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Letter from the Editors

We invite you to enjoy the 33rd issue of Windows Fine Arts Magazine!  We are proud to present an award winning 
musical composition, an array of visual art, and diverse literary pieces to engage your imagination. We hope you find 
true insight and vision in all of these outstanding works.

We owe our deepest thanks to the many people who have made Windows possible in both its online and print 
versions. This magazine would not be possible without 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 
support of Windows Fine Arts Magazine in the past and present.

Gratitude is also due to all of this year’s administrators, staff, and judges mentioned on the Acknowledgments page, 
as well as contributors and past founders and editors of Windows Magazine.  Special thanks are due to Zachary 
Krope, whose vibrant and compelling painting titled Frank is featured on this year’s cover.  All of these talented 
artists, teachers, and editors, as well as the staff who provide them with invaluable assistance, have made it possible for 
Lewis University students, faculty, and alumni to manifest their unique creative gifts.

For the judges of the Windows Fine Arts Magazine Contest, choosing the winners from such a wealth of visual and 
verbal talent was no easy feat. Winners were selected from two groups, students or faculty/staff/alumni, in the genres 
of musical composition: composition/score; visual art: drawing and illustration, painting, photography, and sculpture; 
and writing: creative non-fiction, fiction, poetry, and research report. A special category entitled “Zombies,” which 
reflects the current influence of the undead on popular culture, is included in this issue 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 reflect the rich diversity of artistry and scholarship that the Lewis 
University community has to offer. To ensure a wide range of representation, an individual can win only once within 
any given category. 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

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

We would like to extend our utmost appreciation to the judges of this contest for their investment of time, energy and 
talent. The contributors to this volume should savor their achievement, for their music, words and images will live on 
in both the print and digital world.    

Sincerely,

Catherine Hancock   Therese Jones
Dr. Catherine Hancock           Asst. Prof. Therese Jones                   
Editor of WFAM                                     Co-Editor and Coordinator of WFAM 
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Timothy J. Bowlby  (b. 1958)

© 2013 by Timothy J. Bowlby.

(2013)

Composed For Paulette Velazquez &  Devan Szopinski

| M
us

ic
al

 C
om

po
si

ti
on

 | 



7

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2013
| M

usical C
om

position
 | 

&

&

4

4

4

4

Hn. 1

Hn. 2

p

F

Slower; Lyrical and Sustained 

P

14

r

œ

‰ .
œ

J

œ
‰ Œ

14

.˙# œ

k

œ

œ#

≈

F

Œ
œ

.

œ

.

‰ ‰

R

œ

.

≈ ≈

R

œ

.

‰

œ

œb œ

‰ j

œn œ

œ# œ œ

œ
œ œ#

3

f

p P F

œ
. œ
. œ#
.

≈ ‰ j

œ

>

œ

>

œ

>

œb

>

œ
. œ
.
œ
.

œ#
.

3

Œ

œ
.
œ
.

‰ ‰ r

œ
.

≈ ≈ r

œ
.

‰

&

&

4

1
+
8

1
+
4

2

4

1
+
8

1
+
4

2

8

1
+
4

3

8

1
+
4

3

4

4

4

4

Hn. 1

Hn. 2
Ÿ~

Accel.

f

ƒ

ƒ

17

‰ . r

œ
.

r

œb
.

‰ .

œ
.

œ
. ‰ ≈

œ

.
œb
.

≈

17

œ
. œ
.

œ#
.

≈

œ

>

œ
. œb
.

‰
j

œ

>
œ

>

œb

>

œn

>

3

Tempo 1 

Œ

œb
.

œ
.

‰

œb
.

œ
. œ# œ

œb
. œ.

œ#
.

œ
.

‰

œn
.

œb
.

‰ ‰

œ
.

œ
.

Rit.

F

F

‰

œ

fl

œb

fl

‰ ‰
œ

˘
œ
˘

‰
œ

fl

œb

fl

œb
.
œ
.

‰

œ œ

œb œn œ œ

k
œ# œ

k

&

&

4

4

4

4

4

2
+
8

1
+
4

1

4

2
+
8

1
+
4

1

16

3
+
4

3

16

3
+
4

3

Hn. 1

Hn. 2

~~

Ÿ~~

Tempo 2

Î

Î

f

20

œ

˘ œ
˘

œb

˘

œ

˘

œn

˘

œ

˘

J

œ

˘

œ

>

‰

20

j

œ

‰

œ .œb

j

œ

fl

Rit.

p

p

Ó

U

Œ.
J

œ

Ó

U

j

œb

.œb

∏

∏

f

Tempo 1 

.œ

J

œb
j

œb

œb

œ

œb

3

œ

œ
œ œb

œ

j

œ

‰ .
r

œ
.

3

&

&

16

3
+
4

3

16

3
+
4

3

4

4

4

4

4

3

4

3

Hn. 1

Hn. 2

f

F

23

‰ .

œ œ

œ œb Ó

23

œ
.

œb
.

œb
.

Œ œb
.
œn
. œb
.
œn
.

Œ

F

P

P

Œ
œ œb

œ œ#
Œ

œ#
œb œ

œ

Ó

œ
.

œ
.

œ
.
œ#
.
Œ

p

p

Ó ‰

œ
.

œ
.

œ

.

œb

.

‰

œ

œ œb
œ#

Œ Ó

&

&

4

3

4

3

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

4

7

4

7

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

Hn. 1

Hn. 2

f

f

F

Andante.  Good Natured and friendly.
26

œ

. œ
. œb

. œ#
.

Œ
œ#

.
œ
.
œb
.

œ

.

26

Œ

œœ

œ œb Œ

F

p

p

Œ

œ
.
œ
.

œ

.

œb

.

Œ

œ œb

œ œ#
Œ

œ#
œb œ

œ

f

f

Ï

Ï

Œ

œb
.
œ
˘

‰ Œ ‰

œ
.
œ
˘

‰ . R

œ
.

R

œ
˘

‰ . Œ

Œ
œ
.
œ

fl

‰ Œ ‰
œ
.
œ

fl

‰ .
r

œ
.

r

œ

fl

‰ . Œ

π

π

wb ˙

Œ

U

w ˙
Œ

U

2

TJB, Downers Grove, IL 6 January 2013



Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2013

8



9

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2013

Special Category:  “Zombies”
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First Place
“POWDER KEG”

by
Joseph Kurpiel

 The knocking was very faint from the depths of Henry Melbane’s basement. He had lost himself in his work. 

Hours, maybe days, had probably passed since he had isolated himself from the world. This thumping was the first 

evidence of an outside world he had been given in some time. He considered shrugging it off but decided getting out 

of the damp, secluded nature of his work might be good for his mental sanity.

 When he ascended to the main floor, the sharp sting of sun that intruded its way inside his home offended 

him. He remembered submerging into his basement when there was daylight. According to his kitchen clock that 

had happened over a day ago. It took his eyes a while to adjust, but he clumsily made his way to the front door. The 

sun was slightly more tolerable when he answered the door. It was the sight of a small army of heavily armored agents 

standing on his porch that made Melbane reel back in horror. Two stood ahead of the mass, clearly the leaders. He 

had grown accustomed to recognizing uniforms like these in recent years. They stood guarded behind thick Kevlar 

and padded protection. 

 “Can I help you gentlemen?” was the only thing he thought to say.

 “Are you Dr. Henry Melbane?” one man said behind his mask.

 “I am.”

 “I am Agent Shepherd, and this is my partner Agent Mathieson,” he stated bluntly, as he handed Melbane the 

warrant. “We’re here to serve a search warrant for your home.” 

 “For what?” 

 “A biological threat we know is residing in this house.” Agent Mathieson shoved past Melbane into his home 

followed by a dozen agents he brought with him, as Shepherd and Melbane spoke. 

“I’ll start with the back of the house,” Mathieson called back to Shepherd.

 “I’m sorry, I don’t understand. What do you mean biological threat?” Melbane asked.

 “I believe you do,” Shepherd said as he started to move into the house. “About a week ago our office received 

photographs of you and a young child in the backyard of this house.”

 “You mean Christopher,” Melbane explained.

 “When was he bitten, Doctor?” Shepherd didn’t wait for a reply. “The boy was muzzled, his eyes blank, his 

skin decayed. Clearly, the signs of someone infected. Was it early on with the first wave of the initial infection? Or 

was it later when the infected started to attack? Either way, it does not matter. We know what he is, and we’re here for 

him.”

 “That’s Christopher you’re talking about,” Melbane screamed as he lunged at the masked man. He clawed 

and beat against Shepherd’s padding to no avail. It didn’t take long for Shepherd to regain control. Before any of the 

surrounding agents could intervene, Melbane was restrained beneath the weight and padding of the agent. “Don’t take 

my son. Don’t take him,” Melbane pleaded as Shepherd began putting the cuffs on him. 

 “Shepherd,” Mathieson called over the radio, “You’re going to want to come down here.”
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 “Ten-four, I’ll be right down,” Shepherd responded. Melbane was dragged back to his feet so he could be led 

through his living room. “What did he find, Doctor?”

 Melbane said nothing.

 “Well, we’ll find out anyway.” Melbane didn’t struggle against Shepherd’s force. He knew what was in his 

basement. He knew what they would find.

 With Melbane, Shepherd descended into a mad scientist’s experiment. The walls were lined with tables filled 

with all kinds of equipment and chemicals. Documents were strewn across the basement floor, almost like they had 

been wildly thrown into the air and left on their own to decide where to land.  It was chaos. Shepherd immediately 

found his partner and the boy. They were in the back of the room; Mathieson observing the boy through a cage, the 

boy trying to bite at him through his muzzle. He was not the only one attempting to bite his way through a muzzle. 

In a much larger, separate cage, six others moaned and clawed and gnashed at the living in the room. 

 “What is all of this, Doctor?” Shepherd yelled.

 “This is the work for a cure, you moron. I’ve worked for too long to find a cure for my son for him to be just 

taken away by thugs like you.”

 “And what about them, Doc?” Shepherd said in reference to the others in the cage. 

 “Test subjects,” Melbane explained.

 “Were they already infected? Or did you do that for the sake of your son’s cure?” Shepherd asked with 

contempt.

 “I didn’t infect anyone,” Melbane answered. “They were easy to capture. There were so many of them, too. 

Not hard to find. And you animals were merely slaughtering them, failing to see their value. Fools.  Mindless fools.” 

 “Call in the Hazmat team,” Shepherd ordered Mathieson.

 “Just did,” Mathieson responded.

 “Alright, let’s go back up. We’ll let the Hazmat guys take care of this.”

 Melbane’s legs rested outside the back of the car as Shepherd and Mathieson, now unmasked, went over 

details with the Hazmat leader. His team had begun to escort the infected outside into the vans, muzzles left on, 

hands chained, bound beneath what looked like boxing gloves to keep them from scratching. It was a slow procedure, 

as each one had limited ability to move to begin with. Each Hazmat member worked with extreme precaution and 

care to lead the walking flesh of infection to the vans. It was done one by one with at least three people for each of 

the infected. Melbane watched from a nearby distance as each one of his lab rats was secured inside the van with the 

gentle care one would use to package a fragile vase. He paid close attention each time they brought another one out of 

his home, knowing each one would be disposed of very shortly. He watched intently, patiently, for the last glimpse he 

might have of Christopher, his son, a boy he did not consider infected like the others, among the living dead. He was 

still Christopher, still his son. 

 He knew what was going to happen, and yet something in him was surprised when it did. There he was. 

Three men led him out like the others, muzzled and cuffed. Shepherd and Mathieson were too distracted with their 

conversation with the Hazmat leader to notice anything Melbane was doing. Since being put in the back of the agents’ 

car, he had attempted slipping his hands through the cuffs. Shepherd had given him just enough room to maneuver 
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through. His hands were torn and bloody but free of their constraints. Nobody immediately noticed as he barreled 

past the agents and headed straight for the Hazmat team. He bowled through the Hazmat team in order to reach his 

son, knocking two of them to the ground. The agents began to chase after him as he lifted his son over his shoulder. 

He ran only a few feet before he felt the sharp sting of teeth dig into him. He felt his son land on top of him as he hit 

the ground. His muzzle must have been knocked free during the struggle. The smell of fresh blood was overwhelming 

to Christopher, causing him to ferociously eat away at Melbane’s neck. The world became more distant with each lost 

drop of blood. It wasn’t long before all light was replaced with a black void.

 The Hazmat team looked on at the massacre. Shepherd had stopped running to draw his gun. As the others 

watched, he fired one round, putting an end to the carnage, and then fired another one so there wouldn’t be more.

 “You okay?” Mathieson asked his partner on their drive back to the office. “I mean after…what happened 

back there.”

 “You mean shooting at the zombie child and his mad scientist father?” Shepherd clarified. “Yeah, I’m fine. It’s 

not the first time I’ve shot somebody, living or dead, especially dead. I’ve been doing this job for a long time. Before 

the outbreak I worked in violent crimes. I saw a lot of murders, a lot of shootings, a lot of senseless death. After the 

initial outbreak, things didn’t change very much — a lot of death. The only real change was the monsters. They were 

more real. I’m not referring to the zombies. They were terrifying but didn’t do all that much damage. They bit a few 

people but didn’t do quite the kind of damage we did to ourselves. Most of the deaths weren’t from the zombies. Yeah, 

millions were killed initially from the virus, but a lot of deaths were from people rioting . . . from panicking. People 

trying to survive, killing other people also trying to survive. It wasn’t until we reorganized and rebuilt society that the 

killing began to stop.  By then the monster had come out. The real monster.” They had arrived at their office. Shepherd 

put the car in park and unbuckled his seatbelt. “Don’t worry though. You don’t need to put that in the report,” he said 

as he got out.

Second Place
“DEAD CHILD”

by
 Martin Romo

I remember the day when the world went to shit. Every night, when I go to sleep, I relive that moment like I 

am stuck in some sort of time loop, forced to experience that dark episode over and over and over again. I remember 

it all very well.

I was a young police officer at your typical suburban setting. I was one of the top dogs in my area. I took my 

job seriously and worked hard to earn my position. The locals loved me, and the thugs feared me. Overall, I was at the 

top of my game, ready to take on any challenge I came across, or so I believed.

It was a cold, late October day when the incident happened. The leaves on the trees had already changed 

and they started to fall, creating small mountains of leaves for the children to jump on. I always liked being around 

children, and they were one of the reasons why I joined the force. I did not like to see them suffer as I did when I was 

young. A drunk, abusive father and a crack addict mother are not the best influences for a young child, so I promised 
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myself that if I ever got out of this hell hole, I would protect any other child from suffering. I stuck to that promise 

ever since.

On that peculiar day, dispatch sent me to investigate a domestic disturbance caused by a middle class couple 

near St. Romero Hospital, one of five disturbances that were reported near that area. I arrived at the house. It was a 

two story home, all white with a big lawn and two beautiful vehicles parked out in the driveway: a green 2012 Ford 

Mustang and a Kia Sorento. I also saw a little pink bicycle with flowers near one of the vehicles, which made me 

believe that the couple might have a daughter. I was worried more about her safety, in all honesty, and proceeded to 

investigate the disturbance.

I knocked on the door multiple times but nobody answered. I grew suspicious, so I tried to force myself 

inside the house. I tried slamming the door open, but it did not work. I tried kicking the door open, but that was 

futile as well. I felt like some heavy object was placed behind the door to prevent anyone from coming in or out of the 

house. I had to find another way to get inside, so I went to the backyard to see if I could use the back door. Lucky for 

me, the back door was unlocked. 

“Hello?! I am with RCPD. I am here to investigate a possible disturbance. Is anybody here? Hello?!” I yelled 

as I was entering the house, but nobody answered back, as if they were gone.

I was first inside the kitchen. I noticed that food was being cooked on the kitchen stove. The flame was still 

on, so I turned it off. Why would somebody leave the stove on and not be at home? That did not make sense to me, so 

I grew even more suspicious. I then looked for clues that could possibly lead me to the possible disappearance of the 

family, but my search yielded no positive results.

 I next went to the living room and saw a body lying on the floor. I quickly approached the body to inspect 

it carefully, so I would not tamper with possible evidence for the forensic guys. He was lying belly down and showed 

no signs of life. As I flipped the body upward, I saw something very strange, so strange it brought chills down my 

spine. His face, although human, did not look like one. His face was deformed with an angry look and covered with 

blood. His eyes were also very unusual. They were very dilated, like a shark’s eyes when ready to strike for a kill, and 

his pupils were very pale as well. I also noticed some blood coming from the side of his head. There was a big injury 

made by some blunt object. The blow must have been enough to instantly kill him. What happened in this house was 

serious, so it made me fear more for the safety of the child.

 As I got up after inspecting the body, I noticed that a big sofa was pushed to cover the front entrance. So that 

was the thing that prevented me from coming in, but why would they put it there? Was it to prevent the police from 

coming inside and finding the dead body? If so, why leave the back door unlocked? This did not make sense at all, 

and I needed to solve this problem quickly.

 There was a flight of stairs in front of the entrance, so I went upstairs to continue my investigation. As I was 

walking up, I noticed some picture frames that were hanging on the wall. I finally got a glimpse of the family who 

lived here. I saw a good looking woman standing next to who I think was her husband, which I soon realized was 

the man I found downstairs. I also saw their daughter for the first time, who looked about eight years old. She looked 

very happy. In fact, they all did. They were your typical model family. As I went up, I saw more pictures of them. I 

saw another picture with the man I found downstairs wearing a white lab coat and standing near men with similar 
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coats, and also a man carrying a white and red umbrella. There was a small caption in the picture that read: St Romero 

Hospital Cancer Research Team — For the Development of a New Hope. I had a hunch that the hospital was somehow 

involved in all of this, but I did not pay that much attention to my instinct.

 When I reached the second floor, I saw a small corridor with three rooms. One of the rooms had a barely 

open door, but that was enough to allow me to catch a glimpse of a small figure inside. I realized it was a small child, 

the little girl from the pictures, and I quickly walked towards the room. I opened the door and saw her kneeling down 

with her back towards me, but I also saw a female: the woman I saw in the pictures, lying flat on the floor with her 

guts scattered all over the floor. This was a very traumatic experience, and I assumed that the little girl was crying 

because of this shocking sight. I then approached her to provide some comfort.

As I was about to lay a hand on her shoulder, the girl quickly snapped and tried to bite me. I quickly retracted 

my hand before she could touch me. I was baffled at her reaction. I knew she was in shock but did not expect a bite 

from her. I moved a couple of steps, and I told her I was going to take her to a safe place. The little girl then got up, 

and what I saw next would haunt me for the rest of my life.

What I saw was no innocent girl but a creature of some sorts. Her cute little face was gone and instead an 

aberrational look took its place. She also had the same complexities as the man downstairs; her eyes were dilated and 

pale. She was completely covered in blood as well. I also noticed a small injury in the arm that looked similar to bite 

marks. She had in her hand a piece of intestine and was chewing on something. I soon realized she was not mourning 

her mother but feasting on her remains. She then took a huge bite off the flesh and finished munching on it with great 

gusto. This made my stomach churn, and it almost made me puke, but I had to keep my composure, for I had to deal 

with this threat.

The little girl then started walking towards me and the way she walked was both strange and frightening. 

She did not walk like a normal person, but limped with much difficulty. I was in shock. I did not know what to do, 

but my instincts did. I realized I had my hand on my Glock 22, ready to draw it out of its holster. Could I have the 

guts to point a gun at a little girl? I did not think so. I promised myself that I would protect the innocent, especially 

children. I could not draw a weapon at her, but I had to do it.

“See this? This is a gun and it is very dangerous,” I said while walking back to the end of the corridor, 

showing her the gun.

“If you do not listen to me and stop, I will be forced to use this against you. Am I making myself clear?” I 

replied, but she did not listen.

When I reached the end of the corridor, I decided to fire a couple warning shots down the stairs in hopes of 

scaring her. That did not work. She kept walking towards me undeterred by the gunshots.  I then pointed the gun at 

her in hopes of frightening her even more. I was trembling. I never expected to point a gun at a small child, but what 

was I to do? She kept moving, and I kept ordering her to stop. I was so caught up with the situation that I did not 

notice my finger slowly pulling the trigger on my Glock.

Bang! A shot was fired from my gun. I saw the little girl recoil from the shot. The bullet went through her 

and ended in the room where she was “dining.” I was perplexed. I could not believe I actually shot her. I wanted to 

approach her to see if she was okay, to see if I did not actually kill her. I was afraid for the worst, but then something 
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bizarre happened. She got up.

The girl got up as if nothing happened to her. I noticed where the bullet hit her. It went through her heart! 

How could this be? Nobody can survive a clean shot to the heart, but she did. I did not know what to do. I was 

panicking. I shot her arm, but she did not react to it. I even shot her in the stomach as a last resort, but that did not 

work. What the hell was she? No human could have survived that many shots, but then again she was human no 

more. I only had one last place to shoot her: the head. 

I did not want to do it, but I had to. I had to for my sake and the sake of the community. What if she 

managed to get out of here? Will she spread what turned her into a monster? How many innocent lives could be lost 

just because I did not stop her? I cannot do it. I said to myself that I would protect the innocent, especially children. 

There had to be another way, but I could not figure one out. This was my only option, and I had to do it. I had to kill 

her. 

She was very close to me when I lifted my gun and pointed it at her head. She pressed her head into the 

barrel of my gun. I took one last look into those rage-fueled eyes, and I saw something strange in their reflection. 

I saw the little girl, not the monster, standing in front of me. I saw her with a very happy smile. She whispered 

something to me. She whispered, “Do it.”

Bang! The shot exited the barrel with full force. The bullet went right through her head. I saw brain matter, 

blood, and skull fragments come out from the back. She fell and landed on her back. This time she did not get up. I 

was paralyzed. I could not believe I just did that. I could not believe I killed a little girl. I could not stand the sight of 

her dead body. I quickly ran down the stairs and exited the house into the backyard where I finally collapsed.

I could not cope with the fact that I killed an innocent little girl. As I was lying down, I heard my radio 

crack. I heard dispatch say that a huge riot broke out of St. Romero Hospital, and officers in the area needed help. 

She stated that the rioters were slow but extremely hostile. She also stated, in a very perplexed voice, that the rioters 

were eating anyone who got in their way. That woke me up. I realized what happened in this house was just a minor 

incident compared to what was going to happen next. I got up and went to my vehicle. I turned on the ignition and 

started driving away from my town. I knew if I went to the hospital, I would have to kill more innocent people — 

more innocent children — another innocent little girl. I could not do that again. I could not. I left my town as fast as 

I could, for I knew one thing for sure — that the perfect world I knew was slowly turning into shit.
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Love, we could not escape 

the collapsing camera sign.

The crash called forth the flesh torn faces

hiding in the alley’s shadow—

a bell for feasting.

Love, if the metallic doors would only lock

and hold off the gluttonous hoard.

Would we have had the time

to make it to the stairs

and outrun the newly dead?

I can never shake this question, Love.

We ran across the blood stained carpet.

I stumbled over the bellhop’s intestines,

crashing into the half-full luggage cart.

You forced yourself back through the violet corridor,

dragging me away from the clawing hands,

your bicep catching a disjointed jaw.

I understand — you pled your heart

for me to leave you behind,

a decoy for the carnivorous crowd,

but I held you against my shoulder,

hobbling a three-legged race.

You said you wouldn’t hesitate

to put a barrel to my temple, 

or a hatchet through my aorta

in order to save my suffering soul

like saving a cancerous cat.

However, to your misfortune,

I could not do the same for you, Love. 

First Place
“A Zombie Love Poem”

by
Kyle Kotas

With well preserved eyes

he molests the tissue paper folds,

running the length of his last body:

beer cooler chilled, it was decaying

even in spite of being pumped 

past capacity with methanol

and silicone derivatives. 

The traces of these essential

embalming elements wafted 

with Twizzlersweet sundries, 

drifting lazily from every needle hard 

vein, scaling the length of

its plank straight abdomen and

each marbled appendage.

His new hunk of flesh was instead

butcher fresh, a standing rib roast:

tender, meaty, precious cut, 

carved from a block by the hand

of a man and soul of a God. 

Aeons of fighting forged 

a corpse still gamy and lean 

with the fitness—[p]lay witness  

to the waning of a specter marrow.

For this new body of his

Second Place
“WHAT If EDWARD, ACTED By MR. PATTINSON In One Of The WORST 

CINEMATOGRAPHIC DECISIONS Of HIS LIFE, WAS A ZOMBIE?”
by

Deirdre McCormick
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he had plans to flip 

through fascia, tear fine 

little rips in the webbing 

that winds and lines 

the viscera.  

He would stagger along,

at least fifteen feet behind,

unsuspecting, unrelenting,

waiting for that 

post rigor minute

when hesitations fall flat.  

After too much time 

spent lapping up interstitium

and dragging sullied sarcomeres 

along, he would pull 

on the skin of his most recent victim,

hoping to find his fill,

feeling neuronal charged heat

from the inside out.  

Let us go crazy into the fire ember orange sunset.

All ages should run and hide in fear of us.

Crave, crave those corpulent craniums.

Though foolish people think we are inferior,

Because we zombies are revenant,

Let us go crazy into the fire ember orange sunset.

Bothersome humans, our primary meal, criticize our 

stench of atrophy,

But the humans have a questionable odor as well.

Why, oh why do we have to eat them?

Insufferable creatures that rise from the ashes;

Our decomposed physiques grim and desiccated.

Let us go crazy into the fire ember orange sunset.

Revolting beings after death see the world with

Bright red eyes like bloody marbles.

Why, oh why do we eat human beings?

And you, little one, stare at me with disgust.

Cringe, gag, I want to tear you apart, I do.

Let us go crazy into the fire ember orange sunset.

Why, oh why do we have to eat human beings?

Third Place
“LET US GO CRAZY” (IMITATION OF DO NOT GO GENTLE)

by
Caitlin Connelly

My name is Walcott, and I am doomed to be a zombie.

Eating brains and groaning are just a few of my favorite 

hobbies.

I am not dead, nor am I alive,

But I used to work at Abercrombie.

People call me ravenous.  People call me aggressive.

This hurts my feelings, leaving me utterly depressive.

Most don’t understand that zombies feel too.

Each remark simply sticking like a fresh new coat of glue.

I wish people would see things from a zombie point of 

view.

Honorable Mention
“A ZOMBIE POINT OF VIEW”

by
Daniel Lyons
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Now I know that it’s uncanny that I eat people’s brains,

But I promise, none of which is for my personal gain.

It is simply for survival and for my family to remain.

I apologize now if I have caused you any pain.

Although, I truly feel that zombies are not completely to 

blame.

Throughout our world’s history, humans have caused 

more shame.

From terrorism to slavery to the great world wars,

Humans remain responsible for the deaths of many more.

So before you judge us zombies, I want you all to know 

That hate us or love us, we are not humanity’s biggest foe.

So if you want to know the root of all terror,

I suggest that humans just look in the mirror.

1 shot, 2 shot, heads on the floor. 

“We must leave this room
Before all are doomed.” Barricade the windows. Seal all the 
doors.
Grab the guns from under the floor.

Spraying my bullets as they break through the door, 

The journey goes on.
Hopefully no more respawn.

But they come at us faster.
This is becoming a disaster. 

Points is for our greed.
Max ammo is what I need. 

Limping as they walk. Crawling when they’re down.
Flailing their arms just to get us down.

We quickly run to a box,
So fast we are out of our socks,

Praying for the almighty ray gun
Yet receiving …

We all gear up,
For we do not know what is up. 

The round begins.
Our heads start to spin. 

Little by little we begin to fall,
As more and more zombies are on the prowl,

Running with fear. I’m the only one left
When a message appears......host disconnect. 

Honorable Mention
“Stay Alive!”

by
John Szajerski
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First Place
“YOU ARE HOW?”

by
Adam Smetana

How does one answer a generic question? With a generic answer? Now, that’s just too easy. This is the kind 

of thing I think about in every conversation I have with my distant family when I see them twice a year. This is also 

the kind of thing I think about when talking with fellow schoolmates throughout the year. You know the ones: the 

kind of people you’re friends with but aren’t really friends with. The kind of people you only talk to because you share 

a class with them or a major. The kind of person who is most likely to come up to you in the hall and proceed with a 

standard, lifelong question of “How are you?” 

          That is a question that we can never get away from no matter how hard we try to switch up the formula. For 

the past five years I’ve been trying out, “Hey, how’s it going?” and “What’s going on?” Those never seem to click as 

much as, “How are you?” and I wish I knew why. Those inquiries do seem to have a bigger sense of urgency than just 

“How are you?” but maybe they aren’t specific enough. I guess “How are you?” is the generic question to ask when 

wanting to understand another one’s mood. It’s also a question that is in desperate need of answering, yet it seems 

to offer no logical answers. Let’s play the honest game real quick, so I can protest that I in particular despise the 

consistent answer of “Good” in response to the “How are you?” question. It’s the answer for those who put forth no 

effort and have no cares they wish to share. That’s why I use it sometimes. However, I do whatever I can to throw in 

an “alright” or “pretty good” or “fantastic.” 

          Maybe there aren’t any good answers to the question to begin with. The best answer might be not answering it 

at all. The response I get will never affect me one bit or succeed in moving the conversation along any better than it 

was to begin with. Next time, I’ll just smile and give a nod of approval. Or I’ll really turn the tables and give a “never 

have I felt so empty and lonely because the twelve cats on my porch can’t even comfort me in this dark despair which 

engulfs my life and mindset to the point where I have no reason to carry on.” Now that might be the route to go. 

Standard answers are out the window.

          The only time I want to hear “How are you?” is if I haven’t seen someone in months. If I saw you yesterday and 

you ask me that question the next day upon seeing me, I might say, “A little bit worse than last time because I keep 

encountering people I don’t like.” All joking aside, no one likes to hear the same answers all the time. No one wants 

to hear the same merciless questions all the time either. It’s like if you were to go up to your nephew at the Smith 

Family Christmas Party (I chose generic family names for examples to avoid hitting too close to home for anyone) 

and ask them how school’s going. The sarcastic teenager response would be “Oh, it’s going,” and the brainless college 

student response would be “Oh, it’s really going.” That’s the worst answer one could possibly give. It’s also what my 

sister managed to say to every single family member who asked her how school was at our Christmas party this year. 

(Our last name is not Smith.) Any outsider could tell just how bad her school year was by her answer. I could tell just 

how bad it was by looking at her grades. 

            A great, no frills, cut-to-the-chase way of hearing what you want to hear about in a conversation is using a 

command that filters out the B.S. The line, “Tell me about your life,” is one of my favorites. It’s not just a request; it’s a 
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command. It also requires the conversation partners to figure out, on the spot, the most important and relevant things 

they can come up with about their current situation. Unfortunately, demanding this from a college student will turn 

into 20 minutes of them complaining about their classes and teachers. This is conveniently followed by how busy they 

are with their part time job licking envelopes in an office. They are just so exhausted from getting up at 10:00 a.m. 

every day. Welcome to the complaints of a college student! Ah, what a refreshing dialogue. 

            OK, I guess I can’t blame everyone when I likely do the same thing once in awhile. The art of a conversation 

is a difficult subject to learn because certain manners must be followed by everyone involved, and this doesn’t include 

just walking off halfway through the other person’s sentence. Maybe the “How are you?” bothers me because I don’t 

always find it sincere, and that is the main thing that we want from a conversation. It seems too easy to ask someone, 

“How are you?” instead of genuinely discussing the day-to-day activities and lifestyle of the other person. It’s what 

fellow coworkers ask each other a few days a week as they realize they have nothing else to say. I get asked it all the 

time at work, but only because my coworkers run out of computer questions to ask me. I’m all for changing the 

conversational norm as much as possible. No, no, I’m not encouraging anyone to cuss out their academic advisor 

just to “switch things up,” or whatever ridiculous reason might be attached to that. I just want people to go out of 

their norm to find out more about the people around them by conversing with them. This could even apply to you 

Facebook stalkers out there! (Give me a second to block my profile. OK, done. Go ahead and converse!) Take this 

new concept with you for your next enticing conversation, which you can begin with, “What are you up to today?” or 

“How is everything going today?” or, my reigning favorite, “TELL ME ABOUT YOUR LIFE!” Trust me. You have 

no choice. Just be the one to say something different.

Second Place
“THE WINGS OF A BUTTERFLY”

by
Kimberly Voltaire

Is there anyone who has made a positive impact in your life?  Think of the times you had with that person, 

all the moments of joy and those of sorrow, all the helpful things you have done for that loved one and what that 

person has done for you. Now imagine all of these things are now memories; in a blink of an eye that is all they are. 

You are unable to see that person again or have the ability to share great moments together. I had one person in my 

life that went above and beyond many others, and that person was my beloved grandmother. I still remember how she 

looked over the years. I remember how she interacted with my friends and family, and all the great memories we made 

through the years. Her name was Sulfise Cheline Papillon, but to me she was just Manman, the one who influenced 

me to be the strong young lady I am today.

Throughout her life, Manman was always the head turner, and that is how I saw her in her old age; she 

always kept her beauty. The best way to describe her beauty was by comparing her to a butterfly. Butterflies hatch, 

spread their wings, and show their true elegance. Butterflies come in all different colors, shapes, and sizes. Manman 

came in her own unique, graceful style. Her hair was gray with strokes of white clouds, her smile would illuminate 

any room, and her brown eyes told her life’s story.  She was short in height, and she carefully walked with the support 
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of her cane. Her lips, small and soft to the touch, were once filled with passion and then tender family love. All these 

amazing features are now a memory. 

In addition to her beauty, her personality was incredible. No matter what she was doing, she always put 

people first. Keep in mind that being a wife, and raising and taking care of ten children, twenty-six grandchildren, 

and fourteen great-grandchildren was not an easy task, but she did the best she could. She always put other people 

first and talked to my friends as much as she could despite her inability to understand and speak English. Her voice 

was very soft and monotonous, not aggressive in any way; she always sounded as if she was singing a Haitian lullaby. 

Even when she was distressed, her voice remained even and calm, and never clearly expressed her mood.  

One memory that I have imprinted in my mind, as if it were yesterday, is that she had a red hot temper 

towards any of the young children who did something wrong. She would sprint across the living room in just a few 

short steps and sternly take care of the problematic children. In contrast, the endless hugs she blessed us with warmed 

our hearts in an unforgettable manner. Her scent, like sweet roses on a summer day, always kept you wanting her 

close to you. All these remarkable features are now a memory. 

While I lie in bed some nights, I gaze off at the ceiling and remember all the wonderful experiences we 

shared together.  On a gloomy Sunday morning, I wake up with fear flooding my mind and excitement pouring into 

my heart. Time quickly passes by. The goodbyes soon have to be said. I wonder what may happen next, or how will 

this go? Finally, thinking this is it, I pack all of my things in the car. The one goodbye I have been dreading is near. 

Walking back into the house, my heart begins to pound, breaths start getting heavier, and words become jumbled as 

I stare into her big blue-eclipsed eyes, realizing we both have to say it. We voice in unison, “Goodbye.” Her sparkling 

white teeth blind me. Her lovely soft, white hair astonishes me like never before, and her cute little lips kiss my cheek. 

As I stare, quiet and motionless, she says to me in Creole, “Are you ready to go?” I respond back saying, “No, I am 

missing you. You’re coming with me!” Her voiceless response is a sweet smile. I smile back with a sadness that never 

touched my eyes before. I say, “Alright, Manman, I love you,” placing my lips to her forehead. She replies in Creole, “I 

love you, too.” It was the last “I love you” we whispered to each other, but what an amazing moment that is a never-

ending memory. 

As she got older, Manman needed physical assistance doing many things: I had to help her walk upstairs, 

bring her some of her favorite rich smelling Haitian food, and put thick toothpaste on her generic toothbrush. 

For eight years before she passed, I did most of these things for her. Helping Manman all those years made our 

relationship closer. I felt like she was a second mother to me.  All of these wonderful experiences are now a memory. 

Even though she may not be able to bless my family and me with her gracious presence, she is right beside 

me day by day helping me as I helped her. I firmly believe that she is still with us, putting her divine aegis upon us 

to guide us with safety wherever we go.  It was a divine gift taking care of such an angel. It will be hard not to cry, 

to sleep in my room on the weekends again, and to not be able to kiss and hug her and tell her how beautiful she is. 

Most of all, the hardest thing will be seeing the red long couch without her on it.  I console myself by knowing that 

it was her time to go. I know this because Manman was like any butterfly when touched: they are no longer able to 

fly and usually die soon after. God had touched her wings and brought her home to heaven. I now rest easy in bed 

knowing she is clenched tight in His arms alongside my grandpa.
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Third Place
“MY WEARY SOUL”

by
Matthew Dutton

A dam — a strong, sturdy, impenetrable wall that serves as the fortification to your life. There you stand 

on one side feeling safe, protected, and filled with hopes and aspirations of a successful future. On the other side sits 

an endless sea of darkness that is pushing and pressing against the walls of the dam hoping to engulf you. For most 

of you, your dam will hold throughout your life. Occasionally, there may be cracks in your foundation, or perhaps 

an overflow where the dark sea manages to spill over the dam for some time. Though the experience is different for 

everyone, the darkness will likely disperse in time, or the dam is capable of being quickly rebuilt and refortified to be 

even stronger than before. Yet for some, the dam breaks without warning and there is nothing you can do to stop it.

Once that dam broke I was enveloped, overwhelmed by a darkness that I did not even know existed in my 

life. I kept reaching my hand up from beneath the waves, but I was tossed and turned and thrashed about, leaving me 

gasping to catch my breath. I struggled there for what felt like years. I would try to pry myself out only to be pulled 

to the bottom. Yet still every time when I have thought I was at the lowest point of the dark sea, every time when I 

believed things could not be any bleaker, I have fallen deeper and deeper. Is there ever really a bottom? Is there ever 

truly a lowest point where you cannot possibly fall any deeper into darkness? I often wondered what that bottom 

would be like. I wondered if I ever did fall to the very bottom would I still be restless, or could it bring me a level of 

peace?

Whether this was a blessing or a curse, I never reached the bottom. I was weary from fighting. I wanted 

to give up. Something inside would not allow me to rest until I was no longer in this drowning state. With 

determination, dedication, and desire, I slowly, so very slowly, pulled myself up. One by one, I fought the battles. 

Moment by moment, I overcame the struggles, the adversity, the relentless abuse. I should be dead by now, but 

no, not me, not yet, but why? I live because every day I found the strength to fight. I now spend the rest of my life 

fighting. I have felt pain in every form. I have felt anguish, sadness, and true depression. I fight the demons, the sea 

of darkness, and I keep searching for a light that my eyes are too blind to see. I had an angel in my life. She saved me. 

In the end, all I want, all I ever really needed was the chance to say thank you, the chance to say goodbye. 

The truth is things happened so quickly. And though my story is my own, others before me have lived it as 

well. Depression consumed my life in so many forms, all at once, and I was afraid. I did not know how to face my 

fear. Fear is a leash. My fears bound me like an animal in a cage and, like an animal, people would pass me by and 

stare with looks of amazement, wonder, even pity sometimes, but I knew they were never able to know what it was 

like. Walk a mile in my shoes? You can’t even put my shoes on your feet. Do not pity me. Do not mourn for me. Just 

listen.

I wish things could have been different. I wish I could have done something to stop myself when I first 

started. I would do anything for things to be different. This is what I live with. This is who I am now. I am worn, a 

battered soul who cries out, “Notice me. Notice that this is not who I really am.” Things are not always as they seem 

and people are not always who they appear to be. Francois de La Rochefoucauld once said, “We are so accustomed to 
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disguise ourselves to others that in the end we become disguised to ourselves.” Who are you if you take off your mask?

Dreams are what I have left. I dream of a past that I cannot relive. I dream of a future I cannot obtain. I 

dream of a world that can never be. I dream of a day when the light shines again. 

Honorable Mention
“MEXICAN-AMERICAN”

by
Anthony Esparza

Throughout history waves of immigrants have traveled to the United States for a better life. Most recently 

an influx of undocumented Mexicans has arrived in the U.S. and this upsets many Americans. The fact that 

undocumented workers receive the benefits of documented workers does not sit well with some Americans. The 

competition for jobs between American citizens and undocumented workers is not the only problem; additionally, 

these immigrants’ culture clashes with the already existing American culture. I am a descendent of an undocumented 

worker. As a second generation Mexican-American, I have a radical outlook on many political views and society’s 

norms. 

 My grandfather came to this country with nothing and now has a home and a loving family. He came to the 

country undocumented two times and was deported both times. The third time crossing over, he obtained a work visa 

and then obtained citizenship. At that point in his life, he brought his wife and daughter to the country. He had three 

more daughters, and they eventually had their own kids. As his daughters grew up, they were heavily influenced by 

Mexican culture. They attended Church weekly and never ate food that was not home cooked. They spoke Spanish 

fluently as well as English. They also established deep-rooted friendships. As a second generation Mexican-American, 

I am very Americanized. I have lost my ability to speak fluent Spanish. I have also only visited Mexico a handful of 

times. A reason for this is because I moved to America as a young child.

 When I finished the fourth grade I moved from Joliet to Minooka, Illinois. Between the two towns there 

were major differences. Joliet is bigger and more diverse. Just about every ethnicity was represented, and people were 

more open-minded. In Minooka only one group was present, whites. I was the only Mexican-American in my school 

for a number of years. I had a hard time making new friends because I always received  “the look.” For those of you 

not familiar with “the look,” it is a negative facial expression given to people who belong to a minority group. Many 

people in Minooka found it odd that I, a little Mexican boy, was attending a school in what used to be an upper-

middle class town. As time went on, more people moved to Minooka. Minority groups from Chicago migrated 

to Minooka in the 2007-2008 school year. I found it easier to make friends. At this time “the look” had virtually 

disappeared, but I still had my doubts about people’s attitudes towards me as a minority.

 I had become friends with many people. I believed many of my white friends did not see me as an equal, and 

my Mexican friends did not deem me to be Mexican. Due to this, I do not look at color. Although I acknowledge 

that color does exist, I never use it as a tool to decide who is able to be my friend or not. I am a nice kid who gets 

along with everybody. As previously stated, since I had lost my sense of Mexican culture my Mexican friends teased 

me about it. I would not call it bullying, but they were right. I did not like any Mexican food, music, or traditions. 
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Minooka had socialized me to be more American because it made it easier to fit in. On the other hand, this 

assimilation has had some negative effects, which I have recently experienced.

 In more current times I have had trouble committing to particular political views because of my ethnicity. 

For example, in the last election many people found that immigration was a problem. Although I agree that 

undocumented workers should make some type of effort to come to this country legally, I know that it is easier said 

than done. Many immigrants in recent years have been migrating from Mexico. Mexico is a poorer country and has 

corrupt local governments. Many people want better lives and will use any means to come to this country. I also 

understand that it is a very long and expensive process to become documented. My father is a resident of the United 

States because he married my mother, who is a citizen. The dollar amount to begin the process is extremely high. 

Another problem that was present in the last election was abortion. According to Mexican tradition and culture, 

abortion is never acceptable. The people of Mexico are highly religious and due to this spiritual tradition many share 

a pro-life view. I disagree with these traditional beliefs and believe that abortion should be up to the woman. If the 

woman deems herself to be an unfit mother for any reason it should be her choice whether she gives birth or not. 

 In addition to difficulties caused by my divergence from traditional Mexican political beliefs, I also often 

experience social problems that relate to my Mexican-American heritage. For example, because of my tanner skin 

people assume I can speak fluent Spanish. This is not true. My Spanish is choppy and not good at all. They also 

think that the stereotypes of Mexicans apply to me. These are also not true, but many people believe they are. I am 

an American just like any other citizen. I follow the norms of American culture. There might be a few differences 

between ideas, but if I were to have white skin there would be no difference in my life.

 The final and biggest problem that is the hardest for an Americanized young adult is pleasing everyone. As I 

have heard before, I need to be more Mexican than other Mexicans and whiter than whites. I believe this is because 

of the great differences between each ethnicity’s life experiences. Growing up, poorer Mexicans, I feel, are more 

envious of people who come from the same background. I also feel that whites dislike when someone of another 

color has more material success than they do. Although it is in human nature to envy others, some envy is rooted in 

skin color. I know that these circumstances exist because I have dealt with them on many occasions. I have thought 

nothing of them until writing this essay. 

 All in all these are my opinions. It does not make them right, and it does not make them wrong. My purpose 

was not to offend anyone but rather to inform people about how many second, third, or even fourth generation 

Mexicans feel. Like I have stated before, my friends in Minooka have some of the same beliefs as I do. This is not 

because we think we are better than anybody, but because we grew up in an environment that made us this way. Like 

the saying goes, we are all products of our environments. Before a negative thought about a Mexican immigrant runs 

through your mind, think of what he or she has possibly been through and how he or she has been socialized.
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 Honorable Mention
“ABUSED CHILDREN AND THEIR FUTURE”

by
Chris Cerda

Being abused at a young age affects a child’s development.  Often times, it leads to substance abuse 

and violence as an adult. The environment and social interactions lead to a negative psychological development. 

As a consequence, abuse becomes a never-ending cycle. The environment will always have a direct effect on the 

development of any child. The environment includes the household, school, and the community. Statistics show how 

easily a child can be exposed to the abuse of others. 

 I can relate to this in every aspect. I remember when I was in high school, I would see students being pick-

pocketed. They could not do anything because they were either weaker than the other person or were outnumbered. I 

witnessed fights occur for the most insignificant reason. I remember asking a classmate why he fought.   He responded 

that he engaged in a violent confrontation because the other boy called him stupid. I said that was no reason to fight.   

He explained that the word “stupid” triggered his anger. He told me that at home his father would always call him 

stupid, so he takes out the anger on other people since he can’t hit his dad. Today that same student is in a gang.  He 

did not graduate from high school because he was always getting into fights.  He lacks motivation to do anything in 

his life. 

Another environmental factor that affects the behavior of children is poverty and unemployment. Families 

with a very low income have a higher likelihood of child abuse. The reason for this increased risk is because of 

depression and substance abuse. For example, if a father has a substance abuse problem, the father can take out all of 

his anger on the child, and this anger can be expressed through violence. 

In addition to unemployment, children can be at risk due to the fact that the family lives in a neighborhood 

where violence is constantly occurring. A low family income can cause stress to the family and the parents and, as 

a result, they can take their anger and frustration out on the child. Children raised in such conditions would only 

know about substance abuse and violence, and in the future have a higher possibility of engaging in similar behavior 

because of the fact that they have been exposed to it during their formative years. 

As adults, the abused children can become social outcasts.  When they are children, though, it is socially 

acceptable and at times encouraged to abuse others.  One example of the negative influence of peer pressure is when 

a fight occurs. As soon as a crowd forms the fighters feel like they have no choice but to fight in response to the 

influence of the crowd. Fights become a spectacle.  The “loser” of the fight is ridiculed.  I have seen individuals get 

jumped by a group of students. When someone is being jumped, students think it is funny because the victim is 

helpless. 

When students see this type of behavior, they are given the perception that abusing someone that is weaker 

than you is “cool.” Naturally, they want to mimic the same behavior. Then the victims want revenge by abusing other 

people who do not deserve to be bullied.  It becomes a continuous cycle that never ends. 

Social interactions do not just happen at school but in the community as well. Children want to go to the 

park as much as possible to play and interact with friends from the neighborhood.  Public areas where violent crimes 
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are more likely to occur, such as a sports field or park, are all places that attract children. The more open the area and 

the more urban the neighborhood, the higher the possibility of violent crimes occurring. 

Different crimes have different time phases. For instance, the more serious violent crimes would occur after 

six o’clock and before six in the morning. The violent crimes that would take place within that time frame are crimes 

such as aggravated assault, rape, and shootings.  Less serious crimes, such as personal larcenies and unarmed robbery, 

tend to occur during the daytime.

 Nowadays children are often out later than six o’clock at night, putting them in the time zone when most 

violent crimes take place. Areas where high populations of gangs are present have a higher chance of violent crimes 

occurring. Because they witness more violence, the kids become accustomed to it.  Eventually, it becomes a social 

norm.

I live in a community infested with gangs, especially at night. It is terrible because the gang members throw 

rocks, bottles, or anything they can find at cars and people even if the person lives on the block.  If the gang members 

do not recognize a vehicle or person, they will attack. I have experienced this personally.  My friend was walking 

home at around nine o’clock at night.  A gang saw him.  They chased him off of his own block just because from a 

certain distance the gang members couldn’t tell who he was.  They decided to take action and chased him. He had to 

call his father to go pick him up from his friend’s house because the gang members were still outside. Because of that 

incident he joined the gang’s rival gang to get revenge, which simply perpetuates the cycle of violence. 

Another incident was when a mother was driving late at night and had her children with her.  A gang saw 

her vehicle and assumed it was a rival gang’s car. About thirty gang members approached her vehicle and started 

throwing bottles. She was crying and so were the children. Her children later became fearful of being in a car at 

night. It’s sad that people can’t even safely enter their cars because they can get shot at or get stuff thrown at their 

vehicle even if they live on the block. 

The social pressure and environmental conditions affect the psychology of the student. Because they are 

exposed to abuse at home and within the community and this violence is often socially sanctioned, children grow 

up thinking abuse is a social norm. The person then abuses others, including his family, friends, and community. If 

children are constantly exposed to that person’s abusive behavior, they can grow up to replicate the same behavior. 

The cycle of abuse continues. 
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Faculty, Staff and Alumni Creative Nonfiction Essay
First Place

“FUNERAL FOR A SPIDER”
by

Claire Marie Temmerman

Exactly one week after my mom died, my niece had her high school graduation party. Alysha welcomed me 

in with a hug, and then turned her leg slightly to reveal her grandma’s death date beautifully scripted on her ankle in 

Greek.

My nephew, Brian, also loved his grandmother dearly. One time he and Alysha visited her nursing home 

room, and Bri captured a cellphone picture that took my breath away. Beaming at her grandchildren, Mom’s 

unmitigated joy could not be contained. This radiant love, so rare in the final rounds of her cancer, became my mom’s 

obituary photo that heralded the depth of what she treasured most.

I left Alysha’s celebration with a tiny, Chilean, rose hair tarantula in a plastic pint container, and Brian’s 

instructions and assurances that she was easy to care for. That’s how on May 28, 2011, with mom’s final remains still 

in transition, baby Clae Fe came into my life.

As this little spider grew, so did my bond. First, Clae Fe stayed in my kitchen in a small, blue, plastic house 

with laboriously bored air holes. Then I found a large fish tank in a garage sale, and Larry handcrafted a secure, 

Plexiglas lid. He custom fashioned swing doors for ventilation and cricket-drops. Now, on sunny summer days, Clae 

Fe’s new mansion rested safely on my front porch steps so neighborhood kids could visit her.

At best, I was a clumsy spider-mom, stumbling and learning along the way. But the colorful hand-stamped 

“Clae Fe” label, and Hello Kitty and heart stickers I carefully placed on her tank, clearly pictured my growing feelings 

for her.

Finally, in a perfect spot in a sunshine bright bathroom, her big glass house found its home, secure with the 

humidity and rain forest sound of my showers. Every morning I could watch her rub my fingers softly on the other 

side of her window wall, and I would say, “I love you, Clae Fe.” 

One sleepy weekend morning, when I was least prepared, a shocking event erupted.  I wandered into the 

bathroom to greet my little Clae Fe. But, there in the front row of her tank, clearly splayed, was a gruesome sight that 

stopped me cold.

 Her immobile spider body lay there with what looked like the top of her head cleanly severed off and placed 

at its side in a cruel taunt. The decapitation displayed her insides, perfectly chambered, and fatally exposed.

Devastated and in shock, my mind struggled to comprehend this slaying, an outright killing I never meant 

but surely caused. I pondered my complete and abject failure to protect the little furry being my nephew entrusted to 

me so fresh after my mother’s death.

Panicked, I tapped on the glass and lifted the lid. Then a very slight movement in a sheltered part of the cage 

caught my eye. And it was real: my Clae Fe was alive!

Never before was her life and molting so transparent. But, it happened too late, too long after I fell in love 

with her. Days and weeks, and even Larry’s earnest explanations, could not replace the grisly visual that punctured me 

square in the heart. Her shedding was not — and could not — ever be normal again. Her fragility crashed into mine, 
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and I could no longer do it, look for her with joy and innocence while my mind screamed “murderer.”

So on a rainy July 1, 2012, Clae Fe moved in with Larry, adjacent to his snake, Sheldon, on the second floor. 

She now had additional rocks and artful playscaping warming the underside by a heater pad.  Larry enjoyed how 

excitedly and adorably she stamped her furry spider legs when cricket meals descended down. She was now five times 

her original size and clearly happy in what would be her last human home.

Then over a mild October weekend, Larry and I noticed she was barely moving. We hovered and worried, 

and we wished it wasn’t so, but our little Clae Fe could not make it through the night. No longer would we find her 

resting under the rocks, or dancing for crickets, or climbing out of her own shell one last time.

Complete with hand-drawn illustrations, Larry created a sturdy multi-sided cardboard coffin, crossed it with 

tape, and lovingly sealed it with her Clae Fe label. It is now time for the funeral for a spider. May I carry her in the 

deeply moving way my niece and nephew did for me on that May graduation day.



29

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2013
| Studen

t Fiction
 | 

Student Fiction
Open Submissions

First Place
“NIGHT OWL”

by
Alyssa Shershen

The dark cobblestone street clicked under Annabelle’s seven-inch stiletto thigh high boots as she hurried 

down West Main Street. Her full focus was on placing one foot in front of the other, cursing her shoe choice as she 

struggled to maintain her balance on the uneven ground. It was almost sunrise. Still conscious of her foot placement, 

she sped up in order to make sure she would make it home before her housemates woke to start their days. If they 

knew how late she had stayed out they would begin to question where she was, and, after a long night of work, that 

was the last thing Annabelle needed. She was on her third set of roommates that year alone, with winter quickly 

approaching; the less they knew about her profession the better. She was lucky enough to find them when she did; she 

had lived on the streets for two months, breaking into the local high school just to use the showers before the school 

day started. The flyer that stated there was a house seeking a new roommate to help pay the bills was a godsend for 

her. After one of the only public payphones left in the city was located, she was able to get in contact with the four 

women who were seeking a fifth roommate to fill the house which had been left to the main owner by her deceased 

grandmother. The main owner went by the name Izzy, and to Annabelle’s dismay Izzy had demanded a formal 

interview before she would even consider her for the room. 

Annabelle had managed to find her business clothes that she had buried in the storage unit she was using as 

a home for the past two months. Forcing her legs to slide into the black wide legged slacks and shimmying into the 

itchy ruffled lilac blouse felt foreign, but even worse than the uncomfortable professional clothing that betrayed her 

body was having to wear pumps with heels under five inches tall. She had to go out and buy the shoes specifically 

for the occasion due to the fact that all of her shoes were five inches or taller. When she walked into the four-story 

Victorian house for the first time, her legs wobbled as they tried to get accustomed to the awkward height of the two-

inch grandma shoes she had begrudgingly purchased. She had looked up at the house in awe: compared to the sheer 

size of the house she became an insignificant crack on the sidewalk. The immense size was enough to intimidate; 

however, the dwelling was not simply enormous but always extremely well kept. The siding on the house was newly 

painted with a welcoming shade of cream while the decorative embellishments between the roof and the siding 

were not freshly painted but rather restored to the seemingly original mahogany and turquoise colors. The first time 

Annabelle walked up the driveway she could smell the kolkwitziaamabilis that were growing on both sides; the soft 

pink flowers were still blooming from the summer season. As she approached the house, the flowers changed from 

just kolkwitziaamabilis and beautybush, to an assortment of evergreens, perovskiaatriplicifolia, boxwood shrubs, and 

alyssum lining the outside of the front patio and the sides of the house. There were clematis paniculata vines that 

wrapped around the banister that lined the front patio. Izzy had been waiting for her on the white swing behind the 

banister with a glass of iced tea, reading a collection of books by Jane Austen. Her natural blonde hair was pulled 

back into a tight tall bun while her pink thin-framed reading glasses were slowly falling off the bridge of her petite 

nose. The blue irises of her eyes were barely visible under her voluptuous lashes that extended from her eyelids almost 

touching the lens of her glasses. The khaki slacks and silk kimono shirt covered her slim figure from her neck all the 
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way down to her ballerina flats. 

The interview had gone relatively smoothly, but Annabelle had seen Izzy draw in a sharp breath when she had 

told her how she worked late hours, and Izzy’s brow had creased when she mentioned the fact that she smoked. “Well, 

just make sure to keep it outside.” Izzy aimed her words down at Annabelle as if she were a dog doing her business. 

“And don’t throw them off into the shrubs. I don’t like cancerous plants,” Izzy had spat, showing her discrimination 

towards individuals who engaged in smoking. But during the past two months that Annabelle had been living there, 

Izzy began to ask even more questions; the kinds of questions that Annabelle had been relieved were not in the 

original interview. Even though she rarely saw the other inhabitants of the house, they had somehow found out about 

her erotic choice in clothing and had confronted her about it on multiple occasions. They were a group of Catholic 

school teachers; all four of them had grown up together going to private Catholic schools taught by a convent of nuns; 

they all now worked at a different Catholic high school, one that allowed civilians to teach alongside the nuns. She 

sighed as she walked home thinking about what would happen if they ever found out what she did for a living. 

Most women didn’t plan on living this kind of lifestyle, but then again Annabelle wasn’t the typical woman. 

Her face twisted into a half smile thinking about her childhood dreams of the nightlife as she rounded the corner and 

started making the uphill trek towards the four-story house. She dove into the memories of her past as she walked 

up the driveway; her biological father was gone long before she was physically capable of retaining memories. Her 

mother had worked three jobs just to make ends meet, and with her mother never home she was left to figure out 

how to survive with what little was provided for her. But she began fending entirely for herself when she was kicked 

out of the house at age eighteen. She was forced to leave after her mother walked in on her girlfriend’s legs in the 

spread-eagle with her head diving in between. After she had been disowned by her mother, she met a young woman 

who introduced her to a life which she could only dream of as a child. There was a different party every weekend and 

a different bar to sneak into every weekday. Annabelle spent two years drunk at parties and bars, sleeping wherever 

there was a roof available to her. It was not until she found herself in an alley with a strange man stroking her upper 

thigh that she realized she could benefit from that kind of lifestyle, but the more men tried to touch her body the 

more she was repulsed by the seemingly different species which was the typical man. 

As Annabelle approached the house, she noticed that the front porch light was off, which meant that the 

other inhabitants of the house were unaware of her absence. Glancing at her wristwatch she decided she had time for 

one last cigarette now that she was safe in the shadow of the house. She pulled her pack of Virginia Slims and her fleur 

de lis Zippo lighter out of her cleavage before she sat down on the white wooden porch swing and lit up. The smoke 

billowed around her as she reflected on the night; it had been a productive night, and she had made enough money to 

take a few days of vacation. The freedom to take vacations on a whim was her favorite benefit of being an independent 

contractor. But her thoughts of flying to Iceland for a few days were interrupted when she heard an alarm clock 

ringing inside the house. Throwing the half smoked cigarette into the silver bucket she used for the butts, she sprang 

over to the front door and stealthily slipped into the house and up the three flights of winding stairs to the solitude of 

her room.

She sat on the edge of her four post mahogany bed, her corset forcing her to lean back slightly in order to 

breathe properly. Her slim fingers immediately went to untie the knot holding the strings of the corset that were 
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constricting her breathing. Once the black leather corset was loosened, she pulled it over her head full of honey 

colored waves. The corset was thrown in the general direction of her hamper, and she was finally able to lean forward 

to unzip the boots and slide them slowly off of her muscularly sculpted legs. Comfortable now that she was able to 

breathe, she made her way to her bathroom, still walking on her tiptoes out of habit, to start the shower. As she let the 

water run to heat up, she proceeded to strip down out of her work clothes; the fishnets, silk thong, leather skirt, silk 

top, and lace bra landed in a pile on the bathroom floor. Before she stepped into the shower she tested the temperature 

of the water with her hand, hot enough to steam the mirrors that lined the inside of the shower instead of typical tile, 

but not too hot as to burn her skin. Smiling as the warm water kissed her hand, she slid into the shower answering the 

water’s invitation and absorbed the heat around her. Breathing in the steam to cleanse her body of the scum from the 

night, she lathered herself with her homemade aromatherapy soap. Now, sufficiently relaxed, she wiped away some of 

the steam on the mirror in the shower to take a look at the damage done in order to analyze how much cover-up she 

would need to use as to not draw suspicion. She had been unprepared for her last customer after how easy her first one 

was. 

She began the night meeting up with a Mr. Smith. He showed up to the motel room on the outskirts of 

town at exactly 9:00 p.m., as was the arrangement. She was already waiting in the room, for she had preparations to 

undertake. The mustard yellow shag carpet and the gaudy floral print sheets on the two beds had been lined with 

plastic covers to prevent any DNA from being found at a later date. The dressers were wiped down thoroughly to 

make sure she hadn’t left any fingerprints or hair fibers, and they would be wiped down again immediately before 

she left. When he walked into the room, he thought nothing of the plastic, for it was a precaution that more hookers 

were using with the new laws being passed, cracking down on independent prostitutes. He was an easy prey, for she 

didn’t even have to seduce him beforehand; he had called looking for a service. He had set his briefcase on the bed 

closer to the door and positioned himself on the other in silence, waiting for her to begin. She started as she always 

did, slowly dancing towards him, her body swaying to the Marvin Gaye playing softly from her portable speakers. His 

hands reached out to touch her mesmerizing body, and she allowed him to start loosening some of her outer layers 

of clothing. She watched his vulnerability increase with every layer that she let him slide off her athletic figure. His 

guard began slipping, and the natural anatomy of his body showed when he was ready, like a thermometer popper 

on a Thanksgiving turkey. She then proceeded to straddle his body; he had been sufficiently distracted by the dance 

of temptation and with one swift motion the vertebrate in his neck was snapped. Gravity pulled the dead weight of 

his body onto the bed, allowing her to retrieve her black Coach purse she used as a tool bag, which was hidden in 

the bathroom. From the purse she pulled out her freshly sharpened 16-inch butchers’ saw and began to disassemble 

his body. Chopping the head off was always first, but after the head was removed the main concern was skinning the 

bone, so that all of the flesh and organs were placed in her coolers and the bones in buckets off to the side. Everything 

that was not bone was eventually pureed together and then poured into water bottles to be later disposed of in 

multiple locations. The bones were more difficult to dispose of because they needed to be ground down into dust, so 

that there was nothing left of the body to be discovered.  After the fluids were bottled and the bones were concealed, 

they were then transported to her Buick Enclave located in the parking lot, which she would have to drive to her 

storage unit before walking back to the house so her roommates would remain ignorant of its existence. Typically, 
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before she goes back to the room she used for the job, she stops in the room next door to receive her client’s second 

half of the payment; the first is given as soon as she accepts the job. A Mr. Johnson was waiting in the next room 

for her to collect her payment for disposing of his competition for a new promotion at Microsoft. Satisfied that the 

payment had been collected, she returned to the room and began to clean. All of the plastic covers were garbage; she 

would have to torch them later, but for now they would go into heavy-duty garbage bags, which eventually made their 

way into her Buick. The furniture was wiped down again and the room was cleared out. 

The other job that night did not go according to plan. The man she was hired to exterminate was not as easily 

distracted as her typical clients. He had demanded more touching than dancing so she had to swallow her distaste 

of men for a little while. He liked it rough — a little too rough, which became clear after he flipped her over and she 

realized that this time he had thrown her too far, and her head landed on the corner of the nightstand. Luckily, he 

had heard the loud thunk over his own grunting and stopped in order to see if her face had been harmed; she took the 

opportunity to snap his neck before he could start up again. His large body had fallen on top of her, forcing her to use 

her full strength just to push the dead weight of his body off of hers before she was able to breathe again. Shuddering 

in the hot water, she focused back on the mirror and tried to forget about what happened; actually having to have 

sex with a man was a risk she took every night she worked, but she tried to avoid it as much as she could. Men were 

repulsive and vile creatures — she had learned that when she lived on the streets; men want one thing, and one thing 

only. She resumed wiping off enough of the steam so she could examine her face; she looked deep into the mirror, but 

her reflection was not the one looking back at her. 

“Be gone harlot!” the voice echoed through the shower. Annabelle just stood and stared back at the woman 

in the mirror whose voice grated at her ears. The woman in the mirror stared right back at her waiting for a response. 

Annabelle could only see the face, for the woman’s hair was covered by a habit and the rest of her body in the robes 

of the church. Her skin was sagging and wrinkled on the cheekbones and the chin; the eyebrows were thick and 

unkempt, but the eyes were what Annabelle couldn’t look away from. Pure white, they were lacking the iris and pupil; 

there were no imperfections or shadows, just two orbs of white light in the sockets. 

Annabelle tried to blink away the image, but the nun spoke again: “I said be gone! You are not welcome in 

this dwelling.” After she spoke the words, her hand reached out past Annabelle to turn the water off. Annabelle felt 

the newly dampened robe sleeve brush against her skin. Instinctually, she leapt out of the shower and wrapped herself 

in her white towel before bolting from the bathroom. She managed to make it back to the bedroom when the voice 

carried on yelling, drawing the attention of her housemates. “Harlot! Succubus! Blasphemer! You are not welcome!”

Annabelle found herself surrounded by her four housemates, her back to the bathroom doorway where 

the nun was now standing. Not sure how to explain herself or the nun that was now standing behind her, she was 

partially relieved that Izzy spoke first: “Sister Therese has spoken. You are not worthy of our holy sanctuary.” 

Cast out again, Annabelle packed her bags and made her way down the winding staircase and out onto the 

porch. She lit another Virginia Slim before she started down the driveway, smoking and playing with her fleur de 

lis zippo and sighing to herself, “Just like everywhere else.” At the edge of the driveway, she stopped to look at her 

reflection in the lighter before she started walking towards her storage unit with her Buick Enclave. This time her face 

was the only one staring back at her. 
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Honorable Mention Student Painting: 
Lilly’s Alter Ego by Jillian Carlberg. Watercolor.

Honorable Mention Student Drawing: 
Transition of Life by Michelle Marano. 
Ballpoint Pen.

First Place Student Painting (tie): 
Angel by Nikki Nellen. Mixed Media

Honorable Mention Student Sculpture: 
Saurus by Jayme Doyle. 
Cardboard, masking tape, paint.

Second Place Student Painting (tie): 
Wood Life by Melissa Chicola. 
Painted faux wood and carved relief.

Open Submissions
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First Place Faculty, Staff and Alumni Painting: 
The Road not Taken by Assistant Professor Therese Jones. 
Oil on Canvas.

First Place Student Photography: 
Boone’s Paradise by Carly Perschnick. 
Photograph.

Honorable Mention Faculty, Staff and Alumni Photography: 
Beyond the Blades by Michael Progress. 
Photograph, digitally manipulated.

Second Place Student Painting (tie): 
Dream Catcher by Alfredo Melendez. 
Oil and mixed media on canvas.

Honorable Mention Student Photography:  
Beyond Just Stairs by Shirley Curry. 
Photograph.

Open Submissions
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Special Category: “Zombies”

First Place Zombie Category Student 
Drawing: Monster by Alyssa Davidson. 
India ink and watercolor.

First Place Zombie Category Faculty, Staff and 
Alumni Painting: Hell by Zach Krope. 
Bones, oil, yarn, glue, chain link.

Second Place Zombie Category Student 
Photography: Dead End by Kevin Hernandez. 
Photograph

Honorable Mention Student Photography: 
Untitled by Kate Stevens. 
Photograph.

Honorable Mention Student Painting: 
Gorgeous Green by Samantha Machniak-Cedano. 
Acrylic on Canvas.

Open Submissions
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Open Submissions Continued

Second Place Student Photography: 
Fall Road by Audrey Heiberger. 
Photograph.

First Place Faculty, Staff and Alumni 
Photography: Reminiscence by Dr. Clare Lawlor. 
Photograph.

Honorable Mention Student Photography: 
Mellow Yellow by Erin Hupp.
Photograph

First Place Student Painting (tie):  
Waiting #3 by Connor McLennan. 
Spray paint, oil, watercolor, acrylic on hardboard.

Honorable Mention Student Photography: 
Sunset by Marvin Gomez. 
Photograph

Open Submissions
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Second Place
“Masked”

by
Kyle Kotas

Now that I think about it, I should have suspected something wasn’t right. There were all these small things 

that were skewed.  The way the shadows danced across His face, skipping over His bright gold eyes; or the way His 

voice didn’t quite line up with his lips, like an old VHS with the soundtrack half a second ahead of the video. Well, 

then again I was drunk. The biggest hint should have been the train. I’ve never seen someone object so strongly to 

a twenty-minute train ride. Well, that’s not right; I should say He was so persuasive about taking the bus. But, I’m 

getting ahead of myself.

Halloween: the day everyone puts on a mask and goes out to have fun. How could this be a bad day? I took 

the day off from work, no papers to push and no asses to kiss; this was the life. I was even lucky enough to be invited 

to a party by this cute little girl at the bar, April. “7 o’clock. It will be nice to see that cute face of yours. It’s costume, 

so wear something fun.” A wink and she was gone. I haven’t been to a party in months; I needed this night, but a 

costume? The last time I wore a costume was in college when I crashed a sorority house party with my roommate. 

The two of us showed up as cowboys and tried to steal the Greek letters off their wall. The cops were called and we 

ran for our lives. We barely escaped through the yard.  At least this time I was invited, so maybe it will turn out 

better. 

I found an old skeleton hoodie in my closet; the bones were wearing off at the ribcage and the hood barely 

had the remnants of a skull, but what the hell. It was something. Ripped jeans, some face paint and I was set. You 

know you get some weird looks when you go to Wal-Mart and all you buy is some children’s face paint and a fifth of 

Jack Daniels. If I was going to go to this party, then I was going to go all out. I felt like I put more face paint on than 

a weeping clown. During all those days I’ve spent at carnivals as a kid, I never remembered face paint to be so itchy. 

If it weren’t for the bottle in my hand, I probably would have clawed my face down to the haphazard skull that was 

on my skin.

Even with this itchy distraction, I managed to find the party with little difficulty. A small two-story house, 

decorated with Halloween lights and fake spider web — the ones that never quite look real — covered the trimmed 

bushes and the stone porch.  The house was only a couple blocks away from the bar, a thirty-minute walk at best. 

When I got up to the door, a small woman answered in a cat costume. Her black skirt was ruffled and the cat mouth 

she drew on her lips was beginning to fade. 

“April?” I questioned as I took another look at the hand-written directions.

“Umm, Alex” she said, realizing it was me under the pound of paint. “Wow, not bad. Come in, drinks are in 

the kitchen if you would like some.”

“I’m good, I brought my own,” I said as I stepped through the door, showing her my bottle. “Will you do 

me the honor?” I asked, offering her the first drink from the bottle. “My pleasure” she replied, taking a swig of the 

whiskey. Before I could ask her another question, April was called into another room. I was left to mingle among the 

crowed of unfamiliar faces. 
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That’s when I first saw Him, a man in a silver suit. Weird for a costume party, but I guess not too obscure. 

Hell, I am in a raggedy hoodie and face paint. Anyway, I got lost in the house among all the bees, witches, superstars 

and creatures, and so did He. But his piercing, bright eyes resonated in my brain; it seemed as if He knew a secret and 

was judging me because of it.  I’m pretty sure the house had more bodies colliding into each other than Times Square 

on New Year’s Eve. I think I saw April only once more that night. Despite all the people and the volume of the music, 

the party wasn’t very exciting. I was faking my way through a conversation with a zombie about football when He 

stopped by. He seemed more clueless than me, making a joke about cutting someone’s foot. It made me laugh. This 

was better than the other conversations I had that night. 

I couldn’t tell you how long we were talking but it ended with Ethan, Ether, Egthorn, whatever his name is, 

asking me if I wanted to join Him at another party He wanted to attend. Dissatisfied with the way this party was 

going, I drunkenly agreed to join. I grabbed my half-full bottle of whiskey and left. We were heading across town 

towards Hawthorn Avenue and Hemlock Boulevard. I suggested taking the train, a five-minute walk, and a twenty-

minute train ride. Simple, direct, and it would get me off my feet. Walking started to become forced instead of second 

nature.  Aaron, I know it’s not His name, but for simplicity this is what I’m going to call Him. Aaron argued that 

the train burned his nose; he wanted to find another way to get across town. I know the train could be a bit harsh 

sometimes, the smell of feces, garbage, and fresh urine, but you get used to it. I just figured he was from out of town, 

so I agreed to the bus. It may have taken an hour longer than necessary, but at least I didn’t have to walk or stand. 

I started to feel my buzz fade as we arrived at the apartment. So I consulted my friend Jack Daniels and after 

a few words of discussion, I was back feeling ready to socialize. By now, my mask was all disfigured, and I had given 

up on trying to avoid scratching my face hours ago. The door was already opened when we walked in. It was definitely 

different from the party we came from. There was a strong smell in the air, a mixture of an herbal teashop and incense 

you find in hipster stores. 

 The apartment had plenty of space: room for you, a friend, and a personal bubble. There were even tables set 

up in the rooms with food and drinks. At least I thought it was food. It seemed edible; people were eating it. It kind 

of looked like little platters of carefully prepared greens and an assortment of what looked like large bugs. No matter 

how many people offered it or how much I drank, the dishes did not look appetizing. I stuck to my friend Jack. Aaron 

introduced me to some people and vanished like he did at the first party. 

The later the night dragged on and the more people seemed to eat, the weirder they got. Fuck, I’ve spent five 

years in a dorm. People being weird was expected Monday through Saturday, but this was a new level of weird. Well, 

not all of them were getting weird; some of them seemed to be normal, odd but normal. Then there was the last thing 

I remembered. I was making out with this girl, well I hope it was a girl, and I had to get up to go pee when everything 

in the room changed. You guys were everywhere, beautiful and terrifying, Winged, humanoid, big eyed, and of every 

size. What did you call it, glimmer? Your glimmers were all dropped at once. I was in a hive of magical creatures. 

I don’t even think I made it to the bathroom before I passed out. Then I woke up here, in this grand dining hall. 

I think I’ve seen two humans. I tried to escape, but I ended up here. I think I’m going crazy. Just look at what I’m 

talking to. What are you? Some sort of cat?
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Third Place 
“EARTH, ETHEREAL”

by
Christine Sellin

Men may know many things by seeing; 

                       but no prophet can see before the event, 

                                   nor what end waits for him.

                                                        - Sophocles

 I eyed the lens of my Canon. A smudge resembling a small mushroom clouded an image I had captured 

only minutes before, and I wanted to undo the damage it had brought upon what could have been, quite literally, 

a “picture-perfect” landscape. With a few twists of my wrist, I procured a wipe from the camera case, brought the 

Canon near my face, and carefully cleaned the lens’ glass surface. Where there was a wipe, there was a way, and 

needless to say, I resumed my artistic endeavors shortly thereafter. Claiming its rightful place in front of my eyes, the 

Canon focused in on the forest of pine ahead.

 From atop the grassy knoll where I stood, I zoomed my camera in on a cluster of pine trees that had grown 

in a coincidental triangle of branches and cones. Click, click, click. With a quick flash of the Canon, memories of the 

forest’s spruced up serenity were mine for the printing. My eyes satisfied with what I had shot and Nature’s canvas 

perfectly painted, I took in the scenery before me.

 Nature had certainly been prepared for its photo shoot that evening. The deep seaweed green pine needles 

in the forest to my left reflected back the gold of the grass growing directly beneath each tree. Bending down and 

snatching a handful of this vegetation, I proceeded to inspect it in the palm of my hand. Each blade was a blinding 

yellow color – expected – beautifully florescent, one and all. As I unclasped each to give up to the wind, they seemed 

to disappear into the sunset’s glow.

 Likened to a river of gold with the grass flowing like liquid in the breeze, a trench-like ditch vertically lined 

the edge of the woods beneath the hill on which I stood. My eyes followed the grass as it passed alongside each tree 

trunk and then suddenly curved to the right, disappearing behind a mountain in the distance. Initially contemplating 

where the curve could possibly end, I became distracted not by the size of the monstrous mound, but by the way that 

it appeared in my mind’s eye. Birthed of acrylic titanium, the mountain looked as if it were sloppily colored-in by a 

three-year-old nymph of nature. Cartoon-like in appearance, the earthy appendage stood tall as the beginning of the 

maize, which was the sky.

 My concentration on the ethereal Earth was suddenly broken when I heard a quick crack and sizzling fizz. 

Initially, my ears could not pinpoint where these sounds were coming from. My eyes immediately and instinctively 

eyed the mountain’s peak. In a blast of black dust and grey soot, a single firework arose from behind the mountain 

and filled the sky to the right. Although its visage was dark and dismal in hue, I could see that the firework’s form 

was in the distinct shape of a Roman Catholic cross. Its four shadowy and sharp points – bottom, top, left, and right 

– punctured the chromatic curves that filled the open air. Lingering momentarily in mid-air and then slowly and 
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silently drifting back behind the mountain in spectral speckles, the cross soon faded. All of Earth and heaven stood 

still for a split second, and hell soon made its ascent.

 It was then that my flesh caught aflame. My skin, the hue of bruised strawberries and scorched oak, dribbled 

down my bones, exposed to the air as my body burnt into an ashy existence. As the camera molded and melted its 

metal hinges and the memories enclosed within it into my blazing hand below, I cried tears that, as they fell, stung at 

my cheek muscles, burnt and unearthed. I knew that my eyes, by now bulging and bursting from their sockets and 

drooping downward, would very soon see no more.

 As my world darkened and these eyes began to die, I was left with one last image – the last judgment for me, 

and the entire world.

 It was clouded by a mushroom-like smudge.

 
Honorable Mention

“WELL-TIMED CLASSIC”
by

John Morris

 As his fingers slid down the keys as if they were the back of a woman, the crowd anticipated his next move.  

Finally, reaching the key he wanted, he began playing a classical Gershwin piece.  For the next five minutes, the crowd 

forgot their tonic and gin; they forgot the spouse they had left the night before and their home in the alley down the 

street.  For the next five minutes, all was forgiven and reality was lost.  The keys struck each string like it was a little 

piece of heaven, and the man playing was God himself in human form.  Then the music sadly came to an end, and 

the happiness faded.  As every person came back to their senses, a man stepped in from the alley and took a seat at the 

bar.  A regular, he ordered his usual whiskey and took part in listening to the young man play.  As the pianist decided 

to play a more modern piece, the regular listened and dreamt of his younger days, fantasizing about women, lust, and 

drink.  Once again, the playing stopped and the young man began to count his tips.  At this point, the regular pulled 

out a revolver, aimed at the young man, and ended something that could have been beautiful.  The crowd stared 

in awe as the regular bolted for the door.  With everyone rushing to the young man, the regular left with ease and 

returned home.  He reached 1118 Roberts Dr. and walked up to his apartment.  There was not much time before the 

authorities would find him …

 Alfred Beggar was no saint, nor was he a criminal.  He simply existed.  He lived every day as it came and 

accepted everything for how it was.  He had been an entertainer for the Clarion nightclub for years, playing piano 

and directing the musicals.  That was until the club went under, and he was forced to work in a factory.  Playing 

for local bars and pubs, he got by with just enough to survive.  During this time, he managed to land an agent and 

began recording.  One night, on a walk home, a previous debt to the mafia had to be paid. To reach his personal bliss, 

he was forced to borrow money in order to hire his agent.  The mafia came to collect from the man with the empty 

pockets.  Because he had no money or anything of value, they took his pride.  Breaking all of his fingers was his price 
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to pay, and he was never to play piano again.

 Now, forty years later, he sits in his bedroom awaiting his end.  He had just killed an aspiring new artist that 

caused him to have glimpses of what his life could have been.  These unwelcome images came flooding to his memory 

when the musician’s melody filled the air: the melody of “Well-Timed Classic” by Fred Beggar.  Now he waits for the 

police to find him and to be taken away.  He slowly creeps up the stairs to the attic to find his oldest and most trusted 

friend.  

 The 1952, aged, white, Wurlitzer Grand Piano had sat in the attic for 37 years untouched.  Alfred dusts off 

the seat, lifts the cover, and begins to do the hardest thing he would ever do in his life, to play one last time.  

 He began playing Beethoven’s “Moonlight Sonata” and fell into a daze.  The string section followed him in 

and replaced the right side of the attic.  The violas and violins led him as the cello and bass set the mood.  Then the 

woodwinds came in, replacing the left side of the attic.  The clarinet and oboe raced to see who was better, while the 

bassoon held their rhythm.  The flute and piccolo played octaves higher than the piano.  As he transitioned into his 

own piece, the brass and percussion came in behind, solidifying the sound.  The trumpet and trombone rounded it 

out and bellowed their brightness.  The timpani and tuba kept the beat.  As he finished his piece, the front of the attic 

became his standing ovation and he took a bow as he was showered with flowers.  The Clarion one again belonged to 

him.  

Alfred Beggar died at midnight as the officers stormed his apartment in search of him.  They found him at 

the foot of his piano, his hands on the keys.  The autopsy showed he had broken every finger on both of his hands.  

The cause of death was unknown …

 They say that if you walk by 1118 Roberts Dr., you can hear music coming from the attic and that the place is 

haunted.  But what you are actually hearing are little pieces of heaven, hit one at a time, and God himself, in human 

form, playing piano.

Honorable Mention
“MICKEY CABAL BOOK ONE”

“The Power of Will”
“Prologue: The Beginning but Far From the End

by
Michael Harris

 What if somebody had the power to control objects at will?  Learn something in a blink of an eye? What if a 

person could hot wire machines (including vehicles and electrical objects such as TVs or radios) using his own mind 

to do so?  And what if this person is being hunted down by the CIA to use for experimental purposes?  They want to 

see if that person is a true human. They want him to be used as a weapon.  All that I previously told you is all about 

me.  My name is Mickey Emanuel Cabal.  I told you some things.  But I have to start at the beginning to tell you 

everything else and then some.

 Many years ago my parents and I went on a trip to a downtown Chicago beach.  At this time, I was seventeen 

years old and in my senior year of high school.   We had all mom’s best food. There was chicken, watermelon, various 

| Studen
t Fiction

 | 



Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2013

42

kinds of soft beverages, and many more delicious foods which are too numerous to list in one sitting.  We were having 

a fun time until it happened.  

 I was playing catch with my dad with our Frisbee.  I saw black suits everywhere.  I told my dad and mom 

that we had to go.   “OK, but don’t make it too obvious,” said my dad in a quiet way to my mom and me.  We moved 

slowly but constantly.  The black suits caught on and ran after us.  We ran our fastest, trying to get to our car.  The 

main black suit stopped us with a van, near the area of our car.  As soon as we saw him, some other black suits came 

out of the van.  

 We tried to run away, but another van pulled up with more black suits.  They captured my parents.  “Go 

away, son!  Run,” yelled my parents in unison.   Before I could make one of my spectacular escapes, they shot a drug 

into me.  When I woke up I was in the downtown Metra train station, badly bruised.  Maybe they mugged me and 

dumped me off?  Man, I hate black suits!  I had nowhere to go and nobody to take care of me.  This is where my 

journey begins.  First, I have to find someone to adopt me until I get my parents back.

Part One: The Beginning 

Chapter 1: I Would Just Sleep Here Tonight

 I took the train all the way to Steger, Illinois. I was extremely tired.  I had no food or water.  I prayed to God 

that He would keep me safe through these tough times.   I walked down one street until I came upon this wonderful 

house.  Luckily they had a barn, so I just hit the hay and called it a day.  No pun intended.  I thought it was kind of 

catchy.  Catchy like a simple jingle like “Mary had a little lamb.”  Forget that I ever said that.  Anyways, I slept like 

a baby on the hay.  The animals didn’t even care.  If I wanted to, I could have made it into a little nativity scene for 

myself.  I hope I wasn’t so dirty that the animals thought that I was an animal.

 In the morning, this fine seventeen or eighteen-year-old girl came into the barn. “Dad, someone is in the 

barn,” the girl screamed.  I woke up and confronted her.  

“Please don’t turn me in.  I have nowhere else to go,” I said.  The girl and I talked for about a good hour or 

so.  She had a beautiful body, light brown eyes, thick dark brown hair, and a wonderful angel-like smile. Her body 

was so sexy that her curves had curves.  Forget that last part.  

“So you’re saying that your parents were kidnapped,” the girl said.  I almost forgot to tell you that her name 

was Cierra Cortez.  I think I love her. “OK, come with me.  My parents will love to help you out,” said Cierra and we 

walked to her house. 

 Cierra’s family was very nice.  “I’m sorry about what happened to your parents,” said Mr. Cortez.  After 

we had breakfast, Mrs. Cortez and Cierra took me on a tour of the house. “This is where you’re going to sleep with 

my brother, James.   He is kind of a video game nut.  No, he is a video game nut.  Do you like video games?” asked 

Cierra, giggling at the joke she made at her brother’s expense.  She told me that her brother was sixteen years old and 

was a junior in high school. I guess I like video games.  Books, movies, and some TV shows about the CIA are kind 

of my hobby.  I like playing sports as well.   All I know is that I love me some Cierra.  Good Lord Almighty, Cierra is 

fine! 

 “Ya know I like you. I mean I like video games.  I like books a lot,” I said and I saw that Cierra had blushed 

slightly.  Her mom kind of smiled.  
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“Mom stop,” said Cierra in a playful manner.  

“I will just go clean up some things.  You guys could continue without me,” said Mrs. Cortez, smiling at 

Cierra.

 “Well I … This is hard,” said Cierra nervously.  I held her hand, which made her feel a lot better. 

 “Everything will be OK.  I just want you to know that you’re the most beautiful girl I ever seen. Your eyes 

are more beautiful than the stars from the night skies,” I said and Cierra’s face lit up.  In a split second she had me in 

her room with the door closed.  Cierra quickly wrapped her hands around my neck, and she started kissing me.  Her 

lips were as soft as marshmallows and as sweet as cotton candy.  Her waist was slender but big enough to hold. While 

kissing me she placed my hands on her body, which was perfect, and she was wearing yoga pants.  We both smiled at 

each other and right there, I knew that she was the one for me.  At least I hoped she was.

 That night I found out why Cierra called her brother James a video games nut.  He had video games 

everywhere, and I literally mean everywhere.  He had games in his closet, drawers, under his bed, on shelves by his 

trophies, and in shoeboxes.  “Hey, Mickey. Do you want to check out the Battlefield 3 campaign?” asked James 

plugging in his ps3 at the same time.  I took a minute and I agreed to his offer.   The last time I played a video game 

system was when I used to play my Nintendo 64 when I was five.

 James taught me how to play the game.  As it turned out, I wasn’t that bad.  I got better and I got ten kills and 

18 deaths in one game online.  On the other hand, he got forty kills and three deaths in one game online.  He kept 

count in his Battlefield 3 notebook that he used to keep track of his kill to death ratios for most of the games he played 

online.  “You’re not that bad.  You learn real fast.  We better go to sleep because we have school in the morning,” said 

James cheerfully then we went to sleep.  It suddenly hit me when I laid on the bottom bunk.  What was I supposed to 

do when nobody was at home?  Mr. and Mrs. Cortez will be at work and Cierra and James will be at school.

Chapter 2: I Have to Stay on Guard 

 “Good morning sleepy head,” said Cierra, smiling at me.  James had already left the room and headed 

downstairs for breakfast.  Cierra had on a pink polo and a light blue short skirt.  Cierra was on top of me when I was 

in the bed, trying to wake me up.  She straddled my body with one leg on each side. 

 Cierra’s hair was glowing by the sun’s light.  It was curly and long.  I could have stayed there in bed for hours.  

For one, she was on top of me and smelled of strawberry perfume.  That felt really good.  The other point is that I was 

extremely tired from playing video games all night long.   I have to admit that I do need my nourishment.   “OK, I’m 

up.  Give me a second,” I said, and I knew it would take me a good minute or two to get up.  

“OK sleepy head I’ll see you downstairs,” said Cierra, and she bent her head down and kissed me softly on my 

lips.   After that she went happily out of the door to go eat.  What can I say?  That’s my girl.

 Downstairs I ate me about eight helpings of pancakes and two servings of eggs and bacon.   I had not had 

a homemade breakfast since the time that my mom made it for me.  “Wow slow down hot shot,” said Mr. Cortez, 

putting a bite of pancake in his mouth.  

Everyone laughed and Mrs. Cortez said, “Stew, he is a growing boy.”  She was wiping off the counters.  

“I think James should pick up some lessons,” said Cierra in a joking way, and she playfully nudged James’s left 

arm.  
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“Shut-up, I don’t want to be a pig,” said James, smiling, and we all laughed.  If you ask me, James was half 

way there with his little potbelly.  We were about to go; Cierra was driving.

 “Mrs. Cortez I don’t know…”  Mrs. Cortez cut me off at mid-sentence.  

“It’s OK.  I already told every teacher that we just adopted you for the time being.  Mr. Watkins, the 

principal, said that you will start your classes today,” said Mrs. Cortez smiling.  I agreed and I was on my way to 

school.  I hope that I am in some of Cierra’s classes for the semester. She is the angel of my day, and her light blinds 

me. 

 “Hey Cierra, do you listen to Drake?” I asked Cierra.  Why would I ask that? Does she even listen to Drake?  

Lucky for me she said she did like Drake.  Man that is a relief.  Matter of fact, she listens to a lot of rap; who would 

have guessed that?  Not this guy.  “Of course I do.  I have the Take Care album,” said Cierra, smiling while driving.  

Score one for Mr. Cabal.  

I forgot that the brat was in the backseat.  “You guys make me sick,” James said jokingly. I threw a piece of 

paper back at him and we all laughed.  We finally got to the school after ten minutes of driving.  Cierra is as fine as 

her ride, which is a Camaro zl1. 

 James got out of the car and started walking to the school.  Cierra was telling me about what I should expect 

from the school.  Also, she gave me my schedule.  I was in most of her classes.  “I have one question Ms. Cortez,” I 

said as I looked into her beautiful eyes and her cute dimples.  

“And what is that Mr. Cabal?” Cierra playfully questioned me (now I know she is into me.)  

“Do angels go this school?  I think I’m falling in love with one right now,” I said, with complete confidence.  

She blushed slightly, making her cheeks light red. 

“Mickey, you’re so sweet,” said Cierra, and she kissed me softly on my lips.  This was going to be a great day.

 There were all types of groups at school.  I could tell that some of Cierra’s friends were into me.  They were 

smiling and giggling.  I met this guy named Derrick Verlander.  He was pretty cool and laid back.  “Hey wouldn’t 

it be cold if somebody could control somebody’s mind?” asked Derrick excitedly while he was glancing at the girls. I 

should be able to control people’s minds, since I can control objects.  

“Ya that would be cool,” I said, and we continued walking to our gym class.  

 We played dodge ball.  For some odd reason I was placed on the small fry team along with Derrick, and 

we played against the jocks.  The other team consisted of players from the football, basketball, baseball, soccer, and 

wrestling team.  We were losing badly.  Derrick and I were the last from our team left on the floor.  “You’re next, 

pansy,” said Gale O’Neil, who was this big football and wrestling star player.  I believe he weighed one hundred and 

ninety pounds of complete retard.   

“Charge,” said John O’Neil, the star shortstop from the baseball team.  He is Gale’s younger brother by two 

months.  The balls were in mid-air and were getting closer.  I caught one of the balls, and I nailed Gale straight in the 

balls then Derrick threw one at his face.  All hell was about to break loose.   While in progress I told Derrick to run.  

“Wow that was amazing,” said the gym teacher, Mr. Smith, who completely ignored the fact that Gale was 

hit downstairs.  

“Let’s get them,” screamed Gale barbarically, still in agony from the pain of my throw.  We pissed the whole 
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team off and were about to be their dinner if we did not run.  

We zoomed through the hallways.  I bumped into Cierra and her group of friends.  I have to admit that her 

friends do look kind of sexy.  “Where are you and Derrick going?” asked Cierra in a playful and yet concerned way.  

“We pissed off some of the jocks,” I said frantically.  

“Derrick, I’m telling mom,” yelled Cindy, who was Derrick’s sister.  She was born a couple of seconds after 

him.  

“Mickey is kind of hot,” said Christiana Martinez, and the group of girls giggled and talked to each other.  I 

found out who the principal was.  It was one of the black suits who took my parents. 

“We can’t go this way,” I said and I turned to go down the hall.  I saw the jocks in full force ready to pounce 

on us.  Derrick and I sneaked into an art classroom.  It’s a good thing that no class was meeting in the art room at 

that time.   We avoided possible bruises from the jocks who gave up on finding us for now.   Now I had to find a way 

to get home without being seen.  At the end of school, I jetted through the parking lot before they spotted me.  I had 

texted Cierra that we needed to go, and I was going to explain it to James and her soon.  

Chapter 3: I Spy With My Little Eye

In a black van sat the CIA head chief, Jeff Cooper.  He had a sinister smile on his face, watching his fellow 

comrades trying to take me down before I got to the car.  The teachers came out screaming, but the CIA held them 

back.  I was running as fast as I could.  I was trying to throw objects at the men trying to take me down.  I hit two of 

them with a stop sign.  They finally got me, put a bandana over my eyes, tied my hands behind my back, and tied my 

ankles together.  

“Hello Mickey, how is everything?” I could recognize that voice from anywhere.  It was the ugly son of a 

gun Cooper himself in flesh and blood.  They untied my ankles and tied them to the chair that I was sitting in. They 

also took off the bandana.  The van was empty except for the driver and passenger seat, two metal chairs, and a small 

TV. I sat in one of the chairs.  I couldn’t move anything with my mind.  They kept on beating me.  The worst came 

from Cooper himself at the end. “Join our side and we won’t kill you or your precious little parents,” said Cooper 

sarcastically, pointing towards a small video monitor in the van.  I noticed that there were two individuals in a silver 

cell-like room. I looked closely and identified them as my parents.   I was extremely pissed off now.   

“I will never join your side.  You have no class and you disgust me,” I said angrily, and I spat at Cooper’s face.  

Not a bad comeback: it felt like I was the king of the world, but that changed quickly.  Blood was all over me.  It was 

on my clothes and face.  Cooper wiped the spit off with a towel.  He then knocked me in the face real hard.   That 

was one of the worst parts of my day, getting hit by a CIA agent.  He hit me so hard that I almost could not feel my 

face anymore.   They drove to a corner and threw me out of the car.  

“Hey, boy. If you try that again, you won’t have a head anymore.  By the way, if you try to chase me, your 

dad and mom will bite the bullet.  Just think of joining us.  Honestly, what do you have to lose?” said Cooper, 

smiling, and then he closed the van’s door and they were gone. 

Everybody ran up to check on me.  Tears were in the girls and female teachers’ eyes.  The boys just saw the 

ugly scene as if it was a comedy.   “Dude your face is so messed up,” James said, smiling with his friends.  Cierra and 

her girlfriends pushed James and his friends out of the way to help me out.  
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“Move out of the way you bastards.  James what is wrong with you,” said Cierra.  Some teachers brought me 

to the office.  

Christina whispered to Cierra asking, “Are we still having the slumber party?”  Cierra smiled and replied, 

“Yes we are.”  After that incident we went to Cierra’s car. 

Cierra talked to me all the way to the car.  “Is there something that you need to tell me?” asked Cierra. I just 

looked down.  

“No, not right now. I will tell you about it later, OK?” I told Cierra.  She just left it at that.  I did not want her 

to see that.  Somehow our past always catches up to us in life no matter what, good or bad. 

In the car, James started to make fun of me.  “Hey, you look…” Cierra cut James off abruptly at mid-

sentence. She turned around and yelled at him.  “James shut the hell up before I shut it for you.  I will jump back 

there and whop the living daylight out of you.  You would be bleeding for days.”  Lesson number one for me about 

Cierra: never piss her off.  

James whispered something: “At least I don’t have anger-management.”  

She turned off the car and was about to beat him up if it were not for me stopping her.  “Cierra it is OK; I 

will talk to you at home, I promise.  James please give it a break for now,” I said.  It is a good thing I know how to talk 

to the ladies. To calm her down, I held her hand and she embraced it and smiled at me.  I could see the fear and love 

she felt for me in her eyes.  We got home in ten minutes. 

Mrs. Cortez saw my eye right away.  She had a day off from work. “What happened to you Mickey?” asked 

Mrs. Cortez.  The real Principal McArthur explained everything to Mrs. Cortez.  At least the black suit imposter of 

the principal did not kill him.  He was left unconscious in a closet.  If it were not for one of the teachers, he would 

have died from suffocation.  “We will have to make a plan,” said Mrs. Cortez.  I felt extremely sad for her.  She is 

probably not used to seeing a seventeen-year-old boy who got beat up by the CIA.  Matter of fact, I know she never 

saw a seventeen-year-old boy who got beat up by the CIA, except for me of course.

“Mom, can I go to Jerry’s house?” asked James.  

“Sure, but you should invite Mickey with you,” said Mrs. Cortez politely.  

“No, man. He will stay with me and the girls when they come over,” said Cierra; how could I say no to such 

a beautiful human being?  Is that even a question?  My answer is hell no.   When it comes down to choosing between 

video games or hot girls my age, I will pick hot girls any day.  

“Suit yourself.  I got dibs on some of the girls,” said James and we all laughed.  

“James, make sure that you’re on your best behavior.  I will drop you off at his house,” said Mrs. Cortez, 

combing her hair and putting on her coat.  It felt good to be alone with Cierra.

Cierra hugged me and cried.  “I don’t want anything bad to happen to you,” said Cierra. I rubbed her back 

to calm her down.  We then went upstairs to her room.  I explained to her everything that was happening to me.  She 

was wearing a white tank top, blue short shorts (blue, by the way, is my favorite color), and some pink footie socks. 

“Let me get this right.  So your parents’ captors want you to join them?” Cierra asked.  I couldn’t lie to her because I 

could tell that her eyes could read me if I were lying.  I told her that everything was OK.  “My poor baby,” Cierra said 

jokingly and she kissed me on my lips.  “I’m going to go call the girls, OK?”  
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When the girls got there they nurtured me.  Good thing that most of them weren’t persistent like Cierra to 

find out answers about my life.   “We have to clean up your face,” said Christina, smiling at me.  I couldn’t wait till 

that was over.  I hate rubbing alcohol.  We played board games, watched TV, and I explained to some of them about 

my odd story.  That was a bad idea.  I told one and she told someone else.

  “Wow, so are you an alien working for the CIA?” asked Cindy Verlander, astounded by my story. Is this girl 

dumb, or is she just playing around?  We all laughed.  

Mrs. Cortez made us a delicious Mexican dinner.  After that we watched scary movies.  The good thing about 

that was that girls all cuddled around me for comfort.  Jackpot!  That night when I went to sleep, all I could think 

about was what happened earlier today.  What happened at the school was just a glimpse of what may happen in the 

near future. 

Faculty, Staff and Alumni Fiction

First Place
“LAST WILL AND TESTMENT OF GOD”

by
Dr. George Miller

I, God, of Everywhere and Every-when, of sound omniscient mind, declare this to be my last Will and Testament 

and hereby revoke all prior wills and codicils made by me. My social security # is: ∞.

I. Personal Representative

I appoint Humanity as Personal Representative of My Last Will and Testament. In the event of the extinction, 

resignation, removal, incapacity, refusal or inability of Humanity to serve as Personal Representative, then it goes to a 

malevolent demon whose name shall not be mentioned in good company.

The term “Personal Representative” as used herein means one or more persons who are actually able to exemplify 

the spiritual nature of the human condition. This entails being primarily focused on the Good, the Just, and the 

Beautiful; this entails being able to distinguish between base self-interest and the Commons; this entails not being 

mired in the past or transfixed by the future; this entails not simply not coming up with the same old bad solutions to 

new and complex problems; this entails accepting full responsibility for one’s actions and not scapegoating others for 

our missteps (I don’t like the word “sin.” It has such a pejorative connotation); this entails not taking everything I’ve 

said literally, but looking for the meaning from within your hearts and minds; this entails that I am both a Good and 

Green God and recommend that you harness the wind and the sun to assume responsible stewardship of the planet.

II. Payment of Last Debts

I direct my Personal Representative to pay any valid debts still owing at my death, plus last illness, funeral, burial, 

and administrative expenses.  Parenthetically, I still owe $30,000 on my Visa, but it’s zero percent interest until 2015 
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(your time, since I transcend time). Administrative costs are another matter. The bureaucracy of divine spokespeople 

is burdensome and costly and some of them without naming names are taking advantage of sick leave, overtime, and 

PTO days.  My view has always been: you die and you get immediate care for your immortal soul. But the system 

now is that my spokespeople get between you and me and you have to fill out unnecessary paperwork; and their 

presence is both intrusive and self-serving. I must warn you that the most terrifying nine words in any language are: 

“I speak for God and I’m here to help.”

III.        Personal Representative’s Powers

I give my Personal Representative the following powers:

(a) Full power to do any and all things necessary for the complete administration of my estate, i.e., the 

institution and perpetuation of world peace. 

(b) To exchange, improve, pledge, mortgage, lease for any term whatsoever, and otherwise dispose of and 

deal with any part of all of my estate. Despite all the books I’ve inspired and all flamboyant signs that 

have appeared through history like neon lights on a blank wall, the majority of you still don’t seem to 

know my intentions. Here’s something I stole from the Beatles: All you need is love.

(c) To carry on as long as and in such manner as appropriate, any business enterprise in which I owned any 

interest and to collect the income, rents, and profits therefrom.  You’re going to see that I am invested 

in both the stocks of Good and the stocks of Evil. For the Uninitiated, the profit from the Good is 

apparently cancelled by the losses of the Evil. If you still think that after looking over the books, get 

yourself a more spiritual accountant.

(d) To settle and handle all claims, either in favor or against my estate. Just to let you know, there is a 

lawsuit pending, blaming Your Deity for everything wrong in the universe. Please forgive them for 

their “missteps;” however, defend me with zest and not with a lawyer from “Angie’s List,” please. These 

malcontents have no case really, but if they get some shyster lawyer who claims contact with my universe 

is responsible for mesothelioma of the soul, they could conceivably win. 

(e) In addition to the powers stated above, my Personal Representative shall have all the powers and 

authority granted by, in addition to the state of Illinois, the state of Grace.

IV. Tangible and Intangible Personal Property

I hereby give and bequeath to my image, Humanity, should it survive me (see global warming), all my tangible 

and intangible property. This includes all stars, planets, asteroids, subatomic particles, McDonald’s as well as the so-

called intangibles such as Charity, Compassion, and Good Will. I also bequeath Karma to each person, so keep your 

heads on a swivel and watch out what you say, do, or think—it’ll come back to haunt you.

In dividing the property among my surviving children, there is a written set of directions I have left. I don’t want 

to spoil the surprise, but here’s a brief list of some items and to whom they have been bequeathed, and those who need 

them most:

1. The Ten Commandments (Donald Trump)
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2. Noah’s Arc (Disney)

3. Vengeance (just kidding, that’s mine, I sayeth)

4. Common Sense (to be added liberally, like salt in bad tasting soup)

5. True Universal Health Care (applicable to all beings in the universe—I was troubled when I saw ET, and 

extraterrestrials apparently weren’t covered).

V. Residue of Estate

Forgiveness is the principal residue of my estate. Just as you breathe in and out, forgive.  Just as many times as 

you blink your eyes per day, forgive. Forgive yourself and others for their real or imagined indiscretions. Forgive your 

parents for not being Me. Forgive Nate Silver for not being wrong. Forgive, because forgiveness lets go of the past. 

Forgive because by not forgiving, you’re constipating your soul. Forgive because then everybody can have a good time. 

Forgive so that your hand doesn’t have to be on the trigger all the time. Forgive because you can’t be light on your 

feet if you’re heavy on your soul. Finally, forgive Me for not living up to your unrealistic expectations, and especially 

forgive me for dying on you this way, which under other circumstances would be ripe for a Law and Order episode. 

You really need to be on your own and find the ground under your clay feet. Freud was right about one thing: 

Daddy’s got to go. And if you can’t do it, then I’ll have to! Man didn’t kill God, as Nietzsche said. God had to kill 

himself, so that finally his children would live up to Divine Expectations.

AFFIDAVIT

Before me, the undersigned authority, on this day personally appeared, GOD, VANITY, and HUBRIS, known to me 

to be the testator and the witnesses, respectively, whose names are subscribed to the annexed or foregoing instrument 

in their respective capacities, and, all of said persons being by me duly sworn, GOD, testator, declared to me and to 

the said witnesses in my presence that said instrument is his last will and testament, and that he had willingly made 

and executed it as his free act and deed for the purposes therein expressed. 

Prepared by Amen & Associates

www.amenamenamen.com



Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2013

50

| St
ud

en
t 

Po
et

ry
| 

Student Poetry
First Place

“Its Smoked Wood Whisper is the Lucifer”
by

Deirdre McCormick

What do you think that salamander

was back when the world was a nebula?

Pungent and green as coriander

or simply a smoldering replica?

Perhaps it was Shiva or Shakti— No,

it was a steam demon from the west-east—

Hen1 whispered the Word, beckoned 

vultures; carrion became legend, 

and they ate every last letter.

Above and below, Hen was a festering zephyr,

rising from decay in the Hawthorn,2

thin vapors delivered a smoother smother—

maybe Hen was a blackened dragon

before the world began to flatten,

a wonder interlinked with the vastness

of gases; fierce, unyielding— but extinct.

1. Hen is a Finnish gender-neutral pronoun and was adopted in the Swedish language.

2. Hawthorn trees are “The Goddess of trees.” These trees possess great value in old Celtic faiths being that they are 

associated with fertility and fairies.  The May Pole is traditionally made of Hawthorn.



51

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2013
| Studen

t Poetry | 

Second Place
“SOMETHING” (A CENTO)

by
Kyle Kotas

There are no stars tonight.

Invisible air drifts,

just an old acquaintance tipping his hat,

a feeling that lasts one song maybe—

For a while even the animals vanished

then you realize you’re bound

with empty blue eyes of children in sentimental

masses of flowers.

The seasons where you must cease to exist,

space for the greatest silence, 

and we breathe

this dark outmost hide, and under it

such a paltry gesture, my surrender.

The fire in the cave of your skull

full of immense books,

and they spill like bees among the flowers

into the darkness. When you dream we hid 

among objects of watches left behind. This is where

I must make myself. 

Third Place
“DEMENTED DISCO”

by
Michelle Staie

All night and day my mind twisted like a spoon

for a telekinetic. I confess

my hatred of you is a voice out of tune,

like some dimwitted damsel in distress,

who corrupts every life her hands reach. Seethe

with blood lusting rage, filling silky smooth suede

from the lies cackling through your plague ridden teeth.

The crippling hatred will leave me coarse as uncut jade.

Faithfulness and trust in each other cast aside, strewn

across unforgiving oak floor; ember

hands impatiently try to repair. Instead, we fume,

each hoping our “love” bond will dismember.

Both wishing for the paralysis of mistletoe,

but still we gyrate in the same demented disco.

Honorable Mention
“HUMMING HUNGER”

by
Christine Sellin

 

Your reflection, distorted on the surface of a dirtied spoon,

brandishes blackberry blemishes on silver. I confess

that to devour and scour you renders my tongue a tune,

a humming hunger  —  silenced one note too soon. Distressed

and perceiving the pomegranate purse of your lips seething

mustard seed and rosemary, a bassinet of sangoire suede,

you are the crust between my cavity-ridden canyons of teeth.

My retina is a yellowed uranium wretch while your jade

iris blooms in a creamy white bulb. Licorice-licked and strewn

in an Alfredo froth, your pupils broil atop the emerald

green pesto peepers, completing a pestilent palette. Your fumes,

fragrantly pungent, urge me to splurge, consume, dismember–

I become a rancid radish red and odorous olive of mistletoe,

Glittering — blinding — the faceted spheres of a Disco.
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Honorable Mention
“THE LIVING ROOM CHAIR

by
Dana Skwarski

To most,

 

It is nothing more than a chair.

Once placed here, 

Until moved over there.

Reupholstered throughout the years,

To hide evidence of its wear and tear.

Who after all,

Would care about an object,

Such as a living room chair?

Why I would, 

For my grandma once sat there ...
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First Place
“A Red-tailed Hawk”

by
Kevin O’Connor

A red-tailed hawk

rose through his cry,

then back down again.

December snow

sunk our boots,

and the white hare

lost his life.

This is what we saw,

the soaring keeper

of little things.

Second Place
“Brown vs. White”

by
Lois Mintah

Brown is the color of a slick and shiny seed

burst from a chocolate pod.

Brown is the color of all things earth.

Brown are the eyes of a beautiful girl.

Brown is my favorite dog and the otter in the creek.

White is the color of film over a blind eye and film over 

an old fish —

the color of ghosts.

I’m so glad I’m not white!

Part II

White is the color of a bride’s dress.

The color of spring flowers and snow

blanketing everything like cotton.

Castles of clouds are white.

Brown is the color of age spots and skin moles —

the color of dung.

I’m so glad I’m not brown!

Part III

That’s what Papa tells me.

Faculty, Staff and Alumni Poetry
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Student Research Report
First Place

“The Link Among Drug Abuse, Treatment and Recidivism 
in the Criminal Justice System”

by
Cassandra Myers

In the current state of the criminal justice system, crimes relating to drugs make up an abundant portion 

of indictments, convictions, and perpetrators. Much research has concluded that a definitive link exists between 

criminal behavior and drug addiction, even when the criminal behavior is unaffiliated with possessing, obtaining, 

or distributing drugs. Furthermore, drug offenders have a higher rate of recidivism — repeating criminal behavior 

— than other offenders. This is due, in part, to the cycle of addiction that keeps drug offenders needing to pursue 

criminal behavior to finance or satiate their drug habits. Currently, within state and federal penitentiaries, no 

encompassing drug treatment or rehabilitation program exists to curb the hold addiction has on drug offenders and 

prepare them for reentry into society. Due to the lack of appropriate treatment plans for drug offenders, a high rate of 

recidivism is associated with drug addicts, but by implementing rehabilitating treatment options for drug offenders, 

the rate of recidivism would be reduced and costs to society would be further diminished.

In recent times, drug use has become increasingly common in the United States. The use of drugs is also 

associated with a high proportion of crimes in the United States. Most significantly, violent crimes are highly 

correlated to drug use and abuse. Over half of the violent crimes occurring in the United States, including homicides, 

assaults, and thefts, were committed by perpetrators under the influence of illegal drugs at the time of arrest (National 

Institute on Drug Abuse, 2003). Apart from criminal behaviors, drug offenders also make up a large percentage of 

the prison population. Currently, the federal prison population is composed of 60% drug offenders, which does not 

include those who were only under the influence of a substance during the commission of a crime (National Institute 

on Drug Abuse).

As is evident in the composition of the United States’ prison population, drug offenders make up a large 

percentage of criminal offenders. However, what is frequently disregarded is the fact that drug offenders make up a 

significant portion of reoffenders in the United States’ criminal justice system. The recidivism rate for drug offenders 

is higher than that of non-drug offenders (Huebner, 2005). Even an arrest for a drug related crime increases one’s 

chances of recidivism as a probationer, a correlation supported by “substantial evidence” (Huebner). A study of 

probationers found that those with a history of drug abuse of any kind were twice as likely to violate the terms of 

their probation and 60% more likely to be arrested for a new crime than those with no history of drug use (Huebner). 

There are many risk factors associated with repeated incarceration, which include psychiatric hospital stays, low 

socioeconomic status, previous criminal history, male gender, young age, and the presence of personality disorders 

(Hakansson, 2012). These risk factors, however, are also closely associated with drug use and abuse. The similarity 

between the risk factors for recidivism and those for drug abuse show the reason for the high correlation between the 

two. 

Because the link between drug offenses and recidivism has been widely proven, a number of programs aimed 

at reducing the amount of drug crimes and treating the offenders of those crimes have arisen among locales and states 
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across the United States. However, the presence of drug treatment programs for offenders is not plentiful. This is 

counterintuitive as “despite the dearth of available resources for treatment, research suggests that drug treatment can 

reduce recidivism” (Huebner, 2005). There is a wide variety of treatment programs aimed at reducing the number of 

new drug-related crimes and diminishing the recidivism rates for drug offenders such as drug courts, prison treatment 

programs that are concurrent to incarceration, and post incarceration live-in treatment programs. Drug treatment 

aims at fixing the underlying problems that lead to crime, which is contrary to incarceration. For an individual 

addicted to drugs, incarceration does not treat the fundamental addiction that fuels criminal behavior. Thus, a wide 

variety of drug treatment programs have been introduced to assist in treating the individual as a means of resolving 

the overarching problem, thereby reducing recidivism. 

One of the frequently implemented drug treatment tactics among jurisdictions is the presence of specific 

drug courts that particularly handle drug related offenses. Drug courts aim at reducing drug use among offenders and 

further criminal behavior by such offenders. The devices used by drug courts vary widely based on jurisdiction, but all 

have the same premise, which is to reduce drug activity and criminal behavior. The introduction of the drug court was 

one of the first innovations towards a treatment-based rehabilitation system. The drug court was developed due to the 

substantial increases in drug offenders appearing in state and federal courts, along with the increasing and convincing 

evidence of a link between drug abuse and criminal behavior and the effective use of drug treatment programs 

(Spohn, 2001). Drug courts are specialized dockets aimed at managing the presence of drug offenses more efficiently 

and reducing the pressure on the felony court system to efficiently assist drug offenders. The courts frequently involve 

extensive judicial supervision of offenders, mandatory treatment as part of sentencing, and a rehabilitation program 

after the release of the individual (Spohn). 

While the presence of drug courts is a step in the right direction, the effectiveness of these courts is the 

deciding factor as to whether they should be nationally implemented. Several studies have been conducted to 

determine the efficacy of drug courts on the recidivism rates of those who have gone through the programs associated 

with the courts. Research summaries found similar conclusions: criminal behavior was significantly reduced when 

an offender had participated in the program. The summaries of these studies found that among participants in drug 

courts versus a comparison group of offenders who did not participate in drug courts, 32 percent of nonparticipants 

were rearrested compared to 12 percent of drug court participants over an eight month time period (Spohn, 2001, p. 

153).  

While drug courts can be effective for drug related offenses, a large number of violent offenses are committed 

while under the influence of a drug or a drug addiction. In this case, incarceration is deemed necessary, but the 

underlying addiction contributing to the offense may not be treated in prison. The introduction of prison based 

substance abuse treatment programs aided in reducing the rates of drug addiction and recidivism for those already 

incarcerated. Because of the large percentage of drug offenders and even drug addicts in the prisons, “prisons have 

been suggested as the logical place to provide substance abuse treatment to reduce recidivism and the demand for 

illicit drugs” (Hiller, 1999, p. 834). Common treatment programs have been adapted for use in the institutional 

setting common in correctional facilities (Hiller). 

While the treatment programs within prisons were typically shorter in duration than external treatment 
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programs, lasting only 6 to 12 months, the results were favorable as to their effects on the recidivism rate. Studies of 

in-prison drug treatment programs have found that the treatment correlated to reduced rearrest rates and reduced 

reconviction rates, along with more favorable parole outcomes (Hiller, 1999, p. 834). Of those who completed only 

the in-prison treatment programs without any aftercare, 76% had used a drug in the following 18-month period and 

55% had been arrested again. Of those drug offenders who completed no treatment program either during prison or 

upon release, 85% had used a drug in the following 18-month period and 56% had been rearrested for a new offense 

(Hiller, p. 834). While the reduction of recidivism is a positive sign of drug treatment, in-prison drug treatment 

programs alone have not provided a significant change in the rates of drug use or recidivism. However, implementing 

in-prison drug rehabilitation with post treatment produced more favorable results.

Despite the less effective results of in-prison treatment alone, drug treatment during and after incarceration 

can further decrease the rates of drug use and recidivism. Residential treatment facilities that have twenty-four 

hour monitoring and care for drug offenders can be used in conjunction with or separate from in-prison treatment 

programs (Zanis, 2003). The most common live-in facility type is called a community-based substance abuse 

treatment facility. For this kind of treatment facility, offenders are screened and placed into open slots in the treatment 

program directly after they are released from incarceration, thereby reducing prison sentences if treatment is effective 

and acting as a type of parole. These offenders were kept in the residential program for a minimum of six months 

(Zanis, p. 227). 

For those who completed the program at a community-based substance abuse treatment facility, the rates 

of drug use and recidivism decreased. In the twenty-four month period after being discharged to the treatment 

program and then into the community, 22% were convicted of a new offense compared to the 34% conviction rate 

of those offenders who received parole without treatment (Zanis, 2003, p. 229). This includes those offenders who 

entered treatment and dropped out of the treatment program before the minimum six months of required residential 

treatment. Among those offenders who completed the substance abuse treatment program, only 11.8% were convicted 

of a new crime compared to the 29% of offenders who began treatment but did not finish the course of therapy 

(Zanis, p. 230).  When these residential community-based substance abuse treatment facility programs are coupled 

with therapy beginning while an individual is still incarcerated, results have typically been favorable (Hiller, 1999, p. 

834).

In the totality of the studies on drug abuse, treatment, and recidivism, there were common links among the 

three topics. Drug abuse is undoubtedly linked to an increased rate of criminal behavior as well as repeated criminal 

behavior. Similarly, completion of a drug treatment program of any variety has been shown to decrease drug use as 

well as rearrest and reincarceration. While drug courts have proven successful, the combination of an in-prison drug 

treatment program with a community-based substance abuse treatment facility program appears to reduce recidivism 

at the greatest rate and effectuates the most change among drug users and offenders. In order for the United States 

to reduce its prison population and decrease the repeated crime related to drug offenses and abusers, the adoption of 

drug treatment programs for offenders and addicts is necessary. 
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Second Place
“THE STRATEGIES AND SUCCESS OF UNIONS IN INFLUENCING COMPENSATION”

by
Victor Barcenas

 Unions are powerful organizations. For many years, unions have bargained and negotiated with employers. 

They have claimed many victories and have influenced employee compensation. Research has shown that unionized 

workers receive more salary and wage increases than non-unionized workers. Additionally, unions have been more 

successful and prevalent among certain demographical groups. 

Understanding the influence unions have over compensation requires an examination of the strategies 

unions use to negotiate with employers. The basis for a relationship between a union and an employer is a collective 

bargaining agreement. In an agreement, unions seek to negotiate for higher pay or more benefits for employees. 

Collective agreements are the basis for union wage policy. Unions consider several factors in wage policy, including 

status, economics, technology, and social policy. Status refers to the differences among workers in diverse skills and 

categories. Economic interest is seen when unions argue that wages need to keep up with the cost of living. Social 

policy represents union interest to reflect positive ethical, humanitarian, or ideological goals, and technology refers to 

the techniques of mass production (Barbash 124-139). All of these factors are considered when a union is bargaining.

Bargaining agreements are also centered on negotiations, contract enforcements, and administration. 

A union’s right to strike and the employer’s effective right to decline union demands are central to the collective 

bargaining process. If a union cannot strike or threatens to strike and an employer is not permitted to decline union 

demands, then neither side can bargain in a meaningful way. Collective bargaining introduces democratic processes 

in the administration of business organizations.
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The bargaining process requires adequate timing and preparation. In his work, The Practice of Unionism, 

author Jack Barbash illustrates the importance of preparation: “The art of collective bargaining is truly the art of 

timing and maneuvering. You have to know when to move. By maneuvering, I don’t mean compromise. I mean the 

ability to leave yourself elbowroom. At the point you’re rigidly locked, everyone is in trouble” (184). Unions need to 

anticipate the time it may take to negotiate an agreement. 

Unions begin negotiations when a contract with an employer is about to expire or a deadline has been set for 

strike action. At this point, parties begin to make their demands and counteroffers. The negotiation process opens 

the floor to discussion and members voice their opinions. When parties reach a point of complete agreement, the new 

agreement or contract is taken to the membership to be ratified. If the memberships reject the contract, the union 

committee reopens negotiations. In some cases, the union committee puts pressure on members to reject the contract; 

this action puts more pressure on employers to give in to the demands of employees. When the final agreement is 

ratified, it is submitted to the international union for approval (Randle 84-85). 

 However, not all agreements are resolved through discussion. Unions sometimes use decisive weapons such 

as strikes, picket lines, and boycotts to give meaning to collective bargaining; these are all union weapons against the 

employer’s rights to decline union demands. Strikes are perhaps a union’s most powerful weapon in bargaining with 

employers; they are the last resort for unions if an agreement could not be reached. Strikes can also occur as a way 

to reopen a contract section by either party, most typically a wage section. Unions use a boycott as a way to bring an 

employer to terms through an organized campaign and attempt to convince consumers to not buy a product, pressure 

employers to not handle a product, or pressure other companies to avoid negotiations with the employer. Unions may 

also use picket lines to pressure employers. A picket line is an act by which a union assigns employees to walk in front 

of an establishment. Picket lines are used to call attention to a dispute, demonstrate the discomfort of employees, and 

draw away customers (Barbash 213-232). Strikes, picket lines, and boycotts are used when an agreement cannot be 

reached through meaningful discussion.  

 Unions use any tools and strategies they can to pressure employers and influence wage policy. Most 

importantly, those strategies have proven to be successful. Unionized workers receive more salary and wage increases 

than non-unionized workers. 

A study published in the Industrial and Labor Relations Review investigated how union coverage affected staff 

salaries at 163 U.S. college and universities. More than one million employees working in 22 different occupations 

were surveyed. Results showed that faculty members covered by a collective bargaining agreement enjoyed an 

additional salary gain of 2-3%. The union-nonunion gap appeared to be larger in two-year than in four-year 

institutions. Data collected also demonstrated that 42.8% of blue-collar employees in higher education institutions 

were represented by unions; this percentage is higher than the 23.4% of white-collar employees that were represented 

by unions. In each occupation, employees covered by a union contract earned considerably more than employees not 

covered by a contract (Klaff and Ehrenberg 92-103).

Furthermore, employees enjoyed higher wage gains or lower wage gains depending on their occupation. 

For instance, employees in skilled building trades gained more wage increases than those in other occupations. 

The study conducted by the Industrial and Labor Relations Review demonstrated that unions do influence employee 
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compensation regardless of occupation. However, unions have been more successful with some demographics than 

others.  

Research conducted on union-nonunion wages and union density for white men, black men, white women, 

black women, private-sector employees, and public-sector employees showed that the union movement in the U.S. has 

been less successful for white women and most successful for black men. White women have lower union-nonunion 

wage gaps and lower union density than other groups. Union-nonunion wage gaps were lower for public-sector 

workers than for private-sector workers, while union density is considerably higher for public than private-sector 

workers (Pencavel 151-154). Although unions succeeded in increasing the compensation of employees, unions were 

more successful and present among black and public-sector employees. 

 Through the use of various strategies, unions have been successful in influencing compensation. Unionized 

workers receive more wage increases than non-unionized workers. Although unions have been more successful and 

prevalent with certain demographical groups, unions still remain present and powerful. 
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Third Place
“To Plea or Not to Plea”

by
Matthew Vasquez

 Many people have hotly contested whether or not plea-bargaining is ethical. Some people feel as if this is a 

way to help speed the process of a trial, while others feel that this is against the Constitution and therefore should not 

be allowed. Many lawyers and judges have offered their opinions on this matter. For example, Emily Williams and 

Stephanos Bibas, both respected lawyers, feel that plea-bargaining is a great way to help reduce the number of cases 

that go to our already packed court systems. There are many reasons that this is an effective process: this helps keep 

minor cases out of the system; it reduces the sentences for those committing minor crimes; it helps reduce the caseload 

that prosecutors have; and finally, it saves time and money for the defendant. This process does have its pros and its 

cons, but after much research it is very clear that this process is incredibly helpful and should be allowed.
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 Plea-bargaining is not as simple as the process appears to be on TV. A lot more goes in to deciding whether 

or not a plea is necessary. David Neubauer and Stephen Meinhold, the authors of Judicial Process: Law, Courts, and 

Politics in the United States, discuss the complexity of plea-bargaining. To summarize their definition, plea-bargaining 

is when a person pleads guilty to a charge in order to reduce the charge, the count, or the sentence (Neubauer and 

Meinhold 254). This means that a defendant charged with a crime has two options. He can go to trial or plead 

guilty. If the defendant’s attorney feels that he has a weak case, he would typically encourage the client to plead 

guilty. According to Neubauer and Meinhold, “one common type of plea-bargaining is charge bargaining, wherein 

the defendant pleads guilty to a less serious charge than the one originally specified” (254).  This means that a 

defendant could plead guilty to something like murder in the second degree rather than murder in the first degree, 

which would result in a considerably lesser penalty. This could seriously diminish the amount of prison time a person 

may experience. In addition, Neubauer and Meinhold discuss two more types of plea bargains: count bargaining 

and sentence bargaining. In these cases, a defendant respectively either pleads guilty in order to have the number of 

charges reduced, or he pleads guilty in order to have the overall sentence reduced (255).  In some cases, defendants 

may have many charges against them, so it makes more sense for them to plead guilty in order to have some of the 

sentence reduced. This helps keep the court system from being overloaded with minor crimes such as defacing public 

property. Instead of going to trial, it is more logical for the defendant to plead guilty, which would probably result in 

a fine as punishment, depending on the scale of the offense. Through this process, defendants have a chance to get 

some charges dropped in return for admitting guilt.

 There are many people who feel that plea bargains are helpful to the justice system, because they help take 

the smaller cases out of the system. An ever-increasing workload for both judges and lawyers can severely hinder the 

time spent on each individual case in court. In fact, Stephanos Bibas, the author of “Regulating the Plea-Bargaining 

Market: From Caveat Emptor to Consumer Protection,” cites Chief Justice Burger as stating, “[plea bargaining] is 

an essential component of the administration of justice. Properly administered, it is to be encouraged” (qtd. in Bibas 

5). Chief Justice Burger feels that this is a very good way to speed along the process of misdemeanor trials. Doing so 

opens up more space in courts for larger trials. This is very important for cases that may have severe punishments if 

one is found guilty. In larger trials the punishments, in turn, also increase. By removing the misdemeanor cases, these 

defendants receive a chance to have the fair trial they deserve. Often times this can keep courts from overcrowding. 

Smaller cases, while still a problem, do tend to take up a lot of the court’s time. In order to reduce the amount of time 

spent on these minor cases, it is necessary for these cases to be taken out of the system. 

 As previously mentioned, this can really help reduce the amount of trials, but plea-bargaining can, even 

more specifically, help reduce the amount of punishment received for less serious offenses. The reason this can be a 

good thing is the fact that many prisons are overcrowding. In fact, according to the Massachusetts Department of 

Correction in their quarterly report on prison overcrowding, “Medium security facilities were the most overcrowded 

state prison facilities during this quarter, operating overall at 155% of design capacity” (9). This means that prisons 

have reached their capacity and are now operating in a way that promotes overcrowding. This also means that many 

prisons may be underfunded. Underfunded prisons can lead to unsafe environments for both inmates and security 

guards. A way to fix this problem is to reduce the amount of those going into prisons. The best way to do this would 
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be to reduce the crime rates, but as that is easier said than done, the next best solution would be to reduce the sentences 

for said crimes. If less severe criminal offenses are pled out, then those offenders could receive a lesser penalty.

 In addition to saving space in prisons and also reducing the amount of smaller cases in the justice system, plea-

bargaining can help reduce the caseload for attorneys. With an increase in cases going to trial, the need for attorneys 

has also increased. However, this can cause a drastic increase in the caseload of the attorneys. This may be good for 

business, but it can have a negative impact on the judicial process because it reduces the amount of attention that each 

case can receive. If people were to go to trial for a crime, it is a reasonable request that their attorney is able to spend 

enough time on their case to understand the circumstances. No two cases will be completely alike, so it is imperative 

that attorneys are able to spend time with the individuals to fully grasp the concept of the cases they are to represent. 

Anything less than that would not be fair to the defendants or the attorneys defending them. Most, if not all attorneys 

set out to help those they defend, but if they are overworked, then they may not be able to work as effectively.

 As with every hot button issue there are two sides of this argument. Two main arguments that have been 

raised against plea-bargaining are as follows: the process is unconstitutional, as a fair and speedy trial of our peers is 

guaranteed in the Sixth Amendment of the Constitution, and secondly, criminals can receive lesser penalties than they 

deserve.  Looking at the latter argument, Timothy Lynch, of the Cato Institute, cites a critic of plea-bargaining: “The 

leniency is payment to a defendant to induce him or her not to go to trial. The guilty plea or no contest plea is the quid 

pro quo for the concession; there is no other reason” (qtd. in Lynch 1). This means that many people feel as though this 

is just a way to enable defendants to escape the consequences of what they have done. This is a poor argument because 

those who may not have done something that severe — for example, shoplifting — can walk away without having to 

go to prison. Instead they may get parole or community service, which reduces the punishment for less severe crimes, 

and also helps reduce overcrowding in prisons. As stated before, plea-bargaining is not a way to let criminals walk away 

without doing a fair amount of time for any crime they may have committed; rather, it is a way to expedite the long 

process of trials. The prosecuting attorney, the defense attorney, and finally the judge must agree upon plea bargains.  

This means that many people have to come to an agreement on what a fair punishment is, while at the same time save 

the valuable time of the courts.

 The other argument that is often raised is the fact that people feel as if the Constitutional rights of defendants 

are being ignored. This is an argument made by many people who feel as if the plea-bargaining process is not fair to 

those on trial. Take for example Lynch, who asserts that some defendants are concerned that they are not receiving 

a fair trial as is guaranteed to them by the Constitution (1). However, this is a flawed argument, because in order for 

someone to plead guilty to an offense, he must first waive his rights. This means that all people who plead guilty are in 

fact aware of their rights before they plead. By being aware of these rights, and in turn waving them, it is evident that 

no Constitutional rights are being ignored. If a person pleads guilty to a crime in order to reduce the charges, sentence, 

or count of the crime, then there is no violation of the Constitution and therefore plea-bargaining should be allowed.

 A final reason that plea-bargaining should be permitted is the fact that it saves the defendant money from 

court costs and attorneys’ fees. If a defendant goes through an entire trial, the costs that could be incurred would 

be substantially higher than if said defendant pleads guilty at the start of the trial. According to the American Bar 

Association, not only does the defendant save money, but the prosecution cuts costs as well. This reduces the costs of 
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everybody involved in the trial. Court costs can increase every day the trial continues. Trials take a long time and if 

cases are severe and detailed enough, then the trial may go on for a much longer time. If a trial were to be complex 

enough, then it is possible that costs incurred would be upwards of thousands of dollars. Many people cannot afford 

to pay such costs and a trial would not only harm the defendants themselves, but it would also harm the families of 

those paying for the trials. Defendants can choose plea-bargaining in order to reduce these costs and save the time 

that would be consumed by a trial.  In order to save defendants and the court systems a lot of money, plea-bargaining 

is something that needs to be allowed.

  As Thomas Dye and Susan MacManus, the authors of Politics in States and Communities argue, “It is very 

fortunate for the nation’s court system that most defendants plead guilty. The court system would quickly break down 

from overload if any substantial proportion of defendants insisted on jury trials” (318). Although this is a topic that is 

hotly debated in the legal world, it is clear that plea-bargaining should be maintained. Many people see this as a way 

to let people off the hook for the crimes they committed; however, it is evident that there is much more to this issue 

than meets the eye. This is not a way for criminals to walk away without having to do any time in prison; rather, it is 

a way for people to receive lesser penalties for lesser offenses. This is a way for many courts to save time and money, 

while at the same time saving prisons across the country valuable space and reducing the chances of overcrowding. 

Across the country, attorneys and judges alike support plea-bargaining in most cases. They feel that this relieves 

an insurmountable pressure on the justice system. It is apparent that this is a necessity in a changing country and 

therefore plea-bargaining is something that should be allowed in the justice system of the United States of America.
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First Place
“THE VERTICAL FARM: TOWARD A REINVENTION OF SELF-RELIANCE”

by
Dr. George Miller

Fifteen thousand years ago there were no farms on our planet.1 Today, the farmland of the world is equivalent 

to the continent of South America.2 There will be even more demand for farmland in the near future as the 7 billion 

human inhabitants will expand to 10 billion by 2050.3 By then, it will take the land mass of South America plus the 

land mass of Brazil to feed the additional billions.4 To irrigate the farms of today, 70% of the available freshwater on 

the planet is required.5 This is especially troubling in light of the looming water crisis in which water may become as 

valuable as oil and the lack thereof in areas of the world such as the fecund Central Valley in Southern California will 

spell their extinction.6 Then there is the issue of transportation: in the United States, 20% of fossil fuels are used to 

transport crops and are a huge factor in global warming.7 Finally, the deforestation required for traditional farming 

undermines the biodiversity and symbiosis of the planet. 

 In The Vertical Farm: Feeding the World in the 21st Century, Dickson Despommier makes the case for the 

vertical farm as the lynchpin for tackling these problems. Instead of a single-floored edifice with modest square 

footage, imagine greenhouses stacked up to five stories and covering one eighth of a city block.8 Instead of conceiving 

farms horizontally across millions and millions of rural acres, imagine them as urban and vertical. Think about 

taking long neglected urban real estate and converting it into vertical farms. Replace the plant-the-seed-in-the-field 

philosophy with hydroponics (the suspension of “plants in a medium—such as gravel, wool, or a form of volcanic 

glass known as perlite—while the roots are immersed in a solution of nutrient-rich water,” as constant air flow which 

“keeps the plants bathed in carbon dioxide”)9 and aeroponics (soil-less growth, the suspension of roots in air sprayed 

with nutrient-laden mist). The result of these techniques will not lead to a run-off of pesticides and herbicides into our 

scarce freshwater sources but rather recycle all farm water. We would remove destructive weather from the equation. 

Going even further, vertical farms need not be land based, but could be placed in waters near big cities like Chicago.10 

We should replace the idea of vast acreage with transparent buildings made of ethylene-fluori-ethylene (ETEE), 

allowing vertical farms to receive natural light from the sun.11 The vertical farm edifice could be energy efficient and 

ultimately independent of the energy grid. Think of an urban-based ecosystem that not only saves our food supply, 

1Dickson Despommier, The Vertical Farm: Feeding the World in the 21st Century (New York: St. Martin’s Press, 2010), p. 1.
2 Ibid.
3 Ibid., p. 37.
4 Ibid., chapter 4, diagram between pp. 83-84.
5 Ibid., p. 31.
6 Ibid., p. 122-23.
7 Ibid., p. 168.
8 Ibid., p. 182. This is the prototype, but skyscrapers are the goal.
9The Economist online, “Vertical farming: Does it really stack up?” http://www.economist.com/node/17647627
 (accessed 5 December 2011).
10The Vertical Farm., p. 242.
11 Ibid., pp. 190-91.
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but redefines our cities, which put a massive strain on the ecosystem; for example, New Yorkers use approximately one 

billion gallons of water per day.12

 The vertical farm solves a host of problems. First, it provides food on a year-round basis (we won’t have to 

wait until “crops are in season”).13 Second, it is virtually impregnable to extreme weather conditions.14 Additionally, it 

eliminates run-off to our waterways15 and conserves water in light of the impending water crisis, using 70-95% water 

than the traditional farm.16 Moreover, by localizing farming it decreases transportation costs using high priced and 

environmentally damaging fossil fuels,17 transforms urban areas by revitalizing abandoned and decaying properties,18 

and provides innumerable jobs (managers, developers, architects, engineers, agronomists, waste-to-energy personnel, 

sales personnel, educators, security personnel, laboratory personnel, microbiologists, molecular biologists, technicians, 

supervisors, harvest overseers, and waste stream managers).19 Its produce is without pesticides, herbicides, or fertilizers,20 

and our foods will no longer be contaminated with heavy metals, atrazine, diazinon, salmonella, or E. coli.21 Another 

virtue of vertical farms is that they will green urban areas and be the basis for bio-mimicry that will markedly decrease 

the cities’ destructive environmental impact.22  The health benefits of vertical farms are numerous: MASH-like portable 

vertical farms can be implemented in regions of the world where traditional farming is not possible and can feed the 

legion of starving people,23 and vertical farms can grow plants for drugs essential to human well-being but whose supplies 

are regularly depleted (for example, artemisinin, the only treatment for people infected with drug-resistant malaria).24  

Finally, our energy dependence on foreign countries can be mitigated by growing carbon-neutral bio-fuels in vertical 

farms25 and, by using vertical farms, farmland can be reforested, thereby increasing biodiversity on land, thus slowing 

down climate change by removing carbon dioxide from the atmosphere.26

  One of the common criticisms of vertical farms is their cost, especially with exorbitant city real estate prices and 

building costs. Obviously, a vertical farm on the Chicago Gold Coast will be pricey, but the real estate in other locations 

such as Englewood would be much less expensive and also provide jobs to people in that area. Some have even envisioned 

vertical farms in bodies of water like Lake Michigan (thus averting steep real estate expenses). Also, vertical farms can 

be different sizes and initially do not have to be skyscrapers, but structures less than 10 stories.27 Another fundamental 

criticism concerns the cost of electricity used to maintain vertical farms, which has been estimated to be “eight times as 

12 Ibid., p. 236-37.
13 Ibid., p. 145.
14 Ibid., p. 145.
15 Ibid., p. 145.
16 Ibid., p. 145.
17 Ibid., p. 145.
18 Ibid., p. 218.
19 Ibid., pp. 227-228.
20 Ibid., p. 145.
21 Ibid., p. 161.
22 Ibid., p. 21.
23 Ibid., pp. 246-47.
24 Ibid., pp. 243-44.
25 Ibid., pp. 245-46.
26 Ibid., p. 144, 186.
27 Ibid., p. 182.
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much electricity as all U.S. utilities generate in an entire year.”28 That figure is based on all farming becoming vertical and 

does not account for possible inventions that minimize costs.

Lighting for plants in the vertical farm will also be a fundamental challenge. Tungsten generated a fluorescent 

light that failed to emit wavelengths to promote plant growth.29  LED lighting gives off narrower wavelengths of light 

(400 and 700 nanometers) requisite for photosynthesis; OLED lighting is superior because it can reduce wavelengths 

to exactly what plants require.30  Since the majority of plants are shielded from sunlight, multi-storied farming requires 

artificial light, but solar-powered electricity would require an area 20 times the area being illuminated (not too practical 

in cities where space is at a premium).31 That is why urban rooftops and vertically integrated greenhouses (glass-encased 

conveyor-rotated plants that grow on the sides of buildings) are posed as more viable but much less potentially fecund 

options than vertical farming.32

Precursors of the vertical farm already exist. Hydroponically grown crops like strawberries are now hydro-

stacked, one plant above the other. In one case, a Florida strawberry farmer went from using 30 acres to 1 acre of land 

using hydrostackers.33  Eurofresh Farm, located in the Arizona desert, recycles all its water by obtaining it from the rock 

below the site.34  Water recycling technology needed for the vertical farm already exists. While hydroponics uses 70% less 

water than traditional irrigation, aeroponics uses “70 percent less water than hydroponics.”35  At the White River Junction 

rest stop in Vermont, blackwater (human waste) has been transformed into reusable toilet water.36  These precursors are 

quickly being replaced by vertical farms. In 2012, Singapore opened the first commercial vertical farm with approximately 

120 vertical towers.37 Vertical farms are up and running in Kyoto, Japan, New York City, and Seattle; others are in various 

stages of completion in Chicago, Den Bosch, Holland, Manchester, England and Milwaukee.38 Vertical farming is slowly 

emerging as a global phenomenon.

 For all that, Despommier’s exciting idea lacks an ideology to bring the vertical farm to fruition. As a person 

who is a little older, I am wary of the implementation of vertical farms under the present economic conditions. After all, 

I remember in 4th grade being told in the far-off year 2000 that we would have flying cars, and the last time I looked at 

my car the only time I was flying was when I was hydroplaning on the wet Stevenson Expressway. It was more profitable 

to remain with the old technology than to create the new. Similarly, there is a reason why in the midst of a gas crisis 

hybrid cars are not the norm. As Despommier himself points out, oil baron President George W. Bush discontinued 

28 Lloyd Alter, “Vertical Farms Aren’t Going to Solve Our Food Problems.”  http://www.treehugger.com/green-food/vertical-
farms-arent-going-to-solve-our-food-problems.html (accessed 3 December 2011)
29 The Vertical Farm, photograph between pp. 177-79.
30 Ibid., pp. 186-87.
31 “Vertical farming: Does it really stack up?”
32 Ibid.
33 The Vertical Farm., chapter 5, photograph between pp. 146-47.
34 Ibid., chapter 6, photograph between pp. 177-79.
35 Ibid., p. 208.
36 Ibid., p. 250
37  “Vertical Farms Go Commercial in Singapore.”  http://designbuildsource.com.au/vertical-farms-commercial-
singapore (accessed 13 November 2012).
38 Renee Cho, “Vertical Farms: From Vision to Reality.”  State of the Planet.http://blogs.ei.columbia.edu/2011/10/13/vertical-
farms-from-vision-to-reality/ (last accessed 14 November 2012).
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the government subsidized hybrid car program when he took office in 2001.39 The same lesson must be applied to 

farming. Since less than 2% of farms account for one half of U.S. agriculture,40 the incentive to “reinvent the wheel” 

with more expensive (at the beginning at least) vertical farming will be minimal. 

The vertical farm will remain fallow unless each one of us declares a green revolution and refuses to wait 

for corporate or government direction.  Initially, we must create a value and belief system reflective of a new way 

of being. As much as the traditional farm must be replaced with the vertical farm, so too must traditional political 

and moral terms be changed. Terms like capitalism and socialism, individualism and collectivism, and selfish and 

unselfish need to be replaced by “mutually symbiotic” and “non-mutually symbiotic.” We also must come back to 

valuing self-reliance, but in a new way. Self-reliance has long been an American virtue, and this principle, when 

realized through a concept such as the vertical farm, and not in a perverse and draconian way that allows us to 

descend into brute individualism, allows us to experience a kind of shared or symbiotic self-reliance, especially on the 

local level.

In order to make the dream of vertical farms a reality, gradual changes must be made.  Despommier does not 

see the potential of beginning his project with mini-vertical farms in the suburbs. There need to be some intermediate 

and less ambitious models of the vertical farm in advance of the grand vision. The vertical farm may also have a 

better chance of taking root in the suburbs before it does in cities, because homeowners and communities have larger 

income bases at their disposal and can commence with scaled down versions. Ideologically, this begins with people 

declaring their homes green zones. Investment-wise, vacation homes and swimming pools need to be swapped for 

vertical farms. In terms of local political action, community gardens should be transformed into vertical farms.  

 For those who believe that the produce of vertical farming is artificial and not natural, it must be 

reemphasized that traditional farming itself is a human manipulation of the environment in the very act of altering 

the landscape and with respect to the use of pesticides, herbicides, and fertilizers. If the premise is that traditionally 

farmed vegetables and fruits are “natural,” they definitely are not: they have been carefully cultivated over the 

centuries and bear no resemblance to their ancestors; for example, today’s corn is a genetically altered relative of 

Peruvian maize—what we call corn began as a grass and is what it is today because of selective breeding.41

Finally, nineteenth century romantic notions about the evils of cities and technology and returning to nature 

must be replaced with a twenty-first century pragmatism regarding urbanized farming. Yesterday’s Walden Pond is 

today’s vertical farm. Tomorrow’s farming is not on the edge of nowhere but in the cradle of civilization, the city.

39 The Vertical Farm, p. 263.
40 Ibid., p. 255.
41 Ibid., p. 113.
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Honorable Mention
“READING AND WRITING IN THE 21st CENTURY”

by
Colleen Farrell

Reading and writing has changed drastically in the 21st century. With so much reading and writing done on 

the Internet, we as teachers need to figure out how to adapt to this changing world of literacy. No longer are students 

simply reading and writing by using a pen, paper, and a book. In the modern world, they are texting, blogging, 

emailing, and using Facebook, Twitter, and MySpace to read and write. It may not seem like reading and writing, 

but it is. The National Council of Teachers of English (2007) state, “English/language arts teachers need to prepare 

students for this world with problem solving, collaboration, and analysis – as well as skills with word processing, 

hypertext, LCDs, Web cams, digital streaming podcasts, smart boards, and social networking software – central to 

individual and community success. New literacies are already becoming part of the education landscape” (p. 1). We 

need to utilize 21st century ideas, and bring them into our classroom in order to keep up with the changing times. We 

cannot pretend that things are not different; we must be willing to adapt to change and to learn new things ourselves. 

 Our students need to know and utilize several skills in today’s world. Today, students are still being asked 

to master basic, factual knowledge in the classroom and then are assessed based on this knowledge. This is a 20th 

century way of thinking, which means that schools are stuck in a time warp. As Collier (2008a) notes, “To continue 

teaching only this curriculum prepares students really well for 1985 – unfortunately, that’s not the world they’re living 

in” (p. 7). These kinds of ideas do not need to be abandoned, but today’s students need to learn 21st century skills too 

(Collier). 

There are a variety of important skills that students need to learn in today’s classrooms. Instruction “needs to 

engage students in exploring problems that are intrinsically interesting to them, that have no quick or easy solution 

but are open to a variety of solutions and/or interpretations, and that are complex but not too complex or abstract for 

their particular level” (Johannessen & Kahn, 1997, p. 2). Another skill students need to understand and implement 

is collaboration. Student to student collaboration is important because “it helps students gain a greater understanding 

of other perspectives…As students’ ideas are challenged by others, they revise and refine their thinking” (p. 3). This 

encourages students to become more open-minded because they are able to change their views and see the bigger 

picture. Communication is another important skill: “The literacies necessary for the 21st century provide students with 

different ways to represent knowledge and communicate that knowledge to others” (Shoffner, De Oliveira, & Angus, 

2010, p. 77). This ability to express themselves in various ways makes students more sophisticated and mature because 

it expands their horizons and opens their eyes beyond the classroom setting. The ability to analyze and evaluate 

information critically is one crucial 21st century literacy. Students may know how to work technology with ease, 

but usually at a surface level. They need to be shown “how to navigate the digital age, how to mine the information 

overload for meaning, and how to make wise connections through social networks” (Collier, 2008a p. 7). Digital Age 

Literacy is the “acceptance of multiple types of texts, as well as multiple ways of reading and understanding those 

texts, creating a multimodal classroom that draws on linguistic, visual, spatial, and digital texts to support visual, 

media, technological, and critical literacies” (Shoffner, et al., 2010, p. 76-77).  There are many ways to expand literacy 
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in the classroom. Bringing art into the classroom expands the meaning of text as well. Teachers can include paintings, 

ceramics, photographs, films, plays, and storytelling. Digital texts for the English classroom could also include online 

newspapers, magazine articles, audio programs, narrative films, television documentaries, and blogs (Shoffner, et al). These 

media also help develop multiple intelligences and draw in all of your learners. Other important skills students need to 

know and utilize include critical thinking, creativity, comprehension, and productivity. 

 Teachers have the power to make the change to include new literacies into the classroom. There are many ways 

they can go about doing this. One of the most important ways is to teach students search skills for Internet research. 

L.A. Henry (2006) describes the vital role search skills play in digital literacy when he asserts, “locating information 

is, perhaps, the most important function of reading on the Internet” (Henry, p. 616). Henry suggests five strategies to 

help students develop effective skills: “1. Be specific – Narrow your focus. 2. Be exact – Use the words or phrase you 

hope to find. 3. Be direct – Search for one focus at a time. 4. Be distinct – Eliminate unnecessary words. 5. Be concise – 

Select keywords mindfully” (p. 617). Henry also suggests providing an introduction to searching on the Internet at the 

beginning of the school year to give students fundamental skills to locate information that can be further developed as 

they become more sophisticated with using the Internet. Other things teachers can do include developing digital fluency 

while strengthening students’ traditional literacy skills, using focused instruction, fostering online classroom discussions, 

creating student wikis and blogs, directing students in multimedia projects, and training students to be skeptical 

consumers of information. This last skill is especially important because students need to understand that they cannot 

believe everything that they read online. 

 There are several ways in which teachers can incorporate technology and 21st century ideals into their classrooms. 

Witte (2007) came up with the idea of the Talkback Project, because she found “the convergence of literacy instruction 

with Internet technologies is fundamentally reshaping the nature of literacy instruction as teachers seek to prepare 

children for the futures they deserve” (p. 93). In order to integrate the technology with the curriculum, they decided to 

center blog conversations on the novels her middle school students were reading in literature circles. Many insightful 

discussions and text connections grew from the blog. Another idea is the use of multiliteracies. According to Andrews 

(2010), “Literacy today cannot be understood separately from the increasingly interconnected world in which we live 

and work. That interconnectedness leads to evolving technological, social, and political influences on reading, writing, 

speaking and listening, encouraging ‘reframing’ of literacy” (as cited in Shoffner, et al, p. 76). Authentic audiences are 

useful because by having students write online, they are writing for more than just the teacher. They have more stake in 

what they are publishing, and are therefore personally invested. Collier (2008b) discusses CyberEnglish, a course that 

ninth graders at a high school in Wisconsin must take, “where every desk in the classroom has a computer; every student 

makes a web page; and homework is published online” (p. 10). Collier notes that she had fewer students who said things 

like “I can’t write” or students who refused to do the assignments. Collier affirms that this class gives the students an 

authentic audience, shows students how to work together, and shows them how to do effective online research.

 Along with great benefits of 21st century ways of reading and writing come 21st century challenges. The number 

one concern is obviously privacy and online security. With the Internet, privacy becomes a major issue because student 

information should not be seen by anyone outside of the classroom. Students need to be protected. Another issue is lack 

of training. Many schools try to meet 21st century needs by bringing in laptops, smart boards, cameras, etc. but these 

technological advances are not productive unless teachers know how to use them. These tools are great to have, but useless 
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if they are not properly implemented. Teachers need to be trained in how to use new technology, so it can be put to use 

in the classrooms in the best possible ways. Another challenge is that many teachers are resistant to the new ways of the 

21st century. Teachers are not necessarily the experts in the classroom anymore, and that is a status many of them do not 

want to give up. They feel they are losing their power (Collier, 2008b). Another challenge is reluctance/hesitancy. Collier 

believes that “you have to use it first. You can’t teach it if you don’t use it” (p. 13). Teachers need to make the leap and 

learn how to use new information.

 Reading and writing has changed drastically in the 21st century. This new way of learning can be overwhelming, 

but there are many ways in which teachers can include new literacies and teach students the skills they need to read and 

write proficiently in the 21st century.
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