see where you were going when it’s this dark?”

But Emmaline was barely paying attention anymore. Outside, a moonlit glow was winking out from between the 
clouds.
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Second Place

“trembling”
Mike Rysiewicz

It was night, or what seemed like night; the darkest of night where the eye cannot adjust and the sense cannot 
imagine.  I could feel my body; it never seemed to stop. As I gently stood up, I could feel the heat, like a thousand 
suns had surrounded me, but no light was being produced.  I felt around the vacant area where I stood; my hands 
shook without a moments rest.  My whole body was a mountain, for the darkness made it seem as I stood above the 
world looking down into an empty bowl of gloom. 

I turned.
I gripped tight on my weapon. I stood above the vacant prairie where there were surely thousands of traps ready 

to discharge.  I formed a barricade with my men and stampeded into the unknown.  A shower of bullets flooded the 
airwaves and pierced the skin of the soldiers beside me.  Yet, they did not fall as we came upon a fallen tree trunk.  
One of the troops yelled, “Get down and save your bullets for I have every fear that we won’t be seeing the light of day 
again.”  

We all dove forward; nervous, tortured, trembling.  The man beside me had no face, no describable features to 
interpret.  He was a puzzle without the pieces. I wanted to figure him out but there were no pieces to him.  He showed 
no emotion because he had no mouth, no wrinkles, and no soul.  What is a man without words to do but to proclaim 
a life of soullessness?  I have no recollection of how I got here, how this fight became, how I met a man without a 
single piece to him.  

I arose from the tree trunk and ran, but I didn’t know where I was going.  Left seemed like right and right felt 
like left.  If I jumped up I fell down, if I fell down I flew up.  The feeling of disorientation left me restrained. I had no 
boundaries but the unfamiliar. But somehow these unfamiliar feelings felt real, like my science was the only science, 
like my wildest imaginative thoughts had run loose.  I fell, but I flew up, motionless but moving.

I turned.
As I arose, I became bewildered by a thought. “Where am I?” It cried from my insides.  Though I could not speak, 

I could only think.  My surroundings were unfamiliar and the air of the night crept upon my back like a million 
little insects dancing across the hairs of my back.  As I walked on, I could not clearly see my path, but only by the 
glow of solemn lights in the distance could I make a way.  I felt as though I was being followed by someone, but the 
perpetrator of these eerie feelings never seemed to appear.  I reached out, opened my mouth, but nothing came out.  
It suddenly felt like a burst of slumber had struck my eyes and pulled me through to a soft and comfortable place.  I 
could feel the hands of a man grip my shoulders and force my legs into the ground.  I could not move nor could I feel 
any feeling.  I had no senses, no sight, no feeling, and no hearing.  Darkness was the final image, a destination which 
was never reached, a place I never got to.

I turned.
My eyes burned, I could feel the scolding tears roll down my face, funny; I felt no emotion.  I am sad but I feel no 

emotion. How is this possible?  What does it mean?  The sunlight radiated in through the stained glass surrounding 
the cathedral, and as the fragments of light hit my tears bursts of light shot across the room.  At the front of the room 
it seemed like miles down a red carpet was a casket.  A man lay in there, but the pictures of him spread around the 
room had a blurred face with no recognizable expression.  I walked, and walked, trembling, feeling a guilt I never felt 
before but I had no emotion.  I lunged forward and screamed, “I want to know!”  Tears ran down my face; a jolt of 

pain shot me in the side and left me quivering in a pile of nothing but a white room.  As I stood up, a feeling of joyous 
emotion struck me, something I had not felt in many years.  The feeling dissipated quickly as I rose to my feet and 
stood over the casket.  I crept slowly, and a feeling of sadness arose over me, but I felt no emotion.  As I approached 
the casket, hesitant to look inside, I gazed upon a man.  He resembled someone I knew; I could not figure it out.  
Perhaps it could be a friend, a family member, or a plain stranger. Someone I never knew.  

I turned.
My eyes felt heavy and I could not speak.  I still remembered asking: who was that man in the casket?  I felt a 

presence of people around me with a quiet murmur of conversation overtaking my ears.  Suddenly, everyone began 
to rise and approach me. I shuttered in fear, trembling as though I never had before.  All the emotion I had not felt 
previously was now erupting and overwhelming my body.  I felt fear; sounds of people crying softly, the sound of 
clicking, and worst of all, the low steady hum of footsteps scrambling all around me.  I thrashed violently as fear 
overtook my entire body and emotions.  It felt like I was not moving at all; however, I felt every ounce of my energy 
go into my thrashing.  A noise swept over my thrashing, a thud.

  I felt my eyes drift once again to the man in the casket.  He lay there so peacefully, unmoving, untouched.  His 
lips pierced words only to the heavens and nowhere else.  If only someone could tell me, speak to me, tell me who 
he is! I am listening to the angels in the sky to tell me, but I have not listened for I cannot hear.  I have looked to 
the heavens and everywhere below to tell me, but I have not looked for I cannot see.  These answers I seek cannot be 
found for I have no means to find them.  I have no control, no recollection, no emotion.  

Darkness filled my eyes once again, the darkest of dark where the eye could not adjust and the sense could not 
imagine.

I turned.  
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First Place

“eyes WiDe shut”
Ashley Martin

“Angel, could you please stop trippin’ off nothing? Look, don’t worry about it. It was just a dream anyway.” 
I slammed my locker shut trying to drown out my best friend. Her “Words of Encouragement”, as she would call 

them, weren’t really helping me. I couldn’t stop thinking about last night’s dream. I leaned against the lockers, putting 
one leg up as we waited for the first bell to ring. Jordan was still going off at the mouth, talking about only God 
knows what. Half the time I didn’t listen to her. Lately, I’ve been in a world of my own.

“Jordan, you know I wouldn’t speak on it unless this was something important to me. This is the fourth night in a 
row that I’ve had this dream”

“Well, does it always start the same?”
“No, but it always ends the same--me holding a lifeless body as I’m crying and screaming at the top of my lungs 

for help. But no one ever comes.”
“Look, can we please change the subject? Your deathly dreams are making me depressed.”
“Whatever, J.”
“What we should be worrying about is the party this Saturday. You know Karen’s going to be there.”
“I’m not thinking about Karen. I have three midterms coming up: one in Honors Chemistry, one in A.P. Euro. 

History, and one in A.P. Photo. Needless to say, I don’t think I’m going to the party this Saturday.”
“Well, as of right now, you have other things to worry about,” Jordan nodded her head to my right side. Walking 

towards us were the two most popular boys of our grade. All the girls drooled over them, and most guys wanted to be 
them. Lucky for us, they were our best friends.

“Hey, babe.” Jesse, the taller one of the two, approached me with open arms. Pulling me into a full hug he pecked 
my lips. I saw A.J. watching carefully behind him. We locked eyes for a brief moment before he returned back to his 
phone. 

“How’d you sleep last night?” Jesse moved a piece of hair from in front of my glasses. He held me close to him, 
wrapping his arms around my lower half.

“Oh, Lord!” I heard Jordan mumble under her breath from a distance. 
“The same as the night before, and the night before that.”
“Not good huh?”
“DUH. Jess, I swear sometimes—”
“Jordan could you PLEASE give us a moment...alone?” He gave his sister a serious look. I heard her let out a long 

sigh, probably rolling her eyes as well. I laughed a little; she’s so dramatic.
“C’mon, A.J., we have to get to class anyway. Angel, I’ll see you later.”
“Bye.”
“See y’all later.” They walked off as Jordan offered her brother a few choice words under her breath. I could only 

imagine.
“Look, everything is going to be okay. I’m here with you now and I’ll always be with you. I hate it when you 

worry like this. It gets me all agitated that I can’t do anything to help you.”
“Well, I appreciate you for trying.” I stared into his brown eyes. They always seemed to sparkle in my direction.  

That makes me feel special.

“I love you. You know that?” My heart swelled. From his lips to my ears it was music.
“Yeah, I know. I love you, too.” I smiled back. He was my heart and I his. We both knew this but it still didn’t 

stop us from expressing our feelings towards each other. Another kiss, this one lasting a bit longer than the first one. 
As the bell echoed through the halls we slowly departed. Like the gentlemen he was, Jesse picked up my bag and flung 
it over his left shoulder as we walked to our first class together hand-in-hand. 

My name is Angela Howard, but everyone around here calls me Angel. For some reason there seems to be three 
other Angela’s in my grade as well. I guess the name was very popular at the time. I’ve lived here in Chicago all 
my life, born and raised on the south side. No, I don’t have any type of sob story or anything life altering I need to 
confess. I’m just your average junior here at Morris Brown High School. I’m involved in a couple of school activities 
here and there but, for the most part, I’ve lived the normal life of a seventeen year old. I live with my mother, 
stepfather, and half sister, Ayana. She’s only a couple of years younger than me, but she thinks she knows everything 
there is to know about the world. Now that she’s a freshman you can’t tell her anything. I do have another family, on 
my dad’s side, but that’s a whole different story. 

A.J., I’ve known him the longest. Way before my parents split, his parents and mine were real close. At four 
months we were taking baths together. Of course, they still have pictures of these embarrassing events and others but 
it doesn’t bother me...anymore. For the longest time he was the only friend I had. Even though we went to different 
schools that didn’t change anything between us. He knew all my secrets and I knew all his. He was and still is the 
only boy who’s allowed to sleep over. It was like he was a brother to me, always looking out for me. Nothing could 
break our friendship, so I thought. Lately, A.J. is...different.

Jordan and Jesse are fraternal twins; she’s seven minutes older than him and will never let him live it down. They 
moved here from New York when they were ten, right into the house behind my house on the next block. It’s funny 
how we first met. We’d gotten into a fight at school. She was with a group of girls.  I was always by myself. I was 
trying to make my way out of the school when someone shoved me from the back and I accidentally bumped into 
one of them. I tried to apologize, but the next thing I remember we were on the floor rolling around tangled up in 
each other.  Finally, two teachers pulled us apart and escorted us to the principal’s office. That weekend I was in the 
backyard with Ayana picking at a dirt hole in the ground. There was a shadow towering over me. I looked up and 
there she was standing over on her side of the fence looking down at us.

“Hey, girl, what you doing?”
“Nothing really, I guess” 
“Is that your sister there?”
“Yeah, my half sister. Why?” I stood up. I already didn’t like where this conversation was going.
“Oh, no reason. I have a whole brother. We’re twins, but we don’t look alike,” she managed to say while hopping 

the fence. It wasn’t that high, so it wasn’t hard to get over. I stepped back, so she wouldn’t land on my foot. 
“Oh, that’s nice.” I didn’t know what to say. Here she was, the same girl whose friends encouraged her to pick a 

fight with me, standing in my yard. I didn’t know what to do, but I was ready for round two if needed. I gave her the 
once over; I could tell her outfit was new. She didn’t have any stains or spots on her pants and her shirt was as white 
as fresh snow. Her gym shoes looked brand new as well. I looked down, re-examining my outfit. I never washed my 
shoes off unless my mother made me. My jeans were ripped at the knee and the bottoms were beginning to unravel. 
I had on one of my father’s old plaid shirts he’d let me have a couple of summers ago. As for my hair, I didn’t take 
much effort to do anything with it that morning, so I threw it into a messy ponytail. Her hair, on the other hand, was 
neatly brushed into two thick ponytails. I stared trying to figure out how she got her ponytails to be so long and wavy. 
Mine didn’t do that. She popped a piece of gum into her mouth.
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“My name’s Jordan by the way. What’s yours?”
“Angela,” I spoke softly as we stood there both watching Ayana play with her dolls a couple of feet away. 
“Angela? That’s cool. I knew an Angie back home.  We were cool but that was about it. Yo, I’m sorry for the other 

day in school. You know the fight and all,” she said in her thick New York accent.
“It’s cool,” I lied, trying to sound cool like Jordan. I’d gotten a real good whooping when I made it home that day. 

Not to mention I was on punishment for the next two weeks, but if I gained a new friend then it was all worth it.
“You know, Angela, I like you. You’re real cool—unlike them other girls at school. They don’t do nothing but talk 

about everybody. Hey, wanna be best friends?” I shrugged my shoulders. I wasn’t expecting that.
“Sure, why not.”  After that, I met her brother and I introduced them to A.J. He stayed a couple of houses down 

from mine. Well, the rest is history. 
Jesse and I have been together a little over a year now. You know it was that whole post-grammar school thing. 

Truth be told, I always had a crush on him when we were younger. Even with his thick, curly hair, glasses, and 
overalls I thought he was cute. Girls use to run away from him and now they want to run to him. Funny how life is. 
Now he was the school’s All American Jock. Standing at 6’1” he’d ditched the glasses for contacts, and his curly mane 
was now a smooth fade. Even though I missed locking my fingers around his curls, I didn’t mind feeling his deep 
waves as I brushed my hand across his head. I adored everything about him and cherished everything he did for me. 
I’m just afraid that one day soon my world will disappear. 

When you first close your eyes it all starts off as just a thought. Then it turns into an idea, and before you know 
it your pre-meditated thoughts are vivid dreams, dancing around your head with vivid colors. Sometimes they take a 
turn for the worst but, in most situations, you’re able to control everything. You think of something and it happens 
just like that. I wish it was that easy. I’m a...special case. 

My granny used to tell me I had the “Gift of Sight”; me being a young child I had no clue as to what she meant. I 
would just giggle and continue to suck on the peppermints she kept in her pocket just for me. On the nights when she 
babysat, I would ask her to tell us the story of Granddaddy Eli. Countless times she would tuck me into bed, kissing 
my forehead before she began.

It all started when my great, great, great granddaddy Eli was cursed by an old witch doctor. It seemed as if 
Granddaddy Eli was a very nosey child, always poking his head in business that didn’t concern him. Well, one day 
he made the mistake of following that Old Witch Doctor back to his shop, trying to see what kinds of things went 
on in there. You weren’t allowed to enter unless you were a certain age. He was caught snooping around so he cursed 
him. Only in his dreams could he see the truth, the horrible things that occurred, things he couldn’t control. Now the 
curse has been passed down to me, skipping a generation. Who’s to say if Ayana will have this burden?  Now, because 
of what happened in the past, I could see things before they occur.

At first I didn’t pay any attention to my grandmother’s words of fantasy. I was twelve the first time it happened. 
For nights on end I kept having dreams about finding our Rottweiler dead. Two weeks later, I was walking home 
from school when I saw his body stretched out in the street. I cried for days. Several years later, it was a young girl. 
She couldn’t have been any older than ten. A stray bullet killed her. These dreams, on the other hand, are a little 
different.

It never starts in the same place but what I can remember is a blue velvet box and Jesse’s smiling face. Then, it 
turns dark and the wind around me turns cold as it whips my hair in every direction. There’s a body a couple of feet 
ahead a me. I’m running towards it but the faster I move the further it seems to move away. My heart pace quickens 
for fear my biggest nightmare has come true. Repeatedly I scream for Jesse, but my voice is carried away by the wind 
around me. Soon my tears get the best of me; I can’t see as I stumble over my own two feet. Falling to the hard 

pavement a pool of blood begins to surround me. I scream until my throat is sore but no one ever comes. A spotlight 
shines in front of me on a body laying face down. It is quiet now, just my thoughts debating about the John Doe 
before me. I reach out, hands painted red. I try to turn him over but my alarm sounds, instantly ripping me back to 
reality.

My eyes fly open; my bangs are stuck to my forehead. A rude awakening, I hate it. 
I was on edge. We had a four-day weekend on account of Dr. Martin Luther King’s birthday. I hadn’t seen Jesse 

since Thursday; he went to go help his grandparents move. Jordan opted not to go. I’ve talked to him every day but 
that wasn’t enough for me. My mind wouldn’t feel at ease until I saw him with my own four eyes. My body was 
restless, checking my phone it was still early—ten-thirty to be exact. Maybe a little fresh air would make me feel 
better. I threw on an old pair of sweat pants over my pajama shorts. I grabbed my other belongings and left before 
anyone could wake up and question me.

The cool morning air hit my face instantly alerting senses. It was a bit colder than I anticipated. Zipping my 
Aeropostale hoodie all the way up, I cursed myself for not grabbing a heavier jacket like I’d intended to do. I was too 
far and lazy to turn around, so I continued my journey down the street. Standing at a red light I pulled my hood 
down over my eyes. That’s when I saw a silver Solara, all four windows tinted black, turn the same corner. It felt like I 
was there longer than I should have been. I noticed the car slowing down, but I paid it no attention as my light finally 
turned green. 

Walking across the street, I stopped short of the curb when I heard my name from behind. Turning on my toes 
my eyes instantly lit up. There he leaned against the driver’s side door with his hands deep in his jacket pocket.

“Now what’s a beautiful young lady doing out here by herself so early in the morning? It’s dangerous out here.” 
I ran towards him. Like two puzzle pieces we fit perfectly together; my body secure against his as he held me up in 
his strong arms. Our embrace was stronger than before, both of us never wanting to let go. He smiled down upon 
me, laughing a bit as he spoke, “I’ve missed you. Hey, I got something for you.” Reluctantly, I loosened my grip as he 
searched his body for whatever it was. “Close your eyes.” I obeyed. After counting to five in my head I opened them. 
I could feel my heart skip a beat—the blue velvet box. He opened it. Inside was a silver heart locket with our initials 
engraved on the front. I don’t know if I was choked up because of the gift or because I knew what the gift would 
bring. I tried to speak but the only words to come out of my mouth were,

“Jesse, you shouldn’t have.” He took it out of its casing, placing it around my neck. I admired it for a while before 
looking back at his smiling face. I blinked; my brain couldn’t comprehend what my eyes saw happening next. He 
took a step back. I tried reaching out for him but I was too late.  My screams were drowned out by the sound of the 
screeching tires. My world came crashing right before my eyes. 

Second Place

 “turn right after the Park entranCe sign”
Joe Deardurff

A house blows up down the street and around the corner from me. The empty lot next to my house is called The 
Junkyard. Oily rags spontaneously combust in the early morning hours. Nick is the neighborhood bully. The garage 
is on fire. It’s a weekday. Nick whips Marissa with a stick.  A propane tank inside the garage explodes. The blast blows 
the garage off the house and takes the front of the house with it. As soon as Nick leaves The Junkyard, I run inside 
to tell my dad what Nick said.  Nick is going to chop down the elm tree next to my bedroom, so it crashes through 
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the roof and crushes me in my sleep. I won’t know if he is serious until I awake in terror at the sound of an elm tree 
crashing through my bedroom in the moments before my death. The family in the house survived a propane blast of 
bricks and two-by-fours. Maybe I can survive the blow of an elm. The stick left a red line across Marissa’s cheek and 
nose. The kids in the blown up house have no marks. I wonder if the boy who lives down the street and around the 
corner from my house thought before he went to sleep that night that when he woke up he would be homeless.  The 
house remains there for a few days half-standing and half-gaping like a residential version of the Alfred P. Murrah 
Federal Building after the Oklahoma City Bombing that I saw on the news on my mom’s little TV on the kitchen 
counter.

 My neighborhood entrance is the first right after the park entrance sign. There aren’t many vacant lots left. A 
teenage boy was murdered three doors down from me. Dorothy and Diane next-door are Polish and lost their dad 
when Dorothy was one-year-old.  When one of the sisters would babysit me, I would briefly look up from my drawing 
pad and sneak a secret glare at her through my eyebrows.  “Girl with a dead Dad”, I would think. She had so much 
hair all fluffed and curled to one side.  My dad said the vacant lots are expensive.  The boy who lived in the blue house 
down the street from me at the corner of Tomazsewski and Kruk was a teenager when he was murdered. There was a 
girl walking in the neighborhood with fake legs. The teenager lived on a different street. He didn’t have a name. He 
lived far enough way to be foreign.  Four houses is far away. Dorothy and Diane were my older brother’s age and their 
dad was foreign, too. My mom said it was the car accident that paid for their house.  A couple years after the propane 
tank exploded, Adyda’s family next- door to the murdered teenager and across the street from the blown up house got 
into a very bad car accident. I live here. Turn right after the park entrance sign. 

“You know,” my Dad said to me one afternoon on our way out of the neighborhood, “that guy was home and 
sitting in his driveway the night that boy got stabbed.”  My dad nodded through the windshield in the direction of 
a house on the corner of our block. Always look for the park entrance sign. Make the first right after the sign. When 
we leave the neighborhood it’s a brief trip down Tomaszewski Street with a right on Kruk Street to the T-intersection 
at Harasek Street where the house blew up, then a quick double left. An elm tree never crashed through the roof of 
my bedroom.  “He knew that kid was having a party with no parents home.” I wish I saw the house explode in slow 
motion.  The girl had funny legs that looked brighter than normal. Diane and Dorothy were at that teenager’s party.  
A screwdriver struck through the teenager’s chest. He stumbled out the front door and into the driveway. Marissa is 
the older sister of my best friend Tom. She is also the best friend of my older sister, Catherine, and they live behind us 
to the left.  Marissa is paranoid. Diane and Dorothy walked home when they saw there was booze. The man who lives 
in the house on the corner of Tomaszewski and Kruk witnessed a murder. He saw a teenager die. I can sometimes see 
the guy cutting his grass through our front window.  I always had more fun playing in Tom and Marissa’s garage and 
driveway. Teenager. Dead.  Guy. Witness. Bad. Dororthy. Good. Diane. Good. That guy doesn’t live on the corner 
of our block anymore. The dead teenager’s family doesn’t live there anymore. The family that survived a blast of 
bricks and two-by-fours doesn’t live there anymore.  Nick doesn’t live there anymore. Adyda’s family doesn’t live there 
anymore.  I live here. I live here. I live here. I turn right after the park entrance sign. I make another right and a left 
and I am home. 

A car with one headlight came down Kruk and Marissa made Tom and me stop playing basketball in the 
driveway and come up to the garage.  We called the vacant lot next to my house The Junkyard. “That’s why you don’t 
leave oily rags laying around,” my dad told me when he put the scrambled eggs on my plate before school. “It’s called 
spontaneous combustion.” The milk with the red cap is really creamy and I feel it in my stomach. “His chest filled with 
blood.” As soon as the car passes Marissa lets us go back to playing basketball. A couple days later the girl with bright 
legs was walking along the sidewalk across the street from Tom and Marissa. I asked my mom how a house on Kruk 

is 680 and how our house is 680, too. “When he pulled out the screwdriver, the blood came gushing out and he bled 
to death.” The family was driving in the rain in their minivan.  Adyda’s father was driving and her mom was in the 
passenger seat. I like my mom’s breakfast better because she cuts up hot dogs and fries them in a pan with butter 
and sugar. Between the front seats, the family’s disobedient dog pouted in a cage while Adyda and her two brothers 
tried to keep it calm. Two hot dogs on a fork with a little bit of egg is the best way to eat breakfast. Marissa told Tom, 
Catherine, and me that the girl has no legs. 

“But she is walking right now, see? She has legs,” I said, pointing to her from our side of Harasek. 
“They are fake legs. She has no real legs. They’re, like, prosthetic. That’s why they are bright orange. I think that’s, 

like, so crazy. I feel bad for her.”  I want to know how Marissa knows that information. And what’s wrong with a car 
with one headlight? Marissa got a sugar high from eating too much candy with my sister one night in their garage. 
That was before the murder, before the house blew up, before my dad made me eat a fig, before Nick moved away, 
before I found the two dead birds, before I found the family of dead mice in our window well, before I discovered a 
dead robin behind the air conditioner next to the window well, before Adyda’s family got into a very bad car accident.

“Where did that girl come from? What’s her name and why doesn’t she have legs?” I asked Marissa.
“I don’t know. She doesn’t live here.” 
Marissa said something to Nick one day in The Junkyard, so he picked up a stick and whipped her in the face.  

Catherine said that Marissa knew Adyda, and Catherine had even talked to Adyda a couple times at Hilltop Park. I 
found two dead birds next to an elm tree in The Junkyard. Dad opened his cabinet next to the fridge where he keeps 
wine and alcohol and mixed nuts and pulled out a small jar. My dad has lots of screwdrivers. I wonder what it’s like 
to have a screwdriver shoved into your chest.  The teenager died on his driveway.  Hilltop Park is across the street 
from Marissa and Tom’s house. I pick up my knife and, holding it in my hand, watch the steam from the eggs leave 
a fog on the blade that dulls the shine. Next to the park is a large retention pond that floods whenever it rains a lot. I 
wonder what a knife would feel like in my chest. I never saw the girl with bright orange legs ever again. That family 
in the oily rags house had a lot of stuffed animals that also survived the blast of bricks and two-by-fours.  The bunnies 
and the horse and the monkey and the little unicorn all smelled like smoke, so my Dad brought them home and 
washed them as a way of helping out.  I told my dad there were dead animals in the window well.

 “I’ll take care of it. I don’t want you touching dead mice.” My dad told me how a house could explode and 
how a teenager dies from a screwdriver, but he won’t let me near dead things in the window well. Tom and I lay on 
our bellies in the junkyard watching for movement in the blades of tall grass. Nick lives four houses up from The 
Junkyard in a red brick house. Marissa told us it wasn’t nice to pull off the back legs of an innocent grasshopper. My 
dad opened the small jar and pulled out a shiny black blob. Catherine said that the family’s van hydroplaned on the 
water and flipped over. Adyda’s dad lost control of the van when the dog started making a fuss in its cage. When the 
blades of grass moved it meant a grasshopper was nearby. I peeled the grass away. Tom grabbed the grasshopper with 
his dirty fingers. I pulled the legs off.  The birds are dead. The mice are dead. The grasshopper is dead. Adyda is dead.  
The robin is dead. They don’t live here anymore.  Turn right after the park entrance sign.

The sky reddened over Harasek and Marissa’s dad, shirtless with a hairy belly. He called out to her and Tom from 
their deck to come home. “It’s a fig,” my dad said as he squeezed the shiny black blob between his massive thumbs. 
“I want you to try it.” In the retention pond there was a huge steel grate covering a deep drain. The drain was so 
big Tom and I and our sisters could sit on it and still have room for Paul or the girl with fake legs or the kids in the 
propane tank house, but they weren’t our friends. We’d drop leaves and bugs through the grate and listen for their 
crash landing. I shook my head at my dad. My mouth was full of milk and it sloshed out of one cheek into the other 
as I resisted the shiny black blob.  Marissa takes caution whenever she sees a car with tinted windows come down 
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Kruk.  The minivan made a crash landing upside down on some street somewhere.  Adyda died and her mom suffered 
injuries that paralyzed her from the waist down.  I wonder where the girl with orange legs lives. How does the house 
on Tom’s street say 680 and my house on my street say 680? Where did my dad put the dead mice? What does it 
mean to hydroplane? Why do I have to eat a fig?

“My dad says it’s going to storm and there is lightening, so we have to go home. Come on Tom, we have to go!” I 
ignore Marissa and stare at the sky from The Junkyard. The redness of the sky gushes out into the clouds and shades 
the neighborhood in hues of pink and rose.  Blood gushes out of the teenager’s body and floods the white cement of 
the driveway. A screwdriver lands somewhere in the blood’s deep hues of red and garnet. Bricks and two-by-fours 
spray out across the lawn, across the sidewalk, across my mind, and color their yard in brown and black and green. 
The stuffed animals inhale smoke, but they survive. “Joe, you could get struck by lightning,” Marissa blurts out. “If 
there is anything metal on you the lightening will strike you because you’re the only thing standing in The Junkyard.” 
I swallow my milk. A boy sledding at the bowl one winter fell into the hole and broke his neck. The stuffed monkey 
and unicorn on the dresser can see the front yard and see my house and see down Kruk street because the bedroom 
wall is blown off.  I don’t really know Paul across the street, but his mom died from cancer. He was younger than me 
and his dad looked older than my dad. Paul’s family was Polish, too.  

“Oh, uhh, no thanks. I don’t think I like figs.” I resist my dad with words this time.
“You’ll be fine. You’ll survive. I want you to try this.” My dad draws in closer and holds the fig in front of my 

face.
“It’s going to make me throw up, I don—“ 
“TRY IT.” I open my mouth and close my eyes. “Wash it down with milk.” I gag. Tears leak through my 

eyelashes. I wasn’t sure if I’d prove to my dad I was right about throwing up until I felt my mouth burst open and 
witness the fig and milk gush out and flood my plate of eggs in shades of purple and grey.  Paul isn’t my friend. The 
girl with orange legs isn’t my friend. Dorothy and Diane were never my friends. Nick isn’t my friend. Adyda wasn’t 
my friend, but she was kind of Marissa’s friend. I imagined the glass windows of the upside down van gushing out on 
the black pavement of some street somewhere and glittering the road surface in sparkling hues of green and blue and 
white. 

“Oh, just kill it!” Marissa wailed when she saw the two-legged grasshopper twitching in the blades of grass.  I 
remained standing where I was in The Junkyard with my view of the bleeding sky. I dug my hands into my pocket 
and pulled out a few cool looking stones I had picked up while hunting grasshoppers. For a moment I held the stones 
and stood my ground, watching the angry sky as I tempted the lightening to strike me down. There was a deep hole at 
The Bowl that was a lot like the drain in the retention pond. I swallowed the fig and the milk and the rest of my eggs 
and my dad took me to school with my eyes red from the tears.  Marissa’s foot came down and crushed the blades of 
grass and the grasshopper.  The Bowl was a few blocks away near the school and church. When you break your neck 
that usually means you die. The Bowl was a little valley with a steep hill on both sides and a soccer field in the middle. 
Before Marissa lifted her foot, she dragged it back toward her body while slowly lifting her heel. A smear of ripped 
grass and grasshopper body parts and bug blood and white stuff that looked like pus streaked across the dirt of The 
Junkyard in a neat swath up to Marissa’s foot.  No more suffering.  Paul is alive. Dorothy and Diane are alive. Adyda’s 
dad and two brothers and mother and dog are alive. Nick is alive. The girl with no real legs is alive. The kids with the 
stuffed unicorn and bunnies that survived the spontaneous combustion are alive. 

I don’t know why Nick hated Marissa, but I can guess. I don’t know why he wanted to crush me in my sleep with 
an elm tree and that I can’t guess.  He was older than Tom and Marissa and Catherine and me. He lived four houses 
away and that was far enough to be foreign, and foreign enough to not be a threat, but old enough to scare me.  Cars 

didn’t scare me. Propane tanks and oily rags and fake legs didn’t scare me. Screwdrivers didn’t scare me.  I saw the 
two boards that covered up the hole on the hill at The Bowl and they didn’t scare me.  I brought my sled to a halt 
and trudged over to the boards to peek between the crack.  Boogers leaked out of my nose and onto my upper lip 
and froze. I imaged the boy’s body making a crash landing at the bottom like a leaf or a bug.  I know nothing about 
him other than he died here in this hole at The Bowl while sledding. I want to be friends with the teenager who had 
a screwdriver in his chest. I want to meet the boy who sled into the hole at The Bowl and broke his neck. I want to 
see Paul’s mom because I never knew what she looked like.  I want to talk with Adyda at Hilltop Park. I want to see 
Dorothy and Diane’s dad. I want to know the dead. 

I never got struck by lightning. I wasn’t old enough to have a house party and get stabbed with a screwdriver by 
a drunken teenager when my dad and mom were gone. We don’t keep oily rags and propane tanks in our garage. I’m 
not a grasshopper or a robin. I don’t have cancer. I’m not old enough to drive and get into a car accident. I’m not a 
stuffed unicorn or monkey or bunny. I’m not a family of mice. I never fell into the big drain at the retention pond, 
and I made sure to avoid sledding near the hole covered with boards at The Bowl. I have real legs that look like real 
legs. My house is 680 because it’s on Tomaszewski and that house is 680 because it is on Kruk. I live here. I live here. 
I live here. My mom makes the best fried hot dogs with butter and sugar. Turn right after the park entrance sign. 

Third Place

“her eyes are silent”
Jayme Hefler

As I sit here and watch, her eyes stay silent. The only movement is in her hands.  She rubs them. The scratching of 
her skin irritates my ears. I wonder what she is watching; what show plays in her mind. I keep staring—I can’t help it. 
What is she thinking? Her face bears a solemn expression. No emotion exists. Her eyes never reach mine. She looks 
past me. She hasn’t seen me for six long years. I don’t exist. And now I can no longer see her. She disappeared right 
before my eyes. A hollowed out figure remains. As I sit here, she sits there. I don’t know her. I reach out to touch her 
hand. 

“Grandma,” I whisper. She remains constant. “Grandma,” I repeat once more, but still no answer. As I stand, she 
still sits. Eyes glazed. I clutch her hand and try so hard to make it breathe. My face starts to tremble. I repress a sob as 
silent as I can and drop to my knees. My head falls and I put her hands between mine.  

“Lord,” I say, “please, Lord, I need you.” Tears swallow my face. “Please bring my Grandma closer to you. Let her 
know she is not alone. Oh Lord, I don’t want her to be scared. Please walk with her. Lord, we need you. Please.” 

I lose control and begin to choke on my tears. Her hands still sit in mine, heavy. Her blood is warm, but her 
touch is cold. I can no longer hold it in. My sobs reach every corner of the dark, barren room. A pain rises in my 
stomach and I release her hands to clutch it. I begin to rock. I don’t want to end up like this. How could God create 
something so cruel? This disease rips you apart in the most painfully slow way until your body is the only thing left. 
And deep into the darkest corner of your skull, you sit and claw at the cage that keeps you in. And you pray. Everyone 
does. And maybe, if your faith is strong, you see a light. It guides you out and you no longer feel alone. And for that 
brief moment you live again. 

“Jayme,” a voice calls out, “Jayme!” Warm arms grip my shoulders and pull me upwards. The pain disappears and 
I can see her again. She looks at me. She holds me. “I am so sorry,” she says with a tear. “I am so, so sorry.” I clutch 
her as hard as I can. The warmth spills onto me. She’s there. 
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“Don’t leave,” I say. She kisses my forehead. 
“I love you,” she says as I look into her eyes. With a shining white and smoldering brown, they glisten through the 

darkness of the room. 
“I missed you.” Tears once more appear on my cheeks. She gently guides them away with a stroke of her finger.
“Please tell your Grandpa, thank you.” 
“He loves you so much Grandma. He is so good to you.”
“I know. I can feel him every day.”
I look up into her eyes. I’ve never seen them shine so bright. A smile spreads across her lips as she straightens her 

back. Her eyes never break from mine. I keep holding her.  She takes my hand and kisses it once more. Her battered 
skin seems to have a darker hue. I keep staring; I can’t believe it. If only my Grandpa could be here. She slowly turns 
her face away. I watch as her skin lightens to a pale dryness. As her neck angles back to me, I notice her eyes have 
returned to their normal, tired, sunken state. She is gone again. Tears begin to fall once more. I lean against her chest, 
but this time with a smile. I can still feel her presence.  I look up once more, just to make sure. I don’t really know her, 
but I do remember her. 

The door to the room cracks open and a streak of pale light reaches my feet. “Jayme?” A gruff voice calls. 
Footsteps crawl across the old floorboards. “Wha—what are you…” The voice trails off. I look up toward the tall 
figure. 

“Grandpa,” I whimper, “she says thank you.” I muster out as best as I can. The figure remains still. I see a tear fall 
down his face. His head drops along with his knees. I study his worn-out face. He smothers his face with his hands. I 
have never seen him cry. I wait, hoping I did nothing wrong. “Papa?” He pauses. He raises his head slowly. I quickly 
recognize his emotion. I hadn’t seen this expression in the longest time. For the first time in seven years, I saw my 
Grandpa smile. 

First Place

“the resiDue of rose-ColoreD negatives”
Anna Moore

Thanks to W. H. Auden’s “Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone”

Shoot, snap the camera.  Fully charge the battery.
Collapse the shutter before dusk on Saturday.
Clear the memory card, create innumerable canards.
Redden the eye, serve 50 degree Chard—

onnay.  Lipmark glassware; set on fireplace,
Journal in lead pencil, promise it won’t be erased.
Padlock the clasp, scrap-page-diary Mardi Gras-Masquerades
Patent a postmodern portrait, Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade

The photos and notes are our Starts, our Media-Res, Our Beginning to End.
Our Master of Ceremonies and our Omega Friend,
Our first, our final, our Pop, our Crack;
We imagined our childhood would be more fantastical:  We distrat-

ed wide-eye wonders from fading time.  Optical cynics
Look down upon wilted clover, carafed rhyme and catchy lyrics.  
So, refute rose-colored negatives and air-dry your homes,
And wait for nothing:  reminiscence inevitably and always comes.

Second Place

“it Was Just a Dream”
Greg D’Addario

I woke up to find my canary dead in its cage, 
The toilet was backed up, and the floor was covered in some crimson spatter
I walked downstairs to find my mother dead in front of the stove, 
My living room walls caved in by a black Cadillac Escalade and the Honda Accord it creamed before smashing   

       into the front of my parent’s house
My father was lying in a bloody mess on what used to be the couch, 
And the family dog seemed to have bought it when the cars came in. 
I went into the garage to see that all my music equipment had been burnt to a crisp, and to top it all off I had a      

       research paper due that day in class.
Then I woke up again and realized the paper wasn’t due until next week.
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First Place

“DePriveD anD DePraveD”
Dr. George Miller

Just before the housing bubble burst Mom and Dad foisted the old place on a nice nurse, 
Who shelled out an arm and a leg for the elderly edifice
my parents got for a song in 1962.
When I go back east, 
I usually take a pilgrimage by the old homestead 
and stealthily drive by in a 
pine-scented rent-a-car. The changing neighborhood 
and meretricious shanty (eyeliner purple shutters) 
are my mathematical proof of a miserable 
childhood I spent years lamenting about 
to a baker’s dozen of therapists 
blessed to hear about the vicissitudes 
of my existence. 

Police cars pulse down the streets. There are no 
rims on the basketball backboards; therefore, everybody who shoots 
misses. The cement pavements are cracked and bulge 
like the discs of the few old neighbors who 
remain shakily at their stations. I never see people 
walking their dogs anymore; no wiffle 
ball games on the side of the house; trees 
are storefronts for shady people digging into 
their jackets to make illicit business 
transactions. Plywood has replaced dozens 
of windows. At night, music—loud, leering, 
livid—and desolate cries under stars 
that have lost their twinkle and are dim and 
distant. Damn the dreariness.

But my so-called proof is refuted by the algorithm of my memories. I remember:
The neighbors, crabby, not creepy; my parents: neurotic but nurturing; the neighborhood, conventionally      

       claustrophobic but as safe and clean as white linen cotton. I breathed clean air and dreamed of gratuitous greatness.
What was the worst that ever happened to me there?
Cleaning up the basement floor after the toilet gurgled and overflowed?
Striking out in the ninth inning with the bases loaded?
Lacking the social skills to lure sleazy girls to my bedroom?
As I drove through the neighborhood for the umpteenth time, I realized that I was one of those people who was    

      deprived of nothing and depraved by everything.
Much as Bell had invented the telephone, I had invented my childhood. I imagined my childhood
into ruins: they had not been halcyon days but nor had they been the stuff of Post Traumatic Stress Disorder   

      either.

The rent-a-car had to be back in 45 minutes.
Or I would be charged for an extra day.

Honorable Mention

“the visitors”
Lois Mintah

The Visitors came in the dead of night
Telling me something isn’t quite right.
The world is in turmoil, in so much pain,
Who knows who is crazy and who is sane?
Friends come and go, leaving me in their wake,
With nary a thought or a care for my sake.
The Visitors have large, hollow eyes of gray;
They listen to everything that I say.
The Visitors come so often, it’s true,
I’m no longer sure who is visiting whom.
If you knock and the “occupied” light is red:
The Visitors are here inside my head.
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First Place

“reCovering the art of CatholiC memory: the resurgenCe of traDitional 
Devotions among young CatholiCs in ContemPorary CatholiCism”

Kevin Magas

I distinctly remember a moment in high school when, in the process of personally embracing my Catholic 
faith, I recommended praying the rosary to a fellow seeker.  To my surprise, she explained that she was under the 
impression that the Rosary was only prayed by aging widows who had nothing better to do than sit in a church all 
day.  Since then, I have felt that her response reflects the general attitudes of many, both within and outside of the 
Catholic Church, who view the Rosary as evocative of their grandmother’s antiquated piety.  Contrasted with these 
stereotypical notions was my personal experience of young people who embraced the Rosary as a privileged tool for 
spiritual growth and a touchstone for Catholic identity.  In fact, I have discovered that my own personal devotion to 
the Rosary reflects a larger trend towards young Catholics recovering elements of Catholic tradition that are spiritually 
meaningful and were perhaps too quickly discarded in the years following the Second Vatican Council.  Despite 
potential objections to this movement’s gravitation towards traditional devotions, I firmly believe that devotions such 
as the Rosary nourish the Catholic identity of young adults in a pluralistic culture and refine the distinctive art of 
Catholic memory.

Despite the growing enthusiasm for Catholic devotions among the youth, many within the Catholic community 
have expressed reservations towards this trend.  James Martin S.J., in his book Awake my Soul: Contemporary 
Catholics on Traditional Devotions, skillfully identifies and summarizes the numerous objections to traditional 
Catholic devotions.  He claims that many Catholics have come to view traditional devotions as “inconsistent with 
a mature faith, antithetical to a contemporary understanding of religion, overly reliant on things…and even faintly 
superstitious” (Martin x).  Furthermore, Martin admits that many devotions carry “heavy theological and cultural 
‘baggage’” for those who have lived through the tumultuous times of the Second Vatican Council (xi).  Besides 
concerns that devotions are relics of a forgotten past or representative of a supposedly rigid Pre-Conciliar atmosphere, 
many theologians and liturgists have been weary of expressions of popular piety that may distract from the 
communal celebration of the Eucharist.  They fear that the promotion of traditional devotions may lead to an overly 
individualistic spiritual life and have “therefore rightly cautioned against devotions usurping the place of the liturgy 
in the life of the faithful” (xii).  These concerns still remain a valid corrective to an excessive focus on traditional 
devotions.  Consequently, the contemporary movement to revive forms of traditional devotions must also possess a 
heightened level of self-awareness, thereby ensuring that the mistakes of the past do not accompany the valid and 
spiritually meaningful elements of the devotions into the present.

In my personal experience with traditional Catholic devotions, I feel that many of the fears and concerns of 
my elders are unfounded.  Through coordinating a Rosary prayer group at Lewis University, I have discovered 
the important role that traditional devotions can act in cementing the bonds of spiritual friendships.  Far from 
encouraging an excessively individualistic piety, our Rosary Prayer group provided an occasion to share in authentic 
Christian friendships and spiritual intimacy.  Indeed, one should never underestimate the level of community one 
feels after joining in prayer to contemplate the immense depths of the Christian mysteries.  Furthermore, through 
my discussions with other young people, I have noted that the Rosary appears to deepen their interior life.  Far from 
leading these young people away from the riches of the Eucharist, I feel that meditating on the mysteries of the 
Rosary both sustains and complements their participation in the Mass.  In my experience at the university, I have 

encountered staff members who, not having a personal devotion to the Rosary, have entertained reservations about 
lapses into ritualism and feared the group may co-opt a particular conservative ideology.  In spite of these misgivings, 
my personal experience has convinced me that traditional devotions such as the Rosary can engage young Catholics 
in an unparalleled manner.  Above all, traditional devotions link young Catholics to Catholics of ages past and the 
Universal Church; therefore, superficial notions of community must be expanded in light of the appeal of traditional 
devotions through the dimensions of time, space, and sacred reality.

My personal experience with traditional devotions also appears to echo the larger trend of young adults embracing 
Christian orthodoxy in the midst of a pluralistic and often hostile secular culture.  Colleen Carroll, in her book 
The New Faithful: Why Young Adults are Embracing Christian Orthodoxy, traces the complex trend of young adults 
rejecting the relativist dictums of postmodern culture in search of ultimate truth and meaning found in traditional 
Christianity. Carroll claims that the new faithful “crave tradition, historical continuity, and time-tested approaches 
to metaphysical questions” (18).  As a result, my generation’s search for a “demanding, substantive religious message, 
coupled often with a sense of tradition” has baffled many raised before Vatican II who see the young “embracing…
the very traditions that they happily shed in the 1960s and 1970s” (Caroll 35).  Nevertheless, even Pope Paul VI 
prophetically claimed in his encyclical Marialis Cultus that those who leave traditional devotions aside “in this way 
create a vacuum which they do not fill” (71).  Indeed, I have often felt that the diluted and banal catechesis that 
became prevalent following the Second Vatican Council robbed my generation of a beautiful patrimony and wealth 
of spirituality, including traditional devotions.  As my generation attempts to sort through the wealth of options 
provided by a pluralistic society and a vacuum of absolute truth, we search for elements of traditional spirituality 
that can give us a unique Catholic identity.  Sick of a tired, “blah, middle-of-the-road Catholicism,” tapping into 
traditional devotions helps satisfy the hunger for substance that has characterized my generation (36).  Therefore, 
traditional devotions should be more warmly welcomed as a faithful response to the larger trend of young adults 
embracing Christian orthodoxy, spiritual traditions, and a distinct identity in the presence of a pluralistic culture.

Lest traditional devotions be reduced to a merely sociological dimension, it must be remembered that they 
primarily tap into the very art of Catholic memory.  Contrary to the fear that the Rosary will degenerate into 
mindless repetition or stale ritualism remains the witness of the joyful, sorrowful, glorious, and luminous mysteries to 
be prayed with each decade of the Rosary.  In his encyclical Rosarium Virginis Mariae, Pope John Paul II asserts that 
the mysteries of the Rosary are essentially “the memories of Jesus, impressed upon [Mary’s] heart,” and that through 
the Rosary “the Christian community enters into contact with the memories and contemplative gaze of Mary” (155).  
By meditating on the mysteries of the Rosary, the Christian more fully enters into the memories of Mary that show 
forth the pivotal events in the life, death, and Resurrection of her Son.  However, these memories are not simply past 
events relegated to the realm of ancient history.  Instead, Pope John Paul II stresses that Mary’s remembering must 
be understood in “the biblical sense of remembrance (zakar) as a making present of the works brought about by God 
in the history of salvation” (156).  Therefore, the events portrayed in Mary’s memories belong not “only to yesterday; 
they are also part of the today of salvation” (156).  The art of memory conjured by the Rosary provides access into the 
deepest experiences of Catholic memory, continually renewing the saving actions of God in every era.  Devotions not 
only tap into the historical memory of Catholic tradition, but they more importantly reveal the perennial, ever-present 
nature of God’s love for humanity.

The resurgence of traditional devotions among the young continues to be a controversial development in 
contemporary Catholicism.  I feel that this trend issues a call for humility essential in the life of every Christian.  The 
older generations who have dismissed Catholic devotions as symbolic baggage of an oppressive era must have the 
humility to accept the spiritual meaning that many young people find in them and forgive the often overzealous and 
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impetuous character common to youth.  In turn, young Catholics must also be sensitive to the excesses and abuses 
that have cropped up surrounding devotions throughout the centuries and may have negatively affected their elders, 
constantly keeping in mind that they have much to learn and experience.  As James Martin concludes, the Catholic 
community must be responsive to devotions that “speak in a particular way to younger Catholics eager to rediscover 
their Catholic heritage, to explore new ways of prayer, and to regain a sense of mystery in their lives” (xvi).   It is 
my firm belief that traditional devotions are integral to recovering an externally visible, substantive identity that 
has proven attractive to the spiritual hunger of my generation. While I have predominately focused on the Rosary, 
I believe that it is representative of the wide-ranging variety of traditional devotions fostered by the Church.  The 
Rosary shares with all devotions a potential to access the unique biblical sense of remembrance, making present the 
eternal love manifested in the life, death, and resurrection of Jesus Christ. In the end, recognizing the proper place of 
traditional devotions in the life of the believer will “draw us closer to the One who lies at the center of any expression 
of our faith: Jesus Christ” (Martin xvi).  

Works Cited

Carroll, Colleen. The New Faithful: Why Young Adults are Embracing Christian Orthodoxy. Chicago: Loyola, 2002.   
 Print.
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 Print.
Pope John Paul II. “Rosarium Virginis Mariae: On the Most Holy Rosary.” Mary in the Church: 
 A Selection of Teaching Documents. Washington, D.C.: United States Conference of Catholic Bishops, 2003. 
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 Honorable Mention

“Dreams: the light at the enD of the trauma”
Megan Bauer

Dreams are often thought of as nothing more than a naturally occurring limbo between the conscious and 
unconscious. For some, dreams are an active portal, displaying unconscious wishes, or simply replaying events 
of the day. However, in some instances, studies illustrate that the contents of a child’s dream may serve as a 
link to uncovering repressed memories. Dream analysis and therapy have been proven to aid in uncovering and 
understanding a child’s traumatic past and serve as a coping method. 

Children often relive their most traumatic events in their nightmares. Not to be confused with a night terror, a 
nightmare takes place when a frightening dream awakens a child. A nightmare differs from a night terror because 
during a nightmare, the child wakes up and can remember why he/she is afraid by remembering the contents of the 
dream. 

While many believe that the bouts of terrors do not serve any useful purpose, these dreams can awaken a child’s 
past trauma. According to Revonsuo Valli, one of the authors of The Effects of Trauma on Dream Content- A Field 

Study of Palestinian Children, nightmares often occur after a traumatic incident, whether or not the child can recall 
it. These terror-filled experiences are usually quite vivid and realistic, losing the typical dream-like luster (Punaki, 
2005). It is important to remember that not all nightmares are triggered by repressed emotional distress; traumatized 
children’s dreams contain more violence than those who do not. For example, a study completed with young children 
form Palestine demonstrates that children with military trauma often have violent dreams of death incorporated with 
a psychological mental disorder. An article published on this study states that children with psychologically disturbed 
pasts are much more “vulnerable to sleeping disturbances” (Punamaki, 2005).

First suggested by Sigmund Freud, the theory of Free Association can be a beneficial way of utilizing dreams 
to help children cope and eventually overcome their suffering. In this approach, patients would continuously speak 
about their dreams in as much detail as possible until the therapist stopped them, concluding he/she had enough 
information to assess each patient. While today’s psychiatrists seldom use the theory, many still feel that it is a 
reputable source of information (O.L., 1991). This theory may help trauma victims because of its unconventional 
methods to this branch of psychiatry. Free association would allow patients to establish new connections between 
their trauma and dreams, helping to overcome the incident(s). 

Although little research has been published, many psychiatrists believe that dream therapy could be very 
beneficial to trauma-induced children. Dreaming is often quite helpful in creating a threshold to overcome distress 
(Punamaki, 2005). In dreams, we allow ourselves to be completely vulnerable, exposing us to a whole spectrum of 
emotions. Reliving a distressing experience through dreams can allow children to face and process their emotions in 
a safe dream environment. Facing particularly painful events in this unconscious state permits the dreams to work 
through a child’s pain in an alternate reality state (Valli, 2006). The validity and significance of a child’s dreams is 
debatable amongst experts in the field; today, many believe that applying dream interpretation to a child’s treatment 
may assist in uncovering the meaning and relevance of dreams (O.L., 1991). 

Along with this theory, dream assimilation could also support recovery. The main task of dream assimilation 
is to assist the victim to match their emotions in the dream to what he/she recalls in memories (Punamaki, 2005). 
Children’s dreams after the traumatic experience will be extremely different from those prior to the event. The cause 
for this discrepancy is that the dreams act as an effort to maintain the person’s psychological homeostasis. Studies 
suggest that as children are reaching the ending of recovery, their dreams gain dramatic imagery, depicting the ordeal 
in vivid detail. This imagery provides the experience with a physical entity, allowing the victim to work through their 
past by visualizing it.

Works Cited
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First Place

“yoga’s metaPhysiCal aPProaCh to memories anD Dreams”
Dr. George Miller

The stereotypical portrayal of yoga consists of scrawny and hyper-limber people contorted in unorthodox and 
unseemly positions.  Few people realize that yoga has been around for over 3,500 years and that the poses or asanas 
of early practitioners (yogin for males, yogini for females) were limited to variations on the cross-legged sit known 
as the lotus position.1 The asanas for which contemporary yoga are known became part of the regimen only in the 
past 120 years and were borrowed from gymnastics, wrestling, and the martial arts.2 Yet the asanas are only the 
exteriority of yoga. The purpose of yoga is liberation from the individual self and physical world and binding with (the 
literal meaning of “yoga”) the transcendent (Purusha, Atman, Nirvana). In yoga, suffering is due to ignorance, but 
suffering has a positive effect as well, as the stimulus to escape māyā (illusion, mirage) and to seek knowledge that will 
transform us into jivan-muktas (liberated beings). Yoga liberation (1) entails liberation from memories and attachment 
to the restless ego; (2) understands liberation from memories as requisite for transcendence of the ego and for grasping 
of higher states of consciousness; and (3) implies that dreaming (in the sense of what the imagination envisions) is 
framed differently depending upon whether attached or not attached to the ego and whether one grasps or does not 
grasp higher modes of being. 

Metaphysical knowledge is requisite for the liberation from māyā. Liberation can only be facilitated by a guru, 
which literally means gu (dark) ru (light), or the enlightened master who brings her student from darkness into 
the light of transcendent being. The journey from ignorance to knowledge corresponds to the mind’s journey from 
restlessness to rest. The second sutra of the classic yoga text, the Yoga Sutras by Patanjali, states: “The restraint of 
the modifications of the mind-stuff is Yoga.”3 The restraint (niroda) of the psychomental flux (sarvāthatā) or whirls 
(vritti) can only be accomplished by disciplining the mind to a single point or ekāgratā.4 The mind is seeded (sabija) 
with subconscious memories (vâsanâs) that must be burned (tapas) out of existence. The naturally whirling mind 
(cittavritti) is further agitated by the continual discharge of vâsanâs or subconscious impressions. Patanjali observes 
that in our attempts to discipline the mind we are distracted by thoughts arising from past impressions.5  As George 
Feuerstein explains, because vâsanâs create mental activity, they are termed “activators” or samskâra.6 Thus, the mind 
must be unseeded (nirbija) to reach enlightenment but cannot be enlightened without neutralizing the subconscious. 
Our psychic activities leave behind “karmic imprints” or vâsanâs and each time “we sense, feel, think, will, or do 
anything at all, we create what the yogic authorities style a subliminal activator (samskâra).”7 According to yoga, the 
subconscious can be controlled and conquered by transforming thinking from distraction to one-pointedness such 
that there is an identity of “the subsiding past” and “rising present” images into the now.8  Consciousness cannot be 
transformed and the highest state of consciousness (samādhi) accessed without counteracting vâsanâs. Without such 
counteraction, there remains a loop in which latencies in the subconscious become conscious and they in turn become 
actions, which in turn become karmic imprints or latencies.9 

There are two fundamental types of samādhi: samprajnata (distinguished) samādhi and asamprajnata 

1 Linda Sparrowe, Yoga (New York: Universe Publishing, 2002) 10.
2 Sparrowe 10.
3 Patanjali, The Yoga Sutras of Patanjali, trans and com by Sri Swami Satchidananda (Yogaville, VA: Integral Yoga 
 Publications, 1978) 3.
4 Literally “on a single point.”
5 Patanjali 221.
6 George Feuerstein, The Yoga Tradition: Its History, Literature, Philosophy and Practice (Prescott, AZ: Hohm Press,1998) 55.
7 Feuerstein, 241. 
8 Patanjali 181.
9 Mircea Eliade, Yoga: Immortality and Freedom. (Princeton, NJ: Princeton University Press, 1958) 43.

(undistinguished) samādhi. Samprajnata samādhi has four levels: savitarka (concrete objects), savichara (abstractions 
like love, beauty, redness),   sa-anda (joy excluding all other objects), and ananda (the “I” by itself). The mind moves 
from concrete objects to abstract objects, but is still seeded. In asamprajnata samādhi, there are no objects and nothing 
is left but disinterested consciousness: By the firmly convinced practice of the complete cessation of the mental 
modifications, the impressions only remain.”10 In asamprajnata samādhi, “there is neither an object of contemplation 
nor a contemplating subject.”11 No vâsanâs, no seeds; therefore, no attachments. In this type of samādhi, “all afflictions 
and karmas cease” and “consciousness of the Purusha is unchangeable.”12  In samādhi, the transcendent (Purusha, 
Nirvana, Atman) is actualized.  

Different forms of yoga offer different paths to achieve samādhi. Mantra Yoga, for example, believes that sacred 
sounds connect us with ultimate reality. For Laya Yoga, meditation is employed for awakening and absorption into 
the transcendental Being-Consciousness-Bliss knowing no bodily or mental limits According to Integral Yoga, what is 
most important is self-surrender to a higher power and there are no obligatory rituals, mantras, postures, or breathing 
exercises to be performed. On the other hand, the goal of Karma Yoga is the surrender of the ego to allow for nature 
to function spontaneously.13 According to Patanjali, there are 8 limbs of yoga (dubbed Ashtanga Yoga) and each limb 
must be perfected before moving to the next and to finally achieving samādhi.14 

According to Patanjali, the restless or disturbed mind encounters five fundamental obstacles to samādhi: 
ignorance, egoism, attachment, hatred, and clinging to bodily life.15 These obstacles function as an interlocking chain. 
As Sri Swami Satchidananda explains, ignorance leads to positing a false sense of self (egoism). The ego attaches itself 
to things or what the ego wants. Attachment to things that are taken away from us brings about hatred towards those 
things. Finally, attachment to things entails attachment to our life and therefore clinging to life.16

 Whatever the form of yoga, the goal is a sense of transcendence. In general terms, this is achieved by restrain-
ing the mind, which can only be done by restraining breathing and body posture. The tranquil state of samādhi is 
brought up by long practice: “Indeed, Yoga practice demands a long series of exercises, which must be performed suc-
cessively, without haste, without impatience, without any trace of  ‘individual desire’ to obtain ‘conjunction’ (samādhi) 
quickly.”17 As Eliade says, asana, pranayama, and ekāgratā combine to abolish the human condition.18 According to 
Patanjali: “By lessening the natural tendency for restlessness and by meditating on the infinite, posture is mastered.”19  
The consciousness of self-mastery in one who is free from craving for objects seen or heard about is non-attachment.20 
As Svatmarama Yogin stipulates in Hatha Yoga Pradpika, until the breath neutralizes the mind, the mind cannot 
control the senses. 21 There are a number of diverse breath controls.  Sǔrya-bheda-kumbhaka entails exclusively in-
haling through right nostril and exclusively exhaling through left. Ujjǎyǐ-kumbhaka involves inhaling through both 
nostrils and holding it for as long as possible with a throat lock. Bhastrikâ-kumbhaka is performed via rapid inhalation 
through both nostrils. Bhrâmarǐ-kumbhaka consists of holding one’s breath and listening to the sounds of the right ear, 
and keval-kumbhaka is retention of breath and holding it for as long as possible.22 

10 Patanjali 35.
11 Feuerstein 254.
12 Patanjali 224, 219.  
13 For an excellent overview of the types of yoga, see Feuerstein 27-58.
14 Patanjali 125. ). The eight limbers are: yama (abstinence), niyama (observance), asana (posture), pranayama (breath control), 
 pratyahara (sense withdrawal), dharana (concentration), dhyana (meditation), and samādhi.
15 Patanjali, 84.
16 Patanjali 84-93.
17 Eliade 39.
18 Eliade 66.
19 Patanjali 154.
20 Patanjali, 23.
21 Sparrowe 32.
22 Feuerstein 397-98.
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Asanas are crucial to stillness of the mind as well: “Just as ekāgratā puts an end to the fluctuation and dispersion 
of the states of consciousness, so asana puts an end to the mobility and disposability of the body.”23 Asanas promote 
flexibility, strength stamina, and balance. They improve concentration, abate insomnia and depression, massage 
internal organs, increase lung capacity, relieve stress, regulate pancreatic function, relieves menstrual pain and 
digestive problems, stretch and lubricate joints, tendons, and ligaments.24 The fewer the agitations in the body, the 
fewer in the mind.  

When dreams stem from a restless mind agitated by memories, they are routed through the ego. Their content 
reflects the narcissistic concerns of control and dominance characteristic of an unenlightened metaphysics. The 
content of samādhi-scented dreams reflects insight into the wholeness, connectedness, and integration of the universe. 
For example, Martin Luther King’s “I have a dream” sentiment arises from a mind de-seeded from the trauma of 
racial injustices and capable of envisioning community in the midst of contention.

Samādhi-scented dreams are not the narcissistic desires of becoming rich, famous, or powerful. They are imbued 
with the metaphysical insight of what I shall call cosmic community. When bystanders presuppose that the asanas that 
yogin and yogini perform are simply a rigorous exercise routine featuring seemingly impossible positions, they overlook 
the true function of the asanas: to restrain the mind in order to open it up for higher levels of consciousness and 
being. That is the stuff that yoga dreams are made of.

23 Eliade 55.
24 Sivanda Yoga Vedanta Center, Yoga Mind and Body (New York: DK Publishing, 1998) 26, 34, 38, 48. 52, 64, 68, 72, 84, 88, 90, 98, 100.

Fiction

“the voiCe bank”
Instructor Natalie Mount

One has a voice like bubbles in sunlight.
One has a voice like polished mahogany.
One has a voice like a dancer in quicksand.
One has a voice like apple pie.
One has a voice like a machete.
One has a voice like a stained glass window.
One has a voice like going home.
“You have—seven—saved messages.” 
“First voice message.”

One has a voice like bubbles in sunlight.
“Hiii, Angel Pie, Cutie Pa-tootie! I just wanted to hear your cute, little voice.” Although three times a mother, her 

voice possesses the sound and spirit of a little girl. “I was just thinkin’ aboutcha and really missin’ you today! And I just 
want you to know that I’m praying for you and Nathan and your business and your marriage…and I love you so 
much!” Any perceptive person could tell that she is a singer; it’s unmistakable, even through the crackled fog of a voicemail. 
“You can call me back if you get a chance, or…later on. I love you, Hon.” And despite its bubbling enthusiasm, it 
perceptibly carries the weight of a family.

“Bye.”
This voice is light and airy, but full of life. It catches iridescent color as it drifts. It is an heirloom passed down in word 

and melody. This voice is grace. It has comforted you, always hovering nearby, since the day you were born. It is especially 
beautiful because of its fragility. It is especially precious because of its impermanence.  

“Next message.”
One has a voice like polished mahogany. 
“Hey, You…just wanted to say thank you for doing all that running around and stuff this morning. Um…totally 

appreciate it.” You can hear the smile start to tug at the corners of his mouth. “I love you. You’re the best.” His voice 
softens. “Bye.”

This voice speaks carefully. It is low and smooth. Words flow heavily but are artfully placed. This voice has roots in your 
heart. It grows towards the sky as it speaks. One simple gesture of appreciation comforts like the sight and touch of polished 
wood: familiar, strong, and beautifully stable.

“Next Message.” 
One has a voice like a dancer in quicksand. 
“Hey…it’s Meg. Um, I’m calling to tell you that I was at a forensics tournament today reading Augusten 

Burroughs’s book, Dry, and in it, he…is…sober for a long time and then…um…relapses, as his best friend, slash, 
used to be lover, lots of complicated stuff, is dying of AIDS and dies of AIDS…” Her voice cradles this stranger’s 
tragedy. 

“And, I was like, so moved by this story, and I don’t know why, but I just like the way he describes the death—
cause it’s true, the story is autobiographical, I believe, and—not that that matters, but like—I don’t know it’s just very 
real, and…I think for the first time ever, I pictured you not being alive.” Her voice is heavy with the experience of death, 
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but sharply aware of the inevitability of fresh wounds. It begins to flutter with the onset of mild panic. “Which made me 
cry harder, which made me be like…like…realize that there is a level of pain that I have not…that has not existed…I 
mean, I’ve thought about my mom’s death, and how awful that’s going to be, and I’m sure I’ve thought of like, 
(flushhhh)—sorry, we’re in the bathroom- I’m sure I’ve thought of, like, losing you—I don’t—This sounds ridiculous 
for me to be saying this to you, but I’ve never thought about it and I…I just lost it, and…like, more selfishly than 
anything in the world—I just thought…That is something I hope I never have to experience…ohgh! I just...It’s not 
bad—I was just so emotional and I wanted to share it with you, and…um…I’ve already started planning stuff for 
your birthday and I just like…like…what if one time there was your birthday and you weren’t alive—AGH! I just 
started freaking out and I’m sure you do this all the time about people in your life, but I apparently haven’t done this 
to you, or about you, in a long time. So…I freaked out and I love you so much and I really hope you’re still alive, so 
call me if you are!” Her voice cracks and squeaks with anxiety and urgency. The effusion of words, gathering speed with 
mounting frustration, is begrudgingly aware of its own inadequacy. “I love you so much, Natalie. Like so much, like 
more, like I’m going to start crying in the bathroom and I can’t, and I just feel like…I have less people to spread out 
my craziness on…” The words become thick as they slow in a rush of tears. “And you’re always the one to take so much 
of it…I hope you can understand me; I’m sorry—ohh...I’ve just been really bad lately…I need to chill out…but my 
anxiety’s been bad, and I need to stop talking about it because I think that makes it worse…” She begins to accept that 
her best attempt to express this complex emotion via voicemail, though insufficient, will have to do. “Ok, I’m going to go 
watch a D.I. round, which hopefully will be very sad and I can cry a lot, and that will be good, and then I’ll look 
normal…ok, I love you.” Surrender. 

“Bye.”
This voice is in constant battle with its own human limitations of physicality and language. Infuriated, it flails and 

surges, pushes and pulls, trying to create more than words allow. It asks for your help in its frustration, only intensifying 
the struggle, playing into the hands of the hungry sand. But even in a frantic thrashing, this voice moves with grace and 
beauty. It stretches and elongates its muscles, striving for fuller expression. It dreams constantly of using 100% of the brain’s 
potential. It tires, so for now it quiets, resolving to sink peacefully beneath the surface. Only warmth and calm remain. 
Until the next burst of passion that will inevitably draw it up like a Phoenix for a rematch with words, it sleeps. It will 
never be silent until it learns to float. 

“Next Message.”
One has a voice like apple pie.
“Natalie??...This is your favorite Grandmother!” You can already hear the laugh coming. She is the only Grandmother 

and always has been. “I j-h-h-hust wanted to tell you that I found something just for you yesterday at WALmart! It’s a 
kit to bake a roast, with the vegetables and everything in it, all you gotta do is take it out, put it in the pan, and put 
it in the oven. And you could have roast beef, roast pork, or beef stew!” She assumes correctly that these are delicacies in 
your typical diet. “So I just wanted you to know I was thinking about you w-h-h-hen I saw it! Hahaha…” Her laugh 
trails into her last sentence. “I’ll talk to you later!” Having hooted her way through the entire message, she can’t resist one 
last good laugh…it echoes as she hangs up.

“Bye-bye! Hahahahahahaha…”
This voice is comfort food, affection, history, and tradition. It is the voice of a matriarch. It is the voice of a family.      

It hovers over you like a protective umbrella. It is sweet and warm like a holiday. This voice is memory. 

“Next Message.”
One has a voice like a machete. 
“DAM STRIT!!!....I LOVE YOUR DIRTY ASS WHEN NO ONE’S LOOKING! …” A booming, cartoonish 

voice with a Spanish and somewhat Jamaican accent bursts through the receiver. “I EVEN LOVE YOUR DIRTY ASS 
WHEN EVERYBODY’S LOOKING!!!!! IN THE COLLOSSEUM! EVERYBODY SCREAMING! It sounds like 
nonsense at first, but after spending some time with Cootiechochonkey, it’s easy to pick up on the underlying messages of his 
ear-piercing rants. “Cause I do little black tsings… not in a dark corner…BUT IN FRONT OF EVERYBODY’S 
EYEEEES!” Cootiechochonkey has a violent streak. He’s a vigilante with something to prove, but underneath all that, he’s 
really a very loving monkey. “I love your dirty ass. Is TRUE! Dam striiiiiIIIIITTT!!!”...Scuffling ensues. “Cootie, gimme 
the phone...Sorry, hello?”

One has a voice like a stained glass window.
“Oh, he was leaving you a message. Well…I just wanna say ‘I love you’ to my best friend.” All goofing around 

aside, he suddenly drops the character. His voice takes on its most personal tone. “Um. If I was gonna share anything 
cool, like go to Six Flags, or something fun like that…going camping or canoeing…I’d wanna invite you first. I 
always have, ever since we were little kids. And even though there’s been years where we haven’t talked, nothing’s 
ever changed. You still bring so much life and energy into my heart like nobody, literally, nobody, ever has.” The 
acknowledgement of childhood friendship sits deep in his voice, permeating his words with familiarity and comfort. 

“Also…One of my revelations that I had the other day as to why you’re back in my life now is because…um…
one of the major things that sucked about my breakup with Gabby was just the life and little world that I had with 
her and Cootiechochonkey and Sueno. And I just never thought that would ever be replaced, but…this is…I don’t 
want you to take this lightly, but…you’re way better with the monkeys than I could have ever imagined.” A pause 
reflects the depth and sincerity of the compliment. There is a vulnerable confidence in his voice. Even though the monkeys are 
rambunctious stuffed animals, he seems to know that you won’t, as he says, take this lightly. “And I think that the monkeys 
represent how a girl would be as a mother. And…out of all the people that have ever interacted with the monkeys, I 
think you are the most loving, and caring, and understanding…mother to ‘em that they’ve ever had. And I can honest 
to God say that, like…you totally understand ‘em, you never raise your voice to ‘em, and…you know how to calm ‘em 
down with just a very nurturing, loving voice. Most people, if they need to calm ‘em down, they’ll yell at ‘em, or like, 
you know, ground ‘em, or shout at them, and you never have, you’re just always so kind to ‘em…and that just proves 
that you’re gonna be such a wonderful mother. The wonder of childhood begets compassionate wisdom in adulthood, 
if you let it. “So…the phone’s beeping. I don’t know if that means I’m running out of time…or something, but…
anyways…um…yea.” His tone is resolved; he has said all he needs to say. 

“I love you.”
A machete’s not a weapon. It’s a tool. It clears a path. When there isn’t time to beat around the bush, a machete will 

slash that bush in half. Now the stage is clear…Say what you need to say.
This voice splits into many colors, each appealing to a different eye. As the light from the sun illuminates the window, 

you can see one artist’s rendition of the truth. This voice is here to teach. This voice is here to reach. It lets the light flow 
through it, a vessel for something greater. It colors the world with imagination. This voice will not let you forget your 
childhood. It will flood your big picture with all the hours of daylight until you can finally see. 
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“Next Message.”
One has a voice like going home.
“Hey craysee lady! It is me leaving you a craysee message!” Her voice conveys laughter, even when she isn’t laughing. 

“Um…yea! So, hope you’re having a fantastic day, and I love you so much…and…don’t forget to bring my stuff 
tomorrow!” Her expressions of love are light-hearted and genuine, as is her gentle admonition against your notorious  
absent-mindedness…“And give me a call whenever, K? Love you, sis!” Love you, too. “Bye!” 

This voice is familiarity and closeness. It is relaxed and playful. It carries the admiration of a youngest sister speaking to 
an oldest sister, but it still pokes fun. This voice has grown into something unique and beautiful but still asks for protection. 
It reminds you of the place you first learned to be responsible for someone littler than you. It contains the essence of your 
family name: your grandmother’s hoot, your father’s belly laugh, your mother’s softness, your brother’s affectionate teasing… 

But most of all, she sounds like you.
“End of messages.”
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