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Letter from the Editors
Welcome to the 32nd issue of Windows Fine Arts Magazine! Let your senses be amazed and your mind be expanded by 
award winning musical composition, visual art, and literary pieces included for your edification. Enjoy the experience!

The online and print versions of this magazine were made possible by the support of Br. James Gaffney, President 
of Lewis University, and, most especially, the Dean of the College of Arts and Sciences, Dr. Bonnie Bondavalli. As 
editors, we are sure that all of the readers of this text are extremely grateful to President Gaffney and Dean Bondavalli 
for their continued support of Windows Fine Arts Magazine.

Gratitude is also due to all of this year’s administrators, Staff cover designer, and judges mentioned on the 
Acknowledgment page, as well as contributors, past founders, and past editors of Windows Magazine.   These present 
and past visionaries have opened our minds, our internal windows of light and darkness, to the wealth of artistic 
expression that lies within the members of the Lewis community.    

The task of judging the vast talent found in the entries to the Windows Fine Arts Magazine Contest was one of great 
magnitude. Winners of the contest were chosen from two groups, students or faculty/staff/alumni, in the genres 
of musical composition: composition/score; visual art: computer graphics, drawing and illustration, painting, and 
photography; and writing: essay (fiction and creative nonfiction), poetry, and research report.  A special category 
entitled “Food for Thought” was added to the issue to spark creative ideas in the minds of the contributors and is 
based upon the Arts and Ideas Series created by Dr. Ewa Bacon from the History Department.

The winning entries that appear in this volume are of superior quality!  This year’s rules specify that an individual can 
win only once in a category. If a category skips one of the levels of prizes, this is due to the quality of the submissions 
received.

Prizes are awarded based on the following scale:

First Prize: superior insight, imagination, technique, and knowledge of the genre
Second Prize: outstanding insight, imagination, technique, and knowledge of the genre
Third Prize: high quality insight, imagination, technique, and knowledge of the genre 
Honorable Mention: publishable quality insight, imagination, technique, and knowledge of the genre

Judging for the contest was a time-consuming, difficult task, but one well worth every effort.  The contributors to this 
volume should be very proud of their accomplishment in their genre, and the entire Lewis University community is 
greatly enhanced by the talents of those graced in this publication.      

Sincerely,

Catherine Hancock           Therese Jones
Assistant Professor Dr. Catherine Hancock                      Assistant Professor Therese Jones                   
Editor of WFAM                                                              Assistant Editor and Coordinator of WFAM    
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Musical Composition
 First Place 

“the leWis Quartet”
Paul C. Kubacki
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 Student Creative Nonfiction Essay

First Place

“cleMentine” 
by

Mark Jacobs

 There is no gentle way to break the skin.  No way that won’t hurt, see.
 Hurt you, I mean.
 It’s a lot of things.  At first, you know, it’s so unimportant.  It’s that papery veil, that translucent whiteness just 
one layer of cells thick on each wedge of clementine, tangerine, orange.  It seems absent on lemons; but it’s there on 
clementines, there on oranges.  Beneath your fingernails, the chalky pulp of the rind, and all around its big, crescent 
scabs rather merrily cast aside.  But you can’t just have the orange, can’t just pop the wedges straight in and savor 
them.  If you’ve done it right, each little wedge will be covered, even as you pull it apart from its siblings, with that 
fantastically thin, basically useless skin.
 It’s the way that fog can make the most ordinary, suburban street look like a journey to the end of the world, 
disappearing out there, vanishing away, as though there must be a quay, an ugly old retaining wall, a pier, and a sea 
with one too many damned birds hovering all around, the sound of something—god knows what—clinking as it 
bobs and taps on something, whatever, else.
 Put the wedge in your mouth.  Okay, okay . . . take a minute to hold it between thumb and forefinger, or do that 
weird thing where, for a second or two, just because you can and it feels tickly, you hold it between two other fingers, 
surfaces which make remarkably little tactile contact with anything despite being so close to everything.  It’s firm but 
tender.  Like a big old chair, a bed.  But let’s not get carried away—it’s just a bit of a clementine, an orange.
 Do not bite.  If you’ve done it right, there will be no flavor.  The wedges, pulled apart, still contained within their 
pale sheets, bitter, if anything, so thin, so transparent.  Don’t bite.  Hold the cold wedge on your tongue, against your 
soft palate.  Your brain lies, doesn’t it?  It says, this tastes like an orange! but of course, until you break that skin, it 
doesn’t taste like anything.  You can smell it, though, your tongue is twitching for it.  It wants you to bite. 
 He was six, perhaps.  Maybe seven.  A child, either way—the rind (never mind that tender skin)—unbroken 
yet.  It was an overcast day, a day with a sideways wall of clouds, a lazy comforter of them draped across the city.  It 
was almost dark.  It was snowing.  Hard.  There may have been a breath of wind, but a cat’s breath, if any.  Inaudible, 
unfelt.  Just enough to make the snowflakes tumble as they fell, as though the air were stacked, everywhere, with 
something tangible only to the heaven-sent.  They were big, big snowflakes, big, stupid, wonderful, cuddly, careless, 
hapless, happy snowflakes.  The sort that sit on your nose and don’t melt until after you’ve noticed them and crossed 
your eyes.  The sort you can taste—individually—on your tongue.
 And he looked out from the top of a parking garage.  He couldn’t—well, he didn’t see the ground.  In the 
tangerine canopy of a street lamp—one of the big ones, the big, square ones which they pepper about parking lots—
the snow lit up like sherbet.  It was day, but in the shadow of light beneath that single lamp—the only one visible for 
how thickly came the snow—it was more than day.  A tall, conical champagne glass bubbling upside down.
 They got into the car, they shouted—a little angry, or testy anyway.  What was his problem?  It was time to 
leave—why else would they have gone to the parking garage?—and he stood there, like a person watching a plane 
push back or a ship put slowly to sea . . . a person saying goodbye, anyway.  Or thinking it . . . anyway.
 Salt on chocolate pretzels.  That’s one . . . though, if you think about it, it’s more like: chocolate on pretzels with 
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| Studen
t C

reative N
on

fiction
 E

ssay | 



Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2012

20

salt.  The salt was there first.
 And “white chocolate.”  You would not for a minute think to associate this flavor with that of ebony chocolate if 
it weren’t for the name.  It tastes like glue, like confectioner’s sugar, like Vanilla Coke.  It tastes no more like chocolate 
than does ginger ale or postage stamp adhesive, but we call it “white chocolate,” and, so, we conclude that it tastes of 
chocolate. 
 I guess everything’s like that, in the end.  Cherry Coke.  Cherries, heaven knows, are wondering what that’s all 
about . . . tastes as much of cherry as does white chocolate.  Maybe less.  If they called it cherry chocolate and made 
it red, you’d believe them.  They could call it celery turpentine, peppermint dilemma, rhinoceros astrologist . . . yeah, 
that’s what it tastes like.
 Everything is apple juice, pear juice, sugar.  That’s how they make every even partly artificial fruit drink.  
Apple, pear, sugar.  They could call it bourbon; you—and your tongue—would buy it.  Fruit punch is apple juice 
concentrate, pear juice, and sugar. 
 By now, I imagine, you’ll have bitten down on that wedge of orange.  Like scratching an itch, you can only resist 
so long—on top of which, you didn’t put it in your face for the pulpy paste of that clear skin.  You put it in your face 
for what’s inside: for the orange.
 When he shows himself—like, really—others do that thing which the vernacular describes as being “weirded 
out.”  There is no segue, no sunrise, no moment of suggestion.
 With the skin unbroken, that piece of orange—that clementine wedge—tastes like nothing.  It’s just bitter and 
waiting.  And even if you nick it, just prick that tasteless, gossamer glaze, the flavor is there all at once.  There is no 
segue, no sunrise . . . it is just—and how!—orange.  Tart and wonderful and all over the tip of your tongue, with 
names you know but can’t recall and salt.
 He does not know how to overcome this problem.  You chose the orange, peeled it apart; you chose the 
clementine.  You didn’t choose him . . . and he has two choices.
 He can stay forever in that skin, so that even if you meet him, peel away his rind, put him in your face, you still 
don’t know the first bit of what he tastes like.
 Or he can be a bit too much, a bit unnerving, arming, a little too intense.  A little too weird.
 When you peel the orange, if you look quite closely, as you break away the rind, there’s this little, dancing mist of 
orange scent that pops up.  It’s like the effervescent bubbles that pop about—pretty much invisibly—above the foam 
of soda as it dies down, during the time when you’re thinking, as it starts to fizz over the lip of your glass, stop coming 
up, stop coming up!

 It’s easy to think he’s like you.  And, in every sense that makes it easy, he is.  Worse—he’s actually convinced that 
in every deeper sense, we’re not that different.  He’s pretty sure if he bit into you and could make you show everything 
you hide equally unrestricted, equally naked, beneath the skin . . . he’s pretty sure he’d find the flavor there, too.
 Sometimes, though . . . sometimes not.  He loses faith.  He’s tired—and he’s too young to be tired—of weirding 
people out, of watching, knowing full well what comes next, as they bite through the skin and all that harsh, 
magnificent, wonderful acid pours out.  Even a single drop . . . you know how good that is.  One drop, just to the 
right of center, on the top of the tip of your tongue . . . bacon, raspberries, honey-baked something, lips.  It’s a little 
much at first, but god, is it good!
 Back up a step.  Back up.  Go on; shoo.  You should still have seven wedges left.
 Take one.  Don’t break the damn skin!  Hold it in your fingers.  Firm, tender.  Like . . . people.
 Put it on your tongue, try not to let your nose fool you into thinking you can taste it.  You can’t.  Not if the skin 
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is unbroken.
 Hold it there.  Close your eyes.  Your nostrils will get a bit bigger, as they do when you’re about to cry and trying 
not to.
 Run the tip of your tongue around the slice . . . around the Clementine . . . around the orange.
 Imagine feeling lost and liking it.  On a ship, perhaps, or perhaps on a plane . . . at night, with no point of 
reference, all the other slobbering travelers leaned back with their heads cocked at odd angles, the white noise and 
vibrations and nothing in the world can touch you, up there, so safe, so alone, so enwombed.  It only works if you like 
it, though.  Imagine being totally unaware of where you are, and imagine loving it.
 The worst thing possible has happened, but imagine how you’ll feel in ten years, when you can look back and be 
eternally grateful you made it through.  How much better is it that normal—that everyday—is victory, is just so good 
knowing how much worse it could have been . . . it was?  Taste that feeling, and for heaven’s sake, don’t break the 
skin.
 In a hard, hard rain, you are totally safe.  Thick windows, sturdy walls.  Big, big lightening (you know the kind; 
you’ve seen lightening since you were two, but still, when it’s that big, that close, you marvel.  You exchange glances 
with someone else and silently say wow!  Aha!  The child is still there!  The wonderful acid is still beneath the skin!) 
and thunder that puts the best kind of laughter to shame.
 It rains harder than you knew it could; it is unbelievably thick.  And you are completely safe—so safe, you think 
of taking off some of your clothes and sprinting out in it for just a few seconds.
 Now, do it.  Go on.  Do it.  Open the door, look at your best friend like, “O-M-G, are we really gonna do this?” 
and run.  Shriek.  It always lightnings just then, just a hair too close for comfort—like, in the tree right next to you—
and there’s actual fire for a moment, and the thunder is painfully, painfully loud.  Scream, use expletives, head for 
home.
 In sweatpants on the sofa, eating ice cream.
 In the morning.  That one morning a year when you’re perfectly well rested and just, rather randomly, out of 
nowhere, wake up early . . . no alarm clocks or nagging pets or irritating biological clock that says you should get up 
though, frankly, you’d rather bloody well not.  No no, none of that.  This is that one morning when you just open 
your eyes and, actually, are a little surprised at first.  It’s early, you’re awake, and you just feel whole.  If you’re human, 
you know what to do now: 
 Nose only, inhale deeply.  This, of course, turns into a gaping yawn.  Yawns lead to stretches.  Stretches lead 
to kind of kicking the sheets a bit.  Try the inhaling thing again—easier, now.  It’s time to get up.  Nothing to do, 
nowhere to go, but you know it already: this is going to be a really good day.  Really.

 Now, break the skin.  It’s okay if your eyes water, the center of your nose aches a bit, the tops of your cheeks 
almost feel like blushing, the hairs on your forearm stand halfway up (that, you’ll be pleased to know, is called 
horripilation).
 Bite on down.  Mash it up and let the clementine out, let it burst, and take it in.  And now, expecting it, wanting 
it, knowing it’s safe, having waited for this moment, isn’t it wonderful?
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You picked your bags up, and ranted about hard
boiled eggs, the strife in peeling them
like skinning apples with plastic knives, how
those ovoid devils danced in the pot, how they dropped 
and rose in rolling waters, the stench of sulfur.  
The stars faded with the red haze of day.

Why are you here I fumed as I rummaged 
through the hutch for a white platter or plate.
One sulfurous egg crunched under a tea cup,
calcified covering from some aviary’s womb. 
You laughed, and I ate the egg in spite of you. 

Later, you slept and did not dream,
I did not swathe you within my chest, and
you did not see me lustrous and honeyed.
I sat up all night eating your eggs, isolated in 
a sterile white kitchen. Outside, fallow dusted fields,
boys prodding at tadpoles in a puddle.  Screaming,
of a phantom coo— toes, cheeks, little fairy teeth. 
I saw a hairline fracture, crushed it on the counter. 
This one was not hard boiled; I watched the yellow run.  

Student Poetry

In a garden, one warm midsummer’s eve, 
As the greens readied for night’s cool reprieve, 
And the fireflies’ light suffused the air 
All was calm and bright on that evening fair. 
 
But then a small voice, and the silence broke — 
The quiet cleared as an Apple bespoke. 
“For quite some time, a question I’ve in mind 
That’s been eating at me to ask in kind.”

The Peaches rustled, the Plums gave a shake, 
And Pears bustled as each fruit yawned awake. 
“What?” Orange bristled, “For the time is past 
When we should be asleep; so make this fast.” 
 
“Very well,” the Apple crisply replied, 
“While we all claim to be the best supplied 
Which of us fruit did Eve pluck from the tree? 
I, of course, think it was most likely me.”

“Please,” scoffed Banana, “Not quite, dear fellow,” 
Whose skin had gone from ripe green to yellow. 
“I can say most surely (as is my right), 
‘Twas a banana tempted Eve to bite.”

“You?” shrieked the Melon. “Truly you must jest 
It was I the serpent used — no contest!” 
“Never! The fruit to make woman merry 
Would best be us, see, a wise Blueberry!”

Then the Mango argued it was the one 
To make Eve sin in Eden under the sun. 
Papaya pushed it, to prove Mango wrong 
That to his rind the title should belong.

A few moments later, a brawl broke out 
As the Cherries gave the Berries a clout; 
The little Figs had a serious fit — 
And even punched in Pomegranate’s pit.

First Place

“eggs after Karen chase’s ‘Venison’”
by

Deirdre McCormick

Second Place

“the night the fruit fought”
by

Ryan Arciero
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The Passion Fruit used all of their power 
To make Apricot cry and Grape turn sour, 
Coconut was kicked right there in the gut; 
Prune became prune juice after a bad cut.

The battle went on for most of the night 
And might have lasted ‘til dawn’s early light 
Had not the Gardener entered their presence 
Walking, lamb-like, through the silver-pearl fence.

“Here, dear fruit,” said the Gardener gently 
Staring at each of their wounds intently. 
“Why are you all up at this dark hour 
‘Stead of resting beneath a star shower?”

“We want to know which fruit is greater than 
the others and led to the fall of man.” 
The Gardener frowned and his mouth grew stern, 
As the lines of his face etched in concern.

“That sad deed is not one to fight about,  
Nor any cause to strike or scream or shout. 
It is something for which there is no fame.” 
The fruit glanced away, their heads hung in shame.

“Just as mankind was punished for its act, 
So too might be why you stay not intact.
Perhaps that explains your peels’ aged brown spots, 
As other fruit laugh and connect the dots.

You, whose cores think they are the better half 
What truth lies behind your thin, thoughtless chaff?  
If you were the fruit that Eve held aloft, 
Maybe that is why you rot and grow soft?” 
 
And as the fruit sniffed as things defiled, 
The Gardener knelt down and he smiled. 
“Come now, it is over; just look above, 
Those stars shine for you; they shine with my love.

Banana, I made the shape of my thumb 
Packed full of fiber and potassium 
Apple, I formed you with colorful dye 
You’ll always be the apple of my eye.

Cantaloupe, you were crafted with close care, 
And Strawberry with seeds for all to share. 
Kiwi, I gave you a taste very keen, 
Vitamin C I left with sweet Tangerine.”
 
The Gardener drew his dear fruit to him, 
“I created all in purpose, not whim, 
So sleep now, knowing from sprout to nurture, 
Great pasts aren’t needed for a great future.”

The fruit flushed happily, waving goodbye, 
Departing for tree boughs, bruised stems held high, 
And so peace once more reigned in the garden 
As Son thanked Father — for gift of pardon.

This (the story goes) is the reason why 
Neither Apple nor Orange tries to vie 
For the title that led to Eve’s pursuit  
And is forever known just as, “The Fruit.”

Remember this tale as your food for thought: 
Forget not that night — the night the fruit fought.
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I
I made all of Anna’s lunches, 

K-12,
on the same white countertop

an island in the middle 
of a cosmetic and 

convoluted kitchen.
In the beginning it was chips, peanut 

butter and jelly,
and Starburst.

By the end, it was protein bars, carrots,
and grapes.

Throughout it was the same formica
countertop

my wife religiously reminded me
was not granite, marble, quartz, or in not any sense

a gilded monument.

I navigated around the 
rectangular counter

to baptize and lacerate lettuce, 
peel and parcel out

potatoes, coronate carrots, whip 
eggs, watch

colanders leak like 
oil rigs, mis-measure

cooking
oil, and seal-coal Brownberry

Bread with smooth peanut 
butter and lumpy jelly.

II
I had been repeatedly warned that after Anna 

graduated the monument would be razed:

As I dismantled it
I remembered

a salmonella breakout
at America’s favorite sub shop

and toweling down the counter
four times a day

with an eco-friendly solution of
white vinegar, rubbing alcohol,

and dish detergent
my arm moving along
the gritty white surface

like a solitary windshield wiper.

And we still got sick to our stomachs for a week.

III
Open space

now the dictum of the day
the island

and its ersatz crown
in my wife’s estimate

could not remain
and

“After all, it’s just us now
Anyway.”

Faculty, Staff and Alumni Poetry
First Place

“the counter”
by

Dr. George Miller
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I still stop by the spot
where the island used to be
my hands at counter level

where I made my daughter’s
peanut butter and jelly sandwiches

I lean forward and almost fall.

This is where I learned
to mix oil and water

where I burned my fingertips rescuing
waffles from the toaster

the aircraft carrier from which
Thanksgiving, Christmas, and Easter dinners

took off before landing at their
final destination.

I prepared many meals there
for family

for neighbors
for one or two local celebrities

but mostly I made school lunches
for my daughter.

IV
I don’t make her lunches anymore

but at least once a day 
I almost drop a plate

where the counter would have
been to support it.

How often
we do things

the very same way
when what we love most

has been taken away.
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Second Place

“Midnight escape”
 by

Robert Czyszczon

 
He was a shadow of his former self. The job had definitely taken its toll on him. He looked at himself in the 

mirror: his face looked a lot rougher than he remembered, and his eyes more distant. The simple pleasures of life no 
longer had the impact they once did. Stepping out of his mansion he turned the light off, his memories vanishing 
behind him. It was a cold winter night, the kind that when inhaled can turn blood to ice. With the push of a button 
an angry growl echoed from outside. It was an eerie howl that he knew all too well; it signified release, escape 
from the horrors that haunted his dreams. He climbed inside, the cold seat slowly warming up to his presence. He 
closed his eyes waiting for the creature to come to life, its internals aligning and revolving. This gave him time to     
remember . . . remember her beautiful face . . . her pretty smile. 

It felt like only days before that she had left and never returned, but it had been twenty years . . . His eyes snapped 
open. He was ready and by now the creature had been anticipating the journey. He floored it. The car surged forward 
with relentless force, leaving the mansion behind in a dreary fog. 60 . . . 100 . . . 130 mph . . . the car flew through 
the winding forest road in the dead of night. 170 mph . . . He stared blankly at the road ahead while his mind began 
to wander. The job prepared him for many things although it never prepared him for what he had to endure. He never 
forgot that night; the night that she never returned . . . By this time the creature was furious, its engine screaming as 
it approached its limit but he did not let up . . . 194 mph.

He remembered now . . . you see sometimes he forgets exactly how it happened, how it was she died, and this 
machine is the one to remind him. Yes he remembers now . . . he was the first to respond to the scene on a cold 
winter night much like this one. He told her not to drive that car; he told her that whatever she did he didn’t want 
her driving that car . . . He awoke once more, the end of the forest quickly approaching now. With his heart beating 
furiously he hit the brakes; he felt his organs struggle to slow down faster than his bones. The car hissed and roared 
to a stop, only feet before the edge of the mountain road leading away from the mansion. He sat there quietly, staring 
blankly ahead, with a near bottomless pit ahead of him. The car’s brakes were glowing red like the burning in his 
heart. He had not known how long he had been there after he had halted the car, but judging by the snow gently 
collecting on the windshield it had seemed like an eternity. It had been this very car that killed her . . . That’s right: 
the one girl he cared about more than anything taken away by the very thing he had been driving. He remembered it 
like yesterday: she had called him, telling him that she was going to get something from the store and that it would 
only be but a moment. She told him how she knew it was going to snow and the car had a mind of its own but it 
would only take a moment . . . A moment that would haunt him for the rest of his life.

That night he arrived on the scene. He could not believe it was in front of his own home. He got out of his squad 
car silently. His footsteps were the only thing making a noise in the night air. With every step he took it got harder to 
breathe. The car had that stupid grin on its face as it lay there restless, almost as if it were waiting for a reaction from 
him . . . the mangled windshield the only thing seemingly wrong with the horrendous picture. His walk became a 
sprint towards the car . . . And then he noticed her, the love of his life, dead in the cold snow. From what his frantic 
mind could piece together, he could only conclude that it was the car that killed her. How was it that the car was 
without a scratch, its shattered windshield the only sign of any accident? Surely if the car came to a grinding halt her 
seat belt would have protected her . . . He walked over to her lifeless body and then it all went dark. He awoke at the 

| St
ud

en
t 

Fi
ct

io
n

 | 
Student Fiction

Open Submissions



27

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2012
| V

isual A
rt C

ategory | 

Honorable Mention, “Food for Thought” Category. Student 
Painting. “Burger with Fries” by Anna Jaros. Acrylic.

Honorable Mention, “Food for Thought” Category. Student 
Painting. “Need for Physical Sustenance” by Kari Krajniak. Oil.

Honorable Mention, “Food for Thought” Category. Student 
Painting. “Morning Pears” by Ryan McClellan. Acrylic on Canvas.

Honorable Mention, “Food for Thought” Category. Faculty, Staff 
and Alumni Photography. “Give Us This Day” by Dr. Paul Kaiser.

Special Category: “Food for Thought”
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Second Place, Student Drawing and Illustration. “Boxer Bliss” 
by Viktorija Biskyte. Charcoal.
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Second Place, Student Computer Graphics. 
“Autobiography” by Jillian Carlberg. 

First Place, Student Computer Graphics. “Headache” by David Bain. 

First Place, Student Drawing and Illustration. “A Flicker in the Dark” by 
Jennifer Bullard. Copic Marker on Paper.

Open Submissions

Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2012

28



29

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2012
| V

isual A
rt C

ategory | 

Honorable Mention, Student Painting. 
“Untitled, Flower” by Alyssa Kapinus. Oil..

Second Place, Student Painting. “Three Sheets To The Wind” by 
Connor McLennan. Spray Paint on Board.

First Place, Student Painting. “Meshia” by Nikki Nellen. 
Oil on Canvas.

Third Place, Student Painting. “Untitled” by Emily Keene. Oil on Canvas.
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Honorable Mention, Student Photography. “Stuck ’til 
Spring” by David Bain. 

Second Place, Student Photography. “Breathless” by Kate Stevens. 

First Place, Faculty, Staff and Alumni Photography. “One Chair” by Michael Progress. 
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hospital, the doctors telling him that the accident seemed strange because the wounds his wife received indicated 
that she had not been wearing her seat belt but at the site of the accident the seat belt was fastened as if someone had 
fastened it after the crash. They told him the cause of death was the extreme deceleration which caused her to go 
straight through the windshield.

About two weeks after the funeral he got home and his mind was everywhere . . . His phone began to ring. At 
first he thought it was just his imagination but as the ringing got louder and louder he answered it. On the other line 
it was the impound lot; the owner of the lot apologized for the sudden call but said that the car would be totaled if 
it wasn’t picked up by morning. “No, I’ll pick it up” he yelled, surprising even himself with his own reaction. Even 
though this car had caused him so much pain for some reason he was drawn to it. “I’ll be there in the morning,” he 
said. That entire night he couldn’t sleep and woke up to his own screams every so often. The images of the crash were 
spinning around his head like a merry go round. He panicked . . . The images of his beloved were replaced by the car’s 
glowing eyes. It’s almost as if the car wanted to kill him off too. In the morning he raced to pick up the car, the entire 
time questioning why he was bringing home this monster; at the same time, however, he was somehow relieved.

He pulled up to the lot and stared at the haunting image of that car. There was something too calm about it . . . it 
was almost as if the car wanted to lure him into a false sense of security . . . almost as if it were trying to tell him 
something more. Driving the car home he began to wonder that maybe it was only his imagination. After all, it was 
only a car. There was no way it could . . . before he could finish his thought his heart began to sink. The GPS rerouted 
his destination to the cemetery where his wife was buried. “I’ll make that your final resting place honey,” the car 
spoke in a cool calm voice reminiscent of his wife’s own. Without any warning the car veered into oncoming traffic. 
He couldn’t believe what was happening. He could already see the truck in front of him, its horn blazing like a mad 
bull only a couple of feet away. Finally at the last second he managed to steer the car back on course. 

The ride home seemed like ages; his eyes felt weighted. Finally he was nearing his mansion; now he wanted to lock 
it away . . . this nightmare had to be forgotten. He parked it in the garage and turned it off. The car sat breathless . . . 
He stared at it in silence. Even though it had almost killed him he could not bring himself to destroy it. He stretched 
a black cover over it almost as if to hide this terrible secret. As the years passed he nearly forgot about that car, 
focusing all his attention on remembering his wife and focusing on his job as a police officer . . . that is, until that 
fateful night twenty years later. It was too strong to resist the temptation to drive. It took him twenty years but finally 
it was too much; he had to find out what she felt before she died and this thing was the only way to do it . . . He was a 
shadow of his former self. The job had definitely taken its toll on him but it was her image that stayed burned in his 
mind. He looked at himself in the mirror with a stupid smile on his face . . . his eyes were distant. The simple 
pleasures of life no longer had any meaning. He had to remember that moment: the moment she ceased to exist. 
Stepping out of his mansion he turned the light off, his memories more clear now. It was a cold winter night, the kind 
that when inhaled can turn blood to ice. With the push of a button an angry growl echoed from outside. It was an 
eerie howl that seemed like the bark of an old friend . . . it signified his closure . . . It was his escape from the horrors 
that haunted him. He climbed inside, the seat as cold as a morgue refrigerator. He closed his eyes waiting for the car 
to come to life . . . its gears aligning and revolving. This gave him time to remember . . . remember what he             
did . . . her pretty smile fading away now. It felt like only days before that she had left and never returned . . . but it 
had been twenty years . . . since she had left him. His eyes snapped open; he was ready and by now he knew what had 
to be done. He floored it. The car surged forward with relentless force, leaving the mansion behind in a dreary fog. 
The moonlight reflected off of the car’s ominous black paint. The car flew through the winding forest road in the dead 
of night. He stared blankly at the road ahead while his mind began to wander. The car screamed to its redline, its 
engine strained and dying as it approached its limit but this time he did not let go of the gas . . . 194 mph . . . 
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He closed his eyes for good. You see, it wasn’t that hard to remember . . . That’s right: he killed her with the       
car . . . He was the one that was delusional. He hit her with his car . . . She walked out on him and he couldn’t live 
with that. All of that in the beginning was only a figment of his twisted imagination. His split personality wanted 
him to believe that somehow he couldn’t have been the one directly responsible for her death. You see that cold winter 
night she had not gone to the store . . . ohhh no nono . . . In fact that couldn’t be further from the truth. That night 
that it happened they had been fighting and he was very much the reason. She couldn’t take the lies . . . the cheating 
. . . the constant arguments, so she decided to leave him. So he chased her down with that car you know so much 
about. There was nothing wrong with the car, only with the man driving it. Instead of stopping before the edge of the 
cliff, he ended up fulfilling what he knew had to be done; he destroyed the demonic car even if it meant destroying 
himself . . . 

Third Place

“Monsters”
by

Joseph Kurpiel

Dr. Flughauser sat back in his fine leather chair and tended to the files of the only patient he ever had to 
concern himself with for the rest of his life. Henry James Mantos did not survive through Flughauser’s operations or 
treatments; his life was merely extended by them. It was Flughauser’s life pods, which provided everything a human 
body needs to survive, which Mantos lived in for twenty of the past thirty-five years. Flughauser was able to live very 
well off of how much Mantos paid him every year just to stay alive. It was his dream job. He was able to play God 
and get paid amazingly for it. Mantos’s picture after his most recent operation was paper clipped to the inside of the 
folder. Flughauser peeled it out and slid it across his desk to the wife of Mantos. “Your husband is doing just fine after 
his most recent transplant. His body is accepting the new liver, and the pancreas, which as I’m sure you know were 
two of the most important organs we needed to get into your husband.”

“Oh good,” Elizabeth Mantos grinned at the news, “and what about the search for his heart? Is there any news on 
that?”

“I’m afraid there hasn’t been any progress just yet. Unfortunately, all of your husband’s employees look terribly 
healthy, especially the ones with his blood type.”

Mrs. Mantos’s grin shrunk away into angst. “He has so many employees. So many of them and not one is suitable 
to give him his or her heart? What about the woman who gave him her liver and pancreas?” 

“On the contrary, Mrs. Mantos,” Flughauser said as he ruffled through the other files, containing lists and charts 
and other data about Mr. Mantos and his potential organ donors. “Your husband has many potential matches with 
all of his employees. It’s not the match-ups that are the concern here. It’s the fact that none of those matches is on the 
verge of foreseeable death. And as for your husband’s recent donor, she died from heart failure. I have to say we were 
lucky to get the pancreas and the liver from her; I guess fate was telling us not to get greedy.” 

Mrs. Mantos, obviously frustrated by Flughauser’s lack of answers rose from her chair with the aid of her assistant, 
Ricky. She let out an exaggerated puff of air as Ricky slid her coat over her. “It’s his birthday next month. His one-
hundred-fifty-sixth. I do hope you can find him his heart, doctor. It would be a shame if he had to experience another 
birthday in that dreadful pod of his. I don’t care how you get it, so long as he can get out of that dreadful thing.”

| St
ud

en
t 

Fi
ct

io
n

 | 

Continued on page 33



33

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2012
| Studen

t Fiction
 | 

“Well the good news, Mrs. Mantos, is that the life pod will allow him to see his one-hundred-fifty-sixth birthday. 
The life pod will buy us enough time to find him his heart. He can live another twenty, or twenty five years. Please be 
patient, Mrs. Mantos. It’s the only thing that’s kept him alive for the past six years.”

“If you can call it that,” Carrie Mantos said as she stepped into the doctor’s office. She herself was advanced in age 
and didn’t look very different than her grandmother. “Are we not done using grandfather’s employees as organ farms?” 

“Shut your mouth and be grateful. You may also have to go through these unfortunate procedures one day,” her 
grandmother scolded. 

“More than likely not, grandmother. I plan to go the same way as father.”
“You mean dying from a painful battle with lung cancer?” Her grandmother retorted.
“I mean not using our companies as harvest fields and our employees as crops. Father never did that, and neither 

will I.”
“Oh my darling, how naïve you are. Tell me again in twenty years when your first organ starts to fail, like it did 

for your grandfather.”
“Hopefully, nature will have done its job and both of us will be dead.”
Mrs. Mantos didn’t respond. She just looked back with anger and minute hatred, cold enough to silence everyone 

in the room. The two shared a similar look towards each other before Mrs. Mantos spoke again. “Come on everybody, 
let’s go see Henry. Let’s see how he’s feeling after the surgery.” 

The group made its way down the empty hallway towards the lab where Henry James Mantos was held confined 
by his will to live. They passed through the security checkpoints and made their way into the decontamination 
chamber. Ricky assisted Mrs. Mantos with her bio-suit, before he put on his own. He was the last to do so. It was only 
a few seconds after he sealed his suit that the room went red and the decontamination spray filled the room, killing 
off any germs they brought in with them. When the spray finally ceased and the lights returned to their normal white 
glow, they were allowed to continue on to the next room where Mantos was held. 

Even though she had been there dozens of times, it still inspired awe in Carrie. So much machinery filled up 
this giant room, all with the sole purpose of keeping her grandfather alive. A spire reached from beneath the floor 
to almost the top of the ceiling; flowing from it like vines were tubes and wires, all connecting to other machines 
that did millions of other assignments for Mantos. They fed him, cleaned him, collected his waste; allowed him to 
communicate with the outside world whenever he so chose to do so. This place had become a technological shrine to 
his life alone. It was bright; it was clean. It was heaven built by machines. Mantos resided as a robotic god here with 
hundreds of workers scurrying to meet his every need. Carrie always felt so much smaller in this room. A normal sick 
human being would go to the hospital to receive treatment. The man she called grandfather was more than human. 
He was an immortal, or at least working towards it. Dr. Flughauser promised the machines would increase his life at 
least another three hundred years, barring major technical difficulties. He made it so he could live five lifetimes while 
mere mortals barely lived one. Her grandmother always said his brilliant mind was what kept him alive. His body 
might deteriorate. His organs might fail. His mind would stay strong, though. That’s what Dr. Flughauser was for. 
His machines kept his body going, and and made it deteriorate more slowly than everyone else’s. However, their main 
purpose was to keep his mind alive, to the point where it would eventually survive his body. The organ transplants 
were a mere elongation of his physical self. Mantos still grew restless in the pod. Human nature still resided 
somewhere in him, and the pod became a prison, at times. It was impossible to live outside of it. Most of his organs 
began to fail; until he replaced them he was limited to the world of his pod. 

Up several flights of stairs, curving around the spire, was Mantos’s cell. His wife struggled to climb them, but 
somehow always managed to. When she reached his cell she gave no sign of struggling her way to him. “Wake him 
up,” she commanded to the technician stationed to him. After a few commands to the spire the metal curtain that 
hid Mantos away began to separate and revealed the god himself. Wires and tubes stemmed from his small, weakened 

Continued from page 28
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body. He barely looked capable of survival outside the pod even with all new organs. This was the man set to live over 
four hundred years. He didn’t look like much, but his body was not where his power came from. It was his mind, 
which still was very much alive and strong. 

“So, this is where the world does its business,” Carrie quipped, “to a man in a glorified glass jar.”
“Yes,” came a voice from the spire. It was Mantos’s voice. His face was completely masked so he could breathe 

inside the pod, but he was still able to communicate through microphones in the mask. It made his voice deeper, but 
it was still clearly he. “This is where businesses are made, where economies are ruined; where men can either grow into 
successes or crumble to nothingness. This, Carrie, is where everything happens.”

“Hello grandfather,” Carrie said contemptuously, “looking better than ever, I see.”
“Pay no mind to her Henry,” her grandmother butted in before he could respond, “how are you feeling after the 

operation?”
“Feeling? How am I feeling?” he questioned back. “You know I no longer feel anything, Elizabeth. At least not 

while I sit in this tube. When will I be able to leave?”
“Mr. Mantos, even though the transplants for your new organs were successful we weren’t able to find you a new 

heart, still.”
“Surely, there must be an employee we can take one from,” he petitioned.
“Actually grandfather, that’s what I came here to talk to you about,” Carrie interjected. “A couple days ago, every 

major legislator and organization pretty much deemed your practice of harvesting your employees’ organs as not only 
illegal, but a crime against humanity. Everyone from the WHO to the UN to the Red Cross says it’s organ trafficking. 
It’s done. Our family’s abuse of the system will finally come to an end. We will no longer be monsters waiting in the 
dark to capitalize on the deaths of others so that we may feast on their remains.” Mantos’s face was completely hidden, 
but it was obvious that anger now coursed through him. His limbs began to twitch; the machines scanning his blood 
pressure began to beep like a pinball machine. Carrie took all the pleasure in the world watching him unfold. “Did 
you forget to pay someone off, or piss someone off while you were in surgery? Because it was very easy to convince 
them to pass the resolutions they needed. Much easier than I thought it would be. Your search for a new heart will 
be a little more difficult, grandfather. Fortunately you can buy the time you need and remain immortal in your 
machines. Remain the bionic god you made yourself to be. Trapped amongst your technology.” Carrie left them all 
standing there. The facility alarms blared as Carrie’s suit began to peel away from her body and crumple on the floor, 
as she infected heaven.

Honorable Mention

“excerpt froM crew 22: a Spiritual Sci-Fi nOvel, chapter 1: ‘proMotion’”
by

Nicole Spencer

Bzz bzzzz. Bzz bzzzz. The cell phone vibrated on the table at the Starstruck Coffee Shop. Alex set down her large 
mocha latte and looked up from her usual celebrity gossip magazine and picked up her phone. 

“Hello . . . ?” She answered, seeing that the ID said unknown. 
“You’ve been promoted,” the digital sounding man said on the other end. “Please proceed to floor 33 at your local 

Clearing House immediately.” The line went dead,  leaving Alex in silence. 
“Oh my god! I got promoted to 33!” Alex screamed loudly in the coffee shop as she hung up her phone and 

bounced around joyfully. 
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“Congratulations! That’s amazing!” the girl behind the counter said, clapping her hands. The entire shop, all ten 
or so people, erupted in applause. Alex grabbed her things and with a few hugs from the strangers she would not have 
even smiled at before her phone call, she ran out the door.

 “That’s so lucky,” a woman said to her husband jealously. “I’ve seen three people get promoted this week. It seems 
so random the way they choose people for promotion at the Clearing House.” 

“Our chance will come dear,” her husband replied with a sense of underlying melancholy, keeping his gaze 
focused on the newspaper in front of him.

Every city had a Clearing House within a twenty minute commute. All the Clearing Houses looked exactly the 
same. Same architecture, same landscaping, and if you looked closely enough, most of the cars in the lot looked 
exactly the same too. The Clearing House was a big white rectangular building, with lots of tinted windows you 
couldn’t see through, perfectly symmetrical, down to the very last shrub. Any bus would take you to the Clearing 
House free of charge, first stop, no matter how out of the way it was for the other passengers, because everyone knew 
what it meant to be promoted to 33, and everyone wanted it. 

Promotion, to put it simply, meant paradise. For most people it seemed like it would never come. Everyone 
thought about it, everyone prayed for it, but no one ever came back from promotion to talk about it. When you got 
the call it was always from an unknown number. If you didn’t answer, you didn’t get promoted, and you’d have to 
wait for another chance. No one wanted to wait, so everyone answered their phone . . . no matter where they were or 
what they were doing: in church, in school, in the middle of any conversation.

“Paradise . . .” Alex thought, so excited she could barely stand it. She had her own ideas about what paradise 
would be. No more work, no more customers, no more school, all the mocha lattes she could drink and magazines she 
could read, and best of all no more unhappiness. She pulled her car into the first open spot she saw and, taking off her 
heels so she could carry them, jogged up to the Clearing House entrance. The sliding doors opened quickly and she 
caught a sweet scent of jasmine and lilac, her favorite flowers. “Weird . . . but awesome,” she said to herself. The lobby 
of the Clearing House was so blindingly clean and white Alex had to squint.

“Welcome,” a voice said, the same digital sounding voice from the phone. A man standing behind a small 
reception desk greeted Alex. 

“Hi . . .” said Alex uncomfortably, and after an awkward silence, “Are you a robot?”
“No,” said the man, with absolutely no inflection in his voice.  He continued, “I’m a Greeter. Please proceed to 

floor 33. Congratulations.”
“Thanks . . .” Alex replied, walking quickly to the elevator, the only other thing in the lobby besides the reception 

desk. “That guy must hate his job,” she thought. “Always seeing other people get promoted and never moving up 
himself.” The doors automatically opened as she approached. She stepped inside and the doors closed softly. Thirty-
three was the highest floor. There were other numbers, 1-32, and B for basement, but none of the other buttons lit up 
when they were pressed. Only 33 glowed the color of “elevator button orange.” Alex pressed 33. In an instant she felt 
her stomach drop as if the elevator was moving very quickly, but she didn’t notice any transition from start to stop. 
Suddenly the elevator dinged and she stepped off feeling slightly ill and dazed. 

“Hello Alex! We’ve been expecting you! I’ve already taken care of all the details and called your family, friends, 
school, and work and informed them of your promotion! I even took the liberty to update all of your social 
networking sites with a brief message about your promotion! Your cell phone is cancelled, and all of your bills and 
debts are null and void. Please drop off all of your belongings in the bin to your right, put on this lovely, clean white 
dress in your size, no shoes needed, and step to the door on your left, which will lead you to Paradise! Congratulations 
again!” The elevator doors closed and the perky, very fast talking, petite blonde woman grabbed Alex’s heels out of her 
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hand and was gone. 
“What the . . .” Alex said aloud. When she got off the elevator the blonde was right there in front of her, grabbing 

her, twirling her, showing her the tiny room, talking way too fast, and then she was just gone . . . with her favorite 
shoes. Alex stood for a minute taking everything in. She saw the bin and the dress on a small table. She felt so 
confused, blindsided, and blatantly ignored. She had questions. It was as if all the people working for the one place 
everyone wanted to go, didn’t want to be there. Alex removed all of her belongings, put on the dress, and took a deep 
breath. “At least it’s all been worth this moment,” she thought. A new feeling welled up inside her, a feeling of relief 
that it was all finally over . . . she was being promoted. She stepped up to the door. As it opened, a light so bright, 
more blinding than the lobby, more blinding than the sun while trying to drive to work in the morning on a snowy 
day, caught her off guard. She couldn’t see. She was pulled fast through the door into the light. She felt no floor 
beneath her feet. A huge amount of pressure pushing and pulling her from all sides seized her in an instant. There was 
no pain, but something was happening to her. Unafraid, she let go, and she was gone.

Honorable Mention

“the poWer of loVe”
by

Alyssa Shershen

I could see from the bottom of the stairwell that the lights in the upstairs hallway had been turned off for the 
night. The thought of climbing the steps was daunting, and the darkness was not helping my hesitation. I started my 
ascent slowly, forcing one foot in front of the other, hoping that he had not yet gone to sleep. Telling him how I felt 
consumed my every thought lately, the little reminders of him in my everyday activities had been magnified to the 
point where even putting on my shoes in the morning reminded me of him. It had been months since the last time I 
had talked to him about my feelings, and I couldn’t help but feel dissatisfied with his lack of an explanation for my 
questions. I played them over and over in my head as I climbed step after step into the silent abyss above. Why was I so 
wrong for him? Why was he so repulsed by my touch? Why did my heart break a little more every time I knew he was near? 
The list of unanswered questions was endless, and I was done crying myself to sleep every night over him. This control 
he had over me had to be severed somehow, considering I had been enduring this torture since the first time I saw 
him.

It was unknown to him that I would have given anything to be with him; from the first moment I saw him 
something inside me knew he was different. This individuality that was so striking to me was made even more 
noticeable the more I talked to him. A mutual friend had just kidnapped both of us on some sort of adventure, and he 
had stolen my favorite sunglasses within minutes of meeting me. As I reached the first landing in the dank stairwell, 
I couldn’t help but smile as I looked back on that day. When I had tried to reclaim my sunglasses his first response 
was to bite my neck, which would have made any reasonable person repulsed and skeptical of what kind of person 
he was, but not me. That playful way his teeth grazed my bare skin enthralled me and excited my senses. So later 
that night when we were with our friends back in his room watching movies and drinking, I had made sure I was 
positioned next to him on his bed. As we shared the bottle of Southern Comfort, matching each other shot for shot, 
the rest of the inhabitants in the room seemed to fade away. It wasn’t until someone else mentioned that he was in 
a relationship at the time that I was even able to move my attention elsewhere, and even then it had been difficult. 
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The way he argued with me for hours about walking me back across the college campus to my room, and humored 
my argumentative drunk persona which insisted that I was a big girl and could take care of myself, only made it that 
much more difficult to accept that he was off limits. I had lost that argument; it would be the first of many that I 
would lose to him in the year and a half between then and now. To this day I can’t remember what it was we talked 
about on our walk across campus, or what was said as we sat on the cold bench outside my building for another hour, 
but I do know it was only the knowledge that he was in a relationship that kept me from kissing him that night. It 
was the first in a long list of things I wish I could go back and change.

I suppose that night was my first mistake with him, but regardless of what I had done, I had craved his touch 
every minute of every day that followed. I couldn’t explain in words why he held such power over me; all I knew was 
that he was perfect. There was little more to it than that; he was simply everything I had ever wanted. And that want 
had fueled my constant desire to feel his touch; his presence in a room could quaff this desire for a short time, but I 
was forever being drawn to him; it was almost as though he was the only thing that kept oxygen flowing to my brain. 
He was all that really mattered to me. His deep brown eyes that I could melt away in, the way that his smile sent my 
thoughts racing, and his irresistible deep tan could distract me for hours. However, it wasn’t just the way he looked 
that sent the pain of longing through my heart; it was his very presence: all his failures and triumphs, every little 
quirk that made him who he was and everything we had been through just made my feelings grow. His teasing and 
biting every time we lay on his bed watching movies would have been enough in itself to make me fall for him, but it 
became just another of a million reasons why I could never get over him.

 I had stopped on one of the landings to compose myself as I thought it all over. I could feel the air get denser 
as I stopped myself from breaking down, each breath more painful than the last as I choked back the tears and told 
myself I could be strong. Whether that was true or not, I never really knew. When it came to him, the building could 
be burning to the ground, but it wouldn’t matter as long as we were together. If only he could have seen me the same 
way that I saw him, maybe I wouldn’t have gone through such misery and agony. Maybe if he would have seen what 
I saw I wouldn’t have spent so many nights going for walks with tears rolling down my face, gasping for breath in 
the wind. I know for sure I wouldn’t have been climbing those stairs that night, not with the shooting pain pulsating 
through my body; my stomach trying to escape out of my mouth. And yet this pain was the only thing that kept 
me moving, kept me breathing and living even though it had been slowly killing me, eating away at my shrinking 
soul. And now it was almost gone; it had been replaced by a void, a darkened hollow abyss that only his touch and 
acceptance could fill.

I knew he was it for me because none of the other guys I had been with while he was dating that fiend had filled 
the void in my life; they simply made my heart break faster. I can still feel all of their hands; the way random guys 
drunkenly groped me every time I went out. Looking back, it repulses me. The way I slept with other guys to distract 
myself from the fact that he was with her, that devil of a woman, sent chills through my whole being. Hands would 
guide and caress my body, drunkenly coaxing me into bed, and I would encourage it. I’d tease and flirt as much as I 
could, all to keep him out of my thoughts. And as much as it pains me to admit it, I became what I had sworn I never 
would become: a whore. I couldn’t deny it, because it was irrevocably true at that point. The ability to differentiate the 
physical from the emotional was gained, but I had lost the ability to care about anything except him. He had made 
me that way; the stake he drove through my heart had guided me from bad decision to bad decision. All the flings I 
had, every date, every lay was just another distraction to keep myself from thinking about what I really wanted: him. 

I don’t know if he ever truly realized how many times I wanted just to kiss him out of the blue and tell him how 
he made me feel. I wish I could’ve avoided all the pain of not knowing what he tasted like, how his lips would feel 
as they pressed against mine. If there was one thing I would give anything to change, it would be that. Just one kiss 
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to know what it felt like to be connected with someone I truly cared for on that deeper level. There were so many 
chances to do it, but there was one in particular that I couldn’t get out of my head as I reached the top floor of the 
building. It was as dark as the stairwell, and I could see the ghost of my past run by me back down the stairs after 
I failed to gain the courage to kiss him. We had been hanging out like any other day when he started to space out 
at practically nothing. I had tried talking to him, poking him; I even managed to push him across the entire room 
until he was leaning on a dresser. Still, he didn’t blink, didn’t budge, and I should’ve kissed him then and there. 
Nevertheless, I thought too long; I was too afraid of what would happen if he rejected the kiss. I debated, torn in half 
over whether it was the right thing to do, but I had waited too long, and he had snapped himself out of his world and 
returned to ours. He then proceeded to curl up on the dresser like nothing had happened, and all I could do to keep 
from crying at another opportunity lost was leave. That I remembered clearly: I almost sprinted out of the building, 
putting forth as much effort as possible to get outside before the tears started flowing. 

It was shortly after that missed opportunity that he had met the fiend of a woman who became his new girlfriend, 
leaving him off limits yet again. It sent me back into the habit of finding random men to sleep with in order to 
distract myself; it was a vicious cycle that seemed never-ending. I would have given anything to go back to those 
days I had spent on his bed watching television shows, bickering, fighting, and flirting until late in the night. The 
happiness I had felt at the time was unfathomable now. It didn’t matter that I had been frustrated with not knowing 
where he stood every second we had spent together; I would give anything for just a few more hours spent together 
like that. 

I started down the hallway once I had composed myself after being on the brink of tears yet again. The walls 
appeared to be closer together than I had remembered from the past, but then again I had never really focused on 
them until I needed to have them in sight solely to keep my muscles from shaking and my knees from buckling. It felt 
as though I was walking to the end of my life.  I knew there would be no going back after this; the false hope that had 
hung in the air would be gone entirely. The movie nights would have to end, and I couldn’t go for midnight walks in 
the woods with him anymore. There was no more hope, false or otherwise. Hope. It was funny how much I had been 
relying on such a small four-letter word; it was the only thing that kept me breathing every night before I went to bed. 

But there would be no more hope now and no more time for reminiscing, for I had reached my destination. I 
stood there for a while as I tried to swallow my fear and convince my stomach not to come out through my mouth. 
Once I had calmed myself as much as I possibly could, I started to reach for the doorknob. My hand was shaky as 
I felt the WD-40 that someone had coated it with as a prank. I slowly turned it in my death grip, and entered the 
room. But that was the worst idea I could have had. As soon as I entered the room I immediately wished I hadn’t, and 
with newfound speed I fled the room like my life depended on it.

I hadn’t fled from his absence, or even his presence for that matter; I fled from the woman that was in the bed 
with him, and what her presence meant. As I fled, I felt what was left of me crumble and crack away with every step. 
My heart was breaking again, for what seemed like the thousandth time, but now my soul was melting away along 
with it, and my very being was disintegrating. The life force that kept me breathing was disappearing as I fled from 
the room and its inhabitants. By the time I reached the fresh autumn air and lit my last cigarette, I had no heart, no 
soul, and I prayed that the car speeding through the parking lot would be the last thing I ever saw. My prayer came 
true.
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Honorable Mention

“the crane Wife returns”
by

Lois Mintah

The kids were at school, and she had to pick them up in an hour and a half, and her husband was leaving her.  
The Thing in his voice was never there, but was there now.  It was bad.  Yuki had let it get that way, resented him and 
stopped loving him.  He had finally had enough.

“Here, Yuki.  You want it so bad?  Take it.”  
She looked up at the carved wooden chest in his hands, covered with dirt.  A many-legged thing crawled across 

the top, not sure what to do in the light. He tossed the chest two-handed, like the last pass of a pickup game.  It 
flopped, now a Pan Am duffle bag.  Time was twisting, and the relic was having a difficult time adjusting.

“You knew where it was … all along?”
“Of course.”  Paul’s voice cracked.
Yuki rose in disbelief.   She had hoped, yet never dreamed, this moment would come.  It was the worst kind of 

dread, and the best ecstasy all at once.  Much too much to process.  She remembered feeling the limbs entwined with her 
husband’s as he made love to her, how being human felt real, finally, as they lay there. 

“Well?  His voice broke over her like the winter shower water that just won’t warm up no matter how long you 
run it.  

“I’m sorry, Kin-sama.”  
Pain flashed across his eyes at hearing the name Yuki tenderly called him in the early years, when they lived alone 

in the cottage in the forest.  She also saw a horrible blankness, where there had once been hope, or at least always love.  
He nodded once and turned and left.

The red vinyl of the bag had changed to a garment bag, a dry-cleaner’s logo on the hanger.  Her fingers slipped 
under the black cover, and were instantly burned.  She snatched them back as tears welled in her eyes.  Falling to the 
floor, tears flooded her eyes.  “Paul . . . come back . . . Kin-sama, please come back to me!”  But the house was silent.  

Panic clenched her abdomen and she dry-heaved, over and over.  As Yuki covered her eyes, the tears soothed and 
healed her burned fingers.  Muttering to herself, she slipped the bag up from the bottom.  

Folds upon folds of intricate patterns fell out: black geometric designs on silken feathers and brocade, autumn 
trees and a small village by a river, sunset, twilight, bats flying among the stars, and birds taking flight in the dawn.   
Yuki stared for a long time.  Then, she closed the bag and fastened it, laying it carefully flat, and went to pick up her 
kids.

The changes were starting already, just by being in the presence of the feather kimono. Her nose lengthened a bit, 
and her voice became reedier.  

“Mom, are you leaving without me?”
The child looked at her with frightened eyes, eyes like Paul’s.  There was really nothing of her in the girl, Yuki 

tried to assure herself.  Conceived as a human, with a human. Unlike all the popular stories girls her daughter’s age 
swooned over, there was no such thing as a monster-human hybrid. You were either human, or you were not.  There 
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could be no in-between.
“What about my birthday party?”
“That’s not for a long time.”
“That’s not a good answer.”
 “I know.” Yuki handed her a book wrapped in paper.  Katie opened it.  “The Crane Wife?”  
“Yes.  Read this, and you will understand.  Katie-didn’t, I love you and your brothers more than you really will 

ever know.”  She touched Katie’s nose.  “Take care of them.”
“Mom?”  The voice was too much for the mother, the dam cracked and crumbled under a rush of tears.  She fell 

to her knees and clutched her daughter.  “You . . . are my heart.  I will watch over you . . . from everywhere.”
So that night, when the moon was pale as her heart, she stood naked in the moonlight, and put on the kimono.  

Her husband watched her from the window, just like he watched her the first night.  Only this time it was in reverse, 
the naked skin fusing with the feathers in a whisper.  And Yuki flew to join her ancient brethren.

She flew a long time, through rain, sun, stars, and clouds, to the celestial place.  She saw cranes poised upon the 
clouds.  She cried out in the forgotten language, and they looked.  The cranes’ feathers were like swords, edged with 
lavender twilight.  With their yellow eyes and regal bearing, the cranes were more like tigers than the birds painted 
on the partitions at the Chinese buffet where she had eaten with her family so many times.  How long ago that now 
seemed.  She landed and bowing in greeting, she waited.  After a while, they bowed in return.

Things were fine for a while, catching fish in the celestial waters and flying among the stars.  No bird inquired 
about her absence.  Time passed and the Crane Wife forgot her family.  One day there was a change in the air, in the 
way the birds carried themselves, looked at each other, waded in the water, and sang to the sun. 

One morning the cranes flew in a column down to the earth.  The flock gathered by the riverbank.  They raised 
their wings and legs, moving their slender bodies in the patterns of the human heart.  It was the mating dance.  The 
Crane Wife remembered and understood at last, why she left to be with a human.  But he was gone now.  As they 
danced, she cried out and danced herself.  She realized after a while she danced alone.

An older crane walked up to Yuki.  “You already met your mate.  Until he dies, you must live alone.”
So the humans watching and documenting the cranes’ mating dance wondered at the single crane who danced 

alone, with more passion than any pair.
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First Place

“the end of the Beginning” 
by

Enrique Larios

It’s all over: I finally get to go home after serving my country twelve long years. No more loud gunfire, no more 
grenades being thrown at my feet, no more running for miles and miles and no more eating cold canned beans. The 
war is finally over.

As I pack my bags, my friend Roy asks me if I would like a bag of beef jerky since he has no more room. I thank 
him and add how much I love jerky. He smiles and walks away. I continue packing my bags and suddenly begin to 
feel sick with a sense of nervousness. My body feels numb, yet I feel a euphoric feeling of happiness. The thought of 
being able to go home is surreal. The atmosphere in our camp is like a big party: the music is blaring, and people 
are shouting or talking cheerfully.  A loud voice comes over the intercom: “Attention: battalion 21 delta will now be 
boarding on runway two; get your things and let’s go home Marines.”  It suddenly hit me. After this twelve-hour 
flight I will finally be home. 

The instant I board the 707 Boeing airbus I begin to feel the classic flutter of butterflies in my stomach. The air 
carries a strong musty smell mixed with many different types of food. Sitting next to me is my friend Roy, a fairly big 
fellow with huge arms, giving me little shoulder space. I pull out the bag of beef jerky as our plane begins to take off. 
Looking out my window, I stare at the city of Baghdad as it shrinks until I cannot see it anymore. As happy as I am to 
be leaving, part of me will miss this place. 

The anticipation of arriving home is so unbearable that I decide to go to sleep in order to keep my sanity. I sleep 
for seven hours straight. I have not been able to do that in twelve years due to my constant fear of being kidnapped by 
insurgents. Once I am fully awake, I look around and see that everyone is asleep. Even Roy, who rarely ever sleeps, is 
out cold. I look out the window and all I can see for miles is water, water, and more water. I figure we were over the 
Atlantic Ocean but find this fact trivial. At this point, I only care that I will be home in roughly five hours.  
       I am constantly checking at the watch on my wrist for the time. Every minute feels like an hour. Thoughts rush 
through my head. What will I do after I settle down back at home? All I know is how to kill, which honestly kind 
of worries me. Before I can worry anymore, the captain comes over the intercom and says, “Wake up marines; we 
are approximately three hours away from our destination, Chicago, Illinois.” A huge TV monitor suddenly turns on 
and we begin to watch Ferris Bueller’s Day Off.  My eyes are looking at the screen but I am not actually watching the 
movie. I continue to think of my life and when I would finally have a family of my own since I am already thirty years 
old. The pressures of getting a job and fitting back in with society leave me worried; however, this anxiety suddenly 
changes into excitement as my eyes stare at downtown Chicago. The sight is so dazzling that my mouth even begins 
to water.  My eyes begin to tear. I am in total awe. As our plane’s wheels screech onto the runway, I experience mixed 
feelings about being home. Our captain says, “Marines, we made it. Welcome home.” At this point, my body begins 
to shiver and a wave of chills runs through my body. Walking off the plane, I notice how beautiful the day really is. 
The sun is shining on my face as if it was welcoming me back.

Since I wanted to surprise my mom, I did not tell her what day I would arrive home. I feel like a tourist in 
my own city as I sit in the back of the taxicab. We begin to drive through my neighborhood and it looks just as I 
remember it.  Driving up to my house I see many things that bring back happy memories. As I look at the big tree in 
front of my house, I remember playing freeze tag and duck-duck goose around it. The tree itself is very tall. The leaves 
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drape down almost touching the floor. The wrinkled, brown bark on the side of the tree is rough like an elephant’s 
skin. Also, the front porch that wraps around my house reminds me of all the nights my dad and I stayed out late, 
while he drank his Miller-Light six-pack. Every time we sat outside on the porch it was interesting because we never 
knew what we would see. That’s why I loved it. One night, we saw a car come flying down the street and crash into 
the bench across the street from my house. The sounds of screeching tires and police sirens flooded the scene and 
in seconds police officers with guns drawn apprehended the suspect and took him into custody. We later found out 
that the suspect had just robbed a convenience store minutes before the crash. These among many other events are 
moments that I will never forget and remember to this day.

At home the feeling of my heaven-like bed comforts me. The moment my head hits the pillow I’m sucked into a 
world of soft foam. I lie there, soaking in the warm feeling of my bed’s heavy blankets. Their furry arms are wrapped 
so tightly, like a boa constrictor, or a dozen bricks pressing down on my body. After feeling the pressure of my 
blankets, my eyes begin to close and I fall into a deep sleep. Upon opening my eyes in the morning, I feel the urge to 
continue lying in my bed and never rise from my cloud-like mattress. However, I begin to smell my favorite breakfast. 

Walking upstairs, I smell delicious food. Approaching the kitchen, the smell becomes stronger. The aroma of 
fresh cilantro, seasoned spicy chorizo, and crispy cut warm tortillas coming straight out of the oven fill the air. Along 
with these scents is roasted, simmering garlic and the fresh smell of grilled tomatoes. These wonderful aromas travel in 
through my nostrils and send signals to my brain, letting me know I am hungry. Evidently, I gain a few pounds every 
time I visit home, says my mom. However, I do not blame her because it is my fault I stuff my face every time I go 
home. My mother is just one of those old fashioned moms that spend all her time in the kitchen cooking great food.

Sitting down while eating in the kitchen, listening to music, and relaxing outside is how I spend my time at 
home. The sound of flutes and trumpets in a loud deep tone ring in my ear as I listen to my native music. Growing up 
I was always used to listening to my dad’s favorite radio station while we ate dinner. My favorite thing to do at home 
is lying in my hammock outside in my yard, and listening to the wonderful sound of silence. Sometimes, I look up 
into the cerulean blue sky, where I see puffy white cotton-like clouds. For that moment, I forget about everything and 
am at total peace with myself. Therefore, I enjoy every minute at home.

Finally, I believe my heart loves being home back in Illinois. The memories stirred by the sight of my front porch 
and the big tree in front of my house remind me of what I’ve missed while in Iraq. Also, the feeling of tightness on 
my comforting bed while my head reaches the state of nirvana provides a sense of comfort unlike anywhere else. The 
smell of mom’s home cooked meals, the sounds of my native music, and the relaxing silence outside in my yard is 
what gives my home its allure. All of these senses are the reason why my heart is, and will always be, at home.

According to Pliny the Elder, “Home is where the heart is.”  People have various definitions of what a home is. 
It could be a box, trailer, apartment, a ranch on acres of land, a mansion, or the feeling you get in whatever structure 
you live in with your family. For me, home is a two-story house in Chicago, Illinois.  I have lived there for thirteen 
years with my mom and we have made this house a home with love and memories. The house is so significant because 
it is the place where I sleep on my cloud-like bed, and wake up to my mom’s motherly love while enjoying my favorite 
foods and wonderful aromas in the air. 
. 
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Second Place

“ghost of an aMerican poet”
By

Matthew Dutton

Chicago: the corner of Michigan Avenue and Adams Street. It is a cold Sunday afternoon and the sky is overcast 
as snow flurries fall. The streets are busy, and people walk quickly through the harsh wind. A man sits on the steps 
of Orchestra hall. His clothes are dirty, his beard is scruffy, his hands shake but not from the cold; rather, they seem 
to shake as if he were nervous or anxious. This man is not an uncommon sight for the people of the city. I’m walking 
home from work, another long day, more than ten hours on my feet working security in the freezing cold. I’m cold, 
I’m tired, I’m hungry, and I just want to get home and relax. As I pass the man on the steps, he calls out to me, “Do 
you wanna hear the truth?” For some reason, I stop; despite everyone else around I know he’s talking to me. Now it’s 
not uncommon for strangers on the street to call out to you asking for money or food but most of us from the city 
continue on our way without hesitation or occasionally we’ll hand them the change in our pocket or the dollar left 
over from some random purchase. These are everyday occurrences and have never been anything more, but for some 
reason when this particular man calls out to me, I stop. Nobody else stopped; no one else around even seemed to 
notice him. I turn towards him and ask, “the truth about what?” He looks up at me, and I see tears in his eyes.  He 
says, “I’m not afraid to die.” I stare back at him in confusion, disbelief; my mind screams, asking, why are you still 
standing here? Run you idiot, run away from the crazy man. Instead of running, I just stand there. I open my mouth 
to speak, but no words come out and still I stand there as if my legs are frozen to the sidewalk. He looks out across 
Michigan Avenue, towards the Art Institute, towards the lake. He begins to speak, but not directly to me; rather, it 
was as if he were speaking to the city. 

The first things he says are difficult to hear or even understand. In fact, I’m not entirely sure he was speaking any 
English words at all. But then very quickly and with purpose he began to speak so eloquently, so profoundly, and with 
such passion that as quick as I could I pulled out my cell phone and began to record what he was saying. This is what 
I caught in my recording . . . 

We have been stripped of our rights and have been coerced to reside in nothing more than a sham of a union with 
the delusion of security. I alone have the ability to defend my own case. I assume my own defense before this Court 
for two reasons. First: because I was denied legal aid almost entirely, and second: only one who has been so deeply 
wounded, who has seen my rights so forsaken and justice so trampled, can speak at a moment like this with words 
that spring from the heart. I did my job. My truth, the truth of the people, I proclaim with a passion and conviction 
not audible to the faint of heart. There are those willing to speak on behalf of my defense, but they will not allow 
this to happen. I question your beliefs and your decisions, and how you can stand for this. I marvel at how you work 
to keep secret what had really happened, when so many young men were willing to risk everything—prison, torture 
and death, if necessary—so that the truth is told.  I want only the truth, but they won’t allow it to be heard. Millions 
without work; they are poor, they are sick, with living conditions more heinous than most can imagine. I’ve known 
this is what you’ve wanted from the start. History shall absolve me.  You will not judge me based on what I have done 
but rather what I am about to do. Ask not what your country can do for you, but rather ask what you can do for 
your country. Where is the leader that you would rally behind? A leader to drive out the dark times. I thought that I 
could do it. I really did think that I could be the one to do it. But I should have known you never would have let that 
happen. 

All men are endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable Rights, and among these are Life, Liberty, and the 
pursuit of Happiness. These principles keep us stable. There must be stability. Anarchy and chaos without stability; 
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anarchy and chaos without stability, despair. Locking me away will not help me. That theory is blind faith, a Band-
Aid on a gunshot wound. In Jails, a man becomes a dog. In America, dogs get put down. Being Catholic meant going 
to Church every Sunday, reading the Bible, and saying a few prayers. People should never fear their government, but 
the government should fear its people. You are set in place to serve the people. But you? You’re a racist. You believe 
that we should not do anything to help other people of other races and cultures. You’re a racist.  You believe that we 
should not educate or help races because in the end it will not bring them any benefit. You’re a racist. Your solution is 
to let the races fight each other and whoever succeeds will be the better one. We will benefit from the destruction of 
the inferior. You’re a racist. I don’t care how poor, or dumb, or whatever other reasons you want to give, the very fact 
you are human gives you certain rights. 

You and I have killed God. Why is God not here? Because we have gotten rid of God; we have killed him. God 
is dead. One nation, under God, indivisible, with liberty and justice for all. Freedom for all peoples, of all races and 
cultures, of all ages, sizes, and shapes. Scared, confused, and yet still hopeful. Hope is such a funny thing. I used to 
have hope. You took that from me. From the beginning I knew, but I kept going; I guess it’s my own fault. But I feel 
I need to tell you that I don’t need you. In fact I don’t think I ever needed you. If I told you I needed you it was only 
for my own amusement. And another thing: I never loved you. 

If you were smart you should have killed me when you had the chance. It would have been better for you, 
it would have been better for me. I told you to do one thing for me; just one thing and you couldn’t do it. Why 
wouldn’t you do it? Haven’t I done enough for you? I’ve known this is what you wanted from the start. So now I’m 
going to die, but I’m not afraid to die. No, I am not afraid to join my brothers who did what I asked of them. I stood 
up for what was right and for that I am going to die. Isn’t that just fucking justice?

A few seconds pass without him saying anything, but it felt like years passing. People continue to pass by us and 
not even notice us. I remember feeling a chill down my spine and I finally felt the courage to speak. “What’s your 
name?” I ask. For the first time since he began his rant he looks at me, making eye contact, and says “Chris Daniels” 
. . . Chris Daniels. He turns and looks back out towards the lake and as if broken from some magic spell my legs feel 
free and anxious to move. So I turn and walk away. I keep my face to the sidewalk the rest of the way home. The 
man’s speech kept running through my head. What did he mean? What was he saying? And why in the world did it 
mean something to me? Wasn’t this just the rant of a lunatic? 

I get home to my apartment and sit down at my kitchen table. I pour myself a drink, and then another, and 
another. I wake up to the sound of a knock at my door. I look at my watch; it’s 8 a.m. My two older siblings with 
whom I share the apartment are surely asleep and so I get up and, still in my uniform from the day before, I go to 
the door. I open the door and there is a stack of mail on the ground, but nobody in sight. Thinking nothing of why 
someone was bringing our mail to our door instead of our mailboxes I pick up the mail and place it on the kitchen 
table. I then go to the living room couch and fall back asleep. 

It’s the middle of the afternoon before I wake up again and I go to the kitchen table and pour myself a bowl of 
cereal. My brother is sitting at the table reading the newspaper. “What time did you go buy a newspaper?” he asks. “I 
didn’t buy a newspaper,” I reply. “Oh,” he says, “the paper was with the mail so I assumed you bought it and brought 
the mail up with you.” “I didn’t even pick up the mail,” I said, “someone brought it to our door.” My brother stares 
over at the stack of mail and says, “well, that’s weird.” A few silent moments pass as I eat my cereal. “Anything good 
in the paper today?” I ask. My brother skims through the paper and replies, “Nawh, same old shit. The country’s 
broke, everyone’s outta work, another soldier killed in Iraq yesterday. It says he was from Chicago.” My brother hands 
me the paper. In the center of the page is a picture of a marine. I read the caption above the picture and it reads, 
“Another Soldier killed in Iraq, Chicago Native Sgt. Christopher Daniels.” 
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First Place

“MagicKMaKer”
by

Deirdre McCormick

i am 
 the magickmaker; mysticlinguistics & runic scenes meister
i morph 
 molecules: splicing mammal skin & enamel—

mark how they harden. 
i am 

avantgarde—working with persimmon violins
 i play with the crystallized skins

i see
 gluons vanish from the tips of my atomictweezers
   color force flits & dispersion catches
i seize 
 growth by virallight and use cartography 

to harsh out coral origins. 
they left
 us behind many rhythms ago . . . evolution: the new religion 
  replaced us & we gifted glamorous mortality
By telomeres

i eat life: a box rancorous rhubarbs—
 never mind the decaying in decadence

i excise 
immortality, that little boor between each exon—

between each gene.

I put words on paper, then leave
and wait for them to tell their story. Peculiar
how our dreams steal us away
to such particular paths, like this
ink-stained shirt, this yellow
pencil, these eraser shavings. Never
was it my purpose to join the rank
of pens and notebooks,
yet here I find myself.

One spring morning I paused
over a crisp page, hand poised
at the ready. Light pierced through

the east window and I — and I
alone — 
witnessed how it settled on the wet,
fresh words of the leaflet. A breeze
fluttered my sheets faintly.
The sound was like my subtle breath
as my palms melted together
in appreciation. Peculiar 

how this lonely, lovely craft
makes me feel so many things.

Third Place

“a Writer”
by

Ryan Arciero
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First Place

“Written on cuMMings’ typeWriter”
by

Greg D’Addario
   

when feeling lax;

  sum poe-ats    seemtothink

unnecessary — -  
pun:k-2’asian!, lie-

 
ne br

  
/ aches, bent over a p - —- 

age, feeling satisfaction from:

!SHIFTING! !MARGINS! !SHIFTING! !MARGINS! !SHIFTING! !MARGINS

makes

4 good poems 

I cud-nt agree
 

(more or less)?

Faculty, Staff and Alumni Poetry

Honorable Mention

“lady of the land”
by

Travis MacNichol

There she is, watching over the east,
Standing for more than just to stretch her legs,
Holding the light to keep the darkness away.
But she’s frozen in place,
Staring, as if waiting for something to happen.
Could it be that her meaning has gone astray?

Does her color mean more than just a century’s time?
Turned green like a bill,
As if to show a nation’s greed.

Look closely and you will see
Her hollow heart 
Matches those whom we choose to lead.

And what of the chains that lie at her feet?
Are they creeping up to dim the flame
And to rid the words in iron pen?
When the tablet of law falls to the sea,
A nation’s We
Shall fight again.

Student Poetry
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“the sociological iMplications of honor Killing”
by

Cassandra Myers

 Even in some modern societies, the role of women within the societal structure is demonized and belittled. 
Throughout much of the Middle East, northern Africa, and even some European countries, the centuries-old practice 
of honor killings is still occurring and being condoned by primarily patriarchal societies. Honor killings are the 
murders of women due to their actual or perceived deviation from the normal roles of women in society. However, 
the deviation is based upon the functions imposed by that society and can be examined through several different 
sociological lenses, namely the ideas of patriarchal ideology, functionalist theory, determinism theory, and labeling 
theory. Most frequently, these types of systematic murders occur when a woman violates the sexual code of ethics for 
women for a particular country, region, or religion (Gill 1). In many of the countries where honor killings still take 
place, the government turns a blind eye to the violence that befalls women. 
 While no recorded year has been found that indicates when honor killings began, it is widely regarded that the 
practice is ancient and was developed before the use of written records (“Killing of Women” 1). The honor of the 
family has been a core principle of Arab culture for many centuries, and is also present in the early teachings of Islam 
and Orthodox Christianity. A woman’s ird, which is a term used to describe the honor of one’s family that is related 
to a woman’s own honor and purity, is held in high regard as it is used to judge the quality and reputation of a family. 
When a female member of a certain family is suspected of violating her sexual ird, other family members are often 
mocked and ostracized by members of the community until they cleanse their honor by killing the offending family 
member (Faqir 70). This victimization of the murderers themselves perpetuates the practice of honor killing, causing 
even women of the family to participate.  
 Highly publicized stories of honor killings have caused human rights organizations, including the United 
Nations, to demand some Middle Eastern and North African countries to amend their laws and increase prosecution 
of honor crimes and murders. However, prosecution for honor killings is rare, and many countries have laws that 
pardon or offer greatly reduced sentences for those convicted of honor killing. In particular, in Jordan, a man can 
make a plea of honor rather than a plea of guilty or not guilty for a murder. Under the Civil Law of Crimes of Honor, 
Article 340 of the Jordanian Penal Code states that any man who finds that his wife or any other female relative 
has committed adultery or an act of indecency and who “kills, wounds, or injures one of both of them, is exempted 
from any penalty” (Tripathi 67). However, women have no legal recourse if their spouses commit adultery (68). 
Consequently, in many countries, in lieu of a punishment or prison sentence for murder, the perpetrator can pay 
reparations to the victim’s family for a recusal. However, in honor killings, the murderer is almost always a family 
member, and his fellow family members can recuse him, making actual enforcement of honor crime penalties in those 
countries that even prosecute honor killings almost impossible (Faqir 69).  
 In order for one to fully understand the cultural identity that causes honor killings, the act must be looked 
at in a number of different sociological lights. The largest perpetrators of honor killings reside in countries where 
a patriarchal ideology is employed and practiced (AbuKhalil 1). Furthermore, the undertones of the patriarchal 
ideology are often present in the laws that govern women in the country. A patriarchal ideology is a set of values 
that justifies the dominance of women by men. Societies in which a patriarchal ideology is present often have very 
constrictive laws regarding women, especially relating to their sexual identity (Tripathi 65). In such countries, 
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violence against women is legally acceptable and crimes against women frequently go unreported. In countries 
where women cannot go out unless escorted by men, cannot attain an education, and cannot have a job or property, 
reporting a crime against them by their husband or father usually means losing all means of financial support and 
violating laws. Furthermore, men in such situations also view their daughters and wives as their property, and they use 
sexual violence as a means of “securing and maintaining the relations of male dominance and female subordination” 
(Faqir 67). Thus, killing a female family member when they do something that could cause shame to the family is 
acceptable and even sensible. 
 Because the idea of honor killings is entwined into modern society through the continued influence of tradition, 
honor killings as a topic can be evaluated within the scope of functionalist theory.  Functionalism attempts to explain 
the reasons behind prejudice and discrimination that takes place in a society (Schaefer 15). Functionalism strives to 
explain not only why certain people have discriminatory behavior, but also why it is maintained throughout a society. 
Functionalist theory itself explains that a society utilizes a cultural device, often one of discrimination, in order to 
maintain the stability of that society (Drislane 1). Societies that fall into functionalism often reject change, especially 
change that would give power to groups that are victims of discrimination. Functionalist theory holds that a society 
seeks to maintain its stability. For many countries, this stability includes the practices that cultural history, tradition, 
and religion have infused into everyday living. The degradation of women and the view of women as men’s property 
is a discriminatory attitude; in a functionalist mindset, the discriminatory ideology offers the moral justification that 
men employ to maintain the functions of the traditional society (Schaeffer 15). Furthermore, the belief that women 
are the property of men, also known as commodification, is imbued into the culture from a child’s birth, which 
attempts to normalize the belief. This ensures that women will rarely question their place in society, thereby again 
preserving the current function of that society (15). Likewise, many sociologists agree that there is “a broad trend of 
male resistance to changing patterns of social behavior” (Faqir 76). Thus, when primarily men run the governmental 
functions, those trends are likely to continue. From a functionalist perspective, men, and some women who also 
want to maintain the system, fight against any changes as a way to preserve their power in society or their place in 
society (Schaeffer 15). When women are kept in their subordinate role and when men believe that their honor is 
directly related to their wives’ actions, because of their superior position, men feel that their wives are to “be delivered 
unconditionally to the power of the husband; [and] if he kills her, he is only exercising his right” (Faqir 71). 
 Because of the constantly changing societal expectations throughout the rest of the world, the threat of societal 
change in patriarchal societies causes actions such as honor killings to occur. As these crimes can be predictable 
in a society, the theory of determinism can be applied. Determinism theory contends that the examination of one 
or multiple different factors in a person’s environment can be a predictor of his or her behavior and provide an 
explanation as to why the individual believes the behavior to be acceptable. Likewise, the theory can be applied for the 
mindset of an entire society. The main determinant that can be a predictor of behavior, specifically honor killing, is 
the societal importance placed on the topic of honor itself. Many sociologists agree that the male dominance in many 
societies is “overdetermined, and in proportion so too are the social measures constructed to ensure the legitimacy of 
paternity,” such as honor killing (King 318). Because the emphasis on male dominance and the concept of honor is 
a highly influential factor in Islamic life, as well as other patriarchal societies, the notion of violence against women 
is not only sanctioned, but highly predictable. Islamic law, which is legally employed in many Middle Eastern 
nations, states that a husband has complete control over his wife’s life, and that he may take physical action if she is 
not obedient (Gill 5). It is predictable that based on these encouraged behaviors that violence in the form of killing 
women may occur in any nation that has a similar societal structure based on gender. 
 To the people who kill their female relatives in the name of honor, they have not committed any form of deviant 
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behavior. Rather, to them, they have stopped the deviant behavior of their female family member from occurring. 
This is directly related to labeling theory, which was developed by Howard Becker. Labeling theory strives to explain 
that a behavior committed by one class of people is considered deviant when the same behavior is not viewed as 
deviant when a different class of people commits the same act. Behavior in patriarchal societies that is condemnable 
when committed by a woman is perfectly acceptable when committed by a man. This often includes showing 
one’s hair, taking another spouse, flirting with the opposite sex, or even adultery in some cases. In Middle Eastern 
societies in particular, women are taught to remain mastura, which implies that a woman should remain in “physical 
and psychological confinement in the private and public space” (Faqir 69). However, men are not taught similarly 
because they are seen as the dominant group. While a woman committing a murder would ensure her imprisonment 
or death, a man can kill a woman “in public to restore the social status of the family, tribe, or clan” without penalty 
(69). Such inequality in behavior directly displays the principles of labeling theory.  
 While there is no perfect explanation as to why honor killings are found to be acceptable in a number of 
countries and societies, there are numerous theories that can begin to explain the reason these crimes are encouraged. 
Based upon different sociological schools of thought, there are many reasons that the men and women of a culture 
can feel inclined to murder their own offspring and loved ones due to a diminished sense of honor. Unfortunately, 
even fuller understanding of these principles cannot alone discourage these crimes from occurring.   
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Second Place

“understanding canada”
by

Alex Veeneman

In 2000, the Canadian comedian and television personality Rick Mercer embarked on a tour of America, taking 
him from Boston, Massachusetts to the campus of the University of California at Berkeley. Mercer wanted to see what 
Americans knew about Canada. What came of this odyssey was “Talking to Americans,” part of the CBC television 
program This Hour Has 22 Minutes. It was satire at its best. 

“I would fly down to the United States every single week,” Mercer said in an interview with National Public 
Radio’s Scott Simon last year. “I could go to any city that I wanted to and I would just talk to Americans on the 
street, basically about Canada, and I would make stuff up.” Many notable conversations were inspired by a visit to 
Arkansas during which Mercer discussed a national igloo. Congratulatory statements were made by ordinary citizens, 
unbeknownst to them that it was not actually an igloo; moreover, the country’s Parliament building in Ottawa, the 
country’s capital, is located on the Ontario-Quebec border. In addition, some political science students at Princeton 
University in New Jersey thought hockey player Tim Horton (whose name is synonymous with a Canadian fast food 
chain) was the Prime Minister, instead of Paul Martin.

When Simon asked him if Americans were in abject ignorance of Canada, Mercer thought for a moment, and 
gave this reply: “We’re next to the United States,” Mercer said. “We’re watching whatever you’re watching. We’re 
following your news. It’s obvious that we are inundated with American cultural and political information.” Mercer 
added that the vice versa was not the case. “You guys know nothing about Canada,” Mercer said, “and for some 
reason, perhaps because of an inferiority complex, we would find it hysterical that we could say in Canada we only 
have twenty-three hours in our day and people would say, really? I had no idea.” 

Mercer was right, and conveyed one of America’s most underreported cultural issues through “Talking to 
Americans.” Mercer, and indeed every other Canadian, knew about the United States, its politics, its culture, and 
what made its citizens tick, through in part the vast marketing of Hollywood movies, reality shows, and items that 
were distinctively American.  In turn, Americans created stereotypes of Canadians based on their admiration of 
hockey, the cold temperatures, and their dialect—all qualities that were satirized on American television.

Ordinary citizens of America have no idea about what our lovely continental neighbors to the north mean to us. 
With ten provinces and three territories spanning six time zones with magnificent cities, wonderful people, and a 
culture to be proud of, it’s certainly agreed by many that the value of Canada is immense. America’s utter disregard for 
Canada, however, still continues, causing some to believe Canada is a part of the United States. This has put a minor 
strain on the great relationship between our two countries. That needs to change, and it can be changed in a number 
of ways.

It starts with education. It is evident that more people need to be educated about Canada to clarify the 
misunderstandings Americans have of Canadians. As a result, school districts should integrate into their social studies 
or history curriculums a set amount of time focused on the study of Canada. Students should understand why it was 
the first country to make multiculturalism official policy, why it’s a member of the Commonwealth, the close trading 
relationship with the U.S. and, most notably, the cultural distinctions between Canada and the U.S. Universities can 
(and should) also integrate more Canadian Studies courses into their overall program offerings.

Media can also play a crucial role, and this is already occurring in some forms of media, especially public media. 
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The non-profit cable network C-SPAN has aired Canadian politics programs, and, through a distribution deal with 
Public Radio International, some public radio affiliates (including Chicago’s National Public Radio affiliate WBEZ) 
carry programs from the radio service of the Canadian Broadcasting Corporation, the country’s public broadcaster, 
including Q, The Age of Persuasion, Ideas, As It Happens, The Vinyl Café, and WireTap. The Disney-owned cable 
network SoapNet and Viacom-owned cable network Teen Nick carry contemporary Canadian dramas Being Erica 
and Degrassi.  More distribution deals like this must be in place in order to further develop the cultural trust between 
Canada and the U.S.

But the most important way to understand Canada is through the point of view of its citizens. Therefore, a 
program should be developed that would allow Americans to directly communicate with Canadians—a buddy 
system, matching any Canadian with any American, promoting a direct understanding of Canada and its culture, and 
providing a unique expertise on one of the world’s important countries.

Canada is one of the most important countries in the world, and its relations with the United States are crucial. It 
is vital that every American understand what Canada means to the continent and its distinctions as a country, instead 
of branding Canada as something that it is not—a copy of the United States. These steps will be a step forward in 
accomplishing that goal, and achieving a better relationship between Canada and the United States. 
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Third Place

“choosing your fate: the iMportance of police discretion”
by

Michael Noe, Jr.

Law enforcement officers have a great deal of responsibility entrusted to them as they are relied on to uphold and 
enforce the law to everyone equally. There are few positions of power greater than that of a police officer for many 
reasons, including the fact that they are some of the few citizens in this country who can legally take away someone’s 
rights for violation of the law. One of the most challenging decisions a police officer must make on a daily basis is 
whether or not to arrest and/or fine those who break the law. More often than not the police are the first to respond 
to violations of the law, and the decision to bring a dissenter into the legal system rests solely on the officer’s shoulders. 
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Their decision can have serious ramifications on the violator’s life, as well as society as a whole. It can be argued that 
all of the power that a police officer has does not rest with their ability to punish those who break the law, but rather 
their ability to choose to punish those who break the law. Discretion is an important aspect of a police officer’s job 
because it leads to a more efficient legal system, reduces the alienation of those who ordinarily do not break the law, 
and allows them to handle each individual’s situation in an appropriate manner.
 It is important to first note that while police officers have discretion in some less serious offenses, they do not 
have full discretion in more serious crimes. In a recent worldwide crime statistics study, the United States ranked the 
highest for total crimes reported in one year with twelve million. This total is almost double that of the second ranked 
country, the United Kingdom, and accounts for nearly twenty percent of the total amount of crimes committed 
worldwide (“Total Crimes Statistics”). On average, there are roughly thirty-three thousand crimes reported on a daily 
basis in the United States, and with a limited number of law enforcement officers available, focus on certain crimes 
needs to be prioritized. According to the Bureau of Labor statistics, “for every 1,000 persons there are 2.3 police 
officers” (“Police and Detectives”). With the amount of crimes reported on a daily basis so high, police resources 
need to be directed to the more serious offenses that will have a deleterious effect on society. When a police officer’s 
attention is drawn to punishing those who jaywalk, they neglect more serious offenses. In order for police to be able 
to focus on all crimes and punish all individuals who commit such crimes, there needs to be a massive hiring spree for 
law enforcement officers. The high costs involved in hiring an excessive amount of police officers would simply hinder 
our society rather than better it. 
 As previously stated, police officers have discretion over lesser offenses, while having no discretion in the more 
serious violations. Many of the crimes police handle are more serious offenses, as lesser crimes are generally not even 
reported. As a consequence, there are many violators making their way through the justice system on a daily basis, 
so much so that there is overcrowding in jails and prisons, as well as a backed up court system of cases awaiting trial. 
“One in thirty-one U.S. adults is either serving time in a correctional facility, on parole, or on probation. Holding all 
of these people does not come without cost, as the U.S. spends nearly thirty thousand dollars each year on a prisoner 
in a correctional facility. Even those on probation and parole cost the U.S. an average of two thousand dollars each 
year” (Lambert). Should the police lose their discretion, even more people would be making their way through 
the justice system. In order to alleviate the pressure of an already overcrowded correctional system, more jails and 
prisons would need to be built. Also, staff and security to maintain these facilities would need to be hired. But law 
enforcement officers and correctional officers are not the only ones who need to be paid for their work. The increased 
number of violators in our court system would result in the need for more judges, attorneys, and clerks, to name a 
few, in order to prosecute such individuals in a speedy manner. If the police were to arrest each individual for minor 
offenses, this forces society to push more people through the criminal justice system at a great cost.
 It is a fact of life that everyone makes mistakes and poor decisions from time to time. This is especially so when 
it comes to following the law. Almost everyone violates the law and has a run in with the police at some point in 
their lives. While some have more serious encounters with the police, many involve minor traffic offenses that result 
in traffic stops and citations. The majority of United States citizens accepts and follows the law because it keeps 
society safe, just, and orderly. Police discretion is important for situations in which individuals simply made a poor 
decision. Typically, traffic stops and petty offenses are situations in which police discretion is commonly exercised. 
For individuals who generally do not commit crimes, a simple warning is enough to ensure that the violator’s behavior 
is corrected. Sometimes there is no need to punish such individuals because their clean history indicates that they 
accept and follow the law. Punishing a first time offender with an extended clean history may, in fact, hurt society 
because that individual may feel alienated and upset with a seemingly unjust legal system. This theory is generally 
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more applicable with minor traffic offenses. Those who are not first time offenders may get away with a warning, 
while a first time offender with a long standing clean record may get punished. The first time offender may see this as 
unacceptable, and lose trust in the criminal justice system as a fair and equal system.  In other words, discretion can 
be used as a one-time pass, or a reward for having a clean history with the law.
 Police discretion is much more than deciding whether or not to punish a law violator. There are many other ways 
that discretion can be exercised, including the severity of the punishment, and the way each individual situation 
is handled. Someone who is cooperative is sometimes given a less serious punishment. For example, police can 
sometimes issue citations for possession of small amounts of marijuana as opposed to arresting the offender. Also, 
in some DUI cases the police may offer the opportunity for a family member or friend to pick up the individual 
and take them home with just a citation. Discretion may also be exercised in cases where the use of force could be 
necessary on an uncooperative or threatening individual (“Information On The Use Of Police Discretion”). The U.S. 
criminal justice system is built upon equal application of the law. Some people argue that police discretion is abused 
in certain situations, especially when dealing with a fellow law enforcement officer, a family member, or a friend. To 
take it a step further, many police officers will exercise discretion when dealing with a family member of another law 
enforcement officer. While it is no secret that many individuals are excused for minor offenses after pulling the “I 
know a cop” card, one has to take into consideration all of the consequences that would arise should police discretion 
be taken away. 
 A police officer does not just decide to lessen the punishment, or let an offender go with a warning. They take 
many factors into consideration when deciding the appropriate action to take when dealing with violators of the 
law. Such factors include the cost economically to enforce every law and the violators that commit such crimes, and 
the resulting alienation of those who are punished for crimes that they generally do not commit. In addition, the 
techniques employed by officers to apprehend and deal with law violators can vary depending on the appropriate 
action to take for each offender’s situation. The trust and responsibility involved in a police officer’s job and the 
ability to use discretion effectively is unequivocal. Discretion is important and beneficial for police officers and 
ordinary citizens alike. It leaves the criminal justice system a more efficient and streamlined process for all individuals 
involved. 
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First Place

“identity”
by

Jasmine Pacheco

 According to the Oxford English Dictionary, during the 1800’s identity was understood as the condition of being 
the same and having a unique impression on others. It was a repeated sameness with no variety: “the sameness of a 
person or thing at all times or in all circumstances; the condition of being a single individual; the fact that a person 
or thing is itself and not something else” (OED). This sameness and set of characteristics, it was believed, would 
distinguish one individual from another. From a different perspective, around 1860, identity was also associated with 
location and was used to represent a well-known individual in a specific area. Since this time in history, the definition 
and meaning of identity has diversified and expanded and has become problematic in that it is used by scholars to 
represent different understandings of identity which are not always clearly explained. 
 In Maryanne Cline Horowitz’s description of identity in the New Dictionary of the History of Ideas, she explains 
that during the seventeenth century, medieval philosophy sought to find “what it is that makes an individual (object 
or person) that individual it is and distinguishes it from all other individuals of the same kind” (1084). Although it 
was true that people could change over time, philosophers sought to identify what remained the same in individuals 
despite their inevitable development over time. It was at this time that the concept of personal identity was born. 
Early modern philosophers argued that personal identity was accounted for through experiences uniting past and 
present thoughts and ideas. Identity was very contextual in that it corresponded to “the range of situations, roles, and 
relationships in which individuals find themselves” (Horowitz 1086). Some scholars claim that the notion of identity 
is central in predominantly Western societies. Later, in the eighteenth century, David Hume responded to prior 
understandings of identity and argued that although it was natural for human beings to desire to identify themselves, 
experiences can only help an individual identify with disconnected perceptions of the self. Others argued that there 
was “no such a thing as personal identity at all” (1085). During the twentieth and twenty-first centuries, scholars like 
Paul Ricoeur argued that identity was not given to us, but it originates through us as we make sense of the world. 
 In 1971, Florence Howe wrote about the theory of teaching writing to women in “Identity and Expression: 
A Writing Course for Women,” and found that her class of women, generally as a group, felt inferior to men and 
therefore lacked motivation to write about their ideas and opinions. In this case, the notion of identity or self-image 
was constructed based on gender. Howe found that since these women identified themselves as the inferior group, 
they displayed characteristics such as passivity both inside and outside of the classroom. The theme of the class 
became “the identity of women.” Howe encouraged discussions about sexual stereotypes and social identities. They 
wrote about their identities and positions in society as women. 
 In 1983, Philip Gleason wrote about the unstable and ambiguous nature of the term identity and discusses the 
semantic history of the term in “Identifying Identity: A Semantic History.” He argues, “But if pinned down, most of 
us would find it difficult to explain just what we do mean by identity. Its very obviousness seems to defy elucidation: 
identity is what a thing is!” (Gleason 910). During this time, identity was still considered a fairly new term. It gained 
popularity in the 1950’s with social-science, but before then, was relatively unseen. In the 1930’s, for example, the 
Encyclopedia of Social Sciences had no entry for identity, showing how in a matter of years the term identity quickly 
caught on and gained a lot of attention. Identity originated from the Latin root idem, which means “the same” and 
has been used in English since the sixteenth century. The early uses of identity by John Locke and David Hume, 
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for example, “invested identity with great intellectual significance and moral seriousness,” which was one reason 
why identity caught on so quickly since people at this time were concerned with the deep, universal concern of 
understanding identity (911). When identity was not used in this way, it was usually used to refer to personality 
or individuality and was used more informally. In Oscar Handlin’s The Uprooted, he uses identity to describe the 
characteristics of a physical environment. Interestingly, identity is nearly absent from the text and is replaced with 
similar terms like “uprootedness, alienation, and loneliness” (912). It was during the 1950’s that the concept of identity 
became widespread.
 In the 1960’s and 1970’s, identity was used to describe identity struggles certain religions or races were 
encountering. Gleason argues that although it became popular quite rapidly, identity was being used so often that it 
was difficult to explain what it meant, and by itself it meant nothing. Gleason claims that Erik Erikson “did more 
than anyone else to popularize identity” (914). Gleason blames some of the vagueness associated with identity on the 
subtlety of Erikson’s own definition of identity. Erikson claimed that identity was formed both from interacting with 
“the interior development of the individual personality,” and through playing different roles by participating in society 
(914). Identity, Erikson claimed, was “located in the deep psychic structure of the individual” and developed through 
the individual’s interaction with the social world around them (918). Sociologists disagreed with Erikson and argued 
that although identity was related to the individual and the social world, identity was a sort of label individuals would 
receive and then internalize its requirements and behave accordingly. According to Erikson, identity was not solely 
self-image or the answer to the question, “Who am I?” Although his work first only reached scholars in psychology 
related fields, by the late 1950’s, Erikson’s work on identity circulated and reached a much larger audience, inspiring 
other work concerning identity. 
 Symbolic interactionists became interested during the 1940’s in how social interactions shaped an individual’s 
identity. Although they mostly used “the self” to describe this term instead of “identity,” Erving Goffman and Peter L. 
Berger continued researching the sociological perspective of identity and popularized identity during the 1960’s (917). 
It was around this time that identity was widely used across several contexts, making its meaning uncertain. Gleason 
argues that although the Eriksonian and interactionist views on identity differ, “one cannot tell which of these very 
different interpretations is intended. Much worse is the likelihood that many who speak of identity are completely 
oblivious of the equivocation and hence do not themselves know which of the interpretations they intend” (920). 
Gleason argues that, “as identity became more and more a cliché, its meaning grew progressively more diffuse, thereby 
encouraging increasingly loose and irresponsible usage” (931). He suggests that identity has been carelessly used and 
needs to be carefully and precisely used when discussed to avoid confusion and ambiguity because of identity’s several 
possible meanings.  
 In “The Classroom and the Wider Culture: Identity as a Key to Learning English Composition,” Fan Shen 
discusses his struggle to reconcile his Chinese identity with his developing English identity. He describes how his 
Chinese background shapes how he approaches writing in English and explains how writing in English helped him 
redefine his “ideological and logical identities” (Shen 459). By ideological, Shen means the system of values he learned 
through his social and cultural background, and by logical he means the way he was taught to approach writing in 
Chinese. Because of the rules of English composition and how they are very different from how he was taught to write 
in Chinese, both of these identities were altered. He found that English composition favored values that were either 
absent or had negative connotations in Chinese composition. 
 In addition to learning about the differences between composing in English and Chinese, Shen also had to 
redefine concepts about himself, society, and the world that he had learned through his cultural background. Being 
aware of these changes, he says, helped him become a better writer using English. Writing and being aware of the 
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drastic changes between his Chinese identity and the English identity he was forming helped him develop his English 
identity. Shen changed the way he saw himself, and also how he saw the world, and he realized his previous identity 
only had one set of values but his new identity had several. In order to really acquire his English identity, Shen 
explains he had to “wrestle with and abandon (at least temporarily) the whole system of ideology” he previously used 
to understand himself and his position in the world (461). This also meant having to value what American English 
composition values in writing, like learning to use topic sentences and thesis statements. Through this adaptation, 
Shen explains he feels he now writes “through, with, and because of a new identity” (465). This process, he says, 
added a new dimension to the way he understood the world and through this struggle he was still able to hold on to 
his Chinese identity. Shen explains that he feels he will not lose either identity because it is as if he is “slipping into 
a new skin” whenever he writes in one of his two languages (465). Shen’s view of identity is very much linked to his 
cultural background and towards the end of his narrative, Shen explains that he came to the realization that “the 
process of learning to write in English is in fact a process of creating and defining a new identity and balancing it 
with the old identity” (466). Similar to how Brooks suggests students come to the classroom with already formed or 
forming identities, Shen came to English composition with a fully formed Chinese identity and at times felt that he 
was under the influence of Chinese composition when approaching writing in English. 
 Joy S. Ritchie’s “Beginning Writers: Diverse Voices and Individual Identity” discusses the role discourse plays in 
constructing and shaping identity and argues that composition teachers must not deny students their own languages 
by forcing the language of the academy. Several terms are critical to understand in examining identity, and voice is 
one of them. Ivanič’s Writing and Identity: the Discoursal Construction of Identity in Academic asserts that “self, person, 
role, ethos, persona, position, positioning, subject position, subject” and subjectivity are other terms used in scholarly 
texts to represent identity (10). Ritchie argues the importance of recognizing the multiple voices and values students 
bring to the classroom. As teachers show awareness of these voices and identities, students too recognize difference 
and negotiate their voices and identities through the differences that surround them. This negotiation continually 
occurs as they come in contact with other voices, and ways of thinking and writing. Some of the rich differences 
students see in the classroom include professions, values, genders, lifestyles, and others. Students, in this view of 
identity, already have existing identities that are formed through their past “personal, educational, and linguistic 
histories” (Ritchie 157). Ritchie suggests, “writing classes should offer students the possibility of moving beyond the 
boundaries of their previous identities as writers” (157). According to Ritchie, this will help students get to know 
themselves as writers and understand their positions in the world based on their existing identities. Similar to Shen’s 
claim that he never lost his Chinese identity, Ritchie claims that this process does not take identity away from them, 
but instead allows them to become “more themselves, the people they are continuing to become” (171). It is the 
process of becoming.  
 In “Coming Back to Voice: The Multiple Voices and Identities of Mature Multilingual Writers,” Alan Hirvela 
and Diane Belcher discuss the need to help student writers acquire identities in their writing, but argue that L2 
writing instructors often overlook their student’s existing voices and established professional identities in their native 
languages. In this article, voice and self-representation are used somewhat interchangeably with identity. Similar 
to the variety of meanings and definitions for identity, Peter Elbow argues that voice too “has been used in such a 
loose and celebratory way as to mean almost anything” (Hirvela and Belcher 84). At the core of this article is Darsie 
Bowden’s definition of voice: “Voice as a metaphor has to do with feeling-hearing-sensing a person behind the written 
words” (qtd. in Hirvela and Belcher 85). Similar to other claims that native student writers arrive at the classroom 
with already existing identities, the same is true for L2 student writers. Hirvela and Belcher argue that they have 
already worked with L2 writing issues in their native languages and could have experienced a great level of success 
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writing in their native languages. With these existing voices and identities come conventions of writing that will 
differ from English writing conventions. Transitioning between identities is not smooth, and can cause L2 student 
writers many difficulties. Hirvela and Belcher suggest that “we need to better define, in an L2 context, voicist terms, 
such as identity, self-representation, and of course voice itself” (105).  
 In Borderlands/La Frontera: The New Mestiza, Gloria Anzaldúa expresses how her ethnic identity is the same as 
her linguistic identity. She believes that her identity as an individual is connected with the languages that she speaks. 
Anzaldúa argues that several languages are spoken by Chicanos as part of their desire to distinguish themselves as 
a particular group. Some of these languages include Standard English, Working class and slang English, Standard 
Spanish, Standard Mexican Spanish, Chicano Spanish, and Tex-Mex. She recognizes that her bilingualism and her 
use of code-switching is viewed negatively and makes her blend of languages illegitimate. Despite how others view 
her language and identity, she has pride and moves beyond the barriers that limit the kind of voice society wants 
her to have: “I will no longer be made to feel ashamed of existing. I will have my voice: Indian, Spanish, white. 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). She argues that her identity is a struggle because of her position on the borderland between 
languages, cultures, and value systems but remains prideful and defends her hybridity. Through this research we have 
seen several contexts in which identity is used. Because of their different uses and meanings, a closer redefinition is 
needed when using identity in any particular way. Despite the confusion and ambiguity in deciphering how identity 
was used in each case, some similarities exist across most contexts. Identity is extremely personal and is specific to 
each individual. We have seen how identity is used in the classroom, with non-native speakers of English, and in 
other contexts, but we have also seen the significance of identity and how powerful it is to learn more about yourself 
and how protective we become of all of our identities. As Anzaldúa advises, “If you want to really hurt me, talk badly 
about my language” (81).
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