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Letter from the Editor
Welcome to the 35th issue of Windows Fine Arts Magazine! Let your senses be amazed and your mind be 

expanded by award winning visual art and literary pieces included for your edification. Enjoy the experience!

The online and print versions of this magazine were made possible by the support of Br. James Gaffney, President 

of Lewis University, and, most especially, the Dean of the College of Arts and Sciences, Dr. Bonnie Bondavalli. As 

editor, I am certain that all of the readers of this text are extremely grateful to President Gaffney and Dean Bondavalli 

for their continued support of Windows Fine Arts Magazine.

Gratitude is also due to all of this year’s administrators, staff, cover designer, and judges mentioned on the 

Acknowledgment page, as well as contributors, past founders, and past editors of Windows Magazine. These present 

and past visionaries have opened our minds, our internal windows of light and darkness, to the wealth of artistic 

expression that lies within the members of the Lewis community.  

The task of judging the vast talent found in the entries to the Windows Fine Arts Magazine Contest was one of 

great magnitude. Winners of the contest were chosen from two groups, students or faculty/staff/alumni, in the genres 

of visual art: computer graphics, drawing and illustration, painting, photography, and sculpture; and writing: essay 

(academic, creative nonfiction, fiction), poetry, and research report. A special category entitled “Violent Times” was 

added to the issue to spark creative ideas in the minds of the contributors and is based upon the Arts and Ideas Series 

created by Dr. Ewa Bacon from the History Department.

The winning entries that appear in this volume are of superior quality! The rules specify that an individual can 

win only once in a category. If a category skips one of the levels of prizes, this is due to the quality of the submissions 

received.

Prizes are awarded based on the following scale:

First Prize: superior insight, imagination, technique, and knowledge of the genre

Second Prize: outstanding insight, imagination, technique, and knowledge of the genre

Third Prize: high quality insight, imagination, technique, and knowledge of the genre 

Honorable Mention: publishable quality insight, imagination, technique, and knowledge of the genre

Judging for the contest was a time-consuming, difficult task, but one well worth every effort. The contributors to 

this volume should be very proud of their accomplishment in their genre, and the entire Lewis University community 

is greatly enhanced by the talents of those graced in this publication.   

Sincerely,

Therese Jones 

Assistant Professor Therese Jones          

Editor, Designer, and Coordinator of WFAM  
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First Place
“New Year’s”

by
Symone McCoy

The first time I heard “It Never Entered My Mind” by Miles Davis, I was slouched inside a black, 1984 Lincoln 

Town Car.  This was Alfred’s baby and although he loved it to death, he sure had a funny way of showing it.  

Blackened cigarette holes scarred the flammable burgundy material that lined the dusty seats, and the smell that trailed 

around him was the trademark fragrance of a chain smoker.  Sometimes when he realized that the chemically induced 

clouds of smoke were making me cough, he would roll down the window while doing eighty-four on the expressway.  

And although this was an act of kindness, the mounds of cigarette ash would fly up in a white and gray tornado and 

land all over the car and me, adding just a little extra excitement and confetti to the party.  Alfred would never say he 

was sorry.  To him he was just trying his best and, in most cases, Alfred’s best was everyone else’s nightmare.  

On this particular day, we happened to stop at a gas station, so he could fill up his prized metallic stallion, and 

while I sat there listening to the soft jazz emanating from the speakers, I touched my hand to the glass of the frosty 

passenger window.  Feeling the cold from outside always brought me back to reality.  Alfred had this habit of putting 

the heat on full blast at all times during the winter. Since he came from Florida, Alfred felt that anything under forty 

degrees was an icy tundra.  

Sitting in his car made the day fly by, and I always felt myself losing track of time, although to Alfred time didn’t 

matter.  He showed up whenever he wanted to, cooked dinner whenever he felt hungry (leaving the mess for others), 

and when he was behind the wheel it was like the digital numbers on the dashboard didn’t even exist.  To him, all 

that mattered was that he was free, out of the house, and doing his own thing on his own time.  His habits were so 

predictable that I would walk home everyday from school instead of waiting for him to pick me up, because I knew he 

would never make it on time like the other parents.  

Getting used to his strange habits, I stopped asking where we were going, because I would never get a straight 

answer.  I would wake up some mornings to find him missing and my mother in a panic, or the exact opposite would 

happen and Alfred would be in a panic.  Not because he was worried about me and who was going to watch his child, 

but because his freedom had been cut short that day and he was stuck with the kid.  The day I heard Mile Davis was 

one of Alfred’s panicked days and instead of mulling over the pros and cons of leaving a ten-year-old home alone for 

fourteen or fifteen hours, he decided it would be less of a hassle to just take me with him.

When Alfred got back in the car, I noticed that he was feeling more talkative than usual, and I think it had 

something to do with the bottle wrapped in a brown paper bag that he kept sipping from at every other red light.  I 

knew this was Alfred’s special drink, the one in the violet bag with the gold trim and tassels.  The most important 

package in the car had always been Alfred’s liquor.  He always bought his bottles at a store called Kenwood and 

although most customers found it strange that a ten-year-old was wandering the aisles of a liquor store, the cashiers 

thought it was cute, and on occasion they would give me a couple pretzel rods for the road.  Maybe it was because they 

didn’t see many kids in their store, or maybe it was just because they always had a surplus of pretzels.  But in my mind, 

I always thought that they gave me extra attention, because those workers felt sorry for me. The fact that they had to 

Special Category:  “Violent Times”

Student Fiction
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see a kid strolling around in a liquor store almost twice a week might have been a little depressing to them.

But no one should be depressed tonight, not with all the lights and celebrations.  I finally found out that we were 

going to a party and although this should be happy information, I was beginning to feel nervous.  I had been to parties 

with Alfred before, and there were no balloons, decorations, or cake.  There weren’t even any kids my age at these 

parities.  Instead, most parties were held in a smoky basement of someone’s house, and there would be nothing but 

drunk and ill balanced adults at these shindigs.  

When we finally pulled up to the house, a man ran out waving his hands in excitement.  As he was fast 

approaching, I could feel myself backing up deeper and deeper into my seat, as if maybe if I pushed my body hard 

enough into the smoky upholstery I might just disappear all together.  But my magic trick didn’t work.  The man 

finally made it to the passenger door, swinging it open with one hard pull, and then with one quick movement he 

spread his whiskey cologne all around the car as he yelled, “Happy New Year!” 

New Year’s was never exciting for me, because I couldn’t understand the premise.  I always thought that with a new 

year there would be change, but Alfred never changed, our living situation never changed, and the tears my mother 

would cry never went away either.  She used to tell me that the dark circles under her eyes came from all the tears she 

cried, so I was to never get upset, because she didn’t want my pretty face to be ruined like hers was.

As we walked up to the neon lit house, I could hear loud music and even louder people and, just as I had 

expected, there were no other kids.  Alfred told me to sit in the corner and his friend, Rudolph, dragged over a red, 

leather Lazy Boy for me to sit in.  As the party continued, I had somehow become the honorary coat checker, and by 

11:30 p.m. the mound of coats had become so high on my lap that I couldn’t see the party anymore, which, in my 

opinion, wasn’t such a bad thing.  

After hours of fast paced, sweat inducing music, the DJ finally slowed down the beat, and as I sat there staring 

at the pile of wool in my lap, I could hear loud popping noises coming from outside.  When a woman came by to 

pick up her coat, I asked her what the noise was, and she told me that there were gunshots coming from the people 

celebrating New Year’s.  As I thought about how dangerous that tradition was, I began to hear yelling coming from the 

far end of the room, and I began to get more and more nervous as I recognized the voice making all the noise.

It was Alfred, as usual, and this time he was madder than I had ever heard him before.  Apparently, someone had 

spilled his/her drink on him and did not make a good enough apology,  so now Alfred began yelling at just about 

anyone who got in his way.  As the host of the party began pushing Alfred out through the front door, I shoved off the 

coats and began squeezing my way through the crowd, which was slowly moving out the front door to see the action as 

well.

When Alfred finally spotted me between the hordes of party people, he began yelling that I should be hurrying up 

and where is his coat? I knew the next words that were going to come out of his mouth—the same words he always says 

to my mother.  That I am useless and would be nowhere without him, and how did I expect to get treated nicely when 

I can’t even do the simple tasks he asks of me? 

But before he could spew out those hateful words, another one of those loud pops went off, and this time the 

crowd went silent.  I stared at Alfred and it almost looked as if he was staring at me, but something was off. Then I 

noticed it, the singular drop of blood running down the middle of his eyes.  People began to scream and I stared at 
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Alfred’s body, which eventually dropped limp in the snow.  I wasn’t sure how long I stood there, but eventually one of 

his friends came by and stood next to me.  I might have heard him talking, but all the sounds around me were muffled 

like white noise.  Finally, he knelt down before me, blocking my view of Alfred’s body.  He began asking questions 

like “Are you okay? Do you understand what just happened?”  I guess he became frustrated with my non-responsive 

glare and then took both my shoulders in his hands and gave me a tiny shake, as if he was trying to wake me up.  Then 

finally I looked at his eyes and I could see he was waiting for a response, but all I could say was “Happy New Year.”

First Place
“The Soldier in the Tan Uniform”

by
Gianna Capperino

There’s something eerie about the grass being greener on the other side. For one, I’m colorblind. I don’t know 

what green is or even how a shade of green can mean something better. Everything is gray to me. A darker shade of 

gray, well, that is just a shade closer to black. They say that when they talk about the countries I visit for my career.

I am a U.S. Marine. They say that I have that blacker side of the fence. I just think I have the realistic side.

***

I looked at the wind as it plunged into the various mounds of sand that lined the airway strip.  Millions of 

crystals flew into the men wearing vests who seemed unaffected by the attack.  I didn’t need to be colorblind to know 

that people needed to live on both sides of the fence. 

I am going home. I placed my hands firmly over my ears. Light static hummed into them. I groaned in defeat. 

Not one pair of headphones could have covered up the ringing in my ears. I longed for any noise other than the sound 

of machinery. I looked at the civilians boarding the plane who smiled and laughed with the other passengers. 

It wasn’t much of a vibration that the child in row three made upon dropping his luggage. But in a world of long, 

quiet nights, in which the peace could be a clue of impending doom to the troops, the vibration stopped my heart. I 

gripped the seat next to me, my eyes bulging to meet the young boy’s nervous pink face. We had not learned one word 

in each other’s native language, but his slight nod of apology didn’t need to be translated. He gave a small nod of 

admiration at my tan camouflage gear before his mother lead him to the window seat. The icy pane almost made me 

sick with hypothermia. When you were used to crawling around in desert heat, any cool breeze was enough to alter 

your body. I laid my head against the windowpane.

This was how home felt. It would be winter in Chicago when I returned. The chill that brushed against my cheek 

felt so foreign. It was calm and still, sucking all of my fears away. I remembered the snowflakes that my wife and I 

would look at when we watched movies.

My eyes were closed, but I could not sleep. I felt the heavy stares of other passengers as they shuffled by with their 

monstrous luggage. It was a human’s instinct, not a soldier’s, to know that people were coming close to me. My eyes 

fluttered open.

There was a crowd of people huddling towards the right side of the plane. They looked past me and at the scenery 
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about fifty miles away, which lit up like fire and destruction only talked about in God’s apocalypse. My mouth hung 

open, horrified at the explosion in front of me. My body violently shook.

***

A plane hovered many miles above the top of the explosion, quickly skyrocketing out of sight. The explosion was 

in the direction of my base.

Children cried upon seeing the panic shadow over their parent’s faces. I leaned forward to see the explosion, 

which from my angle was about the size of my fingertip.

 I didn’t even notice the old man that had taken the seat next to me. He was the same color as the men I fought 

against but had the same stone cold expression as mine. He and I locked eyes.

He reached out for my hand, which I hesitantly gave to him.  He kissed it and muttered a prayer for me.

Second Place
“The Unknown”

by 
Natali Vertiz

I lived in my house for twenty-two years.  It was about a fifteen minute drive from downtown Seattle, and I had 

come to enjoy my lifestyle there.  I was in my second year of college, a commuter, who longed to be an attorney.  As 

much as I regretted choosing to live at home, alone with only my parents, I found the independence that I loved to 

have.  Everything was on my own time, yet my parents still spoiled me, making me almost feel bad I was the only 

child of six who didn’t go away to school.  They would buy my favorite snacks from the grocery store, dinner was 

always my choice, and the TV was always set to record “Grey’s Anatomy” and “The Bachelor” when studying or my 

social life took over.  The house was set to my luxuries without me having to pay a dime while living there. 

I was fortunate to only have class twice a week, Wednesdays and Thursdays.  On the remaining days, I was able 

to study without my parents’ disturbances, since they both worked nine to five jobs.  After schoolwork, I would catch 

up on any missed shows, make myself lunch, and sometimes go shopping if the Seattle weather permitted.  I loved to 

lounge around my house alone, blast my music as loud as I pleased, and sleep in or nap whenever I wanted.  Although 

the surroundings of my house were the farthest thing from quiet, I was used to the everyday Seattle noise.  

My room was located on the second floor of the house. It was small but cozy.  The walls were a soft lilac, which 

matched my sheets perfectly.  I kept candles alongside the windowsill, rarely ever lighting them to make the room 

more home-like.  My parent’s room was just down the hall.  In fact, sometimes I thought it was too close; I would 

often hear my dad snoring on occasion and it would keep me up all night.  The rest of the house was simple, and 

since six children were raised in it, it grew to be old but full of memories.  The backyard was the biggest on the block.  

My dad had taken the time to grow all sorts of flowers and trees that made the backyard one of my most favorite 

places to be.  I would lie out on the patio in the summertime for hours with nothing but my iPod, and I was happy.  

It was a Monday morning when it started.  I decided to sleep in on my day off, knowing nobody was home to 

disturb me.  I woke up at 11:00 a.m. from what sounded like a thump.  I brushed it off, thinking it was the wind, 
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stretched, put my slippers on, and began to head downstairs to make coffee.  It was when I came to the base of the 

staircase that I knew something wasn’t right.  I slowly tiptoed through my kitchen to see if looking out the window 

would give me a better explanation for the feeling I was experiencing.  That’s when I saw him.  A man dressed in black 

pants, a black hooded sweatshirt, black gym shoes, and a black baseball cap stood in my backyard.  He looked to be 

in shape, about six feet tall, and was on a mission as he scanned my back door like a shark preys on a fish right before 

eating it.  My heart dropped.  My whole body became paralyzed, and it became clear to me that he was about to 

break into my house.  My eyes darted to the back door to make sure it was locked, but it wasn’t.  Before I could move 

an inch, I saw my doorknob rotating. He was coming inside.  My body, finally being able to move, darted from my 

kitchen to the living room—my heart racing a thousand beats per minute.  I grabbed my house phone in pursuit of 

calling 911, but the phone line was dead.  The man was now in my kitchen and when I turned to hide it was too late; 

he saw me.  We made eye contact and just as surprised as I was to see him, he too was not expecting company.  Before 

I could make another move, he was coming towards me, but I was too quick for him.  I frantically bolted out my 

front door screaming, “Help!” at the top of my lungs.  The air was frigid and I could immediately see my breath, and 

I ran to my neighbor’s door and pounded at their front doorstep.  Their Yorkie, Truman, came to the window barking 

its head off, which radiated within the porch I stood on.  Thankfully, my neighbor, Roxanne, approached the door as 

I jumped up and down barking in my slippers, “Hurry, he’s going to get me!”  Roxanne looked confused but without 

hesitation, she opened her front door and I darted inside.  

“What on earth is the matter sweetie?” Roxanne asked.

Without a moment to spare I grabbed Roxanne’s phone and dialed 911.  

“This is 911, what is your emergency?” The operator asked calmly. 

“A man has broken into my house! 6528 North Oakley Drive. Hurry!” and hung up the phone.  Roxanne locked 

her doors and hugged me, telling me everything would be okay.  

A million thoughts raced through my head. Was he still inside my house? Are there more men that he brought 

with him? My heart had not slowed down for a second until I saw red and blue lights emerging from down the street.  

Roxanne and I jumped up and ran to the window.  The officer stepped out of his car.  He was a big burley man with a 

red beard and a gun in hand.  Roxanne opened her door yelling, “He’s in there!” pointing to my house.  

The officer nodded in acknowledgement to Roxanne, and his crew entered my house.  I began to cry in Roxanne’s 

arms.  She was dialing my mother’s work number, and I watched out her window as five cop cars surrounded my 

house.  Roxanne walked into her kitchen with Truman wagging his tail behind her; the little pup had no clue what 

was going on.  The burley cop with the red beard began to approach Roxanne’s front porch, but I was hesitant to open 

it. What if the man was near? 

“Excuse me ma’am, but your house is empty,” the officer said, almost with a laughable expression.  

“No, you need to check the whole house.  He’s wearing all black.  He could be hiding anywhere!” 

“My team has done a thorough search of the premise ma’am—no burglar in site. I assure you, nobody is in your 

house,” the cop promised.  “I need to ask you a few questions about what the man looked like to inform the media we 

have an escapee.” 

I stumbled out of Roxanne’s house. Was I seeing things? Another officer guided me into my front door.  He 
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reassured me it was safe to enter but I was unsure.  With him by my side, I entered my house, fearing that I would 

see the man hiding in some crevice of my living room.  I heard my mother’s voice talking to Roxanne out front, but 

I was determined to prove I wasn’t insane. I rummaged through my house’s contents, looking for any trace of this 

mysterious man.  Nothing. He had left nothing behind.  

I approached my back window standing right where I had first seen him, confused as to what was happening.  My 

eyes scanned every detail in my backyard looking for some trace of evidence.  

“There he is! Behind the apple tree! That’s him!” I could not yell it any louder.  The officers ran to my backyard 

grabbing their guns from their back pockets.  My mother emerged through the doorway of my kitchen and I jumped 

into her arms, but when I looked out the window, the man was gone once more.  

The red bearded cop chuckled, “Ma’am, nobody was behind the tree.”

I was living a nightmare.  Nobody believed me.  Had I turned insane over night?

I ran to my backyard determined to find this man myself while the cops packed up their belongings to head out.  

My heart raced as I looked behind each plant, all five flower beds, and when I came to the last tree there he stood, as 

if he was waiting for me to find him.  He smiled as we made eye contact, my heart stopped, and when I blinked my 

eyes he was gone once more.  
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First Place
“Forget Me Not”

by 
Joseph Kurpiel

The interrogation light bled into the cheap aqua stone wall. It ate at Victor Casp who sat alone for what could’ve 

been hours or minutes. He was not able to tell. Why he was sitting here was a mystery. He still wore his sweat stained 

work polo. He grew sick of his own scent.

He sipped at his small, harmless, paper water cup and felt the cold liquid enter his overheated chest. Every few 

minutes, someone would come in and ask him how he was doing.

“It’s a little warm,” he told his caretaker.

“I know. Unfortunately, the whole damn A/C is broken. We’re swimming in our own sweat here,” the caretaker 

informed him.

Victor gave him a weak, unsatisfied smile.

“Can I get you some more water?” he offered. Victor appreciated the man’s empathy, even if he was ultimately 

powerless to improve his condition.

Shakily, Victor surrendered the cup to him. The caretaker left with a comforting but hollow smile. Again, Victor 

was left with himself. 

Through his head, hundreds of scenarios played out. He contemplated anything that could have remotely led 

him here. There was very little he imagined that could. The long library list of memories revealed very little criminal 

activity throughout his past. Beside a few speeding tickets and smoking pot at a party one time, Victor could not 

remember a single instance where he broke the law.

And yet, the deeper he thought through his past, what stood out to him was as unfamiliar as his current 

situation. In his mind’s eye, her dark gold hair trickled over her eyes and nose. Her wide green eyes peeked through 

it like the thin blinds of a window, so innocently. The tip of her lips was where her gold strands ended at their longest 

length. Her smile was pearls, bright and gleaming. It was the most distracting feature about her, and it matched well 

with the sunset red dress he pictured her in.

Yet, he did not know who she was or where he would’ve seen a face like that.

The calm of the imaginary creature swept away with the return of his caretaker. He handed Victor a newly filled 

paper cup bleeding with water. He passed the cup with surgical care, as not to spill anymore of the cool, precious 

liquid. Victor thanked him as he retrieved it and handled it with similar caution. With one gulp, the water evaporated 

into Victor’s throat.

“Need more?” the caretaker asked after Victor discarded the empty vessel on the table.

“No thanks,” Victor said with false satisfaction. There could be nothing more this man could do to get Victor 

what he wanted, which was simply to leave.

“Okay, they shouldn’t be mu . . .” the caretaker was cut off by an abrasive shove.

“Thank you,” the man with the arm said as he passed through. “We’ll take him from here.”

He stood over six feet tall but walked with a stride bigger than that. An aura of ego preceded wherever he went. 
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Even in his gratuity to the officer, his voice was jagged glass. Behind him was undoubtedly his partner, a shorter man. 

Less intimidating, but he still carried intensity with him. Neither one spoke until he was firmly seated on the other 

side of the table.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Casp,” the first man said. His tone was as humorous as the table. “My name is Colin 

Fairfield, and this is my partner, Agent Caremoli.”

“Why am I here?” Victor asked, wanting no more time to be wasted.

“We’ll get to that in a moment,” Fairfield orchestrated. “First, tell me about your entire life.”

This didn’t make any sense to Victor. Why would a federal investigator want to hear about that? “Why do you 

want to hear about my life?”

“Humor me,” Fairfield told him.

If it meant getting out of there, Victor would play along. “Okay, I was born and raised in Parsons. Lived here. 

Went to school here. I now work as a HVAC technician. No wife. No kids. No family at all.”

He felt the studious eyes of the agent’s gaze upon every spoken word and waited for them to say something. 

Fairfield finally did. 

“When did your parents die?”

Victor was taken aback by the question. “That’s kind of personal. Don’t you think?” His confusion strained with 

a seething anger he had been keeping at bay. “Now tell me, what is the purpose of all of this?”

“Fine, Mr. Casp. I’ll tell you why you’re here—James Amira.”

This was a name Victor had never heard before and didn’t much care to. Yet, he flinched at the sound of it. “Who 

is that? What does James Amira have to do with me?”

“Show him,” Fairfield nodded to his silent partner. With both arms, Caremoli dragged an obese docket out from 

next to him. It rested on the table with a deep, heavy thud. Swiftly, Caremoli untwined the tapestry of string holding 

it together. Once released, it was free to fully bloat and nearly came undone from its own girth. Caremoli divided the 

papers into several more manageable piles. One pile contained a selection of photos, which Caremoli scraped over to 

Victor. Reluctantly, Victor accepted them. What he saw nearly made him immediately vomit. There were images of 

bodies torn apart and thrown all over, and busses ripped open like soup cans.

Victor drop threw them back across the table at the agents. “Why show me that?”

“To show you the atrocities that Amira has committed. Over the past eighteen months, he has gone after low-

level security targets:  busses, hotels, places like that. In total, he’s killed around one hundred fifty people.”

“What does that have to do with me?” Victor asked, still puzzled by the foggy clarification he had been provided 

with. “I’ve never heard of him or these events.”

“Of course you have. You’ve just merely forgotten, James.”

“What?” Victor thought he misheard, but he knew he did not.

Fairfield slid the other stack over to Victor. “Look these over. We’ll be back soon.”

Alone with the stacks of documents, Victor knew these would provide him with more answers than the agents 

would ever be willing to offer. Each stack was headlined with an official looking document. He grabbed the official 

reports by the authorities, which appeared to be the easiest to read. He read about the bombings and the timelines. 
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Now they stopped, but there was plenty of suspicion that a new one was going to emerge at some point. 

Another stack was filled with medical reports regarding the work of a psychiatrist, Dr. Strausburg, who 

specialized in amnesia patients. He read over Strausburg’s work to restore the memories of his patients. There was 

some success, but the most notable case came from his last patient, James Amira. He crawled deeply through 

Strasburg’s work with Amira. Over the course of several sessions, Strausburg picked away at Amira’s memories like 

flower petals. The more often they met, the less James Amira existed. Slowly, he was transformed into a man named 

Victor Casp, supplied with an entire lifetime of memories. This part Victor reread many times. This had to be a 

mistake or a joke. If not, he was being framed. There was no way he was no one other than Victor Casp. 

“Get a good look?” Fairfield asked as he appeared alone in the room. 

“I prefer Dracula, but this is also good fiction,” Victor retorted. 

Fairfield paid him a smirk. Probably the most he could afford with such currency. “Yeah, I thought it was crazy, 

too. But the late doctor was very thorough with his notes and recordings. I read and watched them all. I saw how you 

came in there regularly to have your memories shoved so far down until you were a completely different person. After 

hours of studying, I became convinced.” 

“This is ludicrous,” Victor rejected his statement. “I want a lawyer.”

Fairfield smirked again. “Lawyers are luxuries you can’t afford. We believe there are bombs still out there and, for 

public safety, Miranda and the Constitution are not on your side, at least not until you tell us when the next attack 

will be.”

“I don’t know,” Victor pleaded. “I can’t know. I’m Victor Casp not this James Amira.”

“You said you didn’t know about these bombings. How is that? There were worldwide headlines about them. Yet, 

you hadn’t heard of them.” Victor couldn’t answer this. “When did your parents die?”

Fairfield went back to this. Victor was frustrated by this meaningless question but even more so that he could 

answer it. He had a foggy image of a funeral with people and a casket, but not any specifics like a day or year, or even 

if it was sunny or raining. 

“Your parents are alive. That’s why you don’t know,” Fairfield explained. “You just repressed the thought of them 

and everyone and everything connected to James Amira.”

“That’s not true,” he denied.

“Tell me your name,” Fairfield yelled, his lungs about to explode with frustration.

“Victor Casp,” he defied. 
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“Tell me your name.” Fairfield stood over him using his height as intimidation.

“Victor Casp,” he said again.

Fairfield reached into the pile of photos. He drew only one out and put it in front of Victor. It was a photo of the 

dark blonde haired girl he had imagined. She was another victim. She did not wear a red dress but a white one stained 

in her own blood. “Tell me her name,” Fairfield demanded.

Though Victor never knew her before, he couldn’t help but whisper, “Jocelyn.”

“That’s right,” Fairfield told him. “The doctor was good, but he can’t fully erase memories. You can try to hide 

from your past, but it will always find you.”

Victor held the image of his daughter, one of his victims, and began to weep. “I didn’t know she’d be on the bus,” 

Victor said through hard tears. 

“What’s your name?” Fairfield asked again.

“James,” he admitted. “My name is James Amira.”

“Good. I’ll give you some time to remember,” Fairfield instructed. “Then, we’ll talk some more.”

James was left alone with his memories—the real ones--not the fake ones Strausburg had implanted. Painfully, 

they returned to him. He remembered Strausburg and why he visited him. It was not to hide from the authorities. It 

was a futile attempt to escape history.
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Student Poetry
First Place

“Silence for No One”
A Response to 

“Song for My Name” by Linda Hogan
by

Symone McCoy 

Before moonrise,
think of coarse rosewood brushed against
shaded skin.
Think of your fingers,
trailing the deep grain imbedded within the timber’s complexion.

If I have no purpose,
your lineage serves no stock,
pushing the beasts away from the house
as a mask of mist hangs,
hushed tones in range.

That bare title is full of kin
with harsh features
and children who resist your identity.
It means no
tomorrow.

Such a name my offspring abhors
while they stare at the bleak box,
the home where I lie.
They are a cascade of midnight crows 
and in their own way commence
the service in the moonless nightfall,
silvered beaks shrieking into the clouded chasm
and tell of their lurid youth.

If you do not possess a name, 
your footsteps are lost amongst the dew infested moss.
There is too much ice.
When sparks strike, the synapse
refuses to recall.
It’s my name,
that of the squandered
pinned between a wooden overcoat
and the slate sky, waiting to fade.
It’s the name etched in stone
sunken in dirt
no one else will see.

First Place
“Swaying Absence: A Cento”

by
Roslyn Summerville

I remember what my father told me
about the neck you perfectly broke.
“That’s disgusting.  So damn ugly.”

The boy dangled in midair:
skin like paper, paper like skin,
in a bright red dress.

I recalled his hands between 
my fingers and think, “Give 
me back my younger brother.”

From that day on,
sometimes I wear stockings
red as steak, wine, and still
cannot find him.

Second Place
“Michael: A Shadow”

by
Bianca Apato 

We lay down in the street on our backs—
the bullets,
still clenching your shirt. 

The street lamps reflected 
in the tight curls of warm blood, 
like pockets of light, from your body. 

Michael, 
was like an Eruption in the Air—
drumming the infernal gun fire. 

I held my hand to his wounds, 
the two of us sinking into the ground, 
dotting the city with static and color. 

[Contains lines and fragments from: Nancy Eimers, Spencer 
Reece, Theodore Roethke, Yusef Komunyakaa, Hart Crane, 
William Matthews, Emily Dickinson, William Carlos 
Williams, Paul Guest, Jeffrey Harrison, Reginald Shepherd] 
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 Third Place
“Invasion”

by
Keanu Taylor

 

I was merely a walking meat.
I never understood the hunger for my chaste
body outline. Sensing the lust seeping through their teeth—
The way their eyes raped me, I wish I could erase.

Singly dotted black
in an all-white room, I counted every hour
until I was back safe in my room. A brick-
like scrape across my face—
No, just a body gone sour.

Every day I pressed on
hoping to be ignored. 
I was floating midair
when a stranger invaded my dress
while all the amused could do was stare.

I stood there like a paperweight.
My continuous river couldn’t even translate.

Honorable Mention
“The Passenger I Didn’t Need”

A Response to “I Give You Back” by Joy Harjo (Muskogee)
by

Sabrina Parr

I receive it, the horrible and hated 
fear. I receive it, so I can let it go. 
We are no longer connected, you and I. 
I receive you, Fear, because before I can let
go. I have to understand you.  

We once walked hand in hand. 

A cold day in December 
started off like any other. 
School was over at 3:15; in the car
on the way home at 3:20. 

Orchard and Sullivan road,  
boom, pain breaks my body
as if I were a plastic Barbie doll. I hold my shoulder
as I take in the wreckage all around me. 

Two cars shattered 
as delicate as a porcelain tea cup hitting the floor.
Emotions like a tornado 
swirl inside me until I’m not sure
I feel anything. 

Fear chokes me like I’m a plastic doll whose never breathed at all
as the paramedic asks me,
“Are you ok?” I give him the only 
answer I know how. “I don’t 
know.” He looks at me with clear grey eyes. 
“You’re going to be ok. Come with me.” 

Fear sat in the passenger seat 
every time I was in a car, 
reminding me that cars are dangerous 
things. Until my parents forced 
me, like a child who is afraid of the sea, 
into the car. “Drive,” they tell me. 
“It’s the only way to get over the fear.” 

I sat in the driver’s seat, Fear right beside me. 
I slowly put the car in drive and pulled 
away from the curb. 
Mile by mile, Fear starts to disappear. 

I receive it.
I receive it.
I receive it.
I received it, 
then I let it go. 
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Honorable Mention
“3:20 p.m. in Isla Vista, California” 

by
Rachel Steele

 
I got the call 
about a hospital in Santa Barbara 
where seven teenagers were rushed in 
to become a dying tribute  
to a twenty-two year old killer 
who sought fame in his $40,000 black BMW  
and his $300 Giorgio Armani sunglasses, 
but instead became infamous for slaughtering 
college students--himself included.  
They only lived twenty years  
before sustaining ordinary bullets  
and nonchalant stab wounds. 
Their internal organs exploded
as he explored congested apartments 
and vacant sorority homes. 
Six unconscious teenagers 
were limp and unresponsive 
lying on a stretcher. 
Across, the shocked survivor 
clasped her shaking fingers 
secured to her skull, 
human and wronged.

First Place
“Spoiler: Death”

by
Lucas Boelter

I pulled out the weeds, plucking each
Bone from the garden — has anyone
Ever said a weed is a bone? The organic
Quality of both consumes me, and the
Frito-Lay box lies in memoriam. Why
Not die? Answer. Please. Cockroaches
Speak a bit of death, making the milk
Carton brown and peel like necrosis,
Or the skin on your back where the
Saxophone laid as you slept, which
Speaks to the music in death.  Beat
Goes the death, marching along, 
Like a bare finger in a puppet show —
No one need ask it to smile, it 
Grins and signs its John Hancock
For the children.  I see it as the 
Sort of thing that looks at you
From the closet when you awaken
Then wallows about the wallpaper
And, you know, look! It’s death!
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First Place
“Cuba and China: A Revolutionary Comparison”

by
David DeSchepper

DeFronzo theorizes that there are five critical and constituting factors to a revolution. These factors are outlined 

as mass frustrations in popular uprisings, perception of dissident political elites, a presence of unifying motives, a 

severe political crisis, and a permissive world context. DeFronzo asserts that although all five of these factors are 

fundamental for a successful revolution to occur, the importance each holds may differ throughout various cases (13). 

The variation in importance of these critical factors can be seen in a comparison of the Chinese Revolution of 1949 

and the Cuban Revolution of 1959. The major comparative point between the two revolutions was that they were 

rooted in similar mass frustrations and unifying motives, sprouting from high levels of income inequality and poor 

wealth distribution. Both states suffered from a similar level of economic deprivation, which crippled the lower class 

and led to them uniting against the upper class that controlled the government. However, the division of the elite and 

the causes of each state’s crisis differ more fundamentally. China’s elites were divided over ideals while Cuba’s elite 

class was plagued with corruption and foreign interference.  Finally, both revolutions occurred in an international 

context characterized by weakened world powers and a permissive attitude toward armed conflict in foreign states.

Mass frustration occurs in a state when people’s expectations and their ability to satisfy their expectations are 

unable to be met (DeFronzo 13). This commonly occurs when there is a degradation of the economy and the ability 

to meet living expectations becomes more and more unrealistic, a condition seen in the roots of both the Chinese 

and Cuban Revolutions. Both pre-revolutionary states suffered from large levels of income inequality and poor 

rural populations. In China, a majority of the rural population was subjected to working for wealthy landlords who 

controlled the amount of land each family could own and often took a share of any produce or profits. The people 

of Cuba also were subjected to higher authorities who abused the capitalist system but under the control of a corrupt 

government. Cuba’s economy was largely dependent on the exportation of sugar, which was harvested once a year 

by rural Cubans but sold to foreign nations who profited off the cheap labor. The exploitation of the lower working 

classes by the upper class political elites created a mass frustration, which eventually led to public uprisings against 

capitalism and the governments who manipulated it. 

As a result of mass frustration and public uprising, the people of China and Cuba were able to unite under a 

new ideology, one that promised to give power and land back to the people and lessen the gap between the rich and 

poor. This ideology, which was able to increase union between people from all economic classes, was communism. 

DeFronzo stresses the importance of a unifying motive that is able to transcend class boundaries stating, “There must 

be a shared motivation for revolution that cuts across class lines” (17). The Communist Party of China and Cuba, as 

well as each country’s nationalist movement, offered this motive to the lower classes, promising them land reforms 

and a more equal distribution of wealth while offering the political activist the overthrow of the corrupt regimes 

present in their countries and a hand in political reformation. In China, the Communist Party lead raids against 

local landlords and redistributed their land amongst the poor who had been working under them while providing 

a means for Mao Zedong to gain control over the political sphere.  Although communism allowed for a unifying 
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point between revolutionary peoples in China and Cuba, this ideology was not the sole unifying factor for these 

revolutions. A large nationalist movement occurred in both countries as a result of years of foreign domination. China 

had experienced this domination more directly in the form of occupation of foreign powers such as Britain, France, 

and, previous to the revolution, Japan. Cuba also experienced foreign domination but in an indirect manner. Cuba’s 

economy and job market were heavily reliant on the exportation of goods, the tourism market from the U.S., and its 

allies. The movements to create a new Chinese identity separate of the Japanese invaders and a new Cuban market free 

from the controls of U.S. businesses spearheaded these movements and gave an identity for all peoples of all classes to 

stand behind.

A third shared aspect that these revolutions had was the permissive international context that allowed for these 

conflicts to take place without any large-scale foreign intervention. In both instances, there was little to no direct 

intervention from foreign powers, mainly due to the widespread weakness that each major power exhibited after 

fighting in world war. China was able to revolt unopposed by foreign powers, because the Chinese Revolution took 

place in the aftermath of WWII and although Japan invaded China early in the revolutionary process, it was not as 

an attempt to prevent a Chinese revolution but in an attempt to conquer China. Similarly, Cuba did not receive any 

direct intervention preventing their revolution. Cuban revolutionaries appeared to be much more acceptable publically 

than the Batista regime, which was notorious for their acts against the Cuban people. DeFronzo asserts that it was 

the notoriety that would have accompanied direct support of the Batista regime that created a permissive context for 

Cuban revolutionaries (215).

Although the Chinese and Cuban revolutions were sparked by the same social injustices and unified under a 

nationalist movement infused with communism, the two revolutions differed in the way that their elites were divided 

and the causes and extents that their states were weakened before the revolution. The division amongst political elites 

in China was characterized by an ideological dispute over westernization of China and Confucian values, whereas the 

Cuban division of elites was over the high levels of corruption and public brutality. Fidel Castro was born into the 

Cuban elite and was highly educated, like many other Cuban revolutionary figures. The dividing point for Castro and 

many Cuban elites supporting the revolution came from the Batista’s brutal chokehold on the people of Cuba and the 

Batista’s perceived loyalty to foreign markets. Mao Zedong was also born into the upper class and highly educated; 

however, Mao and his political followers’ dividing point was over the way government should be run, not how it 

was abusing the people. China’s elite was divided into a conservative faction favoring contact with the West and the 

westernization of China, and the more radical liberal faction rooted in the belief that the livelihood of China’s lower 

class was dependent on the redistribution of wealth not westernization. Unlike in Cuba, China’s political contention 

was over a system of values that could be traced back to Confucian thinking and not a direct result of a violent and 

repressive dictatorship. 

Although both the Cuban and Chinese states were severely weakened before either uprising, the causes of these 

structural weaknesses were holistically different. China was weakened by a civil war coupled with the invasion 

of Japan that provided an opening for the smaller communist forces to mobilize. Zedong and his men used the 

government’s inability to handle the Japanese as a means of attracting people to their cause while exposing the state’s 

weakness. Chinese guerilla forces were able to effectively combat both the Japanese invaders while the Chinese regime 
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was unable to take the lead in open warfare, often retreating and appearing weak to the people. The inability to fight 

two battles at once and their perceived cowardice allowed Zedong’s guerilla forces to take advantage of the weakened 

state. On the other hand, Cuba’s weakness was more structural. Before the revolution, Cuba’s government was heavily 

influenced by foreign powers and criminal organizations (239). The Batista government was viewed as illegitimate and 

the Cuban army was unable to compete with the mobile guerilla forces used against them. Unlike in China, Cuba’s 

weakness didn’t come from an attack from outside forces but from the inherent weakness of the Batista regime. 

DeFronzo’s critical factors are useful when analyzing revolutions and outlining the contributors to revolutionary 

action. In both cases, DeFronzo’s factors are useful in breaking down the revolutionary process, although it appears 

that the causes of mass frustration are often times the same causes of unifying motivation. Nonetheless, these five 

factors were present in both revolutionary contexts. It seems that a severe state crisis is the most important factor out 

of the five, followed closely by the permissive world context. If the Chinese state had not been preoccupied with the 

Japanese invasion and weakened from the previous civil war, then I believe Mao Zedong would not have mobilized an 

armed attack on the regime. Similarly, in Cuba, the corrupt and weakened Batista regime served as a common enemy 

that would have been easy to mobilize against without fear of foreign retaliation as a result of the Batista’s notoriety 

and fears of another world war. Ultimately, both case studies stress the accuracy of DeFronzo’s theory and highlight 

the fact that there is no singular factor that causes revolution. 

Works Cited
DeFronzo, James. Revolutions and Revolutionary Movements. 4th ed. Boulder: Westview, 1991. Print.

Second Place
“Violence Against Men”

by
Ashley Medel

“Every 37.8 seconds somewhere in America a man is assaulted” (“Help for Battered Men”). Why does the public 

know so little about domestic abuse and violence against men? When it comes to domestic violence it seems the 

public only focuses on women, but men can be in abusive relationships, too. Women and men need to know that it 

is not okay to be in a violent or emotionally abusive relationship and that there is help for them. More education and 

programs need to be established for men as there are for women.

For men or women, a domestic relationship could involve physical acts of violence such as slapping, punching, 

throwing objects, pushing, or even acts as extreme as using a weapon by a partner against the victim. The cultural view 

in America is that women hitting men is not as bad as it is for men to hit women. If a woman hits a man, the man is 

taught to brush it off and walk away. Even if the man tried to get past the woman, he could be arrested for assaulting 

her. By pushing her to get out of the way, the woman could tell the police he assaulted her, but once the roles are 

switched no justice is done for the man. Getting hit by a woman in front of others would not be as devastating as it 

would to be emotionally belittling in public. 
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Domestic violence is not only physical acts; mental and emotional acts of abuse are just as bad. Mental abuse is 

different for men than it is for women. Emotional abuse includes acts such as verbal assaults, isolation from friends 

and family, treatment as if they were a child, control over their finances or, in general, acts that make them feel 

worthless. For men and women being told they are a coward, weak, or anything that minimizes them as a person has 

an extensive negative effect on them. 

Although very little is known about the actual number of cases of men in a domestic relationship, whether they 

are mistreated by a woman or a man, it is estimated that “40 out of 100 domestic situations involve violence against 

men. In one year, this means that about 300,000 to 400,000 men are being violently treated by their partners” (“About 

Domestic Violence Against Men”). Since men do not usually report their domestic violent problem, the impact and 

attention for programs or other types of help has been less apparent as it has been for women. 

Domestic violence, whether the victim is male or female, has many of the same effects on an individual. The 

victims feel so deeply ashamed that they cannot stand up for themselves. They feel frightened over what violent act will 

occur next or what will happen to them. Victims often feel guilty because they feel they are to blame, not their partner, 

because they must have done something to upset them. It is normal for people in an abusive relationship to feel a loss 

of self-worth, a lack of confidence, and isolation from friends and family. The victim often feels confused about why 

they are in this situation (“Male Victims of Domestic Violence”).

At a young age in western society, boys are taught not to cry and to be tough. Our society’s image of men is to be 

strong and domineering. The idea of a man being in a vulnerable position or being frightened is a taboo situation. A 

man who is in a violent relationship makes him feel less of a man and thought of as being unmacho. A man feels like 

he should have the capability to prevent the abuse and since he cannot, he feels ashamed. This mainstream perception 

can harm a man’s ego, but it also has an impact on under reporting, causing fewer programs to be created for battered 

men.

For women, many years of advocacy and support have been established to encourage women to report their 

domestic violence, but essentially nothing has been done to encourage men to do the same. Men often do not report 

that they are in an abusive relationship mainly because of embarrassment and shame (“Domestic Violence Against 

Men”). These two feelings are common with anyone involved in domestic violence, but men are taught in western 

society today to have an “I can handle anything” attitude. There is rarely an attempt in reporting the issue, because it 

does not even cross a male victim’s mind due to this domineering mentality. 

Having children is another reporting issue for men. The fear to leave their children with the abusive partner 

could cause them not to report and continue the relationship. “One third of all domestic violence perpetrators were 

wives, girlfriends, or mothers of their children” (Kyrouac). Many times an abusive partner will threaten to kidnap 

the children if the man were to leave. If the mother already abuses the children and the father were to leave, he fears 

he will not be able to protect his children at all from the abuse. Abused men are afraid that if they leave the mother, 

they may never be able to see their children again. Leaving the mother could tell the children that their father is a bad 

person or does not love them because he left. Most of the time when parents split up in a child custody hearing, the 

courts will rule in favor of the mother to care for the children. The legal system is able to give abusive girlfriends and 

wives the advantage to continue hurting the man even after their relationship has ended. 
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Usually when women are getting abused, their partner is a person who is much larger than them and more 

capable of causing some serious bodily harm. As for men getting abused by a woman, it is embarrassing for them to 

admit someone smaller than them is hitting them, causing them not to report it to the police. The man being larger 

and physically stronger than the woman abusing him will have a hard time, because society views hitting a woman as 

being wrong. On the other hand, if the man is smaller and does get hurt by a woman, he views it as not being capable 

to protect himself and thus feels weak. It should not matter what body type the man has or how big his partner is.  

Domestic violence is wrong, period, but gender role is a key issue to underreporting. 

The counseling and psychological community is more focused on women in domestic violence relationships, 

causing a majority of investment, resources, and programming to be geared towards women. There are “more than 

4,000 domestic violence programs in the U.S. but only one shelter, The Valley Oasis in Antelope Valley, California, 

that provides a full range of services to men (Watson). As a result of having one “real” shelter for men, it is safe to 

say that there are virtually no shelters for men to go to, let alone bring their children (“Help for Battered Men”). 

Since there are no shelters, programs, or groups for men, private counseling is their best resource. Right now if a 

man wanted to call a hotline, there is only one he could call: 1-888-7HELPLINE. The other choice he has is to call a 

general domestic abuse hotline such as the National Domestic Abuse Hotline at 1 (800) 799- SAFE to get immediate 

help. 

Since our society is becoming more open to gender equality, now is the time to put more effort and focus on men 

in domestic violence. It is never okay for anyone despite his or her sex to be in an abusive relationship, but right now 

there is barely any help for a man to turn to if he is in this type of situation. More funding should go towards studying 

this problem and having more programs, like there are for women, for men. By not paying attention to battered men, 

we are telling them we view this as an issue and not a crime, when in reality these men are just as much victims of 

domestic violence as women are. As Jan Brown, founder of the Domestic Abuse Helpline for Men, said, “Domestic 

violence is not about size, gender, or strength. It’s about abuse, control, and power, and getting out of a dangerous 

situation and getting help, whether you are a woman being abused or a man” (“Help for Battered Men”). 
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Third Place
“Child Abuse Victimization”

by
Maya Jambrusic

Child abuse is a prominent dilemma that is seen throughout the world. Child abuse includes both physical 

violence and sexual abuse. These types of abuse are seen within many different cultures and socioeconomic statuses. 

Knowing how and why parents become abusers is an important part in understanding child abuse. Not only this, but 

knowing why children are abused, the problems that they encounter, such as trauma and drug abuse, and knowing 

what happens to these child victims is important as well. Child abuse is a problem that most likely will not stop for 

good, but it will hopefully decline with the statistics that are reported.

Physical abuse is a major problem in some homes over the world. According to Akelseeva (2007), “like any 

other kind of violence, family violence against children is not necessarily manifested only in extreme forms of harsh 

treatment, even though physical violence is the most prevalent form, and children are its main victims all over the 

world” (p. 8). Physical violence is never the answer and usually leads to more problems within the family. Physical 

violence includes anything that can potentially harm a child. This includes “hitting in the face, shaking, shoving, 

boxing the ears, choking, kicking, confining victims in a closed space, beating with a belt or a rope, and inflicting 

serious injury by means of blunt objects or even knives” (Alekseeva, 2007, p. 8). Physical violence is something that 

parents turn to when they cannot control their children, or when things get out of hand. Not only this, but “physical 

abuse in the home is inflicted most frequently on children with physical or mental impairments, and those born 

prematurely who tend to fret and cry more and are less attractive” (p.8). At times, physically and mentally impaired 

children have it worse. Children should not have any type of violence inflicted on them for something that has a 

biological origin. 

On the other hand, defining child abuse or child sexual abuse may not come easy to some. In an article entitled 

“Problems of Child Abuse in the Home,” child sexual abuse is defined by American researchers as “any kind of sexual 

experience between a child up to the age of sixteen (up to the age of eighteen, according to some sources) and a person 

who is older than the child by at least five years” (p. 8). This type of abuse usually occurs with someone the victim 

personally knows. According to Alekseeva (2007), in “75-90 percent of cases of violence against children, the abuser is 

a close relative” (p. 8).  Children, especially young ones, generally do not know that the people they know well are not 

supposed to do certain things to them. People assume the child sexual abuse involves penetration of the genital areas, 

but that is not the case. Sexual abuse constitutes many different factors. “Numerous related acts are also considered 

sexual abuse: showing children pornography and exhibiting sexual organs, forcing them to remove their clothes, 

encouraging them to perform suggestive movements, forcing them to participate in orgies, rituals, or sex acts” (p. 9). 

These types of activities expose children to various sexual acts that they should not be doing.

Parents whose children are victims of child abuse have many difficulties accepting that fact. “Although not all 

abused children grow up to be abusive parents, it is well known that people who were severely mistreated by their 

parents as compared to those who were not are at higher risk for mistreating their children” (Herzog, 1992, p. 

83). Parents who were once abused as children have a greater chance of abusing their own children later on in life. 
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According to Herzog (1992), abusive parents often have unrealistic expectations for their children (p. 83). These 

expectations are usually based on distorted perceptions of their children’s needs, feelings, and even abilities. Not only 

this, but also most perpetrators were once child victims themselves.

Child abuse has many factors that are linked with it. Nomura (2012) states that child abuse is associated with 

early onset of substance abuse. To branch off of this, “child abuse was associated with earlier initiation of marijuana, 

cocaine, and heroin use, and had greater risks for all the drugs studied” (p. 1282). Besides parents that were abused 

as children, substance abuse is a common element that leads to child abuse. Parents that are avid drug users let the 

drugs get the best of them. For example, when the parent’s drug needs are not fulfilled, they will turn to abusing their 

child and make it seem like it is the child’s fault. Not only this, but intimate partner violence (IPV) plays a big role 

when it comes to child abuse. Studies have found that “at least one-third of caregivers in families undergoing child 

maltreatment investigations are victims of IPV” (Small, 2012, p. 416). Many reasons, including this one, are causes 

for children becoming the victims of abuse.

There is no one answer as to why children become victims of child abuse. These children endure problems later on 

in life, some more than others. “Children of substance abusing parents are likely to be victims of severe and chronic 

neglect and to have families with more problems overall” (p. 419). Substance abuse always has consequences that 

come along with it. Not only is child abuse associated with physical or sexual harm, but it is also “associated with 

increased medical and functional impairments, including ER visits, health problems, drug dealing, drug dependence, 

and drug cravings” (Nomura, 2012, p. 1287). Children who are abused and have parents with a substance abuse 

problem have a lifetime risk for many different problems, including these previously mentioned. With these problems, 

trauma is also an indication of a life-risk problem. 

Trauma is a type of problem that is hard to overcome. In an article from the Journal of Mental Health Counseling, 

Trauma-Focused Cognitive Behavioral Therapy, TF-CBT, is a type of therapy that helps victims of trauma-related 

incidents cope with what they have experienced. “TF-CBT is an evidence-based approach for children who have 

experienced various types of trauma, including child sexual abuse. It has demonstrated its effectiveness in reducing 

symptoms (e.g., anxiety, depression, and PTSD symptoms), addressing cognitive distortions and targeting trauma-

related fears” (Foster, 2014, p. 245). This type of therapy helps child victims of sexual abuse recover from their past 

experiences. One of the most essential parts of this type of therapy is the trauma narrative. These narratives “give 

child victims an opportunity to write about their abuse experiences and the recovery process” (Foster, 2014, p. 246). 

From life before the abuse to the counseling experience, TF-CBT is organized into eight different chapters that the 

child writes about. This type of therapy is not as common as the regular Cognitive Behavioral Therapy, but it is 

effective enough to treat the trauma or help the victim cope with it. 

Another major problem that is associated with any type of child abuse is future drug abuse. Wilson (2010) 

concluded the following: 

Abused and neglected youths may initiate drug use as a way of coping with an 

aversive home environment to enhance self-esteem, to relieve symptoms of 

depression, or to obtain peer support. Drug use may also develop as part of a 

general pattern of self-destructive behavior associated with low self-worth, poor 
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self-concept, and self-blame (p. 215).

These children lean on drugs to help them cope with what they have gone through. Being a victim of child abuse 

and then developing a substance abuse problem starts the entire cycle over again. These children can eventually 

turn into parents who abuse their own kids. As stated earlier, substance abuse comes with consequences. There is 

prospective evidence that suggests, “victims of childhood abuse and neglect are at risk for becoming involved in both 

juvenile and adult crime as they grow up” (Wilson, 2010, p. 214). Whether it is juvenile crime or adult crime, being 

involved in either type of crime leads to more consequences later on in life. Child victims of abuse can deal with their 

abuse in many ways. Resorting to crime will not solve any problems but rather create more.

Life after abuse can be difficult for children. Wilson (2010) concluded in his study that victims of child abuse are 

at increased risk for all problem behaviors. These problem behaviors include “early sexual initiation, running away, 

juvenile crime, school problems, and early drug use” (p. 211). All five behaviors signify different areas of impact that 

a victim of child abuse can get involved in. Out of this study, it was found that “only early sexual initiation remained 

significant as a mediator in the pathway from child abuse and neglect to prostitution” (p. 213). Prostitution can 

become a substantial problem with these victims. Children start thinking poorly of themselves and stoop to such a 

low level. Trading sex can eventually become a normative behavior for child abuse victims. Not just this, but “failure 

in school, poor interpersonal skills and strained relationships, and/or involvement in risky activities, such as crime and 

drug use,” can also lead to believing that trading sex is a viable solution for meeting one’s needs (p. 211).  

As children grow into adults, drug abuse can become common. “A history of child abuse has been found to be 

a robust predictor of substance use, and it has been linked to increased use of medical and psychiatric services later 

in life” (Nomura, 2012, p. 1288). These children have been affected in a negative way where they have to live a life 

filled with drugs. When someone relies too much on drugs, he/she is at the point where a type of counseling service 

or rehabilitation program is needed. These services do come with a financial price, which may be difficult for current 

drug users to afford. 

Being a victim of child abuse is something that most children cannot forget. The physical acts that occur, the 

trauma that comes with it, and the life led after the abuse is something that cannot be altered. After being a victim 

of abuse, these children have to keep on living their lives and learn how to cope with what has happened to them. 

Child abuse is a matter that should not be taken lightly. Being informed of such a situation is crucial. Child abuse is 

a problem that we will have to deal with for years to come. Being educated on this subject is beneficial in helping to 

prevent child abuse in the future.
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Honorable Mention
“Scandal at Station 8:
A Violent Attack on 

Ethical Principles and Trust”
by

Guido Calcagno

Firefighters are individuals who put their lives on the line each day to help people.  Some of these people they 

have never met, yet they go into danger without regard for their own safety, with no questions asked as to whom 

these people are that they are trying to help.  Firefighters serve as role models for the communities they serve.  With 

that being said, it not only gives a firefighter a tainted image when they do something unethical but it gives their 

department, as well as the fire service, a black eye from which it is difficult to recover.  This was exactly the case in 

Shreveport, LA.

For years, two mentally disabled men (unnamed in all sources due to their handicaps), ages 40 and 58, have 

been coming around Shreveport, LA Station 8.  Throughout those years, these men were treated like friends and 

equals.  These men were viewed as if they were firehouse mascots.  This was a place they considered safe where 

firefighters provided these men with basic needs such as food, clothing, and even offering them a place to stay (Machi, 

2013). Firefighters were even honored at an award banquet for their relationship with the disabled men, because of 

fundraising efforts that allowed one of these men to be sent to Disney World (Machi, 2013).  However, as generous 

as these firefighters seemed on the surface, there was a dark underside to how they treated these two men when the 

public was not watching.  

Accusations were made against the Shreveport firefighters of Station 8, alleging that they were mistreating 

the two men after a prostitute came forward with allegations that she was paid by the firefighters to have sex with 

one of the disabled men in the bathroom of the firehouse while some of the men watched (Machi, 2013).  This, 

unfortunately, was just scraping the surface.  Upon these allegations being made, an investigation began involving 

the Shreveport Police Department and the Internal Affairs Division of the fire department.  Seven firefighters were 

placed on administrative leave, but only six were named to the media; Fire Captain Derrick Harris, Engineer Billy 

Glass, firefighter Jason Vaughn, firefighter Logan Kerr, Captain Randy Chandler, and Captain Todd Olague were all 

accused of wrongdoings committed against the two disabled men (Roy, 2013).

With many public departments under the watchful eyes of taxpayers and town boards, this was something that 
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was only starting the downward spiral of the Shreveport Fire Department’s ethics and leadership circling the drain 

of trust.  The men were criminally charged with cruelty to the infirmed and principal to prostitution (Machi, 2013).  

However, the men were collectively accused of feeding the men dog food, making them drink urine, locking one man 

in a closet, placing one man on the roof and not allowing him to get off, leaving him “stranded in fear,” placing a 

dollar bill in ice and making them chip away at the ice to get the money, soaking the men with fire hoses, purchasing 

lap dances and alcohol for the men at a local strip club, and placing the hat of one of the victims on an ant hill, 

knowing that due to his mental capacity he would be unable to remove it prior to him being bit repeatedly by fire ants  

(Machi, 2013).  These acts are things that are not ethically acceptable for one human to do to another.  The fact that 

these acts were done by a group of men who were held at a higher standard for helping others leaves many speechless. 

The trials for these men are being done individually on a case-by-case basis.  As of today, Harris, Richardson, 

Glass, and Vaughn have all been terminated, while Chandler is on paid administrative leave, and Olague and Kerr 

have returned to duty (Machi, 2013).  The prostitute in this case is being considered the prosecution’s star witness and 

has not been charged with any crime (Machi, 2013). Although some justice has been served, the emotional scars that 

this has left on the disabled men are unspeakable.   The scars this has left on the city of Shreveport are deep and may 

take years to mend.  

Criminal issues aside, the actions of the firemen have attacked the very foundations of ethics and have posed 

ethical dilemmas not just within the Shreveport Fire Department but within the public safety community as a 

whole.  First and foremost on many people’s minds are the actions of the firefighters.  At any point in time, did these 

men consider the consequences of their actions?  This focuses on the teleology.  The teleology of this case focuses on 

producing the greatest amount of happiness for all (Geuras & Garofalo, 2011, p. 60).  Such desires for happiness for 

ourselves and others are the basis for utilitarianism, which is the theory that happiness is the good, and that we ought 

to do whatever is necessary to promote the greatest happiness (p. 49).  Although the firefighters may have had some 

brief period of happiness in watching these men being manipulated and humiliated, they were not acting virtuous or 

teleologically, because they continued to let these acts occur without stopping them when it was right and just to do 

so.  This does not produce happiness for all by any means.

If the firefighters were to follow a skewed line of thought and believe that this was a way to achieve the greatest 

amount of happiness for all, they must then ask if any of these actions were done in a principled way.  Most people 

with common sense and a little bit of heart would most certainly say that this was not.  This would be the position 

of a deontological theorist (p. 53). A deontological ethical theory is one that maintains the ethics of an action do 

not depend upon the consequences but upon an important feature of the act itself (p. 53). Each and every single act 

does not follow any law of ethics.  The firefighters acted with no regard for the disabled men, the Shreveport Fire 

Department, or the community in which they serve when they committed such vile acts.

Throughout the time these men were mistreated, the firefighters continued to escalate the severity of the incidents 

as if they were seeing what they could get away with until the two disabled men left or until they were caught.  At 

no point during this timeframe did the men use their intuition to determine a standard of right versus wrong.  It 

is believed that intuition in humans creates a moral sense that recognizes the moral character of an act (Geuras & 

Garofalo, 2011, p. 58). In this case, any intuition felt by these men was absent.  The men did not use their conscience 
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in this case.  The only person that seemed to have a hint of intuition and conscience was the prostitute coming 

forward to authorities on the mistreatment of these men.  Although she was right in doing so, her intuition and virtue 

will be questioned later in this paper.

Questions about the firefighters’ characters also are raised.  This was a group of men that has a higher standard 

placed on their characters because of their profession.  They are automatically deemed to be people of good character 

that set a good moral example for others to follow.  Unfortunately, this virtue theory was not true.  These men 

did anything but set a good example.  The virtue theory emphasizes the importance of the whole person in ethical 

evaluation rather than the details of action (p. 59). The unethical actions that these men committed exemplified 

poor character traits from the top down.   At no point in time did they act ethically, because despite the actions their 

character was not true.  If their character was true and just, the actions would not have continued or escalated to the 

point where they ended.  Their deplorable actions would have ceased with just the thought of performing a horrible 

act rather than being caught after a series of actions.

Ethical questions are raised across the board for every action committed in this situation, as well as situations 

that occur day to day.  As outside observers we look at this case as a whole and can clearly see that these actions 

were wrong, and that the discipline rendered should be swift and just.  It is difficult as an outsider to understand 

the subculture of the Shreveport Fire Department’s way of firehouse life when we are not there with them every day.  

Were some of these firefighters forced to do these actions as a form of hazing?  If so, Geuras and Garofalo’s literature 

argues that the ethics may have been skewed from the beginning.  

Ethics, unfortunately, has no clear answer but merely raises more questions with more unclear answers.  The fact 

that these men are being charged with principal to prostitution by the police department is understandable because 

prostitution is a crime.  Yet, looking at a larger ethical picture, why was the self-admitted prostitute not charged with 

committing the act of prostitution?    

According to Louisiana state law, prostitution is punishable by up to six months in prison, up to a $500 fine, or 

both  (ProCon.org, 2008).  Was the prostitute herself ethical even though she came forward?  She admitted to having 

sex with one of the disabled men after being compensated $70 from the firefighters (Machi, 2013).  Yet, when asked 

to have sex with the second man at a later date, she suddenly had a clash of morals, because he was “more mentally 

disabled than the first man” (Machi, 2013). So does that make it more wrong than what she did with the first while 

others watched?  Lucky for her, the ethics of the police department are skewed slightly as well, since they are using her 

as the star witness.  The police are choosing to consider principal to prostitution illegal for the firefighters, yet have it 

ignored for the other half of the equation.  Is this ethical?  It seems that this is a double-edged sword.

Regardless of the argument of the prostitute’s role, the men were clearly wrong in the actions they committed 

towards the disabled men.  Geuras and Garofalo summarize throughout their literature that there are never any clear 

ethical choices, but some may be more obvious than others.  When looking at a breakdown of teleology, deontology, 

intuition, and virtue, we can see that each firefighter acted without regard to any of these factors.  This is shown 

by their lack of ethical decision-making. However, as the case and the investigation are progressing, most of the 

firefighters that denied knowledge of any of the actions being committed are coming forward to admit their wrong 

doing or are directing investigators to others that participated in the acts (Machi, 2013).
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It is not always easy to act ethically in every situation, as we have seen in many examples given in this case.  The 

ability to act ethically comes from a strong foundation of the education we received as children from our parents, our 

teachers, and our peers.  If each of these men were taught properly as children by their parents and teachers, then the 

third factor of our peers would not matter in this case.  This is because we would understand right and wrong.  Our 

peers would have also known better than to let this escalate to where it is now.  Acting ethically is something that may 

not be easy, but it is something that takes work and effort to achieve.  Once it is achieved, it is passed on to others 

who in turn will pay it forward.  
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First Place
“Deconstructing Madness”

by
Delia Ercoli

The genre of poetry has been shifted and changed throughout the ages. From lyric poems, to sonnets, to blank 

verse, the variety is endless. Enter Allen Ginsberg, a young writer who took to writing in a way different than ever 

before. While still keeping the poetic conventions of repetition and free verse, Ginsberg talks openly and expressly 

about the ‘counter culture’ in which he had been living. As Nina Baym states in the introduction to Ginsberg, 

featured in The Norton Anthology of American Literature, Volume E, Ginsberg “combined apocalyptic criticism of the 

dull, prosperous Eisenhower years with exuberant celebration of an emerging counterculture” (qtd. in Baym 490).  

This seems apt to describe Ginsberg’s style; for example, he begins his iconic poem “Howl” by stating, “I saw the best 

minds of my generation destroyed by madness,” (ln.1). One way to read the “madness” of these generational minds is 

to deconstruct the elements that make up said madness. As he explores these characters that define his generation, he 

often writes about elements of them that show their lack of direction and ambition. By looking closely at portion I of 

“Howl,” it can be argued that the minds of Ginsberg’s generation weren’t mad at all but instead were conflicted. 

One element that created the “madness” for Ginsberg and his associates—the Beats—was the feeling of being 

lost. Unfortunately for Ginsberg, the idea of the “lost generation” had already been claimed by writers, including 

Ernest Hemingway, F. Scott Fitzgerald, and T.S. Eliot. These writers found themselves to be lost as they struggled 

with the emergence of their identity between two world wars. Overall, through their writing, this generation was able 

to be found. Ginsberg, as a scholar and son of a poet, was acutely aware of this generation and their label. Therefore, 

he could not write of his generation, one living in a post-war boom, as “lost.” By all logical means, he and his fellow 

writers were in a great place in comparison to those who came before them. Yet, as young adults always do, Ginsberg 

and his fellow writers fell into these feelings and were simply lost. 

In order to keep his sense of identity, Ginsberg fell under the title that Jack Kerouac gave this generation—

Beats. Beats played on the words “beaten down” and “beatified,” lost somewhere between saint and sinner. Beyond 

identifying and fitting in the Beat Generation, Ginsberg chose to speak of his generation not as “lost” or “searching,” 

but instead “mad.” By claiming this adjective for his generation, Ginsberg attempted to combat that he, as well as his 

fellow writers, suffered from the feelings that every young person just beginning their journey feels—he gave the Beats 

a mad identity. 

In order to avoid feeling both lost and repetitive as a “lost generation part II,” Ginsberg dramatized and 

sensationalized the actions and feelings of his generation. For instance, following the opening to “Howl,” Ginsberg 

writes that these minds were, “starving hysterical naked, dragging themselves through the negro streets at dawn 

looking for an angry fix,” (ln. 2). Following this statement, Ginsberg continues, “angelheaded hipsters burning for 

the ancient heavenly connection to the starry dynamo in the machinery of night,” (ln. 3). The footnote explains that 

the “ancient heavenly connection” is “in one sense a person who can supply drugs” (Baym 493). However, the surface 

message of these lines is the same; everyone is seeking ways to feel alive. Each person struggling to find a “fix” in one 

way or another is simply trying to find feeling. 
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These “fixes,” though, could lead one to see these people as “mad,” just as Ginsberg portrays them. For example, 

Ginsberg writes, “who broke down crying in white gymnasiums naked and trembling before the machinery of other 

skeletons, who bit detectives in the neck and shrieked with delight in police cars for committing no crime but their 

own wild cooking pederasty and intoxication,” (lns. 33-34). By writing of these “crazy” happenings, Ginsberg shows 

off the spectacle that his generation made of themselves. He chose to write of scandalous things like “pederasty” 

in order to show the freedom and madness of it all and to distract from the fact that this generation still was lost. 

However, they were also still searching. Ginsberg continues to build on this constant struggle to “find” when he 

writes, “[the greatest minds of my generation] who wandered around and around at midnight in the railroad yard 

wondering where to go, and went, leaving no broken hearts,” (ln. 21). In this line, Ginsberg writes not of madness 

but instead of longing. By “leaving no broken hearts,” (ln. 21) these people are treading lightly on the earth instead of 

taking the time and courage to leave a recognizable mark. 

Perhaps, then, beyond feeling like a second “lost” generation, Ginsberg’s generation was also fearful. From a close 

reading of the text, one can see that many of these lines do indeed speak to sensationalism, but they also speak to 

fear. For example, line 62 states, “who fell on their knees in hopeless cathedrals praying for each other’s salvation.” 

Those who choose to fall on their knees to pray are desperately and fearfully seeking the reaffirmation of the spiritual 

world in order to make sense of the chaotic world in which they live. This fear is also seen in line 72, when Ginsberg 

writes, “ah, Carl, while you are not safe I am not safe, and now you’re really in the total animal soup of time.” This 

observation, considering the lack of safety, also shows a feeling of fear as a lack of safety that leads to fearfulness. With 

that in mind, perhaps the “fixes” that these poets chose to indulge in were indulged not only for a search for feeling 

but also for a search of safety. Whether or not the previously stated, “angelheaded hipsters burning for the ancient 

heavenly connection to the starry dynamo in the machinery of night,” (ln. 3) was truly speaking about a “heavenly 

connection” or was alluding to a drug trade, the need for a connection of either kind shows this generation’s need 

for an association with a reliable source to provide this sense of safety. Just as the statement that this generation “fell 

on their knees in hopeless cathedrals” (ln. 62) could be alluding to a sexual act, its association with a religious act 

connects it to the human need for something safe and something more. 

Finally, beyond feeling lost and fearful, this Beat Generation, as portrayed through Ginsberg’s writing, is also 

filled with feelings of inadequacy. As Ginsberg writes of his generation, he describes them as those “who disappeared 

into the volcanoes of Mexico leaving behind nothing but the shadow of dungarees and the lava and ash of poetry 

scattered in fireplace Chicago,” (ln. 29), “who howled on their knees in the subway and were dragged off the roof 

waving genitals and manuscripts,” (ln. 35), and “who scribbled all night rocking and rolling over lofty incantations 

which in the yellow morning were stanzas of gibberish,” (ln. 51). All of these lines of “Howl” examine the creators 

within the Beat Generation as those who suffer for their art yet, in the end, don’t feel the product to be worth the 

pain. These writers are allowing themselves to be forgotten in the shuffle as their work falls by the wayside.  Just as 

the previously examined acts of indulgence and sensationalism could be considered to be a plea for direction and 

safety, they could also be seen as those of this generation simply striving to feel adequate. Throughout the long and 

painful cycle of writing and feeling unsatisfactory, those of Ginsberg’s generation longed for the feelings of success. By 

being “mad” and doing things that caused the general public to be aghast, the Beats found a way to feel known and 
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to feel worthwhile. Their story was being told, whether or not they had enough confidence in their writing to tell it 

themselves. 

Ultimately, these three elements combined create what Ginsberg considers to be the “madness” of his generation. 

Though alone, without looking closely at the text, a poem that includes elements of “pubic beards” (ln. 9), “pederasty” 

(ln. 34), and “mustard gas” (ln. 56) seems to be one that is fundamentally mad. However, by examining the text 

through a close reading, the reader can see that what was before thought to be a “mad” generation is actually one 

which is lost, fearful, and inadequate in their own minds. Ginsberg and his peers struggle to find the defining 

characteristic of their generation. However, there simply isn’t one. This generation is not any madder than those who 

came before or those who will come after. Instead, this generation is honest. By writing of the extreme situations of 

his generation, Allen Ginsberg allowed his generation to be known. 

The feelings that were portrayed in part I of Allen Ginsberg’s “Howl” do not show madness. Though these lines 

show some situations foreign and strange to all those on the outside, this poem speaks of truth. The ways in which 

young adults cope with feeling lost, fear, and inadequacy vary in many ways. This is how the Beats managed to make 

it through this time. Allen Ginsberg shifted and changed the genre of poetry in order to match what he and his 

generation felt. By still allowing for some basic poetic structures, Ginsberg made this text accessible for anyone who 

was willing to move beyond the sensationalism and get to the core of the text. The Beat Generation was not mad at all 

or, perhaps, we all are. 
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Honorable Mention
“A Letter to Thomas Paine”

by
Maggie Ciezobka

 Dear Mr. Thomas Paine,
If you were alive today, you would love our America. We have so many more freedoms and higher tolerances 

for things that are not considered norms in your society.  You were, unfortunately, subjected to a lot of persecution 
and judgment from your fellow Americans. I see in reading “The Age of Reason” that you did believe in God as an 
agnostic, but, more strongly, you believed that men were in charge of their own fate. You maintained that reason 
guided men. Sadly, your fellow Americans found this absurd and thought you were some kind of monster. Today, you 
would fit right in because we have religious tolerance, men do much of what they want because of their morals, and 
people come to America to try to attain the American dream.

This country was founded on the freedoms of religion, speech, press, and assembly. The most important is the 
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freedom of religion. We have so many religions, churches, and different branches of Christianity that no one would 
even notice if you were to return to us for a visit, because everyone is different as well.  Most individuals, though, 
do believe in one God.  I am reminded about what you said in “The Age of Reason:” “I believe in one God, and no 
more; and I hope for happiness beyond this life” (Paine 502). Similarly, many individuals today believe in one God, 
but they may not practice the same religion, or they might practice it sporadically. Let’s say they are Catholic and they 
go to Church just on Christmas and Easter. Even if they are not Catholic and believe in something else, they have 
that right and they believe in their religion because it brings them happiness. I believe this was a very radical idea to 
have or practice a different religion than everyone else, especially in the 18th century when everyone was supposed to 
believe in the same God and do the same thing. The whole reason why people came to America was to get away from 
persecution, and, sadly, you could not escape it because you were a deist.  One of the quotes that really spoke to me 
from “The Age of Reason” is “let every man follow, as he has right to do, the religion and worship he prefers” (508). 

Everyone here does have the freedom to do whatever we want without having someone judge us. Granted, we 
do have laws that we should follow, such as do not murder, but other than that we are free to do what we please. We 
don’t have obnoxious kings or stern queens telling us what to do; we just have our own values and morals that have 
shaped us. We have these morals from parents, teachers, and peers. These morals have taught us wrong from right.  
We don’t have anyone controlling what we say and do. We just have reason and common sense that help us with 
our daily lives. We all have a set of moral ethics that we try to follow.  Everyone has a slightly different set of morals, 
because everyone is different, but these rules we have made for ourselves help make our decisions in life.  They help 
guide us to make the right choices, and they help us grow to become smart and confident individuals in our society 
today. All everyone wants is to ensure that our society prospers.

Most importantly though, everyone in America wants to make sure they are secure, happy, and that our 
ancestors, friends, and parents made the right choice in coming to this country.  America truly is the land of 
opportunity where dreams can come true and where voices are heard. Here men and women work together to get 
things done.  We work in our communities to form bonds with our friends and neighbors, because we are all striving 
for the same thing. We all want a good paying job, a house, and a loving family. That is why people come to this 
country, because they want at least a shot at the American dream. 

Our society and culture today would be your perfect fit. There are so many different kinds of individuals living in 
our world today. Also, we have so many different religions and congregations that it is almost impossible not to know 
someone of a different religion. People here are also more open and tolerant of others and their differences.  Most 
important, people here are striving for the same thing. We seek equality, tolerance, and freedom, because everyone 
here believes in America and what it stands for.
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First Place
“A Simple String of Words”

by
Kayla Chambers

I remember the look on my mother’s face when she told me my father was just ‘working.’ Her nose scrunched, 

her lips in a grim line, her eyes wide and alight with alarm as I asked her what had been on her mind; a question 

she was dreading. I remembered how easily I accepted this explanation in my childhood ignorance, and how each 

continued day of my father’s absence was written off as another day at work. But most of all I remember, years after, 

the profound ache I felt in my chest, the strain behind my eyes, and my consistently damp cheeks as I laid in a ball 

upon my bed and cried for the father I no longer had.

I am unsure of what age I was when my mother lied about my father’s whereabouts. I do know that during 

seventh grade I learned the truth. After seeing other students with two parents instead of one, it was easy to see what 

had happened to both of mine. My father had left the family, rendering my mother a single mom of two daughters. 

For a while, I did not know how to deal with the many emotions jammed inside my heart, or the depressing thoughts 

that were running Olympic circles in my head. I had spent days locked in my room and on my bed with a stuffed 

animal clutched in my arms that helped catch my tears. This stuffed teddy bear, Mr. Truffles, was a great tissue, but 

after days of crying it became clear that a cotton-filled toy was not enough.  Then I began to write. I used to sit in 

bed with a simple bound notebook that held all my secret thoughts and wrote questions that I would ask my father 

if I ever saw him again. Why did you leave? Are you coming back?  Don’t you love your family anymore? I wrote 

explanations as to why he must have left the family that consisted of me speculating on my own imperfections. Maybe 

I was a bad child. Maybe he wanted sons and not daughters. Maybe he didn’t love us anymore. It had felt good to get 

such emotions out of my head and onto a page. The paper had become my therapist, the only object willing to hear 

my story. The little notebook had waited for me to come home every day after school and pour out my thoughts onto 

its thin, lined pages. Writing had become therapeutic, for my notebook was the only thing that I felt comfortable 

sharing with. Soon the tight feeling that usually resided in my chest and the tingle I always felt in my throat slowly 

slipped away, as well as my sorrow.

I continued writing throughout my seventh grade year, even delving into actual stories and plots instead of my 

usual ranting and raving. I wrote about faeries, fantasies, school dramas, and mysteries. I drew characters from my 

books to bring them to life and easily created worlds I wished I could travel to. So when I got an opportunity to write 

a poem for my seventh grade English Honors class, I decided to write about my father leaving. The poem, for me, 

represented a final goodbye to the anger and sadness I had correlated with the memories of my father. I wanted to 

let go of such emotions, figuring that putting the words on the page would get the words out of my mind. However, 

the poem I created would have to be presented in front of the class, a makeshift Spoken Word. I found trouble 

sharing such emotions with my peers, since I was the student that kept to herself during class. My hand never rose for 

discussion, and my mouth rarely opened unless it was pried by a question from the teacher. I spent days wondering 

if I wanted to perform this in front of the class. If I couldn’t tell my mother how I was feeling, how was I going to 

tell my classmates? Did I want to let them know something so personal when many didn’t even know the sound of 
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my voice? It had looked like a good idea on paper, but with being such an emotionally fragile person, I worried that 

I would burst into tears after uttering one syllable. Finally, after ditching the idea several times, I decided to go along 

with it. My feelings needed to be released; the water needed to flow under the bridge. I practiced every day before 

the presentation, so that I would become desensitized to the words I was speaking. I said it to myself in the mirror 

and watched for any sign of glossy water in my eyes. I said it during choir where the students did not pay attention to 

me and made enough noise that my small voice sunk into the sea of sound that was chattering classmates. I said the 

words until they felt like they were sitting in my stomach, waiting to be thrown out at any second. The sitting words 

were ready to be spoken. I just had to be ready to share. 

I can see the day of the presentation vividly, as if I were still that young, sad girl. My hair had been pulled back 

in a loose bun, my attire that of a grey V-neck that was a birthday present from a friend with dark-wash, bell-bottom 

jeans that led down to black ankle boots. I remember the position of my desk and the five groups they had been 

organized in. I especially remembered how nervous I had been. My leg was shaking under the desk as I waited for 

Dr. Berchard to announce the next student to share his/her work with the class. I tried to avoid eye contact as Dr. 

Berchard scanned her eyes around the classroom, looking for the next victim. I cringed when her blue gaze focused in 

my direction—so close. “Kayla,” Dr. Berchard said, a small smile on her face, an act of encouragement. My heart sunk 

into my stomach like a heavy rock in water as I stood up from my desk and took my spot before the class. Various 

students sat before me in their assigned seats, and the windows behind me shined sunlight onto my back like a natural 

spotlight. “When you’re ready, Kayla,” Dr. Berchard said as she pulled out a single white sheet, the rubric. I was 

crossing and uncrossing my fingers as I tried to recall the words of my poem. You’ve practiced this a thousand times; 

you’ ll be okay. The eyes of my peers blankly stared back at me as I began to let the words spill from my mouth. 

“I was too young to understand, but now I realize that you are only half a man.” The threat of tears flirted 

with the back of my eyelids as I felt the words of my poem echo the thoughts I kept locked in my head. “But in my 

household emotions aren’t explained, but keeping them bottled up doesn’t ease the pain,” I said, trying to keep my 

voice steady and strong. 

Slowly, I began to gain confidence in my performance as I pushed my emotions to the side. The words came to 

me as easy as blinking. The days and hours of practice had paid off as my overly active tear glands went on vacation. 

I moved through the lines clearly, precisely, passionately, although my mind was blank. The students turned into 

colorful blurs in their desks as my eyes robotically scanned the classroom.  “You made me think it was my fault that 

you weren’t there—,” I became stuck in my recollection. The words stopped flowing. My brain hit a dead end. My 

palms became slick. My heart danced with a new energy. I was frozen. But it was then that I was really able to take 

a look at my classmates. I found some were sniffling, their eyes glossy with salty tears, or some with their cheeks 

red from embarrassment as I exposed myself. Even Dr. Berchard, whose face usually resembled the engagement of 

a mannequin during these presentations, had a tear falling down her cheek as she became one in emotion with her 

students. I made them feel something. I gained the power to continue. The rest of the presentation went smoothly; the 

words flowing out like a calm stream of water. When I shuffled back to my desk and took my seat, I had yet to realize 

people were clapping. I took in a big lung full of air and slowly let it out—glad it was over. At least you didn’t cry. At 
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least you didn’t cry. I gently smiled back at my peers in thanks.

After that day, not only had I felt released from the burden of what the words of that poem had meant, I had 

also realized something incredible. Writing, poems, and stories, can mean different things for different people. The 

poem that had turned into an effective therapy session for me meant something different to my classmates. For some 

of my classmates, I think the poem made them feel uncomfortable or even embarrassed at learning about this side of 

the quiet girl that obediently sat in class and never once raised her hand but now unveiled a life they had not thought 

for her. Even reading over the poem now, I grow uneasy and cringe at the words and the emotion and despair they 

hold. I imagine the same feelings were dredged up in those who heard me speak it. Some of my classmates probably 

felt a bigger appreciation for the father they had after knowing how the absence of mine affected me. While some 

classmates who experienced the same ill fate realized they shared a link with me that they had not known before. 

I found it fascinating that my writing could mean so many things to so many different people, even myself. I hope 

that some of my classmates went home and hugged their father, or those that had the same experience did not feel so 

alone. I hope that lessons had been taken from my poem, or even memories of the unease my peers might have felt 

while listening. Even if none of my classmates had taken something away from my presentation, I had. I learned one 

of the many beauties of writing:  a simple string of words can be emotionally, socially, and even physically impacting 

to all kinds of people in all kinds of ways.

Second Place
Astrologically Pathological: A Horoscope of Friendship

by
Kelly Lyons

Aries. The ram. Fire sign—one who is outgoing, fearless, and a natural born leader. The first ruling house ruled 

under Mars. Okay, I looked up that last part on Astronomy.com. But you get it, right? People born under Aries are 

basically supposed to be uber humans—enthusiastic and on all the time. As an Aries myself, I’m not so much like 

that. 

I’d like to start by stating that I don’t even believe in horoscopes. Slap an animal or something kitschy onto a 

zodiac sign, create really vague descriptions and predictions for each one, and voila. Horoscopes. But I digress.

If you were wondering when the backstory kicks in, that would be right now. Since I was a cute little 

kindergartener, I’ve been the best of friends with a girl named Andrea. She, as you have probably deduced, is also an 

Aries. You’d think that would be an unimportant aspect of our friendship, but it was something that ate away at my 

mind constantly. We were born eleven days apart—me on April second, and she on April thirteenth. As two little girls 

whose years on earth still clocked in under two digits, small coincidences and similarities like this were what brought 

us together. We lived for reading our horoscopes aloud to each other at any given time a computer or a copy of Tiger 

Beat was present. 

This might have created the entire dynamic of our friendship. That, or I am completely creating something out of 

nothing, which is also entirely possibly. But from the moment we decided we were blood sisters over our shared zodiac 

signs (a one out of twelve chance—what a rare happenstance), we constantly compared ourselves to each other. Earlier 
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First Place Student Photography:  “Goodbye Deer Friend”  by Larissa Barnat  

 Special Category:  “Violent Times                           Visual Art Category

Honorable Mention Student Photography: “ROTC Lab #1”  by Marissa Gonzales 
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Honorable Mention Student Drawing: 
“The Dark Side of Pinocchio” 
by Niamh Costello

First Place Student Painting: 
“Self Portrait” by Monika Mlynarczyk  

First Place Student Drawing: “Lost” by Catherine Kelly    

First Place Student Photography: “Solitude” by Larissa Barnat  

First Place Student Computer Graphics: 
“A City Defined”  by Montana Clasby 
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Honorable Mention Student Photography:  “View Through the Past” 
by Kate Stevens 

Honorable Mention Student 
Photography: 

“Leaf” 
by Catherine Kelly 

Honorable Mention Student Photography:  “Fire Flight” 
by Mervyn John  

Honorable Mention Student Photography: 
“Hidden in Nature”

by Cason Kirkpatrick  
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Honorable Mention Student Sculpture:  
“Tree” by Sandra Zuchara 

Honorable Mention Faculty, Staff, and Alumni 
Photography:  “Iglesia de La Merced” 
by Graesen Arnoff

Honorable Mention Faculty, Staff, and Alumni 
Painting: “Celtic Knot” 
by Karen Donohue  

Honorable Mention Faculty, Staff, and 
Alumni Photography:  “On Earth” 
by Javier Solorio   
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I mentioned how I am not so much like an Aries. Let me explain. I’m an introvert. Having conversations and being 

the center of attention exhausts me. I have extreme anxiety about most people and things, and I prefer to be second 

in command rather than the leader in most situations. Andrea, on the other hand, is a prime Aries. She’s confident, 

daring, talkative, and comfortable in basically any situation—the things I was supposed to be, too. This is how our 

pseudo-rivalry began.

I say pseudo-rivalry because she was, and is, my best friend. No “frenemy” business. But our entire friendship was 

based on two annoying children pointing out all the great qualities of their zodiac sign and claiming to possess them. 

Our brains apparently experienced this and thought, ‘competition.’

Despite our differences in personality, we (not shockingly) shared a lot of the same interests. We read avidly. We 

played tennis. We joined a writers’ club. We participated in Student Council, and so on. We joined a lot of the same 

activities growing up, because we loved spending time together, but this pitted us against each other even more. We 

were also always in the same amount of honors classes, which didn’t help the situation. Once in freshman year Honors 

English, we had such heated arguments about a group project on Romeo and Juliet that we made our third group 

member cry. We both had our own ideas on how to carry out the project, so working together wasn’t the best of ideas.

  It was unspoken, but we wanted to beat each other at whatever we were doing. The little five-year-old voice 

in my brain was yelling at me to be the better Aries. But we were so evenly matched in nearly everything. Our 

GPAs were never a few tenths of a point away from each other in middle school, and we were literally always tied in 

academic standings in high school. It’s like the zodiac gods (or whatever) were doing this to us on purpose. We loved 

each other, but it was so damn hard to get along because we were always trying to one up each other. The worst was 

our middle school years, or as we like to refer to them, the Dark Ages. Whenever we argued about something, we 

each attempted to convince our friends to side with us. It’s a wonder how those friends put up with us—some of them 

even to this day. 

And as we got older, this dynamic became a little more intense. We got through high school with our friendship 

unscathed, but college created all new sorts of obstacles. I was one of those obnoxious high school seniors who 

decided I needed to go far away from my hometown and make a new life for myself. Andrea decided to commute to 

a nearby school. We still talked constantly—the weird part was when we saw each other at home. We missed each 

other so much, but there was still a small part of each of us subconsciously trying to be the dominant friend, the more 

interesting, successful, likable friend. I realize that this story sounds like it’s taking a turn for the worse, but bear with 

me. 

School was fine for a while. I went to parties, made friends, and maintained a fairly busy social life as long as I 

could. This was my main concern, since the Aries-like social butterfly quality didn’t come easily to me. But eventually, 

my social routine felt mechanical—like I was just going through the motions. I was unhappy. And as a reserved and 

anxious individual, this was a big problem. It isn’t in my nature to call someone up and cry about my feelings, but it 

seemed okay to call my sister in zodiac. 

I remember so clearly sitting in an empty stairwell of my dorm, waiting for Andrea to pick up the phone. This 

is the 21st century, so she knew receiving a phone call from a friend was a serious ordeal. So when she picked up the 

phone and asked in a concerned voice what was wrong, I immediately started bawling. I told her how sad I was and 
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how much I knew I didn’t want to be away from home anymore. I told her I felt like a failure for not being the happy 

college student I’d seen in all the TV shows and movies. She let me talk and talk until all I could do was cry on the 

phone to her. And she didn’t lie and tell me that everything would be fine. She talked me through how I was going to 

get through this predicament I was in. It was one of those surreal conversations where you tell the person on the other 

end of the phone things you didn’t even realize you were feeling until you said them. She proceeded to comfort me. 

She told me that everything was okay, and that I didn’t need to have a stereotypical college experience to be successful 

and happy. 

And she was on the phone again the next year when I was still depressed and wanted to be anywhere else than 

where I was. I remember this conversation even better than the first one. My parents weren’t very happy or supportive 

of me at the time when I mentioned the idea of transferring schools. I didn’t know who else to turn to about it, so I 

called Andrea again, crying. 

Since we’ve always been so competitive with each other, it’s rare that we share soft and sentimental moments. 

It’s usually just assumed we have these feelings; they are rarely spoken. But she told me everything I needed to hear. 

She told me how strong I was for realizing I was unhappy and making an effort to change it. She told me what 

an intelligent, brave, and successful person I was. She told me I was all the things I never thought I was—all the 

components of a true Aries. And I believed her. 

It only took years of passive-aggressive rivalry, but I realized Andrea wasn’t out to be better than me. I had created 

this rivalry in my head and let it fester for almost my entire life. I wanted so badly to be this fiery, courageous Aries 

person like she was that I was never able to see the things that she saw in me all along. I had this fire the entire time. 

It may not be so obvious hidden beneath the bows I like to wear in my hair and my quiet demeanor, but I am a strong 

person. I am fiercely courageous, determined, and opinionated, but only when I need to be. I can never be that person 

who is on all the time, but I am always on at the right times.

It might be stupid to overcome some of my biggest problems by comparing them to my zodiac sign, yet here I am. 

I still don’t believe in horoscopes, but I do believe in the power of a great friendship. Good friends are very hard to 

come by, so you better hold on to them when you find them. Good friends are the people who will constantly show 

you how fierce and amazing you are, even if you don’t allow yourself to see it. 

And when I look at my good friend, Andrea, I am constantly reminded of our shared bond: the fire sign. We 

are both true Aries, whatever that even means. We bring out the best in each other, whether we’re trying to or not. I 

didn’t appreciate her as competition in our younger years, but I think it’s very rare to have a friendship where the two 

of you are able to constantly challenge and better each other and still maintain a loving bond.

I’m lucky to have found a friend like Andrea so early in my life. I knew it when I was five and found my Aries 

sister, and I knew it on my 21st birthday when I drunkenly told her how much our friendship meant to me. I can 

hardly remember a time when I didn’t have a best friend to kindle my fire, and I hope I’ll never have to go without 

her.
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Third Place
“Bananas”

by
Delia Ercoli

 

We turned the car down yet another unmarked road, hoping that this time we would get lucky.

“This still isn’t it,” my mom said cautiously.

“Well, where is it then?!” my dad asked. “Does Canada not believe in street signs?”

“They believe in maple syrup,” my brother Jarrett added.

My mom shot him a glance but smiled. This was already a ridiculous day and it hadn’t begun yet. Not really.

After the fourth day on a Canadian vacation, you run out of ideas. It’s not that Niagara Falls and the NHL Hall 

of Fame weren’t enjoyable, but there are only so many points in a city from which you can see a waterfall. So, my 

mom got creative. After picking up a brochure from the concierge, she planned an excursion to a drive-thru safari. 

My dad was hesitant—he doesn’t like driving through human traffic, let alone through an African savannah. But my 

mom promised that we’d enjoy ourselves so we woke up, packed our minivan, and left for this new-age zoo.  Two 

hours passed, then three, and to my then nine-year-old self it might have been an eternity. 

Finally, we found the sign signifying that the drive-thru safari was down this road. My dad turned and sighed 

out of relief. We waited in a line of cars to pay and receive instructions on how to go about the safari: don’t feed the 

animals, don’t open your windows, don’t honk your horn, don’t blast music. We agreed and anxiously began the 

drive. After all this wait, I thought, this had better be good.  

We slowly entered onto the pathway and saw some lions lazily sleeping and twitching as they dreamt like 

big overgrown kittens. There were at least ten lions, and not a single one of them was conscious. So far, I wasn’t 

impressed. I was also tired and hungry and sick of sitting in the middle seat between two preteen brothers who 

insisted on tormenting me the entire drive. At this point, I couldn’t possibly imagine anything worth this struggle. 

The line of cars snaked around the area and we scooted through. As we moved along, we saw some rhinos sitting 

placidly not giving a hoot about how many snot-nosed kids pressed their faces against the windows of their Ford 

Explorers, anticipating the rhinos’ every movement. We saw giraffes stick their tongues into a car of a “don’t open the 

window” rule-breaker. My parents took this opportunity to remind us to keep our own windows shut. My brother 

Justin mentioned that since it was a minivan, we couldn’t open the windows. My dad mentioned that since he was 

driving, he could feed my brother to the lions. We all giggled at this, finally loosening up and enjoying the safari, 

however uneventful it seemed.

Then we had the choice to go straight on into the antelope and gazelle portion of the safari or to turn down into 

the monkey pit. It looked like a short detour, so we figured, after all the pain and struggle it took to get here, we 

might as well see as many stinking animals as possible. My dad, amidst the grumblings, turned right towards the 

monkeys. 

Now when I say there were a lot of monkeys, I mean I have never seen this many monkeys in my entire life. And 

I watched a lot of Animal Planet as a child. They were climbing on everything: trees, cars, each other. It was like we 

had driven into a science fiction movie. The number of monkeys packed into that small space was unreal. They noisily 
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attached themselves to the side rearview mirror of the cars in front of and behind us, and my brothers and I expressed 

our upset that our car wasn’t good enough for them to sit on. My dad told us that “they’d better not get near my car,” 

and my mom told him that “we’re in a drive through safari; that’s the whole point.” Finally, after trying to coerce 

these monkeys to jump onto our car, one climbed upon our car roof to the cheers of three happy children and to the 

groans of two unhappy parents. We watched the monkeys climb on the cars surrounding us, and my mom gasped 

when one perched on the car beside us and defecated. My brothers and I were in hysterics, and I began to see the 

value in this journey. There is simply nothing funnier to three children under sixteen than monkeys and poop. 

We eventually composed ourselves as we continued driving this not-so-short detour. As it finally seemed that the 

novelty of the monkeys had worn off the madness increased. Just as we were looking at the car in front of us, we saw 

a line of liquid descend upon the windshield. Yes, to the absolute joy of three rowdy passengers, the monkey urinated 

on our car. Poop on the car next to us was funny enough but pee on our car?! You couldn’t top that kind of bliss. My 

dad was purple with disgust but was laughing alongside us. My mom lost it long ago. We were all in tears, and I’m 

not sure how my dad managed to navigate that car beyond that point. But, he did.

We finally exited the monkey pit and took in the foolishness we had just witnessed. We drove in unknown parts 

of an unknown country to us for three hours only to have a monkey relieve itself on our car. Yet, it’s a story I love 

to tell and that we all like to remember, because it wasn’t about traveling through and getting peed on; it was about 

doing it together and remembering to laugh along the way. That’s what it’s all about, really. 
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First Place
“The Underside of History: “What Can I Do?’” 

by
Brother Paul Joslin, FSC

        “Dime con quien andas y te diré quien eres.”

                “Tell me who your friends are, and I will tell who you are.”

In trying to think of a tribute to my coworker Brother James (Hermano Santiago) Miller, FSC, who was 37 at 

the time of his tragic death, I am reminded of the above refrain. In presenting “The Underside of History,” I hope to 

express another point of view with regard to what surrounded the horrible happenings of that unforgettable day — 

February 13, 1982.  Starting with that endless afternoon and continuing to the present day, some ordinary people 

suddenly began doing some extraordinary acts. A lot of people made a lot of selfless, even heroic decisions.  In many 

cases, their actions were a result of a long commitment of promoting social justice. 

Saturday — February 13, 1982 (Huehuetenango, Guatemala) 

Shortly after four o’clock on Saturday afternoon, Andrés was frantically banging on the metal door of the 

residence of the De La Salle Christian Brothers.  As a student of the Casa Indígena, he had just run the five blocks 

separating the two buildings.  When I arrived at the door, Andrés was shouting breathlessly about Hermano Santiago 

being shot dead on the sidewalk outside the Casa Indígena where we both resided together with 150 young Indians all 

of whom studied at Colegio De La Salle.  Previously, Brother James had been in Nicaragua for ten years. He was just 

beginning his 13th month in Guatemala. 

Typically, Jim did maintenance work. In this case, a wall outside the Casa Indígena needed to be repaired. 

Immediately, I thought that such news was absolutely impossible. Earlier that morning he was so full of life as he 

prepared to accompany a group of students on a picnic for el día de cariño (friendship day).  A quick bicycle ride 

to the site proved otherwise.  I was stunned beyond belief: broad daylight, center of town, busy street.  It was a 

blatant crime.  In retrospect, I now know that we were being watched.  Santiago’s decision to work outside gave the 

perpetrators the opportunity for which they were looking.

Within a few, brief moments of this cold-blooded murder, the warmth of human drama began to unfold.  

By the time of my arrival, Sister Madeleva, a nurse friend, had already done everything possible to attend him. 

Coincidentally, she was working in a hospice for abandoned elderly people only one block from the scene and actually 

heard the multiple shots from the three gunmen. Despite a great deal of potential personal danger, she immediately 

but unsuccessfully tried to revive Jim. Unfortunately, he was dead before he hit the ground. The assailants almost 

collided with her in their haste to escape. Madeleva would continue her critically helpful role for the next twenty 

hours not even taking time to sleep.  At one memorable point when I became too distraught to finish a sentence, 

she interjected based on what she heard me mentioning regarding possible funeral arrangements.  She was simply 

remarkable.  
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While standing over Jim’s body (his cap was still full of sweat), another nurse and friend, Sister Shivaun, was 

speechless to find him dead.  However, it was very difficult for her to express her regret.  Bishop Martínez quickly 

arrived and was visibly shaken. He offered to be available at any time.  

The dispersed members of the Brothers’ community soon began to appear:  Greg, Everildo, Robén, Gustavo, 

whose own brother had disappeared a few months previously, and Dale, who had arrived in Huehuetenango from 

language school only six weeks prior.  Dale decided that he wasn’t going to let me out of his sight during the next 

several hours of terrible confusion.  I was blessed with his calm, fraternal presence.  His instincts were accurate.  He 

knew that I had been “visible” during the previous two weeks.  That is to say, I had gone to the army base several 

times since January 31 trying to get the release of a student from the Casa Indígena. On previous occasions, I had 

done this without as many complications. The student had been “recruited” for military service, that is, captured in 

the street in front of the Casa Indígena. Theoretically, students were legally exempt from military service. However, 

proving that he was a student, despite presenting legal registration documents, ended up being a drawn-out, 

annoying, frustrating, waiting game. Those making decisions at the military base did not want to let this young man 

go free until they were satisfied that they had enough “recruits” this time around. Did one event have something to 

do with the other?  Initially, that seemed to be the only possible explanation.  Later on, though, Bishop Martínez 

pointed out that it really was another community member who had been targeted due to his selfless commitment to 

promoting issues of justice and peace through writing and eloquently speaking up for the rights of the oppressed.   

Oscar’s dormitory window overlooked the corner where the shooting took place.  He had been in the military. 

Quickly and quietly he proceeded to tell me that Santiago’s murder was the way that the G2 or death squad operated. 

He saw it all take place and felt devastated that he was not able to prevent it from happening.  Sister Margarita, in 

charge of the hospice for old, abandoned people where Sister Madeleva had volunteered her services this particular 

Saturday afternoon, always had a coffin or two available because of the circumstances.  Immediately, she arranged for 

Jim’s body to be placed in one of them. 

In Guatemala, a corpse must be buried within twenty-four hours.  It’s the law.  This simply means that 

embalming does not take place.  It was not the custom.  It would not be known until 11:00 that night that the 

final resting place would be Ellis, Wisconsin where his family resided.  Thus, there was a relatively long delay in 

comparison with the Guatemalan custom of an immediate viewing upon death.  Members of the Miller family had to 

be notified. Jim’s father had spent the afternoon as an outpatient in a hospital on a dialysis machine. In consideration 

of him, there was a time lapse.  In the meantime, Dr. Altuve of the national hospital did everything he could to 

embalm the body.  However, he simply did not have the appropriate equipment. Despite this fact, he was very 

considerate.  

Of the endless number of local people arriving to offer condolences, Jorge and Alba Ríos, the brother and sister-

in-law of a Guatemalan De La Salle Christian Brother, were the first to arrive.  They dropped everything when they 

heard the terrible news and appeared ready to do anything asked of them.  Martha Galicia de Ríos, a recent widow 

with five children to care for, took over in the kitchen preparing the coffee and sandwiches customary at viewings.  

She also sent the Miller family a taped message of condolence. 
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Later, the Brothers were to find out that a retired couple, Fred and Yolanda, returned from New York and 

“adopted us.” Even without knowing us they bought an extra supply of food at the local store and were prepared to 

offer the Brothers the safety of their own home if needed.  Since that day, they have been good friends.  We greatly 

appreciated their beautiful gesture of support. 

During the three hours the corpse was in the national hospital, the convent of the Sisters of Charity of the 

Incarnate Word became the crisis center.  The Sisters, including Madeleva and Shivaun, worked in this hospital.  Even 

Rosa, who had been sick in bed during the day, got up to help.  Margarita also arrived back home after arranging 

for the use of an elaborate coffin. The Sisters simply could not do enough to offer their consolation.  They were 

outstanding. 

Even though there was a continual stream of mourners at the viewing all night at the Casa Indígena, some of 

the 150 young men who lived there tried to sleep a bit. It is very hard to describe the sorrow and fright they were 

going through at this time. They viewed the murder as something against them and the existence of the Casa.  One 

silent sign, though, spoke volumes.  Normally, their beds were separated.  However, this particular night they were 

all huddled together. This was their attempt to provide safety for each other.  In the indigenous culture, physical 

proximity is common.  Their silent actions showed fear of living in a totalitarian regime. They had great respect for 

their sub-director, Hermano Santiago.  

Sunday — February 14, 1982 (Huehuetenango & Guatemala City)

The funeral Mass of the Resurrection offered early Sunday morning by Bishop Hugo Martínez went by in a blur.  

What did stand out, though, was the presence of the Poor Clare Sisters:  Pedro, Agnes, Doris and Regina.  They 

were just getting used to living in a temporary house in Huehuetenango while their new monastery was being built.  

In trying to get them to know the area better, we had invited them to be our dinner guests the previous Saturday 

evening at the Casa Indígena.  Instead of fear and trepidation about their new foundation in view of such violence, 

they became even more resolute about continuing. There was no doubt for them that Huehuetenango not Memphis, 

Tennessee, from where they came, was where there was a greater need.  What beautiful courage they inspired that 

troubled day and still continue to do.

Of all the memorable tributes paid to the memory of Brother James, perhaps the most significant one was that 

given by the people of Huehuetenango themselves.  Instead of a five-hour drive to the Capital, it was decided to fly 

the corpse to Guatemala City.  Time was a big factor. Since the landing strip was about four miles from the Casa 

Indígena, the formal, customary walked procession was planned for about half way.  The remainder of the distance 

would take place more or less privately with vehicles.  At the two-mile point when it came time for the “final prayers,” 

the people continued en masse, spontaneously walking the rest of the way to the landing strip despite the hot noonday 

sun.  Their beloved Hermano Santiago, as Jim was known, would get a “proper” send off.  The people went the full 

route expressing their “pésame” (sympathy) or consternation or protest about what had taken place the previous day in 

Huehuetenango. These killings were becoming all too common. There was no doubt about how they felt. 

| Faculty, Staff, an
d A

lu
m

n
i C

reative N
on

fiction
 —

 O
pen

 Subm
issions | 



Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2015

50

The same congregation of Sisters who had been so great in their sisterly help in Huehuetenango was present at the 

funeral parlor upon arriving in Guatemala City. The Apostolic Nuncio, Bishop Orellano Quilichi, was called to offer 

his sympathy and preside over another Mass Sunday afternoon.  Bishop Eduardo Fuentes, an auxiliary of Guatemala 

City, also concelebrated.  Many friends, religious, and priests appeared from great distances on short notice.   

Monday — February 15, 1982 (Guatemala City, Houston, & the Twin Cities)  

Bishop Luna of the Zacapa Diocese and Bishop Ríos Montt, an auxiliary bishop of Guatemala City and the 

future president’s brother, came early to express their condolences.  That was very considerate of them.  A team of 

cameramen from NBC Miami had arrived.  The impact was to be international in its repercussions.  

In my role as president of the North American Brothers De La Salle Christian Brothers serving in Guatemala, 

I would accompany Jim’s body to the United States.  Raymond Bailey, the U.S. Consul in Guatemala, met with me 

after the Sunday evening service.  It quickly became evident that his main concern centered on my not divulging 

pertinent information to the press. He made it very clear that I should not point my finger at anyone despite knowing 

that the army was the source of the problem. Later, Frederic Chapin, the ambassador to Guatemala, adamantly 

insisted that the Brothers themselves investigate the killing and report the names of those involved to him.  Even 

though the Brothers of Huehuetenango eventually found out the names of the military perpetrators, the Brothers 

thought putting the life of another Brother in jeopardy was not going to take place. No way. Sunday evening Brothers 

Martin Spellman and Bernard Richard spent several hours drafting a press release for me to carry to the U.S., which 

was a big help, especially since it followed the wishes of Raymond Bailey.   

While at the Houston airport changing planes, I was approached by two Sisters of Charity of the Incarnate Word, 

the group that had been so very helpful both in Huehuetenango and Guatemala City.  Their motherhouse is located 

in Houston.  The Sisters in Guatemala called to say there would be a change of planes there.  Once again they offered 

their valuable help and good advice.  Brother Nicholas Graham also lived in Houston and came to the airport to assist 

in any way possible. After a tearful departure, it was off to the Twin Cities. 

Arrival time was about 11:00 P.M.  I had an emotional reunion with Jim’s provincial, Brother Cyril Litecky, and 

with his assistant, Brother Stephen Markham. Despite being in mourning, Cyril tried to express his deep sympathy 

and concern and thoughtfully offered me his warm overcoat.  I was not dressed for cold weather. Brother John 

Johnston, vicar general and a former teacher of Jim Miller’s, had just arrived from Rome a few minutes previously.  

Jane Campbell, a relative of the Millers who lived in the area, well represented the family. Four confreres from 

Philadelphia (my native city) were also present.  Two of them had lived in the same community as Santiago for several 

years on the Atlantic Coast in Nicaragua.  What an incredible outpouring of solidarity.  I was overwhelmed.  It took 

my knees a few minutes to stop shaking before making it to the car through the flashing bulbs of many cameramen. 

Was this really happening?  Two days before it was a completely different world for me.  

Tuesday — February 16, 1982 (St. Paul, Minnesota) 
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It was going to be a packed day ending with a memorable Mass in the Cathedral of St. Paul presided by 

Archbishop John Roach, the president of the USA Bishops’ Conference at the time, who had delayed a trip to Rome 

to officiate.  Archbishop Roach was eloquent speaking about Jim’s “taking young men from the hills and giving them 

some hope for the future.” 

Cyril, John, and I met as early as we could to plan the day. Cyril’s concern would be funeral arrangements not 

only in the Minneapolis/St. Paul area but also in Stevens Point, Wisconsin, where Santiago’s family lived.  John would 

devote his time to dealing with the media but more importantly to crisis management of the Brothers in Guatemala.  

He was an expert in both areas and quickly won my deep respect.  With regard to continuing in Guatemala, he asked 

me, “What should be done?”  We numbered about sixty De La Salle Christian Brothers there at the time.  I couldn’t 

begin to speak for anyone other than myself.  I asked our Vicar General: “Would it be possible to ask the others in 

Guatemala?” Brother John readily agreed despite a pressing schedule.  The De La Salle Christian Brothers quickly 

withdrew from Cuba and later had second thoughts.  Would history repeat itself with regard to Guatemala?  Later, 

it was decided that each Brother could: remain in his present community in Guatemala; change communities or 

countries if need be depending on personal preference; be asked to change for the good of the group. 

Fortunately, many would agree the Brothers are blessed with pastoral, competent leaders who are equally as 

effective behind a desk as they are at dealing with an international crisis.  

Wednesday — February 17, 1982 (Stevens Point, Wisconsin) 

Today it was off to Stevens Point, Wisconsin.  Now I would meet the other members of the Miller family.  The 

two sisters, Patty and Louise, and their husbands represented the family at the St. Paul Cathedral Mass. The two 

brothers, Ralph and Bill, remained on the dairy farm.  Mr. Miller’s poor health didn’t permit him to attend.  

Among my many concerns upon heading into this very sad situation was: “How would I deal with the Miller 

family?”  Due to the chaos at the time, I felt extremely guilty.  Had I not gone to the army base, would Jim still be 

alive?  How could I ever meet people for the first time under these horrible circumstances?  In Houston I forced 

myself to make a telephone call to the Miller family.  It wasn’t prudent to do so from Guatemala.  Immediately, my 

unbelievable apprehension turned to calm thanks due to the graciousness of Lorraine Miller, Jim’s mother.  Her first 

question to me was: “How are the other Brothers?” Despite her deep sorrow, the family was very concerned about our 

safety.  They weren’t pointing fingers then or now.  I was soon to find out that Jim had talked about the possibility 

of being killed in Guatemala with his family.  Consequently, when one of Jim’s sisters heard about the death of an 

unnamed religious on the radio, she apprehensively assumed it was her brother.  Family secrets didn’t seem to exist 

among the Millers.  

After the burial, Arnold Miller, Jim’s father, ascertained quite correctly that the army was the source of the 

problem.  His one simple request during the entire ordeal was for me to confirm his suspicion. He also expressed his 

sentiments about not receiving a message of sympathy from officials at the U.S. embassy in Guatemala. The entire 

Miller family was quite insistent on keeping away from an aggressive media and somehow managed to do so despite 

a lot of pressure to the contrary.  In part, they didn’t want to say anything that might endanger someone else’s well 
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being in Guatemala.  As far as they were concerned, one martyr was enough.  Throughout it all, they remained calm 

but shaken by the senselessness of it all.  

What stood out was their deep-seated pride in the impressive, big dairy farm that the family owned.  They 

immediately perked up any time the conversation turned to Jim’s contributions to its development throughout the 

years.  Jim’s brothers, Ralph and Bill, had put a lighted star on top of one of the silos to indicate Jim’s joyous presence 

at Christmas time.  Once again it was lit, but this time it represented a deep melancholy.  The sad contact with the 

Miller family ended up being a healing experience.  In their own way, they did so much to help me in a concerned, 

gentle way through those nightmarish moments.  

Brother Dominic Ehrmantraut, the principal of Pacelli High School in Stevens Point at the time, did an 

outstanding job of being the intermediary with the family from the very beginning of the ordeal.  Each member of 

the Brothers’ community was asked to play a number of important roles throughout the funeral rites there. 

From the moment of my arrival in the Twin Cities on Monday until my departure for Philadelphia on Friday 

morning, Brother Steve Markham stood by my side guiding and directing me through a series of delicate situations 

with press relations for which I was simply not prepared. He was a wonderful gift to me during those difficult hours 

showing a lot of patience and eloquence, too.    

Thursday — February 18, 1982 (Stevens Point, Wisconsin) 

Bishop Frederick Freking of the LaCrosse, Wisconsin Diocese presided at the funeral services together with his 

assistant Bishop John Paul, who had to take over when the bishop had a dizzy spell due to a bad heart.  The funeral 

event was headline news throughout the area and beyond.  The local people were wonderfully supportive and very 

friendly.  The large church of the Sacred Heart was packed.  The final resting place was to be within sight of the 

Miller dairy farm.  Only a few people were permitted to attend the burial due to the small size of the cemetery 

and deep snow. The blessing of the casket was a tear-filled, emotional event with members of the immediate family 

sprinkling the holy water and supporting each other as much as possible.  Thus was the Catholic Church’s latest 

martyr laid to rest.  The lunch that followed was an obviously well-rehearsed event.  An endless stream of people 

pitched in.  It was community at its best.  

Before departing for the Twin Cities airport, it was a final good-bye to the family.  Naturally, the stories revolved 

around Jim’s life. In addition to him attaining several academic diplomas, he had a great capacity for manual labor 

from an early age.  He always reminded the indigenous youth of Guatemala with whom he worked so diligently to 

return to their own roots.  How appropriate it turned out to be that his final resting place was within view of the 

cherished family dairy farm. In his relatively short lifetime, James (Santiago) Miller made many friends like those in 

the three countries that I have mentioned:  his natal country of the United States; his beloved Nicaragua; and lastly 

an oppressed Guatemala.  Not bad for a dairy farm boy from the small village of Ellis, Wisconsin.  
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Second Place
“The Need for Philosophy

by
Dr. George Miller
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Third Place
 “Does it Matter?”

 by
Lois Mintah

Driving to the hospital to see Mama who has cancer and is dying. The doctor is named Stephen Strange, and 

the machines are made from sorcery.  They will measure her life to the last breath. People ask me, was she a smoker? 

Does it matter? As if Mama could have brought this on herself; as if anyone deserves cancer or a heart attack. I don’t 

deserve to lose my Mama. I am a healthy daughter.

 I have a husband and two young children who love me. Does it matter? My children and husband rally for me, 

love me, but sometimes I fall through their fingers in pieces on the floor. There is much invisible wrong with me.

I am a secondary victim of this cancer. Mama’s pain dances through my mind. In a thousand scenarios, I destroy 

her pain! A thousand times it stays the same. I am helpless against Mama’s cancer. I am helpless and I know that. 

Cancer kills on a cellular level, but I have always loved on a level of quantum.

Suddenly, my car is enveloped in swirling purple flowers, a cloud of dawn-to-dusk hued blossoms that flutter 

like butterflies. Am I dreaming? Does it matter? The universe understands that I have stopped trying to fight it. The 

swirling flowers cocooning my car are the universe’s private gift to me

In the end, who will be the victor: Mama’s cancer or me?

Does it matter?

 -Dedicated to Deidre Love and her Mama.
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First Place
“Flurries”

by
Rachel Steele

 Mitch never cared for Chicago winters. His mornings began to revolve around salt trucks and slippery roads. 

He begrudgingly slid his feet across the shag carpet towards the leather couch where he had thrown his fitted black 

wool coat the night before. The studio apartment tucked away on Archer Avenue was merely a resting place between 

shifts at work, so he never bothered to organize his things. Jammed in the shallow side pockets were his gray gloves. 

Of course, the gloves did him no good because the fingertips were frayed from after-work playtime with Shortie. 

Shortie was a rugged Great Dane at six-months, and her coat matched his gloves. 

Whenever Mitch came home from work, he would reach for her face and gently tousle it from side to side. Before 

he knew it, she was trying to gnaw at the palms of his hands. He would then use his gray gauntlets to protect himself 

from her sharp incisors. Now, Mitch smiled at his baby girl soundly stuffed in the corner of the couch for warmth. He 

reached out to pet her back and said, “I know. This chill outside bites harder than you, but you’ll get there. Yours is 

the only one I care for anyway.” With that, he gave Shortie a kiss on the back of her right ear and headed for the door.

After locking the apartment door behind him, he shuffled down the narrow hallway past the numbered doors. 

Mitch didn’t know his neighbors but could tell you what they did when they were home. Apartment 213 was across 

the hall and had a cupcake business that was managed from home. 213 was always on the phone with customers 

discussing how much butter cream frosting to use on the bakers dozen, or whether the cake should be red velvet 

or yellow. It sounded like those were the only types of cupcake she made, because those were the only flavors she 

would pedal to her clients. There was also an overbearing scent of vanilla that would waft from underneath the door, 

sleuthing into surrounding units. 213 would watch “Cupcake Wars” every Thursday night, sobbing incessantly and 

slurring pinot noir induced screams at the television. 

Next door was 220, also a chef. Mitch would overhear 220 talking to a business partner about how much they 

needed to cook each week. If he listened closely, there was never a clatter or clunk of pots and pans though. It was 

probably because 220 was constantly sick. 220 kept bringing home Sudafed from the drugstore down the street, and 

he always had the sniffles. He would screech, “Can’t you see I need a doctor? This—this medicine isn’t doing anything 

for me anymore, and it isn’t helping you either!” This was an argument that 220 had every other week with the 

business partner. The business partner would only say, 

“It’s not for us, that’s why it won’t help. Not that way. If you want to keep livin’ here, then we keep this movin’. 

By the way, stop goin’ to the same damn store every week. Don’t think no one will notice?”

Then there was the new couple in apartment 319. There wasn’t much that Mitch knew about the two other than 

they had recently had a young child, and that they were struggling to balance the nine to five shifts. Sometimes it 

was difficult to determine if the kid was crying because it needed to be fed, was hurt, or if it realized that the parents 

forgot to call the babysitter for the third time that week. The door would shut twice, but it never greeted the couple as 

they left for work, nor did it open shortly after. 

Mitch finally made his way down the two flights of stairs out of the brick building. He raced down the cement 
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steps leading out of the building onto the sidewalk where all the tenants’ cars were lined up on the street. Soon he 

would have to start leaving his car in a nearby parking garage just so he wouldn’t be towed. Unlocking the blue 

Nissan, he grabbed the black ice scraper and went to work. His scraper was no match for the impenetrable ice that 

clung to his car. Each time he stretched his arm outward to chip away at it, the scraper would wedge itself between 

the insurmountable sheets. Mitch sighed in frustration and walked around to the other side of his car to try a different 

angle. He shucked away until his fingers went numb before the entire second floor of his complex blew out. 

The first thing he heard was a crescendo of cascading shards from the windows. Mitch huddled along the line of 

cars, covering his ears from the remainder of the blast. The explosion shook the street and different alarms went off 

simultaneously. He slowly stood up, turning around from his crouched position to assess the damage. The mouth of 

the building was flooded with residents as they fell over one another trying to get out. Was it the sound of wine glasses 

flying across the room in a desperate rage? Maybe it was the shrill cries of a six-year-old trying to find a caring embrace, he 

thought to himself. The lenses that the apartment viewed the world from had shattered, and blood shot from the fire 

that peeked out of unit 220. His footing was unsteady as he barred with his forearm those that ran into him trying 

to escape. He finally found 213 and grabbed her wrist. Her eyes were running away, racing from Mitch’s face to the 

street. Mitch’s left hand tightened as he asked, “What happened?” 213’s eyes wouldn’t hold his gaze while still trying 

to escape the heat. Her face was brushed a shade of merlot. She kept waving her captured arm around so she could be 

freed, but Mitch only made it harder. “Miss, I need to know what happened in there.” Now he had each of her arms in 

both of his hands. Her eyes were floating away the more Mitch pressed her for answers. The only thing she could say 

was, 

“He shot him. He kept yelling, ‘Where’s my money?’” Her lashes quivered from how hard she was shaking. 

Mitch said, “Ma’am, please, my dog is inside. What happened to our floor?” 213 wouldn’t speak anymore. Her 

body was flat against Mitch’s incredulous stare. “Damn it lady, help me!” Mitch shook her like a snow globe. The 

whites of her eyes were flecks across the ten below chill. Finally, the rice crispy pop of the flames reminded Mitch 

where he was. He could see the silence dissipating in the air as other residents stared at the limp woman now falling 

from his arms and slouching into the snow. 

No, Mitch really never did like winter. 
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Second Place
“The Forest’s Veins”

by 
Roslyn Summerville

Nick picked past the twigs and branches until he suddenly stopped.  I watched as his shoulder dropped and his 

left hand slid back against the cracked earth, leaving behind a dusty trail of his own.  My feet carried me forward 

until I saw the shoe.  It was a boot, one that had salt creases along the edges with crinkles all the way up to the top 

of the calf.  The boot was the only thing visible for now, but I imagined the rest of the woman that went with it.  She 

was like all the others: lost, down on her luck, didn’t think she had a way to make things better for herself.  The forest 

was her way out, her way of saying, ‘I’m done.’  

Nick was looking at me, his brown eyes numb with their stare.  I nodded and he went to work.  He dragged the 

boot out and the body followed.  Thankfully, her face was still covered with the skins of the forest, making this easier.  

I joined Nick on the ground and rummaged through her clothes, looking for anything of value.  There was a 

wallet with twenty-seven bucks, a wedding ring, and a picture of a little girl, which looked to be creased repeatedly to 

fit in the small inside pocket of her jade jacket.  The girl had pigtails and a smile that reached her eyes.  I stuffed the 

picture into my jeans pocket and whistled behind me into the labyrinth of trees.  

“Got another one,” I shouted when more men became visible. 

“Throw it on the pile,” came someone’s reply.  

Without really looking at the woman, I threw her over my shoulder and carried her to one of the pickups 

stationed with our group.  I tossed her in the back.  Her arm lulled over her head like a limp snake, thumping across 

another one’s face.  The engine revved, and I backed away as it drove deeper into the woods.  

I put my right hand in my pocket, skimming the photo with my fingers, catching each crease like I could hear the 

little girl’s laughter with my own ears, could see her with my own eyes, but then the woman’s boot suddenly popped 

into my mind, and I dropped my hand back to my side.  Nick waved me to him before turning his back to search for 

more.

After a few seconds, I joined him.
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First Place
“An Emergency Broadcast”

by
Sabrina Hill

This is a story about you, said a little girl over the radio.  You and your partner traverse through the dark streets of 

a suburban town in the twilight hours of the night.  You’re looking for something you believe you have lost; someone 

who you think is missing.  You and your partner are not who you seem to be as you cross alleyways and abandoned 

playgrounds in search of whatever it is that you misplaced.  Night shades your footsteps and your figure as you slip 

between houses and duck under porches.  Your partner went one way and you the other.  You are hiding behind a 

giant pine tree in the center of a children’s playground; a playground you suspect was once visited by a lost girl.  Your 

coal-black eyes scan the area, gleaming in the moonlight and sharpening at every rustle in the wind.

The radio crackles at your hip as you take long strides across the park and turn the corner around the metal gate.  

A song is playing just above a normal person’s range of hearing—an old song from an old age. You think it is The Ink 

Spots, but you can’t be too sure.  A golden moon rises at its full crest above the silent houses on Main Street just as 

the clock tower in Town Square tolls midnight.  You are reminded that it’s your daughter’s birthday today, and you 

hope you can return home in time for the party.  She will be seven now, you think.  She is growing up too fast for you 

to keep track.  You curse that your job drags you away from your family for such long periods of time, but then you 

remember that you are looking for a lost girl, and you cannot return until you find her.

You see your partner at the edge of the cul-de-sac, scouring through someone’s front yard.  He is a mass of shadow, 

a silhouette in the evening, a specter of secrecy—just like you.  You raise your hand in a question, and he responds 

with a heavy shrug of his massive shoulders.  You sigh and turn around, deciding to patrol Town Square.  As you enter 

the quiet ruins of the Square and the imposing clock tower looms, you circle around in hopes of catching a glimpse 

of what you have lost.  You think you see specks of movement from the corner of your eye, and you whirl around to 

capture something in your sights.  The anomalies are too quick, and you are too clumsy.  So you stop, adjust your 

government-issued suit and tie, and then you continue down the street.

The heels of your shiny shoes clip along the asphalt as your long legs carry you towards the town’s radio station.  It 

is the only building with a light on.  The neon above the double-doors flickers and hums the name GNR, what you 

assume is an acronym for the public radio here in this sleepy town.  A blinking, methodical red light of the radio tower 

pulses to the rhythm of your heart beat as it stands high above you, dominating your field of vision.  You try the doors.  

Surprised at the clanging sound you hear when trying to force them open, you look down to see that they are chained 

shut and locked with a black iron padlock.  You look up and see the nearest window is ajar, and a cold night breeze is 

jostling the curtains.  You have found your entrance and you crawl through, hoping your partner meets you soon.

Unreliable fluorescent logs held up above you by stringy wires light the radio station.  The Ink Spots have stopped 

playing at your hip, and now only the noisy drone of incoherent static enters your ear.  A dread washes over you as you 

take careful steps through the station house.  You reach for your gun and hold it in front of you in hopes of feigning a 

sense of safety.  You peek through doors and see strange exhibits, scenes frozen in time of the station manager speaking 

with an intern at the water fountain.  The next clip is of the janitor still as a statue, bent over his mop and bucket.  You 
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continue on to find a black rat stationary in the bathroom corner, co-workers huddled at their desks, and a growing 

buzzing sound emitting from the radio.

 You think you see your daughter’s cherry-blonde hair in the corner of your eye, and you circle around in 

unabashed terror.  She has disappeared, and you are now thoroughly frightened to the core.  You wipe your brow with 

the back of your hand and let out a chilly breath from your constricting lungs.  You try and remind yourself why you 

are here in this strange town where nothing makes sense, where nobody notices you, and where this lost little girl is 

supposed to be hiding.  You’re searching for a lost girl, says a voice over the radio.  You nod in agreement and urge 

your feet to carry you forward.  You see the radio host’s office at the end of the hall where a bright red sign glows 

omnipotently overhead, warning you that this broadcast is being recorded.

Ignoring it, you open the door.  You reach your hand forward, grasp the doorknob, and twist it maliciously.  It 

glides open at your touch, and a horrible musk stench assaults your nose.  You recoil in shock and disgust.  You gather 

yourself and walk inside not knowing what you will find.  You pause, letting your black eyes adjust to the absence of 

light.  You see a booth with a Ribbon microphone and a switchboard with a variety of dials and transmitters.  You see a 

shape behind the glass huddled at the microphone, but you dare not approach.  You stay where you are, rooted to the 

carpet, transfixed by the vintage display.  

The shape forms into the figure of a small human, and you can hear the sound of lithe footsteps padding across 

the station floor.  You stare at the booth, hoping and dreading that the figure will emerge.  It stops just outside of the 

flickering light from the fluorescent fixtures in the hall, thrumming into the room through the doorway.  The static 

grows louder now, so loud that it invades your mind and your senses.  You cannot hear, you cannot speak, and you can 

only kneel in pain as your brain splits apart from the inside out.  You think about where your partner is, if he will find 

you in the station house; you wonder about your daughter and if she will be angry with you for missing her birthday; 

and above all, you think about why it is now that you must die, because surely this must be what dying feels like.  Just 

when you cannot bear the struggle any longer, the static is gone, and you are left with only a high-pitched ringing in 

your ears.  

The lights have all turned on and you can hear distinctive chatter behind you.  You stand up, feeling a 

weightlessness you never knew before.  You can hear birds outside and the sounds of cars, people, and civilization once 

again.  You lunge towards the window, ripping the curtain asunder and are astounded to see that the sun is up, the 

clouds are cottony, and the clock is tolling the morning hour.  You back away, feeling lost and uncertain.  You turn 

around when you hear footsteps behind you.  You see your partner, looking just as ragged and just as terrified as you 

surely feel.  

He smoothes out his black coat and fixes his black sunglasses.  He sniffs and turns to you with a stern expression.  

“She is gone,” he says, and you know it to be true.  You were looking for a little girl you thought was lost, but now 

you realize she was right where she wanted to be: in your mind, haunting you, preventing you from returning home to 

your real daughter, thriving within the deepest parts of your labyrinthian mind.  “We’ll find her,” your partner assures 

you, slapping you on the back.  You nod in agreement and trail behind him out of the radio station.

This was a story about you, said a little girl over the radio.  And now that it’s done, we return you to your regularly 

scheduled broadcast.
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First Place

“Elizabeth: A Cento”

by

Bianca Apato

We lay down in the grass on our backs— 
the chrysanthemums, 
still clinging to your shirt. 

The backyard trees breathed 
in the loose girdle of soft rain 
like a dial tone from our bodies. 

Elizabeth,
was like the Stillness in the Air— 
glazed with rain  

She held my hands to her hips
the two of us gliding out over the water, 
painting the shore pastel and pointillist 

[Contains lines and fragments from: Nancy Eimers, 
Spencer Reece, Theodore Roethke, Yusef Komunyakaa, 
Hart Crane, William Matthews, Emily Dickinson, 
William Carlos Williams, Paul Guest, Jeffrey Harrison, 
Reginald Shepherd] 

Second Place
“I Listen”

by
Brandon Dobrovolny

I listen for swaying;
Sinfonietta dynamic scopes,
Apparatus attitude, beauty of balance;
Tune in, correlate, alike knight valiance.

Sum 41; C major, Allegro Vivace; KV 551
Annihilation existence be pope no mitre;
Awfully blooming, ‘zart; whiz writer.

I listen for the swing;
B flat pistons exchanging dip-bop tones.
Ya can’t be born this way.
Years, bands, them fools play.

Fat rumble accompany antithetic moves;
Whatever you opt, even a rusty rig.
Wish, Wynton, throw another Jig’s Jig.

I listen to the groove.
Bolster my Soul. Baby, you already know.
Got them shades, tappin’ the groove,
Snappin’. Baby, oh so smooth.

Soul fellow, Expedition almighty;
Jointly alive; not a dull show;
Murph ally Magical Tones no mo’.

I listen for an intense thrill.
Axes sound with the beginning line.
The long, frazzled hair impels gravity,
For chants and acted shreds compel reality.

Amongst charade my lips extreme
and strum strong;
She shook me all night long.

I listen for an agrarian story;
Inflections concerning devotion,
Blue moons or not, yearning endures desire;
Deep cries; rough, my admire.

Strumming his guitar, so admirably;
Love hurts, but you’re my dire.
It burns, burns, burns, the ring of fire.

I listen for rhythmic chanting;
Heavy 808s come my way, low-end power.
Stereotypical broken wardrobes manifest me.
All my words are free.

Frequently highlighting degenerate customs;
Same like others. However, occasionally never,
For every dark night, there’s a brighter day.
Lost Shakur; changer of times, we pray.

I listen for no modern talking;
Heart rate tempos kick the center cavity.
Deep audile and ocular reality,
Something anew out of normality.

A born era of majestic disco;
Routine discus guide as mechanism.
One intoned ballad associated from two men.
Hold up your hands and begin again.
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Third Place
“Uncertain Light”

by
Kelly Lyons

We the sleepwalkers praise at the altar
like the usual drunks.
I choke on coffee, chewing ruby lips; I see
blood, fiery in the chamber. Mix it with the sky;
radioactive like the liquefaction of stardust gleaming
through bruises. Sometimes at night, I imagine
this room, whose walls are gazing at me--neither window
nor door. The creatures are far away, pinned
by the knife. There is tension; juxtapose it with
the moonscape. I own its light, the whole sky.
I know the syntax of its strange signs. Gold dust
sparkles in my hands, asking permission to see the sun.
Nevertheless, the shadows come. This chamber is a tomb
without the carcass. My heart is stuttering. Mother,
fix it. I spiral down and dwell on my knees; the darkness
nears its end. I wasn’t dead.
I felt light. 

Honorable Mention
“Bella”

Ekphrastic poem
by 

Roslyn Summerville

The fluorescent orange tulips
around her birches, filtering in

with the wind’s bluebird melody. The 
edge of the stage a bathtub lip,

a canal that folds and gives way to her
elephant eared skirt, fastened to hips with

chewed gum and the swan’s baby tooth,
rustles with the motion of her dipped neck

at the waving hands and cracked lips,
an uproar for her pointed slippers 
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Honorable Mention
“Lovely”

by
Victoria Schwartz

Red is timeless
and gold is vain.
Beauty is pink 
matter in the brain.

Gorgeous is summer,
and hot and divine,
when winter is creeping
and silent and dry.

Pearls and diamonds
and opals and lust,
and rings on the hands,
and chains on the bust.

Shine on the lips
a flick on the eye,
heels so poised
and painful and high.

Death is graceful
when laying in earth,
or while escorted by a
gold encrusted hearse.

Violence is lovely
and warm and divine,
when love is creeping 
and silent and dry. 

First Place
“Fireman”

by
Lucas Boelter

I am the sort of man you find
In the forest’s armpit, asleep,
A light-bulb in his hand and
A cigarette in his heart. See, 
My sleep is of the burning sort.
All night the rabbits squeal from
Getting too close. My dreams
Need lotion or they’ll peel. I
Power this place.

Come to me! for my fire
Doth need fuel. See, like
A pot I need stew, like a 
Fingertip I need a cut, or
I shut, cashed, colorless.  
A blank in the revolver,
Only my accidents are lethal.  

Cut the cord and I spill
Into the water, a sort of
Spicy gasoline. A toaster-
Shine on my suit of metal,
My fork rises in the air, 
Feeling for an outlet.
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Honorable Mention
“Vivian Maier: My Mother of Invention”

by
Dr. Michael Cunningham

A few days before Christmas 1956, after Ike was re-elected,
And the CIA was changing regimes in Guatemala,
And Egypt’s Nasser shook up the western powers, 
My Dad took my brother and me downtown.

An insurance man who sold car and life for Travelers
Before moving his office to the suburbs,
He showed us off to the office staff and
We gawked at the Marshall Field’s windows along State.

At home my mother wrapped Christmas presents
(the real reason we left the house) 
While the two youngest ones took their naps.
The pogo stick, impossible to wrap, was tucked away in a closet.

Driving downtown in the new station wagon,
We passed the long trench dug for the new interstate
And the neon Magic Lips of the Magikist Carpet Cleaning Company 
And the rotating plastic Turtle Wax tortoise and the Striporama Club.

Turning down an opportunity to eat at Tad’s $1.19 steak house,
We watched the topping off of the 40-story Prudential building
From a Michigan avenue vendomat 
Where the cherry pie disappointed.

It’s all an invention, the above, except the going downtown part,
A story made up of images acquired much later, 
Reading histories and talking with friends
And leafing through the remaindered Chicago in Photographs. 

So why not add to the fabrication and tell you that 
I saw Vivian Maier, the Highland Park nanny,
Who rode the Milwaukee Road into the Loop on her days off,
To fix her Rolleiflex camera on the great drab city and its ordinary denizens.

Saw her as she looked through the plate glass window
And past me, a boy barely ten, surprised yet curious on the other side.
She wore a sensible coat of the kind that my mother would wear 
And sported a brimmed sun hat even in winter.

And why should I not weave her photographs into my memory of that day, her images
Of the socialite with fox stole, complete with two little heads and four little paws, 
Of the teenage Negro intruders cavorting under the L tracks,
Of the encounter between the Irish cop and the broad-hipped Italian woman.

That’s me, standing in front of Walgreens, the kid with the pomade hair in the Elvis swoop,
The Nellie Fox baseball glove dangling from my belt and a bubble gum chaw in the cheek,
Arms confidently crossed in front of my flannel coat,
Looking like I’ll remember that day forever. 
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First Place
“The Impact of Parole in the United States”

by 
Patrick Conoboy

As prisons have become overcrowded, the need to reduce the prison population has increased. One common 

alternative to reduce the prison population is to award prisoners that behave well while serving their sentence parole. 

Is parole an effective sentence for felons, and are the steps towards achieving a sentence of parole adequate?

Parole defined by the Bureau of Justice is “a period of conditional supervised release in the community following 

a prison term” (Glaze 2). The prison term that is served amongst most inmates applying for parole is a minimum 

sentence. Parole is commonly mistaken for probation, which is not a sentence but rather a court ordered release into 

the community (2). Both probation and parole are used by the justice system to deal with overcrowded prisons and 

allow offenders to not have to serve a term of incarceration. Parole began being used in 1910, and the parole board 

had three members: the warden, the physician, and the Superintendent of prisons in Washington, D.C. (Chairman). 

Now, each state has its own parole board for each of the prisons. Presently, the parole boards include members such 

as judges, criminologists, or psychiatrists. Parole boards vary amongst states, because each jurisdiction has its own 

regulations and requirements for serving on a parole board. 

One step in the parole process is for the Parole Commission to determine whether or not an inmate is eligible for 

parole. The first factor in determining whether an inmate is eligible for parole is to look at how long his/her sentence 

is. It is possible for an inmate to have an indeterminate sentence, which is a sentence with a set time period for the 

inmate to serve before eligible for parole. If inmates are not serving an indeterminate sentence, they are eligible for 

parole after serving a minimum of one-third time of their sentence (United States Department of Justice). Next, 

inmates fill out an application for parole that is handled by a case manager. The process seems easy so far, but the first 

couple steps are the easiest. 

After successfully completing the basic requirements for parole eligibility, an inmate finally goes to the parole 

hearing. What seemed to be an easy process gets tougher as the parole board closely examines the inmate. According 

to the United States Department of Justice,

A parole hearing is an opportunity for the offender to present his or her side of the story, and 

express their own thoughts as to why they feel they should be paroled. Many subjects come up 

during the course of the hearing. These typically include the details of the offense, prior criminal 

history, the guidelines which the Commission uses in making their determination, the offender’s  

accomplishments in the correctional facility, details of a release plan, and any problems the 

offender has had to meet in the past and  is likely to face again in the future.

It is easy to see through this example that all possible factors regarding the inmate’s behavior and past are 

taken into account at the parole hearing. An important subject that is brought up during the parole hearing is 

the accomplishments of the offender in the correctional facility. Although the inmate may have a criminal history 

prior to the offense that he or she may be serving now, accomplishments within the correctional facility have a big 

impact on the inmate. The parole board likes to see inmates that try to better themselves while doing their sentence. 
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Accomplishments within the correctional facility include: work, faith-based prison programs, education, and drug 

treatment. A solid combination of all the programs will give an inmate a better chance of being released on parole. 

The crime that the inmate commits has the biggest impact on the parole board. The program that the inmate 

completes while serving his/her sentence only covers up a little bit of the criminal history of the inmate. Inmates 

with felony murder charges are not granted parole as easily as felony drug dealers. It is less of a threat for a felony 

drug dealer to be allowed parole, but a felony murderer has it a lot tougher to be granted parole given the individual 

circumstances that come with each case. Even though an inmate may not be granted parole, he or she still has the 

ability to appeal the decision.  The parole hearing is a tough hearing, and the parole board is strict on the inmates that 

are granted parole. 

Successful inmates that are granted parole are now parolees, but they still have to follow certain rules and 

regulations under the supervision of the court and a parole officer. One requirement that is needed before the parolee 

is released is the approval of a successful release plan. A successful release plan includes where the parolee will be 

living after release and an employment opportunity as well. Most parolees are also required to remain in contact 

with a parole officer. The amount of times a parolee must meet with his/her parole officer is based on the level of 

parole. There are four types of classification levels for parole. The highest level is the intensive level, which requires 

five contacts with a parole officer per month.  For substance abusers, there would be four drug tests per month. Next, 

is basic high, which requires three contacts per month with a parole officer. Substance abusers would be tested three 

times per month. Basic medium requires one contact per month with a parole officer, and a substance abuser would 

be tested twice per month. Basic low requires no contacts, but the parolee completes a form stating their employment 

and place of residence. A substance abuser would be tested once per month under basic low (Seiter 179). The levels of 

parole are to insure that the riskier parolees are kept under close watch and stay out of trouble. All these precautions 

are used to monitor parolees, to insure public safety, and to attend to the needs of the parolees. The release plan is an 

effective way to assure the steps of parole are successful. 

Now that parolees have their release plans, it is time for them to put it to use and follow through with their 

plans. Parole does not have a 100% guarantee success rate, but some statistics are very promising in terms of success. 

According to the Bureau of Justice Statistics, “The percentage of parolees who completed their terms or were 

discharged early during 2010 (52%) was slightly higher than the level observed for 2009 (51%).” The percentage of 

change is not the surprising part, but the fact that more than half of parolees that are granted parole make it through 

the whole program is significant. It is fair to argue about the other 48%, but it is a good percentage and shows how 

parole is effective in clearing up prisons and keeping parolees from being incarcerated again. Another statistic from 

the Bureau of Justice states, “Among parolees at risk of violating the conditions of their supervision, about 13% were 

reincarcerated during 2010, down from about 16% reincarcerated during 2000.” This statistic deals with the parolees 

who are more at risk of returning to prison but eventually make it out. An interesting thought would be that maybe 

the parole board is cracking down on the inmates that they grant parole to. It would seem more apparent that the 

parole board could be responsible for carefully choosing the parolees that they allow to be brought back into the 

community rather than staying in prison. It is easy to see that the success rate of parole has recently been growing, 

and the guidelines that the process is operated under seem to suffice. 
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Overall, the parole process has been around for a long time and has made many improvements within the process 

steadily increasing its success. The parole board has done a good job of carefully selecting which inmates to grant 

parole to and carrying out successful release plans before doing so. As a result of the parole process being successful 

and the prison population being overcrowded, parole is a privilege to prisoners and will continuously be a part of the 

criminal justice process.  
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Second Place
“A Reflection Through Story”

by
Stephanie Lipinski

Leslie Marmon Silko is one of the most influential Native American authors today. She expertly crafts novels 

into stories, and stories within those stories, that accurately display Native American epistemology and struggles. 

Ceremony, by Silko (Laguna Pueblo), is a captivating read that I, as a Caucasian female, had to battle to understand. 

When I first began reading it, the random time jumps and non-linear story telling confused me, but eventually I was 

able to catch on. I think the hardest part was Silko’s (Laguna Pueblo’s) use of pronouns. Often times she would use 

‘he,’ ‘she,’ or ‘they’ for an entire paragraph or page without any mention of the proper noun. This was very frustrating 

to me, and sometimes I couldn’t figure out whom she was talking about, even if I flipped back a page or two. 

Then, I came across a statement that explained why she did this, or at least one that I took as an explanation: 

“What happened to the girl did not happen to her alone, it happened to all of them” (Silko [Laguna Pueblo] 69). 

Silko (Laguna Pueblo) is telling us through an interwoven story that while the events in this novel center around Tayo 

and the struggles he goes through, they are not only Tayo’s struggles. If Tayo struggles, the whole tribe struggles, and 

these inner conflicts have been seen before. They are reflective of other tribe members of different times and places. 

The idea of this interconnectivity is a true reflection of Native American epistemology. Tayo has fallen out of harmony 

with Mother Earth and the sacred hoop. As a result, there is drought, strong winds, and “it took a great deal of energy 

being a human being,” because the elements were working against him (25). So, Tayo must work to reconnect with 
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the hoop on an individual and cosmic level to become whole again, and to bring wholeness to all.

In my initial reading of the text, I was looking at the text individually. I tried to make connections within the 

text, but I slowly began to realize that this novel bridges together all our readings. Specifically, I noticed connections 

to N. Scott Momaday’s (Kiowa) The Way to Rainy Mountain. For example, Tayo feels “humbled by the size of the full 

moon,” much like Momaday realizes his own insignificance when he sees the cricket “[fill] the moon like a fossil” 

(Silko [Laguna Pueblo] 52, Momaday [Kiowa] 12). Both passages signify the importance of the cosmos and the 

interconnectivity of the individual with the greater picture of the universe. 

In addition, Tayo hears voices in his nightmares, including Josiah’s voice, the voices of Japanese soldiers, and the 

voices of the Laguna tribe. (Silko [Laguna Pueblo] 6). This holds a great connection to The Way to Rainy Mountain, as 

language plays a huge role in the journey of the Kiowa. Language was their guide, and it brought creation, protection, 

and survivance for the Kiowa tribe. However, in Ceremony language haunts Tayo repeatedly. Language and story 

plague Tayo’s memories, sometimes positive and other times negative. As Josiah said, “nothing [is] all good or all 

bad either; it all depended” (11). For the Kiowa people, language and story were a positive influence on their people. 

However, in Tayo’s story Silko (Laguna Pueblo) strives to show the notion that language and story, when out of 

context or misused, can have negative consequences that Native Americans must overcome.

Stories, revalorized, therefore, play a huge role in Tayo’s journey to healing, and they have both positive and 

negative affects. Tayo receives help from multiple people—Ku’oosh, Betonie, and Ts’eh, to name a few—and all of 

these people share stories with Tayo to help him heal and remember. However, Tayo also encounters people like Emo 

who share negative war stories, forcing Tayo to relive his horrible experiences in the war. Ultimately, remembering is 

what saves Tayo. Ts’eh (She) tells Tayo to “remember everything,” as he prepares to complete his healing ceremony 

(235). However, in Tayo’s moment of weakness with his ‘friends,’ Tayo utters the words, “I don’t remember” and gets 

lost one last time in alcohol and war stories (239). In order to complete his healing ceremony, therefore, Tayo must 

“call up the feeling the stories had, the feeling of Ts’eh and old Betonie,” showing that the stories hold the power to 

heal and Tayo had to remember (242). It is important to note that by remembering these stories Tayo does not forget 

the war stories. On the contrary, by remembering all the stories Tayo saw “the way all the stories fit together—the 

old stories, the war stories, and their stories,” which helps Tayo see “the world as it always was: no boundaries, only 

transitions through all distances and time” (246). This realization brings Tayo back to the sacred hoop, which is why 

Native Americans tell stories. Wasichus have taken their land, their language, and most of their culture, but “‘if [they] 

can remember the stories, [they] will be alright’” (164). This is why everyone tells stories. Those who have passed 

before us live again in stories; people can find strength in stories; and finally, people can survive through stories.

Love Medicine by Louise Erdrich (Anishinaabe) also has great connection to story. Much like Silko (Laguna 

Pueblo), Erdrich (Anishinaabe) weaves stories together to create a bigger picture. In both novels, the struggles of 

interpersonal relationships, war, and inner discovery play a prevalent role. While Silko (Laguna Pueblo) uses one 

character (Tayo) to encompass all these struggles, Erdrich (Anishinaabe) uses multiple characters that wrestle with 

one or many of these struggles at the same time. Each author has a unique way to tell the story of Native Americans, 

which is why both seem to fit in the last unit of “Contemporary Voices and Post-Modern Debates.” Erdrich 

(Anishinaabe) uses the stories of families to focus on the loss of a culture, and she poses the question of survival in 
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the contemporary world. Her novel includes characters from multiple generations, and the deterioration of the tribal 

identity is prevalent as the generations go on. Love Medicine explores the idea of survivance, while posing the notion 

that Indians can’t survive if they are against each other. Families within the novel have rivalries; some are more 

prestigious on the reservation than the others. However, it becomes prevalent as the novel goes on that a romantic 

relationship or a child interconnects these families. These connections are the ‘Love Medicine’ that should bring the 

whole tribe together, so they can continue on in a white world. 

By using voices from all the families, Erdrich (Anishinaabe) structures her novel like a continuous story with 

multiple voices, much as Momaday (Kiowa) does in The Way to Rainy Mountain. While Momaday (Kiowa) did not 

specifically label each part with names, he used fonts to indicate the separate voices. Yet, within this separation there 

was a relation to the whole using images, symbols, and ideas. Erdrich (Anishinaabe) takes this idea and transforms it 

into a postmodern model using characters and events to connect her whole idea together. Together these voices show 

the interconnectivity of the novel and characters, and thereby of the world.

Through the reading of Ceremony and Love Medicine I have come to realize the importance of memory and story. 

I came across a quote while watching “Doctor Who” that instantly reminded me of this class: “History is a burden. 

Stories can make us fly.” I have been through a lot in my college career. Family and financial issues have caused me 

emotional pain beyond belief. My coping mechanism has become not thinking about the people who have hurt me, 

and I avoid situations and stories that might remind me of them. Through the reading of Ceremony, I am reminded  

of the stories and memories of Tayo, and my family is a part of me and my story. I cannot exist without these stories. 

The negativity is a part of my history, yet a burden that I can overcome with the power I learn from stories. I will 

remember, and it will be painful, but I will be healed and whole again. 
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Third Place
“Flaws in the Good Faith Exception”

by
Nicholas Carroll

The good faith exception states that illegally obtained evidence can be used in trial if the police officer believed 

he/she obtained the evidence legally.  This exception asks the courts to consider the mental state of the officer at the 

time that the evidence was gathered.  Most of the time, the good faith exception will be used to justify an officer’s 

decision to act on a warrant even if the judge who issued it made an error.  This holds the officer not responsible if the 

officer believed the warrant to be valid.  It is clear that the good faith exception can be useful in protecting an officer 

at the time of error, but can this system truly be trusted?  

To understand the good faith exception, it is important to first understand the exclusionary rule.  The 

exclusionary rule was implemented to protect people and their 4th amendment rights, which basically protect them 

from government intrusions.  Before the exclusionary rule, it was apparent that many searches and arrests were being 

made while guidelines of the warrant were not being followed.  

Now, during federal proceedings, any evidence that violated those 4th amendment rights was not allowed in court.  

This is important for two reasons.  First, if a person felt that he/she was wrongfully searched, the exclusionary rule 

would protect him/her in determining if agents truly acted outside of the guidelines of the warrant, or if the warrant 

was even valid to begin with.  Second, it would serve as a punishment to law enforcement and act as a prevention of 

future violations of warrants.  

Although the exclusionary rule had its perks, it also had a negative aspect to it that needed some fixing.  Law 

enforcement officers were being held accountable for acting on bogus warrants when it wasn’t always necessarily their 

fault.  It became apparent in United States vs. Leon when the court was having a tough time trying to implement 

the exclusionary rule.  The police in this situation believed that they were acting on a valid warrant.  Since the 

exclusionary rule is meant to stop police from finding loopholes around warrants, it was nearly impossible to say that 

the police violated the warrant when they truly did not know of the invalidity of that warrant.  Therefore, if an officer 

was acting on probable cause and was using “good faith” when executing an assumed valid warrant, then it would be 

senseless to not allow the evidence acquired to hold up in the courtroom.  

According to an article written by Robert C. Hauhart and Courtney Carter Choi, titled “The Good Faith 

Exception to the Exclusionary Rule,” “the Court held that evidence obtained in violation of fourth amendment 

rights may be admissible as long as the officer carrying out an invalid warrant did so under the ‘reasonable and 

objective’ belief, he or she was acting in good faith.” (318) Although this may seem like a legitimate solution, the issue 

now becomes whether or not it is a good time or a bad time to implement the good faith exception.  By using this 

exception, it seems as though it is giving an officer the freedom to overlook invalidity of a warrant, and it places no 

punishment upon the magistrate who issued it.  

In essence, the good faith exception can be used at any given time.  Take for example United States vs. Leon.  

In this case, an affidavit left out some crucial information that proved the warrant to be insufficient.  Although the 

warrant was valid, the affidavit was not.   However, the officer claimed that he did not know that the warrant was not 
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credible and that he acted under reasonable and objective circumstances, even though probable cause was not truly 

present.  In the end, the court decided that using the exclusionary rule in this situation would not make sense.  The 

reason was because the offender was guilty of his crimes, and letting off the offender just because of an incomplete 

affidavit would be senseless.  The court ruled 6 to 3 in favor of the officer by implementing that the officer, who wrote 

an insufficient affidavit, was acting under good faith.  

We see here how freely the good faith exception can be tossed around.  Although the justice system tries to 

prevent corruption, the good faith exception allows too much wiggle room for police and magistrates to screw up 

an investigation and still get away with it by using this exception in the courtroom.  Such cases as the United States 

vs. Leon gave the officer too much freedom in terms of the way he conducted this investigation.  Granted, the man 

in this case was guilty of his crime, there was sufficient evidence, and the officer did act under the guidelines of the 

warrant, but the good faith exception should not have been allowed in this case, since the affidavit was not complete 

and sufficient.  Under no circumstances should the exclusionary act be thrown out when it is conflicting with the 

rights of the 4th amendment.  

“Approximately 2/3 (64.6% of the 175) federal appellate judges we examined will accept an officer’s good faith 

claim” (Hauhart and Choi 330). According to the article previously mentioned above, as long as the facts show that 

the officer did not intentionally trick the magistrate, he allowed the magistrate to abandon judicial role, he submitted 

an affidavit without probable cause, and he did not carry out a bad warrant, the court will allow the good faith 

exception.  The fact that 2/3 of federal appellate judges allowed the good faith is very alarming. 

 How can the claim of an officer be that valid that the court can throw out the exclusionary rule that easily?  It is 

true that an officer has a duty to use right judgment in the field and to do everything according to the books, but that 

is not necessarily always the case.  Like there are corrupt people in the world, there are corrupt law enforcers as well.  

So why is it that an officer could claim to have accidentally missed something in an affidavit and still get away with a 

good faith exception?

In a way, the Supreme Court would be to blame for the smaller courts failing to use the exclusionary rule when 

it is needed. “By setting the standard of knowledge too low, a lower court essentially would absolve individual police 

officers of all responsibility for determining whether a given search violates the fourth amendment. Instead of the 

officer evaluating the validity of the search himself, he can simply defer to the decision of the judge or magistrate who 

issued the warrant” (Gleason 750).  

This statement would suggest that after the Supreme Court introduced the good faith exception, they never really 

passed down strong guidelines to the smaller courts.  As a result, law enforcement officers would either know too little 

or know too much about how to uphold the 4th amendment.  Due to this very reason, the good faith exception is used 

very inconsistently.  

“The second problem with the good faith exception is that the Supreme Court failed to define ‘objective good 

faith’ with any precision” (752).  Going back to the Leon case, the Supreme Court almost seemed like it contradicted 

itself.  It claimed that finding evidence that an officer had acted on good faith should be an automatic process and 

should take up very little time.  However, in the case of Leon, the Supreme Court stated that the officer in the case 

acted upon an “extensive investigation” and used probable cause, and the officer acted on evidence that could have 
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caused disagreement amongst judges.  Although this type of evidence is not necessary, the Supreme Court used it in 

the Leon case but never clarified to the lower courts that this is not the only type of evidence needed to justify good 

faith.  Therefore, the lower courts were given a lot of freedom to interpret the Leon case the way they wanted to, 

placing a burden of proof on a prosecutor that was sometimes very simple or sometimes completely impossible.  

The bottom line is that finding evidence to suggest that an officer did everything expected of him is extremely 

difficult to do.  When Supreme Court cases began to use the good faith exception, they used it according to the 

evidence that was presented.  They were not at fault for their decisions necessarily, but they were wrong for not 

explaining what truly justifies a good faith exception.  The smaller court systems were left to figure it out on their 

own, and because of it the good faith exception has been pretty faulty.  “The United States Court of Appeals for the 

Fifth Circuit, for example, directly quoted language from Leon indicating that the presence of a warrant normally 

establishes objective good faith” (754).  This is an example of how a smaller court system justifies good faith.  This 

specific court simply used the language of the Leon case to justify what constitutes good faith.  “In United States 

v. Sager, the United States Court of Appeals for the Eighth Circuit exhibited a similar tendency to read Leon and 

Sheppard narrowly, but focused on different language in the opinions to do so” (755).  It is clear that this court does 

pretty much the complete opposite of the United States Court of Appeals for the Fifth Circuit.  They justify the good 

faith exception in a completely different manner.  

In closing, it is apparent that the way the court systems use the good faith exception does not share much 

common ground.  In some instances, a court will follow previous Supreme Court decisions, while other courts 

interpret the cases in an entirely different way.  It is still a mystery as to how good faith can be used correctly without 

truly violating a person’s 4th amendment rights.  There needs to be some boundaries; otherwise, the system does not 

work.  It allows officers to get away with not knowing the warrant well enough and leaving important facts out of an 

affidavit.  The exclusionary rule should play a bigger role in the courts than the good faith exception.  Regardless if an 

officer thought he/she was acting on a valid warrant, the fact of the matter is that the warrant is not valid; therefore, it 

should not be upheld in court.  
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Honorable Mention
“Antimicrobial Catheters”

by
Danica Ujano

There is an alarming health-care concern in regards to the relationship between central-line associated 

bloodstream infections (CLABSIs) and peripherally inserted central catheters (PICCs). CLABSIs drastically 

increase health-care related costs and jeopardize patient safety. This paper explores the significance of antimicrobial 

PICC administration during intravenous therapies in order to reduce CLABSIs. For instance, patients receiving 

antimicrobial PICCs during peripheral parenteral nutrition (PPN) therapy will be able to achieve improved 

nutritional status due to CLABSI prevention. 

PPN delivers nutrients directly to the patient’s bloodstream through PICC administration. Patients receiving 

PPN are often malnourished and immunocompromised, which places them at particularly high risk for CLABSIs 

(Worthington & Gilbert, 2012, p. 58). PPN solutions are composed of a larger proportion of carbohydrates compared 

to lipids and proteins, which may act as a reservoir for microbial growth. Microbial growth within non-antimicrobial 

PICCs may lead to septicemia and result in septic shock or possible patient death.  

The administration of antimicrobial PICCs prevents bacterial growth during PPN, thus decreasing CLABSIs. 

This paper will present level III evidence advocating for the mandated administration of antimicrobial PICCs 

compared to non-antimicrobial PICCs during PPN therapy within hospital settings. The question still remains, how 

do nursing professionals initiate this change in policy and transform current practice in order to improve patient 

safety? 

Most Recent Evidence

Rutkoff (2014) conducted a quasi-experimental study that provided level III evidence supporting the 

administration of antimicrobial PICCs in order to reduce the incidence of CLABSIs. The quasi-experimental design 

was chosen to statistically analyze the effectiveness of antimicrobial PICCs and to draw conclusions about its effect 

on CLABSI rates within hospitalized adults (Rutkoff, 2014, p.174). In addition, the study was conducted to decrease 

patient mortality and CLABSI related costs. 

“The control group included 257 adult patients that required PICC therapy from August 2010 to February 2011. 

The intervention group included 260 adult patients that required antimicrobial PICCs between August 2011 and 

February 2012” (p. 175). During the study, Rutkoff (2014) stated that it would be unethical to withhold antimicrobial 

PICC treatments (p. 174). Thus, there were three additional patients in the intervention group receiving antimicrobial 

PICCs compared to the control group.  

As infection pathologically increases body temperatures, temperatures greater than 38.5°C resulted in blood 

cultures taken by thoroughly trained laboratory personnel (p. 175). The blood cultures would then reveal the presence 

of microorganisms leading to a CLABSI diagnosis. Data collection relied on retrospective chart reviews for the 

control group and the concurrent observation of CLABSIs for the intervention group within a six-month period         

(p. 175). 

The cross-tab X2 test demonstrated results that were statistically significant as CLABSI rates were reduced “from 
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4.18 infections per 1,000 catheter days to 0.47 infections per 1,000 catheter days” (p. 178). The decrease in CLABSI 

rates resulted in shorter hospital stays, which reflected the improvement in health status of patients who received PPN. 

Though it was costly to initiate the use of antimicrobial PICCs compared to non-antimicrobial PICCs, the hospital 

within the study experienced long-term cost savings of up to $115,000 due to CLABSI prevention (p. 178).

Recommendations 

There is a strong focus on infection prevention within hospital settings specifically within the United States, since 

the Centers for Medicare and Medicaid Services reduced reimbursements for CLABSIs. This is a valuable opportunity 

for health-care organizations to conduct a similar quasi-experimental study in order to provide relevant evidence-

based results regarding the benefits of antimicrobial PICCs. The Centers for Disease Control and Prevention (CDC) 

currently recommend antimicrobial PICCs in order to reduce CLABSIs, but how will antimicrobial PICCs ultimately 

be mandated into hospital policies? 

The first recommendation in which antimicrobial PICCs may be implemented is to have nurse managers create 

a blame-free environment regarding the change in policy. By creating a blame-free environment, nurses will be 

able to express individual accountability of PICC maintenance during PPN therapy within the adult care unit. 

Accountability is a key factor in implementing effective infection prevention strategies (p.174). It is important to 

improve accountability, because low compliance to PICC maintenance from the nursing staff is the primary reason 

that patients develop CLABSIs (p. 178).

The second recommendation for the implementation of antimicrobial PICCs in the adult care unit would be for 

nursing leaders to design and perform a study that is relevant to the unit itself regarding PPN. Frontline-nurses are 

more likely to transition from “traditional nursing practices to new evidence-based practices when a research study 

supporting a change in policy is conducted by nursing leaders” (p. 174). In addition, nursing leaders have a major role 

in reducing CLABSI rates by implementing evidence-based practice and by promoting the benefits of antimicrobial 

PICCs to the nursing staff (p. 179). The benefits of improved patient outcomes and decreased CLABSI rates would 

encourage front-line nurses to support the change from non-antimicrobial PICCs to antimicrobial PICCs. 

Conclusion

As a result, professional nurses should improve hospital policies and procedures during PPN therapy by also 

specifically defining “peripheral lines” as an “antimicrobial peripherally inserted central catheters.” In addition, 

the policy regarding PPN should specify the type of antimicrobial catheter implemented as “Chlorhexidine/Silver 

Sulfadiazine,” “Minocycline/Rifampin,” or “Platinum/Silver.” Each of these antimicrobial PICCs is endorsed by the 

CDC in order to prevent CLABSIs, improve patient outcomes, and reduce health-care related costs.

By advocating for the administration of antimicrobial PICCs, the improved delivery of nutrients will help patients 

achieve optimum nutrition during PPN therapy. Due to CLABSI prevention, health-care related costs decrease. 

Shorter hospital stays due to the prevention of complications from PPN therapy reduce CLABSI related costs. More 

importantly, the patient may experience an improved quality of care during their hospital stay, which then translates 

to an improved quality of life and longevity. 
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“A Friend in Need”
by

Dr. Pramod Mishra

One March morning in the 1970s, I was witness to a bizarre scene in my village in the eastern Nepalese plains, 

and I didn’t know what to do.  

Four of my villagers had rounded up another set of my villagers, three Muslim and Dalit Paswan wage laborers, 

and taken them to the upper floor of an empty wooden house from which screams were coming out now.  

Over the years, I had looked up to the four men.  One was a hill high caste man whom I called dai (older brother) 

and his wife bhauju, sister-in-law; another was an educated indigenous Rajbanshi, son of a noted Patwari family 

whom I called dada (brother) and his wife bhujji in their tribal language.  The third, a Rajbanshi, was the father of my 

best friend who owned the largest and most fertile tract of land in the village and so was called dauniya (chief) of the 

village.  I had spent virtually every day of my early childhood with his son in his Big Yard and often ate there.  The 

fourth, a Chetri (a hill high caste man), had not only been our neighbor in the past few years after our move out of the 

Rajbanshi village where we had lived on somebody else’s land since my parent’s departure from India but had become 

my father’s best friend over the years.  He visited our courtyard and we visited his house almost every day, and he had 

helped us, and we had helped his family through thick and thin.  At one point, when I was in college, my parents had 

worked their land with hired workers and divided the harvest half-and-half.  This extra rice paddy, he had said, would 

help my college education.

On the other hand, the other four, who were screaming and groaning too, were my villagers.  Two of them were 

my childhood friends with whom I had tended goats and cows.  Another’s son had been my playmate.  And I had 

a great regard for the fourth for his hard work on his small patch of land and his fierce self-respect.  In later years, 

whenever I returned from college on holidays, I had never failed in saying hello to him and chatted for a few minutes 

on my way to the bazaar and back.

So when I climbed up the stairs of the wooden house upon hearing the screams, I was told that they had turned 

into thieves. My respected elders said that the four had dug a tunnel into my best friend’s house and burglarized sacks 

of mustard the previous night.  

Nobody stopped me from getting into the room where I saw two of my elders standing on two ends of two sticks, 

one above and one underneath the shin of the Muslim cowherd friend of mine.  One of my friends, bursting his lungs 

now, was saying he knew nothing about the theft, even as the Rajbanshi men were interrogating him about the details 

of the theft.  Another man was screaming, because his testicles were being alternately clamped and needled.  The 

third was screaming, because his nails were being pried with a sack needle.  

I watched in horror as four of my village elders were making four of the allegedly larcenous ones scream.  I came 

out on the veranda. What should I do?  I asked myself.  On both sides were people I had been indebted to one way or 

another all the years of growing up in the village where my parents had taken refuge from India.  In fact, the whole 

village had raised me in various ways.  

As I stood dumbstruck on the upper-floor veranda of the wooden house, a crowd assembled outside on the road.  
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Some Muslim men said, “Where’s Pandit-ji?”  

Someone else said, “I saw him in the bazaar in a teashop.”  

Yet, others said, “Run, run, what are you looking at? Go get him wherever he is! Run!”  

And two Muslim men sprinted to the bazaar, a couple miles east, while I stood stunned, hearing intermittent 

screams and watching people outside.  In no time did my father stride onto the scene with his dhoti-clad long legs 

and flowing kurta.  I wondered what he would do.  My father had always been tall and strong for me—always a 

disciplinarian priest who didn’t tolerate fools.  I thought he would probably add a few more slaps to the alleged 

thieves.

“What is going on?  Who is screaming?  Why are they screaming?  Why are you doing these things to them?  

Who has implicated them?”  Many sentences at once jumbled out of my father’s mouth as he climbed the wooden 

stairs while the whole village watched outside.  He then snatched the sticks, the needles, and the ropes from the 

village notables and threw them out of the house.  He freed the captives by untying the ropes.  Nobody dared stop 

him.  He slapped the Muslim man who had implicated the others in the theft.  He said, “Where’s the evidence?  On 

what basis have you implicated these people?”  Now the witness said he had no evidence; he had been coaxed into 

implicating the others; he had been promised a few kilograms of rice.  And then my father turned to face the four—

his best friend, the father of my best friend and the other two, and one of the all-powerful men in all the villages 

around. 

“You can’t do such things to people,” he told them in no uncertain terms.  “You have no evidence that they have 

done anything wrong.”

“But the witness says so,” my father’s best friend said.

“No, the witness says he has no evidence.  He says he’s been made to lie,” my father said.

“How can there be discipline and order in the village?” the father of my best friend asked.

“Order and discipline doesn’t mean you can do whatever you want to innocent people,” my father said, without 

mincing words.  “Even if they have done something wrong, this is not the way to go about things.”

I was stunned the second time now.  Only a moment before, I had been confused by the scene in which one 

set of my village elders were making another set of my villagers scream.  I had watched the proceedings, but words 

had failed me.  Until my father arrived, I knew that what was happening was somehow not right.  But I couldn’t 

figure out what was not right—the alleged theft or the scream?  I couldn’t separate wheat from chafe, even though in 

college, on the banks of the Ganges, I had fought with the college goons and had them expelled from our hostel and 

helped break the grip of caste hooligans on the college.  I was clear in my goals there because the issue stood by itself, 

and I could see the people involved in the issue more objectively.  But here I had grown up respecting my elders.  Two 

were like my father and two were like brothers.  You can even say that they had raised me in my father’s long absences 

from the village.  All the years of my education in school and college failed to give me moral clarity when confronted 

by the events that morning.  But now I could see things better.

So, a day later, when a panchayat of village elders (council) assembled in my best friend’s courtyard, I was clear 

about my stance.  I told my best friend’s father and my father’s best friend that they were wrong in rounding up the 

men and making them scream on flimsy grounds.  They had no right to take the law into their hands.  The best they 
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could have done was to report the incident to the village office or the police and let the police do their job.  

One of them, a man who had spent his early years in a notorious town in India, accused my father of colluding 

with the thieves.   He said, “How come Pandit-ji has been able to educate his son while we with our better economic 

resources have not been able to do so?”  I laughed.  Nobody knew better than I how I had gone through school and 

college.

In the heat of the moment, my father’s best friend said to me, “You are lecturing us now because you are a college 

student.  But this is our village, and don’t you forget that you are still the same kid for us over all these years.  Don’t 

tell us what is right and what is wrong.”  But my father stood his ground, and I used my new-found eyes to explain 

things.  The village meeting ended with the dismissal of the whole matter but the next morning, the police inspector 

at the police station three hours away got wind of the incident and summoned the four perpetrators, but by then two 

of the victims had left the village with their families. My father went with the four village elders and mediated with 

the police for them, saying that the matter of the village was settled in the village itself.  The matter indeed ended 

right there.  

My diary entry of March 17, 1978, says: “I’m extremely sorry that some of my poor villagers have been driven 

away by some notable people.”  In my teenage high sentimentality I write again on the 18th: “Poor people are being 

treated badly these days.  Some have been banished; others will be banished.  I think and predict that only dust of 

nothingness will remain in the village.”  I wonder in my diary entry how long I could sustain my love for a village like 

mine.

On the evening of April 13, 1997, my father’s best friend came to our house.  (In the years following the 1978 

incident, he had become even closer to him.)  My father had died earlier that day and we were sitting around, 

reminiscing.

“I have become all alone now,” he said.  “Pandit-ji saved me from a blunder that day, but for the life of me I 

couldn’t figure out at the time why he was going against us, especially against me, after all these years of friendship 

for those good-for-nothing ragamuffins.  I thought Pandit-ji had gone nuts.  But had it not been for him, terrible 

things might have happened in that wooden house that morning.” 

I felt like saying to my father’s best friend, “A friend in need is a friend indeed.”
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“Mrs. Donna Reed”
by

Dominique Dusek

She sings mid-morning in the kitchen,
her manicured fingers defiling a dead chicken. 
Picking pinfeathers from puckered flesh,
she inhales a drag off a cigarette 
pressed tighter than a fitted sheet  
between her china teeth.
A ghost, she haunts this kitchen, 
smelling of spray bleach and dry gin,
or maybe she’s not a specter at all,
merely a reflection? 
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