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Welcome to the 37th issue of Windows Fine Arts Magazine! From the engaging front cover by Kristin 

Callahan, Assistant Professor of Art and Design at Lewis University, to the spectacular range of literary 

works, to the beautiful digital and visual art, your imagination is sure to be thrilled and your senses 

evoked as you absorb the award winning creative works of students, faculty, staff, and alumni on the 

pages ahead.  Take your time and enjoy.

The online and print versions of this magazine were made possible by the support of Dr. David 

Livingston, President of Lewis University, and, most especially, by 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 Livingston 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 talent found in the entries to the Windows Fine Arts Magazine Contest was a 

challenge. Winners of the contest were chosen from two groups: students or faculty/staff/alumni in the 

genres of Art, digital or visual, and Writing, essay (academic, creative nonfiction, fiction), poetry, and 

research report.  

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 of English                   
Editor, Designer, and Coordinator of WFAM    

Letter from the Editor
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First Place

“Music to My Ears”

by

Claire Ewers

“I died. I’m actually dead. I am in the afterlife.” “Is it even possible for a human being to look this 

good?” “This picture single-handedly saved my life. God bless.” These are just a few of the reactions I’ve 

used to describe my feelings about various photos and gifts (endlessly looping, moving photos) I’ve 

encountered on Tumblr, a website often considered “the home of fandoms.”

Now, let me explain. I am a fangirl, which dictionary.com defines as “an obsessive female fan, 

especially of something technological or from popular culture.” While the obsessive part is true, I also 

like to think it makes me a very passionate person. I’ve been like this for as long as I can remember. 

When I was four, I was so obsessed with Pokémon that I made my mom create a Pikachu costume for me 

for Halloween. Seriously. While all the other kids in my preschool were dressed as Disney princesses or 

superheroes, I proudly wore my bright yellow shirt and pants with a zigzag tail and pointy brown ears. 

Oh, and I can’t forget the doll-like crimson red face paint on my cheeks painted in two near-perfect 

circles. I don’t remember anyone finding it weird at the time but, looking back, I realize it was kind of 

strange. But it was what I enjoyed at the time, and it made me happy. I didn’t care that it was more of a 

“boy thing”—in fact, that was how I got into it. I started watching the show with my older brother, and I 

was basically hooked from there—it was just something I really liked. When you think about it, you can 

really learn a lot from a four-year-old.

My childhood obsessions often revolved around fictional worlds such as The Care Bears or the 

worlds of various Disney Channel shows, but by middle school music became my go-to whenever I was 

upset. Like any other middle school, mine had cliques and mean girls aplenty, and while I had great 

friends, I sometimes felt unsure of my place with them. This was where Taylor Swift came in. After I 

received her album Fearless in sixth grade, it became almost all I ever listened to. No matter how I felt, 

there was a Taylor Swift song to help me through it. Taylor is also the oldest of my obsessions that still 

continues to this day, and for good reason. Her music was the soundtrack to my parent’s divorce at the 

end of seventh grade, and has continued to be there for me throughout my turbulent high school years, 

and now in college. She even inspired me to start learning how to play guitar in my junior year of high 

school. Plus, she’s always been a commendable person, who always goes above and beyond for her 

fans and has donated millions of dollars to countless charities through the years.

In my freshman year of high school, I first heard about this website called Tumblr. It was basically 

described as a teenager’s paradise with tons of hilarious pictures, gifts, and text posts. Of course, I was 

instantly hooked as soon as I made an account. After searching for blogs about some of my obsessions 

Student Academic Essay
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at the time, including Harry Potter, Glee, and Taylor Swift, I soon discovered the best part of Tumblr: it 

was a home for fandoms, or groups of people who shared a common deep love for something, usually in 

popular culture. They’re always excited for new people to join in on the fun, and they never miss a 

chance to make fun of the things they love. And, best of all, they’re some of the most inclusive places 

you’ll ever find. Fans often feel ostracized from the people around them, which is why these online 

communities have developed. People are free to be completely themselves without fear of being 

judged, because we’re all the same and share a common interest. In a way, it’s a lot like sports fans, who 

for some reason are more accepted in our society. We just get excited about celebrities or fictional 

characters and the people who created or portray these characters, rather than sports teams or certain 

players.

I actually had quite a few friends in middle school that I often hung out with, but this changed in high 

school, and not for the better. I won’t lie. It was probably because of an increase in the amount of time I 

spent online. I had a bit of a harder time connecting with my old friends, because they couldn’t 

understand why I loved the things I did so much. Sure, they liked Taylor Swift, but they didn’t get why I 

listened to her constantly or why she made me so happy. Nobody else I knew really understood this 

either, so, of course, I ended up finding solace online with people who felt the same way I did—and in 

the music I listened to.

Music had started helping me through rough patches in my life in middle school, like friend troubles 

and my parent’s divorce, but it definitely didn’t end there. Ever since I realized how great a song can 

make me feel, music has been my first go-to whenever I feel any sort of extreme emotion, whether it’s 

positive or negative. As I progressed throughout high school, my obsessions shifted from fictional 

characters to real musicians. I began to really connect with the lyrics in some of my favorite songs, and, 

consequently, latch on to the people who wrote and/or performed these songs. I fell in love with One 

Direction my sophomore year of high school, and they later introduced me to my current favorite band, 5 

Seconds of Summer. And from there, my music taste exploded. 5 Seconds of Summer (or 5SOS, as 

they’re more commonly known) are definitely a pop band, but they’re also heavily influenced by rock 

music. They introduced me to bands like Green Day and Blink 182, as well as All Time Low, Fall Out Boy, 

and My Chemical Romance. I was initially a little wary of some of these bands, as I knew my older 

brother had previously liked some of them, and our music tastes had never quite matched up before, but 

I quickly discovered that my initial skepticism was all for naught. The raw, angst-filled nature of this music 

was exactly what my sixteen-year-old self needed, and I quickly fell in love with all of these bands and 

many more. Of course, it certainly helped that their core fan base was made up of teenage girls like me. I 

was so happy to find people I could relate to who shared as deep of a passion for this music as I did, 

and, consequently, I ended up falling even more in love with these bands and their music. I’ve been 

introduced to more and more bands by these fans, and I really could never thank them enough. Music is 

still my go-to whenever I’m feeling down in any way, and I’m so grateful to have something that will 

always be there for me no matter what.
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In addition, my music fandoms, especially, have taught me so much about mental health. A common 

theme here is that the musicians’ music greatly helps these fans through hard times, and even just 

thinking of these people can put a smile on the fan’s face. However, an unfortunately large group of 

these fans suffer from issues like depression or anxiety, and, for some of them, the musicians are the 

only things that keep them going and prevent them from committing suicide. Reading stories on Tumblr 

from these fans gave me a much greater sense of empathy for anyone dealing with mental health issues, 

and they made me realize that I’m not alone in my own struggles. While I’ve never dealt with anything 

that extreme myself, I have had times when I’m really sad or completely overwhelmed, and it’s nice to 

know that I’m not weird for turning to these artists and bands when I’m feeling down. My fandoms have 

also taught me that it’s perfectly fine to be passionate about something and want to share that love with 

others. Even though some of my friends still think it’s a little weird for me to love the people I do so 

much, I don’t care, because their music and communities of fans have shaped me into the caring, 

compassionate, and slightly over excitable person I am today. Plus, I know there are millions of girls who 

feel the exact same way that I do—and if that’s not a confidence booster, then I don’t know what is!

Fandoms don’t just exist for musicians, of course. They exist for just about anything in popular 

culture, including TV shows, books, movies, and even YouTubers—people who earn a following by 

posting videos about their lives on YouTube. The emergence of social media has greatly facilitated the 

creation of worldwide fandoms, and it even allows fans to be closer to their idols. Before social media, 

celebrities were a lot more mysterious and unattainable, much like the “80s rock star” stereotype. Now, 

fans have a whole new way to interact with their favorite celebrities via Twitter, YouTube, and many other 

platforms. These fans can even connect with other fans just like them from around the world; something 

that would never be possible without the Internet. I personally have made some amazing friends from 

places like Arkansas and North Carolina, with some even as far away as England and Australia, as well 

as others a bit closer in Chicago and Indiana—all because we share a common love for the same bands 

and artists and get extremely excited over everything they do. 

Some people may feel a bit hesitant at the idea of having “Internet friends,” because you can’t 

always trust people on the Internet, but I personally believe that the number of teenage fangirls actually 

far outweighs the number of creepy stalkers. I mean, all those album and concert ticket sales must come 

from somewhere, and I don’t think they would come from the creeps. I personally am incredibly grateful 

for all the friends I’ve made through social media and fandoms. Although time zones and school and 

work schedules can sometimes be an issue, I greatly look forward to the times when I am able to talk to 

them, and I wouldn’t trade these friends for the world. They’re some of the kindest people I’ve ever met, 

and I finally have people to talk to who understand all my obsessions, which I’m incredibly grateful for.

So, while my passions have changed dramatically through the years, one thing hasn’t changed: 

when I find something I love, I fall deeply and madly in love with it, want to know everything I can about 

whatever it may be, and get extremely excited about anything even remotely related to it. That may 

seem weird to some, but I find it rather romantic. I mean, when you think about it, it makes me an 
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incredibly loyal friend or partner. If I have a strong relationship with someone, I’m probably going to put 

in quite a bit of effort to keep it up. In the end, I’m proud to say I’m a fangirl, and, honestly, I wouldn’t 

have it any other way.

Works Cited

Fangirl.  In dictionary.com. (n.d.). Retrieved from http://www.dictionary.com/browse/fangirl?s=t

Accessed 07 October 2016.

Second Place

“Are You Aware of the Hardships Around You?”

 by

Sita Patel

From the beginning of time, there have been positive and negative aspects of daily lives. Many 

poems are written with either aspects or even both aspects. If the poem is written under negative 

circumstances, the readers tend to feel the discomfort the speaker or subject of the poem is 

experiencing. The same would apply for a positive circumstance but with a comfortable experience. 

However, when both aspects are being utilized, it is harder to understand what the circumstances are. In 

“Workday,” Linda Hogan crafts a poem that follows the structure of a full day where the speaker is 

attempting to focus on her less important, positive experiences to avoid being focused on the bad 

things happening around her and in the world at large.  By utilizing structure, enjambment, and imagery, 

Hogan reveals the need to focus on the unpleasant environment humans live in and endure by 

purposely acknowledging the hardships in daily life that occur, even if we want to focus on less 

important issues.

Just as many poems often utilize vivid details to allow the reader to understand what is being told, 

Hogan does the same. As mentioned previously, this poem is structured as a full day.  As a day begins 

with a morning, Hogan starts her first stanza off while the speaker is riding the bus to work. Even though 

the speaker is trying to focus on things not happening at home, the speaker states: 

I go to work 

though there are those who were missing today

from their homes.

I ride the bus

and I do not think of children without food

or how my sisters are chained to prison beds. (II. 1-6)

Student A
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The phrases “those who were missing today/ from their homes,” “without food,” and “chained to 

prison beds” vividly paint an image of the harsh reality happening around the speaker and by extension 

around all of us. The reader is able to imagine what is described without even having to think. Moreover, 

the enjambment greatly impacts the structure of the first stanza. “Though,” “from,” “and,” and “or” are 

placed at the beginning of a line within this stanza. The connotations with these words are often 

associated with acknowledgment. The speaker describes her morning ride to work trying “not” to draw 

much attention to what is happening at home and around the world, which she blurs, because “children 

without food” and “those who were missing today/ from their homes” could occur anywhere. The 

speaker then says that her “sisters” are being punished, which suggests an issue close to home, 

although “sisters” could be metaphorically referring to women worldwide. With the use of diction, 

imagery, and enjambment in this stanza, Hogan effectively reveals the hardships the speaker is really 

thinking about in the midst of a positive aspect in the speaker’s day on the bus ride to work. 

As the speaker’s day continues, she describes her speaker’s lunch break during work. At this point 

of the day, the speaker seems a bit irritated at higher positioned co-workers. According to the speaker, 

she:       listens to the higher ups

tells her all they have read

about Indians

and how to analyze this poem. (II. 9-12)

The reader is able to imagine a woman sitting outside at work, listening to “higher-ups” talk about 

the woman’s ethnic group (“Indians”) and how they think they know how to react and behave to Indian 

things. Because the speaker identifies herself as an Indian and because Hogan is a Chickasaw, who also 

most likely suffered from discrimination, it is understandable how the speaker is bitter and has a 

sarcastic tone in “they know us/ better than we know ourselves” (II. 13-14).  In these situations, you feel 

belittled and offended, and it doesn’t help you feel any better when you’ve been marginalized.  This 

perception overpowers the speaker during the time of the day when she should be relaxing and 

enjoying the food being consumed.

As the speaker returns home on the bus in the third stanza, the speaker relates a casual 

conversation with the bus driver while she is sitting behind him, but she is unable to talk about what 

truly disturbs her. They “talk about the weather,” something that is usually used to make casual 

conversation between strangers (I. 17). The speaker does not:

mention Victor Jara’s mutilated hands

or men next door

in exile

or my own family’s grief over the lost child. (II. 19-22)

The readers can clearly see how the speaker wishes to discuss these topics but does not do so, 

because it is not something the driver would find satisfying and possibly because it is too painful for the 

speaker. Of course, it is painful for anyone to imagine “mutilated hands,” your neighbors “in exile,” or 
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even losing a “child.” All of these detailed phrases craft a very unpleasant image in your mind. 

Furthermore, the enjambments of these phrases again add great intensity in this stanza. The statement 

is broken down into four different lines to draw attention to every tragedy the speaker speaks of. Not 

only does Hogan craft the lines perfectly, she also imitates the structure of the first stanza into the third 

stanza. In this stanza, Hogan mentions the “men next door” but does not specify if these men are the 

speaker’s neighbors or just men across the nation and world. Hogan then adds something more close to 

home to the speaker, just as she did in the first stanza with line 6: “how my sisters are chained to prison 

beds.”  This advances how Hogan reveals how people tend to ignore, on purpose, the bad things in life.

 Once the speaker gets off the bus in the final stanza, the speaker quickly glances back and 

observes how the women are sitting there “all alone/ in each seat/ framed in the windows” (II. 26-28). In 

these lines, Hogan effectively paints a picture in her readers’ minds of the solitary and perhaps lonely 

(“alone”) women on the bus near the windows. Not only does the imagery create pathos, but again the 

enjambment adds more strength to the development of the readers’ sympathies. Each line is a fragment 

of the main sentence to emphasize the importance of how the feeling of sadness unfolds in anyone who 

pays attention to and sees the suffering of others. Once again, the readers can identify with how Hogan 

acknowledges the hardships in life through imagery and enjambment. 

The bus then drives away, and the speaker begins to also describe the men who are walking home. 

These men, according to the speaker, have “beautiful feet” and “perfect legs” (II. 31-32). This positive 

image surprises the readers because the speaker also sees:

their spider veins,

the broken knees

with pins in them,

the thighs with their craving

the pelvis

and small back (II. 33-38)

The speaker acknowledges all of the physical injuries of these men with more use of enjambments, 

but describes them as “perfect,” because their “shoulders” “bend forward” to “protect the heart from 

pain” (II. 40-42).  It is easy to put yourself in the speaker’s shoes because I, as a reader, would have also 

called these men “beautiful” and “perfect,” as the speaker did. After all, these qualities in people, like 

those men who put their hardships away and act as if nothing is wrong, are quite admirable. This is 

another way Hogan develops her theme of the conflict in humans and the struggle to persevere, 

because these men try everything to avoid pain.

It might be said that “Workday” is chiefly about one’s daily experiences to and from work. But the 

problem with this response, in my view, is that Hogan reveals the things we ignore on a daily basis, as 

mentioned previously.  Humans do not want to focus on the bad things in life. We want to focus on 

things that we can deal with and ignore the rest, because we do not like hardships. This is a central 

human conflict exposed in this poem by Hogan. The speaker in this poem does seem to take the side of 
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acknowledging or bearing witness to the conflict despite her use of avoidance.  Also, she uses 

negatives, such as “don’t” and “not,” which more paradoxically refocus our attention on those negative 

aspects of life. It is not easy to recognize the suffering of others without feeling any sympathy within 

one’s self. Even if someone were to take action to get rid of someone else’s suffering who is near their 

home, that person will not be able to help everyone in the world. The acknowledgment of hardships in 

this world is very hard to deal with but not as much as living through the hardship.

Hogan uses the speaker effectively to allow the reader to take either position on the conflict of 

ignoring the bad things in life. For example, someone who is oblivious to everything that is not the focus 

of their own life would not at all agree with the need to see the daily conflict of others. That someone 

could be the “higher-ups” the speaker works with, because those people seem to brush off anything 

that does not concern them, since they are not Indians. However, the speaker is trying to tell everyone, 

generally, that we need to focus more on things that typically we do not want to see, because human 

beings need to become more compassionate and see the beauty and perfect qualities in everyone. Not 

only are we humans, broadening our views, but we are also positively impacting others through our 

views. Through the structure, enjambment, and imagery in this poem, Hogan is able to discuss daily 

problems in life both afar and near. She wants her readers to be able to understand what we experience 

on any given day is usually more than we recognize. It is everything happening in this world, whether or 

not the issue affects our personal life. If it affects one person, it is important to think about or possibly 

worry about. We cannot live life without acknowledging both the good and bad in life, as well as the 

hardships in our own lives and in the lives of our fellow humans. 

 Works Cited

Hogan, Linda. “Workday.” College Writing 1 Course Packet. Ed. Jackie K. White. Lewis University, 

2016. 79.

Third Place

“Overlooking Cyber Security”

by

Mariano Franchi

Rodrigo Bijou, the speaker of “Governments Don’t Understand Cyber Warfare. We Need Hackers,” 

dares governments and organizations to work towards a common goal of protecting citizens in their use 

of the cyber world. Bijou is an information security expert with a background in threat intelligence, who 

released his TED Talk in June of 2015. About five months prior to his speech, the Charlie Hebdo attacks 

occurred in London. He directs his speech to individuals with the ability to help enhance cyber security 

in a positive way. However, Bijou attempts to conceal his desire for governments and organizations to 
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be his true audience, because their size and scope enable them to make a significant difference in the 

cyber world. Unfortunately, they are not as accepting and understanding as individuals even though 

governments and organizations are the first line of defense that their citizens expect to confront 

terrorists. Bijou logically and emotionally informs his audience that legitimate organizations have yet to 

challenge terrorists in the cyber world, which allows terrorists to attack battlefronts in both the physical 

and cyber world.

Bijou begins his speech by explaining how Al-Shabaab, a terrorist group in Africa, planned to use the 

cyber world. Al-Shabaab has connections with Al-Qaeda, which allows Bijou to draw in the audience, 

because Al-Qaeda is known throughout the world as a malicious militant Islamic organization. In 2008, 

Al-Shabaab recruited two dozen men who had backgrounds associated with social media and the 

Internet (Bijou). However, in most countries, this group of recruited men are not old enough to be 

considered adults. Bijou explains that Burhan Hassan, only seventeen-years-old, left the United States 

because he was recruited by Al-Shabaab. The speaker used Burhan Hassan as an example to 

emotionally draw the audience into his speech, because the thought of a high school senior joining a 

terrorist organization is appalling. The audience feels threatened by terrorist organizations not only 

because of their cruelty but also because of their cleverness in recruiting new members to their cause 

through the Internet. In order to tie his argument together logically, Bijou next explains why Al-Shabaab 

would want to expand their horizons into the cyber world. As he explains, technology and platforms are 

being enhanced at an uncontrollable rate. This makes conflict borderless and untraceable in the 

technological world which we live in today (Bijou). Therefore, Al-Shabaab’s intent was to use his new 

technologically gifted recruits to expand their operations by using the cyber world as a weapon or tool 

to their advantage. The rapidly advancing technology gives terrorists new abilities and mechanisms to 

carry out their operations; this splits up the anti-terrorism groups’ efforts into two fronts, a cyber front 

and a real world front.

As a strategy of convincing people that multiple terrorist organizations are using the cyber world, 

Bijou uses an example that is fresh in every person’s mind, the Charlie Hebdo Terrorist attacks. During a 

three day period, gunmen killed and took people hostage in Paris, France (“Charlie. . .”). The group of 

people responsible for the attacks were also tied to Al-Qaeda. Logically, Bijou continues to reference 

groups tied to Al-Qaeda, because Al-Qaeda is a well-known terrorist organization in the world today. 

After their attacks in the physical world were conducted, the terrorists proceeded to use social media as 

another means of attack. The attacks in Paris caused such an outcry by social media users that terrorists 

were able to penetrate people’s computers by entering conversations on social media. They used an 

image of a baby with “Je suis Charlie” written on its wrist as a weapon (Bijou). Bijou explains that 

terrorists weaponized this image by embedding it with malware that would download onto the user’s 

computer without their knowledge or consent. This specific example of terrorism incites people with 

anger, because the thought of people using a picture of a baby as a weapon is morally unacceptable to 

people of all cultures. However, the intelligence behind this attack is remarkable, as most people would 
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not suspect the image to be a weaponized mode of terrorism. 

In order to keep the audience in close captivation, Bijou describes the actions of a powerful drug 

cartel in Mexico, the Los Zetas. In September of 2011, Los Zetas killed three innocent people for using 

the Internet to denounce them and threatened to do the same to others who challenge them (Bijou). 

Many people may have been initially confused at this point, because this example does not involve 

terrorists using the cyber world. Instead, Bijou provides the example to show how the cyber world can 

be used to stop terrorist organizations. Anonymous, an online hacker group, threatened to release 

information about drug deals between politicians and Los Zetas on social media if the killing continued 

(Bijou). As Bijou explains, Anonymous typically posts questionable evidence against people on social 

media. However, their valid actions put an end to the situation, whereas neither the Mexican, nor 

American Government did anything to attempt to defuse the situation (Bijou). The actions of Anonymous 

allowed Bijou to logically explain how a group of hackers was able to calm an emotional situation.

The first thought towards ending terrorism is typically, how can the government help society defeat 

terrorists? The United States government does not entirely understand how cyber security works, 

according to Bijou. The director of National Intelligence creates a World Wide Threat Assessment every 

year ranking the most dangerous threats across the world (Bijou). Cyber security was not mentioned as 

a threat until 2011 (Bijou). Before 2011, most teenagers in America were using social media and 

smartphones in their daily lives. Therefore, the technology terrorists needed to use in the cyber world 

already existed before it was recognized as a threat by the United States government. By 2013 and in 

2014, cyber security became the number one threat on the World Wide Threat Assessment (Bijou). Bijou 

also predicts that cyber security will remain as the top threat well into the future. According to Bijou, in 

an attempt to solve cyber terrorism, the government created the National Security Agency. Their job is 

to monitor people’s activities in the cyber world using the same strategies that hackers use. This 

appeals to the audience ethically, because the government tried solving a problem they deemed 

morally wrong by using the same strategy hackers use. Instead of monitoring activity, Bijou suggests 

that the NSA should instead make the cyber world safer. In order to do this, they have to eliminate the 

backdoors in the cyber world that hackers and our enemies use to spy on us (Bijou). Backdoors are 

weak points in the security of the cyber world that allow hackers to penetrate people’s personal 

computers. Although, the NSA does not want to do this, because it would eliminate their ability to spy on 

American citizens. However, if realized, this aggressive measure would protect the American citizens in 

the cyber world from hackers and enemies alike. In order to solve the cyber security problem, the 

United States government has to learn to trust the American citizens with the cyber world.

As a result of rapidly advancing technologies and the cyber world, the government cannot react fast 

enough to make a difference, because it takes them too long to approve plans and to act on their 

decisions. Therefore, individuals and hacker groups, such as Anonymous, have been forced to take 

matters into their own computers without government permission. The only organization with 

government permission to use the cyber world, the NSA, uses it incorrectly to prevent cyber terrorism. 
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In order to solve the cyber terrorism problem, the NSA must change its plan from cyber spying to cyber 

safety. Otherwise, individuals and non-legitimate organizations will continue to take matters into their 

own computers to protect themselves and others in the cyber world.
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Honorable Mention

“La Injusticia”

by

Adrian Manrique

The conversation or debate on whether the American Dream is still attainable has been prevalent for 

many years now. The American Dream is what causes many people from around the globe to migrate to 

the United States. People in search of the American Dream believe that the promised success will come 

with hard work, initiative, and determination. In this essay, I argue that due to the many injustices 

towards immigrants, the American Dream is no longer attainable for incoming immigrants.

In remarkable journalist Joshua Davis’s 2014 book, Spare Parts: Four Undocumented Teenagers, 

One Ugly Robot, and the Battle for the American Dream, he represents this idea of an absent American 

Dream very well. It was when Davis became aware of this unique underdog story and the continuing 

issues of discrimination towards immigrants, that he felt a sense of exigency to document it and create 

Spare Parts. In this book, Davis speaks of the long journey that four undocumented teens take in order 

to win the MATE underwater robotics competition in 2004. These four teens seem to overcome all of the 

odds held against them except for one: their citizenship status. This book goes into detail of how these 

teens were brought into the country as children without the proper papers in place and how the 

government and society treat them based on their lack of documentation. In this essay, I will focus on 

one of the teens. Oscar Vasquez is a Mexican-American teenager who has a passion for leadership and 

ROTC, is a great student, but he also struggles with discrimination and America not wanting to accept 

him as a citizen. The story of this immigrant shows that the American Dream is no longer attainable for 

incoming immigrants because there are simply too many odds held against them. 

For example, getting in trouble with the law and getting deported out of the country are common 

factors that make undocumented people want to hang low without drawing any attention to themselves.  

They have to watch, because they have an even larger target on their backs with people actually 
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hunting them. When “voters in Arizona passed Proposition 200, a bill that barred illegal immigrants from 

receiving public benefits” (Davis 183), Sheriff Joe Arpaio decided to rally up his troops. According to 

Davis, Arpaio “responded to the rising tide of anti-immigrant sentiment among voters in Phoenix by 

forming civilian posses to hunt for illegal immigrants” (184). In other words, Arpaio encouraged “more 

than three hundred civilians” to “track down illegal migrants” (184). These hunters were told to look for 

any behavior that could lead police to find illegal immigrants. Often times, however, the civilians did 

more than they were told, because many of them would intimidate these migrants with their possession 

of armed weapons. Therefore, not only do these immigrants struggle with hiding from the law, but they 

also have to be aware of who they can trust, because if they trust the wrong person, they could end up 

in the same situation they were fleeing from. For these reasons, many immigrants shy away from 

success-promising opportunities.

To reiterate, aside from discrimination they receive from other people, undocumented individuals 

face the difficult battle against the law. As noted above, undocumented immigrants are too often hunted 

by the police in order to deport them. I know this first-hand too, because over the summer I worked with 

a hard working twenty-year-old from Mexico. He did not have a green card or any documents that gave 

him the status of being “legal.” He came to the United States like many others, by train. Only he knew 

that his smooth train ride was going to be disrupted by an immigration checkpoint, so he jumped off of 

the train and had to cross the border by foot where his dad was waiting for him. “Alejandro” was in the 

country for eight months and was working two jobs: one from 4:30 a.m. to 2:00 p.m. in the summer heat; 

the other from 4:00 p.m. to midnight in the heat of the kitchen. He would tell me about his dreams of 

getting an education. Then, one day, he never returned to work, because he was deported after the 

police pulled him over for getting a minor traffic violation. This goes to show that the law does not care 

how hard working or determined an individual is; it is only concerned if the proper papers are 

possessed. The laws against undocumented individuals made it impossible for “Alejandro” to live out his 

American Dream of getting an education. Similar to “Alejandro’s” situation, many undocumented 

individuals will never reach their dreams because of the rules against immigrants.

In other circumstances, the immigrants do live their dream of getting a proper education, but once 

they graduate, they cannot put their degree to use, because no one will hire them. Such was the case 

for Oscar Vasquez. It did not matter how many accolades he received. Oscar would not become a 

practicing mechanical engineer because, as Davis put it, “He might be graduating with a valuable 

degree in mechanical engineering, and the president of the United States might have applauded his 

accomplishments, but Oscar was still a hunted man” (200). Oscar was a ROTC shining student who 

graduated at the top of his class, had started a robotics team, received “special honors,” and was 

acknowledged by President Barack Obama. Yet, he could not become a practicing engineer, for he did 

not have proper documentation. Just when it seems that all of Oscar’s struggles will go away and he will 

finally be able to enjoy the fruits of his labor, he is reminded that his struggles are far from over. What 

Oscar does next is very brave, because he risks everything and puts all of his hard work and entire past 



17

 Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2017

on the line in order to deport himself and become a citizen “the proper way,” because in his childhood 

his parents had previously snuck him over the border. As Davis claims, “He didn’t want his path to 

citizenship to be based on fraud. He wanted America to want him” (202). He wanted to be right with the 

law when he became a citizen. The only issue was that America did not want him. After all of the hard 

work and perfect citizenship credentials, America did not want him. As restated by Davis, U.S Senator 

Dick Durbin recognized:

 A mechanical engineer who won a national competition, a person who can add 

something to America, who has a wife and family here, who is doing the right thing 

by going back to the country of his origin even though he has little connection with 

it anymore—is being told: America doesn’t need you. (qtd. in Davis 212) 

All of Oscar’s hard work to be successful is going to waste. The American Dream is not attainable for 

Oscar at this point. Furthermore, it is illogical to deport individuals like Oscar, who are hardworking and 

have the motivation to do good things to improve the nation. It seems as though even if someone has 

perfect credentials on paper, that will not be enough to succeed as an American citizen. 

Of course, many lawmakers will disagree on the grounds that if Oscar, was able to achieve success 

and find his American Dream, then so can all other immigrants as well. I concede that the example of 

Oscar shows that it is possible to achieve success. Yet, is it necessarily true that if Oscar can do it so can 

all other immigrants? Is it always the case, as I have been suggesting, that undocumented immigrants, 

no matter how talented or deserving, will never reach their American Dream? This is true the majority of 

the time. There are certain “wild cards,” such as that of Oscar Vasquez, where the rules are bent a little 

to allow citizenship and a career in the earned degree that leads to the American Dream, though there is 

a very miniscule amount of people who have this opportunity. For example, Oscar’s teammates were 

equally qualified to pursue their dreams, but they were not able to; therefore, Oscar does not represent 

the majority of American Dream pursuers.

Furthermore, reviewing Oscar’s resume, so to speak, we have seen an extremely talented scholar 

and leader in the fields of ROTC and engineering, who possesses a generous and patriotic personality 

with a burning desire for America to want him.  When dreamers see Oscar’s situation, they begin to feel 

hopeless, because it seems as though Oscar had the perfect resume´ for the American Dream, and yet 

he was barely granted it after a resubmission. Note that the resubmission was not Oscar’s doing, but 

rather Senator Durbin’s doing. His application for citizenship was passed after Senator Durbin’s “staff 

contacted the United States Citizenship and Immigration Services and asked them to reconsider their 

stance on Oscar’s application” (215). This goes to show that Oscar truly was not able to reach success 

on his own. Oscar’s story of gaining citizenship demonstrates that even he was barely given citizenship, 

and it proves that Oscar does not represent the majority of undocumented immigrants.

Much of the future of the nation is in the hands of the people who are being deported. Situations like 

the ones I have spoken of make undocumented immigrants believe that no matter how hard they try, 

they will never get to savor the benefits of their hard work. Situations like these also make people 
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believe, and prove to them, the American Dream is no longer alive for immigrants. In other words, what 

the examples of my friend “Alejandro” and Oscar Vasques show are that the American Dream is dead. 

No matter how much hard work, initiative, or determination a U.S. immigrant has, there isn’t an 

opportunity to achieve success and happiness as a United States citizen. All future and current 

immigrants should be aware of this dead dream in order to plan ahead accordingly, but also, the entire 

United States should take action to give undocumented individuals better opportunities than what they 

have now. These people have a lot to offer this country, and if we let them, they will help it grow even 

more beautiful than it is now.
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Honorable Mention

“A Deadly Affair”

by

Erin Duffy

In the 48 Hours segment, “The Power and the Passion,” Richard Schleisinger investigates whether 

Angel Downs committed suicide, or if she was murdered by Stephen Nodine, the married man she had 

an affair with for six years. 48 Hours is a weekly crime television series, which takes its name from the 

belief that the first 48 hours are crucial to successfully solving a crime. The segment aired on April 13, 

2013 on CBS. Schleisinger interviews Downs’ family and friends, officials involved in the prosecution of 

the case, Nodine, and his defense attorney, Dennis Knizley. Based on the evidence Schleisinger 

provides, I believe that Angel Downs committed suicide on the night of May 9, 2010.

During the segment, Schleisinger interviews Susan Bloodworth, Angel Downs’ younger sister. 

Bloodworth is adamant that “Stephen killed Angel,” and she refuses to believe the possibility that her 

sister committed suicide. However, in the interview, Bloodworth reveals that Downs had tried to commit 

suicide four years prior to her death with a drug overdose. According to Bloodworth, at this time, Downs 

had “realized that Stephen was not leaving his wife (qtd. in “The Power...”). In addition, she told her sister 

that Nodine was not the man she had once known, and she apologized to Susan for continuing the 

affair. Downs and Nodine met in 2004 on a beach in Gulf Shores, Alabama, which is where Downs lived. 

Throughout the relationship, Downs insisted that Nodine leave his wife and son to be with her. Nodine 

promised that he would file for divorce; however, about a year into the affair, Downs discovered that he 

never actually filed. According to Downs’ friend, Kayla King Donald, Nodine “had this hold on her,” and 

she wanted to spend the rest of her life with him (qtd. in “The Power...”). She wanted him to reciprocate 



19

 Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2017

her feelings, and while he was married, she felt this was impossible. As a result, Downs felt rejected and 

alone. Moreover, Downs’ friends, Emily Simmons and Kayla King Donald, explained how Nodine would 

become violent if Downs threatened to leave him. Downs felt trapped in a relationship that would never 

end in marriage, and the only escape was suicide.  

Additionally, the autopsy report shows that the medical examiner found a “potent mix of drugs in her 

system,” indicating that Downs’ emotional state was unstable on the night of her death (“The Power...”). 

The drugs found in Downs’ system include ethanol, alprazolam, amphetamine, and zolpidem. Downs 

was feeling rejected by Nodine when he left her to “go back to his wife (“The Power...”). This feeling of 

rejection was intensified by the alcohol and drugs in her system, leaving her in a state of despair and 

ultimately causing her to take her life. Downs had combined alprazolam with alcohol, which can lead to 

suicidal thoughts and feelings, as well as paranoia. Amphetamine is a stimulant that affects hyperactivity 

and impulse control. Taking stimulants can lead to death in people who have heart conditions, and 

according to the information provided by Schleisinger, Downs had a heart condition. Combining 

amphetamines with alcohol can cause confusion and hallucinations, which explains why Downs thought 

Nodine was an intruder. Zolpidem can also cause hallucinations, enhancing Downs’ unstable state of 

mind on the night of her death. According to Nodine’s attorney, Dennis Knizley, the drugs in Downs’ 

system and her heart condition “pushed her over the edge and she killed herself (qtd. in “The Power...”). 

The combination of drugs in Downs’ system was not lethal, but it was potent enough to impair her 

mental and emotional state, causing her to take her own life.

On the night Downs committed suicide, Bloodworth told Schleisinger that Downs had both called 

and sent her a text. Shortly before Downs had texted Bloodworth, she called her and asked where to 

shoot an intruder. Given the drugs in Downs’ system and her impaired emotional state, it is reasonable 

to conclude Downs heard Nodine returning to her condominium. Earlier in the segment, Nodine told 

Schleisinger he had returned to the condominium for his wallet after dropping Downs off. In the text 

message sent to Bloodworth, Downs claimed, “Stepehen nodine” was at her home (qtd. in “The 

Power...”). The combination of alprazolam and zolpidem in Downs’ system may have conjured the image 

that Nodine was breaking into her home. She was afraid of Nodine, and she told her friends, “If you ever 

find me dead, he killed me (qtd. in “The Power...”). Downs knew that Nodine was violent, and that he 

would never leave his wife. This caused Downs to take her own life. When Downs realized the drugs in 

her system were not strong enough to kill her, she took her gun and shot herself. Downs felt rejected 

and isolated. This unstable state of mind contributed to Downs walking out on her driveway with a gun. 

Perhaps the most interesting piece of evidence Schleisinger provides is that there were no traces of 

blood found in Nodine’s truck or on his clothes. Knizley relates to Schleisinger, “There was no blood on 

him (qtd. in “The Power...”). If Nodine had murdered Downs, then there would have been some blood on 

his clothes or on his truck. Also, the police never tested Nodine or Downs for gunshot residue. If Downs 

had been murdered, she and Nodine would most likely have struggled with the gun. In his interview, 

Knizley states, “There was absolutely no signs of struggle on her or him (qtd. in “The Power...”).  There 
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would have been at least some signs of struggle had Downs’ death been a homicide. Eugene Hart 

originally performed the autopsy, and, although he never actually ruled the death a suicide, he said that 

the evidence points to a self-inflicted gun-shot wound. Hallie Dixon, the current District Attorney, did not 

redraw another murder charge, because there was no substantial evidence to indict Nodine, unless he 

was charged for a crime he did not commit. All of the evidence collected from the crime scene proves 

that Downs’ death was a suicide.

Nodine was placed on trial for Angel Downs’ murder in December 2010. The first trial, which was 

tried by District Attorney Judy Newcomb, resulted in a deadlocked jury. This forced the judge to declare 

a mistrial. Newcomb believed Nodine was guilty, but the jury could not reach a definitive conclusion. 

Hallie Dixon, the current D.A., convened a grand jury investigation. Despite this investigation, Dixon did 

not redraw the murder charge, as there was not enough evidence to implicate Nodine in Downs’ death. 

All the evidence pointed to a suicide, and, according to Dixon, when there is no “physical evidence that 

is consistent with somebody else being the trigger person,” she will not bring a case against them (qtd. 

in “The Power...”). Downs’ family then appealed to the Attorney General, and the case was retried. 

Nodine received a plea bargain and pled guilty to the harassment charges placed against him. Three 

different trials took place with three different juries, and Nodine was never convicted of murder. 

Bloodworth believes, “Dixon sabotaged the case,” but there is no substantial evidence to prove Nodine 

pulled the trigger (qtd. in “The Power...”). Downs’ family never considered the fact that Nodine may be 

innocent and that this tragedy may be a suicide. They want Nodine to be guilty, even if it means putting 

a man in jail for a crime he did not commit.   

Richard Schleisinger thoroughly investigated the death of Angel Downs and whether or not the 

tragedy was a suicide or a homicide. Downs’ previous suicide attempt, her emotional state, the drugs in 

her system, and the lack of physical evidence all lend themselves to a suicide. Given the evidence 

Schleisinger provides in the segment, I believe that Angel Downs committed suicide.
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First Place

“Lock and Key: The Examination of a Name”

by

Kayla Chambers

Chambers drops the s and becomes a secluded space, a private room, stale living quarters for a 

nobleman that must be attended to. It becomes a cavity. Four antechambers bound to the body, heart 

pumping and passing for basic functioning. Chamber—a bullet confined in copper, loaded to splice air; 

an acidic, sour cloud leaks from the barrel. The name becomes a covert compartment. Councilmen   

stash themselves away in an exclusive office like they do knowledge, only the politically savvy 

welcomed. Ber like brr—a hum of the lips accompanying a brisk wind, like the Chamber of Secrets; a 

dragon with the tongue of a snake hidden in stone, slain with steel. Chambers, the sound reminiscent of 

mail-chain shuddering as a blade bangs against its surface. The s silences the name…closes the door 

with a slight shhh. “Chambahhs!” I hear from those young, the r still above their reach.

Kay and La—a combination of appealing syllables. Liberate the la and the name becomes Kay; many 

times an addition, a suggested prima donna. Ka—referencing the jackdaw that flies toward the water as 

crisp leaves vanish from the trees. Kay of Yatagarasu, archeologist of truth, digging for answers until she 

reaches the core. Kayla, pure as untouched soil, wise as a philosophy scholar. Kayla, if carelessly 

whispered, often mistaken for Kaylin or Kaylee. Short for Michaela; adopted from Michael. Kylie, Kayla, 

Kyla with an origin undiscovered, yet letters unlimitedly arranged. La— a solfege note that follows So. La-

la-la echoes the songwriters as they reach the bridge of their tune. “Kaaaay-la!” a giddy three-year-old 

belts through the halls of a home. Kayla—keeper of the keys; keeper of a single post at the master’s 

door.

Second Place

“How Life Can Flip You Upside Down”

by

Robert Knapp

Billy was a small town kid from Lansing and had quite a big family.  He was living with his mom, 

father, brother, big German shepherd, and cat.  Life was absolutely perfect, and there wasn’t anything 

that could change that.  Billy was already seven-years-old, and his brother, Johnny, was ten full years 

older than he was.

The two brothers had extremely different behaviors; one would like something while the other 
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wouldn’t.  Family was everything, and mom and dad were the best parents any child could ask for.  Mom 

and dad were just before middle-aged.  Mom was always the fun-loving woman but was very tough as 

well, and she played good cop/bad cop most of the time.  Dad was extremely tough if he wanted to be, 

but he was a best friend no matter what.

The thing about this particular family was how everybody wanted to be around each other all the 

time, even if they were mad at each other. If Johnny or Billy did something stupid, mom and dad would 

always be standing there saying, “Hey, cut that out,” or “Be more productive, because you’re better than 

that!”

Yeah, this family was incredible, and there were always some awesome memories that were being 

made either on a vacation to Disney World or right at home.  The rest of the family, aunts, uncles, 

grandparents, cousins, etc., were all fun and jolly around the clock as well.  Family holidays and get-

togethers seemed to always include some kind of funny story to tell somebody else.

Right when you think that nothing can go wrong though, things do…  Mom and dad started arguing 

quite a bit more than Billy or Johnny were used to.  There would be yelling, frustration, and anger all 

being taken out between mom and dad more times than once at the dinner table or when they were 

even away from each other at the time.  Billy and Johnny were starting to get scared.

Billy is still seven and Johnny is seventeen, so these are ages where a lot is going on for each, but 

neither quite understands their personal changes yet. Both know that mom and dad love each other to 

another universe and back, but they eventually ask each parent at different times what is going on.  Billy 

asked mom, “Why are you and daddy yelling at one another?”  Mom’s answer was given while crying.  

She told Billy, “Sometimes things in life take a turn where you never expected there to be a road.” 

Billy was very young, but because of how he was raised, he had the ability to understand what this 

phrase meant.  Meanwhile, Johnny asked dad the same question:  “Why are you and mom at each other 

so much lately?”  Dad’s response was similar to mom’s except he wasn’t crying or showing strong 

emotion, at least not at that particular time.  Dad told his son, “Johnny, I don’t know if mom and I are 

going to be able to continue to move forward at the rate things have been going.”

Wait, this has gone on for more time than anybody ever knew.  Sure, this is what happens when 

everyday life gets so busy with work, school, careers, holidays, etc.  These responses that Billy and 

Johnny heard were just so difficult that each went to the other for support.  This was a time for the 

brothers to try and figure out how to get mom and dad back to a level of being where they had been for 

twenty-seven years.  It wasn’t happening.

One night dad, Carter, had come home from work.  He was a County Sheriff Patrol Officer who had 

also spent time as a sharp-shooter on the squad as well.  He had spent just over twenty-one years on 

the Police Force and was the best he could be at his job.  He worked long hours, and it felt like his hours 

changed monthly.  One day he’d be off; the next he would be working doubles.  Additionally, he would 

be working late nights, then mornings.  It was indescribable at times to predict his schedule, so 

whenever dad came home, you always wanted to spend time with him.
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Mom, Daisy, was a very hard worker herself, and she operated her own cleaning business.  She had 

been an entrepreneur pretty much all her life but had experience working as a secretary for law offices.  

She was home more than dad, though she was always doing a lot of work at home as well. 

This night wasn’t anything this family was used to.  Dad stepped his foot in the door. Surprise. Mom 

and dad sat Billy and Johnny down immediately after dinner that night and told them that they were 

getting divorced.  Dad was going to stay with papa and grandma until he found a small place to live.  

The German shepherd and Johnny were both going to go with dad.  Billy was going to stay home with 

mom and the cat.

The emotions that night were at an all-time high though it seemed like crying was the only action 

taking place for hours.  Dad, Johnny, and the dog had some of their stuff ready to be packed into the 

car, and dad and Johnny gave a big hug and kiss to Billy.  Dad kneeled down and told Billy, “Stay strong.  

We will see each other soon.”  Johnny and Billy were going to be living in separate houses for some time 

until things were able to be figured out.

Two years have gone by and Billy is now nine, and Johnny is approaching twenty.  Mom and dad still 

care for each other very much and they are not arguing anymore, which is a relief though it’s far from 

what anybody in the family ever wanted to happen.  Mom and dad are still working the same jobs, but 

dad just had a couple surgeries done, so he was off work until he healed.  Mom was expanding her job 

to stay busy and still was home at the same time.  All the outside family members were still close and 

would still meet each other at different times for holidays so that nobody was ever left out.  Things were 

about as good as they possibly could be for the circumstances.

Fast forward another three years and mom and dad were both remarried, and everybody was living 

in a new home now.  The old house, full of fantastic memories that could never be taken away, the 

in-ground pool in the backyard, the big basement, the neat bedrooms, you name it, it was all in the 

rear-view mirror but never forgotten.  Johnny was living on his own now and was working pretty much 

full-time.  He still stayed in contact with both of his parents and would make sure to visit both of them.

Billy was now twelve and was a sixth grader in middle school.  He would spend every other 

weekend at his dad’s and then would be back at home during the week with mom and her new 

husband, Tom.  Billy and Johnny had mixed feelings about their step-parents, only because neither ever 

hoped to have them, so it wasn’t a personal attack on the two newest family members.

Whenever Billy wasn’t over at dad’s, they’d still talk to each other every single night on the phone for 

approximately an hour each time.  On a cold, wintery night in January, that phone call would go the 

longest distance possible.  The next morning, Billy came home from school and his entire family was at 

the house.  It definitely seemed strange, but maybe everybody was over for a late New Year’s dinner.  

Who knew?

Billy walked in the door and was confronted by his devastated mother and the rest of the family with 

his grandfather barely able to look him in the eyes.  Billy was just told that his father was involved in a 

tragic accident and that he was killed that morning.  “What?  What?” This was the only word that poor 
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Billy could even think to say.  There wasn’t anything to say.  There was zero reaction that made sense of 

this.  This was just a nightmare that had continued getting deeper; although, it was reality.

This was such a devastating situation.  The only way it could get better was for the family to become 

even tighter than before.  Mom, Billy, and Johnny fought through this for years and years to come and 

are still fighting it today.  Losing a parent, let alone a family member, is something that just doesn’t have 

words.  All you can do is pray to God and hope things can get easier.  The only motivating factor out of 

all of this was for the family to stick together and make dad proud.

Mom, Billy, and Johnny knew that dad wouldn’t want to see any of them constantly crying and all of 

them just completely falling apart as each day went by.  Nah, he would want them all to unite, get 

stronger, and be more successful.  It took time, and man it flew by.  Here we are ten full years after 

Carter’s death, and the family is still evolving and doing whatever it is that they can to maintain a 

comfortable, happy life.

Honorable Mention

“The Luck at the Secret Pond”

by

Lee Wanatowicz

Warm weather had finally arrived, and anyone who loved the game of fishing was more than excited. 

The snow outside was finally melting away, leaving behind a trail of dead grass and bare trees across 

the landscape. Instead of the dreaded look of snow, the landscape was able to show its true colors that 

Mother Nature intended for it. The air felt comforting, and the sun finally stayed up longer to enjoy the 

majority of the day. It was clear spring had arrived. Spring was always perfect to get your cast out in the 

water to see if you could catch a couple bites. The fish would be hungry and looking for anything that hit 

the open water.

Matt woke up early one Saturday morning and checked the forecast to see about the weather for the 

day. The forecaster stated, “Today we are looking at a high of 53 degrees with partly cloudy skies and 

winds out of the southwest at ten miles per hour.” Matt figured this would be perfect to take out the rods 

and see if he could catch anything. He made a phone call to his buddy Nick to see if he would be 

interested in venturing out onto the open waters. Nick agreed even though he was a little annoyed at 

getting up extra early on a Saturday. Still, he thought the trip would be worth it. Matt packed his stuff in 

his car, and off he went to go meet up with Nick. 

Upon his arrival, Nick was already getting the two seater boat ready for the trip. Nick had a boat 

known as a bass tracker. It did a great job getting into small sections of the pond and made little noise, 

so they wouldn’t disturb the fish. Making sure the gas tank was filled, all the poles and bait were in the 
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truck, and other necessities were on board, they set off on their way in hopes of getting some catches to 

start off the fishing season. Matt and Nick tried ice fishing last winter with little success. The thought of 

finally being able to head out onto the open water without a heavy jacket was such a relief. The memory 

of the frigid air from the months before made the idea of going out on the pond when it was fifty 

degrees feel as if it was summer.  

When they got to the lake, a sense of serenity and calmness rose upon the layout of the water. The 

ice had finally melted and allowed the fish to come out of the depths where they laid for months prior. 

Upon their arrival, many fishermen were already out on the dock to see if they could catch any fish off 

the shore. Matt walked up to them and asked if they had any bites, and they responded with “No luck so 

far.” Matt knew they had to get out onto the water to get any luck. He noticed the wind was traveling 

away from the coast and figured that the fish would be on the opposite side of the pond. Matt was pretty 

certain the fish drifted with the current, and getting on the other side of the pond would be key to this 

trip. 

They unhitched the boat from the truck and worked their way onto the water. Matt started the boat 

with no issues, and it was running perfectly. Just the luck of the boat working after sitting all winter 

made them think they would have success on this trip. You could tell the fishermen on the dock were 

jealous, because the two of them had control of the entire pond in their boat while they were stuck on 

the dock. Matt and Nick were on a mission to not disappoint and come back to the dock with a story to 

tell. Off they went to the opposite side of the pond with the boat full speed ahead. The wind was rough, 

and it was a little chilly on the water, but they both felt today was going to work out. They made it to their 

first stop on their journey, which was a shallow portion of the water about 500 feet off the shore. They 

casted in hope of some luck, but nothing was biting. The only thing they ended up catching was some 

seaweed and branches, so they decided to pack up their stuff and move to a different location. 

After many attempts in the shallow portions of the pond, they ended up with no luck. They decided 

to change up their strategy and traveled farther into the pond where they came across a more open 

spot. That way they could get their lures deeper into the water. Matt changed his tactics and brought out 

a jig to use to get to where the fish had been hiding all winter. They both made their cast and waited 

patiently for any hope of a bite. After twenty minutes, Matt noticed his jig acting funny while it was in the 

water. He figured it was just the landscape underneath him that was messing with him. He never thought 

of having a bite at the end of his line. The air was calm and the water ceased to move for a few 

seconds…then BANG! Matt had a bite on the line. He made sure to give the fish some slack so the line 

wouldn’t break, but at the same time he was excited to have caught something. Hoping for some 

success, he brought the fish up to the top of the water, and to their surprise it was a decent size bluegill. 

Having some joy that they had a catch, they unhooked the fish and released it back into the water. This 

wasn’t the fish Matt and Nick were hoping for, but they were excited to have caught something. 

Moving on from their location, they noticed an opening they had never seen at that pond before. It 

seemed narrow with much foliage around it, but they knew they could get the boat through it. They cut 
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off the main motor of the boat and used the small propeller to navigate their way through the patch of 

water. It was quite a long path, but the other side was something they did not imagine. Surrounding 

them was an open land of water encircled by huge trees. The spot of water was only a couple hundred 

feet in diameter, and they figured this might be a spot where the fish were hiding. They were more than 

anxious to test their luck. So, they hooked on some spinner baits in the hope of catching some bass and 

casted their poles once again. Some time had passed, and with many attempts to get a bite, they almost 

became confused on how there could be no fish in this location. Matt knew this spot would be perfect, 

since many people never came back here, and the fish probably didn’t expect fishermen out here 

anyway. 

After some time had passed, Matt and Nick decided on one last cast. They both casted out and 

slowly reeled in their lines when all of a sudden a huge fish hooked onto Matt’s line. Matt was not 

expecting a fish this size.  He left much needed slack on the line, so the fish wouldn’t break free. It was 

quite a fight, and Matt was up for the challenge. He figured this fish was hungry from the long winter and 

was not giving up on a fight. The boat began to move in different directions corresponding to the 

movement of the fish. Matt did a great job of keeping himself relaxed and didn’t rush to reel the fish in as 

fast as he could. He didn’t want to lose the fish, and he was going to do whatever was necessary to 

bring this fish onto the boat. Nick grabbed the net to help catch the fish when suddenly a big splash 

came from the water, and the largemouth bass appeared, jumping three to four feet in the air. This was 

the fish they were hoping for but were not expecting it to be anywhere near this size. Much time passed, 

and it was clear both Matt and the bass were tired, but Matt knew he was not going to give up. He gave 

it all he had and brought the fish to the side of the boat. Nick scooped the fish up with his net, and the 

fish was theirs.  

Both of them were speechless and excited that they scored big. The largemouth bass was heavy 

and looked as if it had been the boss of these waters for some time. Matt was able to weigh the fish at a 

little over fifteen pounds. They could not believe the girth of the fish, and it seemed like it was doing 

fairly well in this pond. Matt took some pictures of this behemoth and was shaken up while holding the 

fish. They were exhausted from the tough battle but felt so accomplished that they scored quite a fish 

for the day. They made sure they remembered where this hidden spot was, and both swore that no one 

would find out this location. They packed up their gear and headed back to the truck after a successful 

day of fishing. 

When they reached the shore, the fishermen on the dock asked Matt and Nick if they had any luck. 

They decided to keep the monster catch a secret, and both said all they found were some bluegills. 

They found their hidden spot, and they wanted to keep it that way. Matt hoped one day he would find 

that bass again when it’s bigger and catch it again. From a day of little success, they were so excited to 

have found a monster in the pond and could not wait to plan their next day to this fishing spot.    

  



27

 Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2017

First Place

“Birds of a Feather”

by

Ashley McCann

My mother used to let us dress up like angels. She bought us white nightgowns and attached old 

white-wings made from Halloween costumes to the back. We made crowns of dandelions for our heads, 

and my mother let us use her scarlet red lipstick. We would sit around the kitchen table, cracked and 

aged from time, and dip strawberries into melted chocolate. There were four barstools around the 

kitchen island, and as we would wait for the strawberries to dry, we would talk about the men we wanted 

to marry one day and how we would all become famous ballerinas. 

My youngest sister, Sara, was a hopeless romantic. She would always describe her man by the 

things he would do for her. He would kiss her before bed every night, pick her wildflowers just because 

he loved her, and would never forget her birthday. He would get along well with our mother, and he 

would be the best father to their four children. She never described physical attributes. They didn’t 

matter. At least when we were young they didn’t. 

My middle sister, Harriet, would always create these elaborate stories about how she would meet 

her husband. Once she was an American spy, working against what she called “the opposition in 

France,” and he was a local artist, of course, working undercover. Despite them being enemies, they 

would fall in love. Another time, she imagined that she was a victim of mistaken identity. Her future 

husband would accidently send her a bouquet of roses meant for his at-the-time girlfriend. Inevitably, the 

man and his then girlfriend would split, and Harriet and he would meet in some totally unrelated way. 

They would meet only to find out years later on their wedding night that she was the one who received 

the accidental bouquet. Although her storylines changed, she relentlessly stuck to one thing. 

Serendipity was, to her, the only thing in the world that could validate true love. 

I, well, I wasn’t very much of anything in terms of romance. I certainly wasn’t romantic or the slightest 

bit impressed with serendipity. I never wanted to fall in love. I heard that people sometimes died from 

broken hearts, and I didn’t see any sense in risking it. But, because my sisters were relentless, and in an 

effort to play along, I would dream up such specific men that I knew could never exist. I would describe 

men with sandy colored hair and a grey spot behind one of their ears; men with two different colored 

eyes and a weird jagged scar on a leg or an arm. I would give them strange talents like juggling or being 

able to run really quickly on one leg.  Although the main guidelines of strange detail mostly stayed the 

same, my descriptions were always different. Every night I used to pray for them to never be born. 

We would eat every last strawberry and run out into the backyard like a bunch of animals celebrating 

a feast. We would run barefoot through the tall grass, sing, dance, and do all of the weirdly free things 
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you can only do as a child. I never remember it being cold, even on those late nights when we were 

happy just to be in each other’s company. We would stretch out a blanket on the grass and lay together 

under a large oak tree. It had been there ever since I can remember. The tree had a birdcage hanging 

from one of its lower branches, but it wasn’t the kind of birdcage you’d easily find. My mother bought 

this one from an antique store, and it was beautiful. The birdcage was gold with bars that cascaded 

down from a loop at the top, and the only opening was a small door in the back. As we lay there, we 

would peek through and around the birdcage and stare at the stars. We would lie there until the sun that 

slowly crept over the river in our backyard woke us up. My mother would carry my two younger sisters, 

and I would trail behind, clutching the blanket close to me, so the warmth of their bodies wouldn’t 

escape mine. She would tuck us in, and we would sleep until noon. 

For Sara’s sixth birthday, my mother purchased three small birds for the birdcage. She got them from 

a local pet store run by a little disgruntled old lady. The old lady, Mrs. Croup, had wiry white hair that sat 

on her head the way plucked petals stay on a flower. I swear she had a permanent frown that I suspect 

some bright young man painted on her face many years ago. If Mrs. Croup wasn’t enough reason to 

avoid intimacy, I don’t know what was. 

The birds were small, about the size of a finch at their smallest and maybe a parakeet at their most 

mature. The birds had stumpy little white bodies littered with brown speckles. While their bodies were 

significantly underwhelming, it was their heads that won us over. They had eyes like black marbles that 

swiveled around in their sockets, and I used to sit under the tree just to watch them blink. I don’t know if 

this was natural, or if my mother had somehow dyed them, but each bird had long feathers protruding 

from its head. Each bird’s feathers was a different color. 

I was always able to single out the birds by their actions and assign each one of them to each one of 

us. Sara’s bird was always trying to escape, no doubt chasing the bird version of prince charming. This 

bird was by far the most beautiful singer, and I loved waking up to her sounds through strands of yellow 

sunlight, sounds of the coffee machine, and my mother’s voice. Harriet’s bird would always perch herself 

on one of the gold bars and peer out into the distance. I never knew what she was staring at, but she 

was always staring like the way a child looks at a hot flame. I knew Harriet’s bird liked the cage, because 

she seemed to embrace the security of it all, but something was different with her. Like Harriet, I 

suppose she was dreaming about the day where strange circumstance would save her from herself. My 

bird, well, she was just a bird. She didn’t seem to be too impressed with the emotional actions and 

displays of the other birds. She was indifferent, quiet, and never really seemed to be looking at anything. 

Sara’s bird escaped one day while I was running errands in town on a Sunday afternoon. The latch 

was secure, but the bird was gone. My sister, in her hopelessly romantic mind, always leaves a light on in 

case the bird comes for her. Harriet’s bird died shortly after. I found it stiff dead on the bottom of the 

cage with eyes wide open. My bird, well, my bird is also dead. She was missing from the birdcage, but 

she left a tiny trail of footsteps in the mud that led to the river that butted up against our yard. I examined 

the tiny bird footprints, and I could tell she went willingly toward the water. I found her there, in the river, 
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and I stared at her as I saw her body swirl with the current of the water and push of the wind. 

It’s been ten years since I’ve seen my sisters. My mother passed away from a heart attack when I 

turned nineteen. Sara and Harriet both left the state, but I stayed with the house. There are no more 

dipped strawberries; there are no late night conversations about future husbands, and seeing the sun in 

the morning makes me cringe. Sara works as a waitress at a small diner outside of Nashville, and she 

has met many of her prince charmings but never any who stayed. She calls me once a month to catch up 

or whenever she’s trying to navigate another breakup. Harriet works as a divorce attorney and has 

mistakenly misunderstood situations she thought serendipitous her whole life. She is currently single. I 

still have our tiny angel costumes and dead dandelion crowns in a box somewhere in the attic. The tall 

grass in the backyard is still tall, and it has become a sort of gated storage unit for all of my memories. 

Everything is exactly how we imagined it to be as children. We just had no idea how our dreamlike 

fantasies would manifest themselves in waking life. That’s the tricky thing about birds, and people, and 

living; there’s no way to know where anything is going. Like my tiny bird drifting downstream on the 

river, we are all just passengers here. 

 
THE END

Second Place

“Checkpoint”

by 

Scott J. Thomas

It was the first weekend of December, and the roads were wet and shining in the headlights.  

McKellen drove the dark roads home from his brother’s house, keeping under the speed limit as his wife 

and daughter slept.  It was the first deep cold of the year, and it had snowed most of the day.  The 

moonlight reflected brightly in the windswept snow of the fields, and he spotted a coyote at a trot far out 

near the tree line.  McKellen was being careful because he drank more than he should have before 

dinner.

  McKellen didn’t see any police when he passed through Grand Marais, and he wondered if any 

were out at all.  “The only cars out at night are cops or drunks, so be safe,” his father would tell him 

before he’d let him borrow the truck when he was young.  That was before McKellen left for the Army 

the summer after high school.  His dad died unexpectedly while McKellen was away on his first tour in 

Iraq.  It was during the big invasion in 2003.  His dad was buried in the ground in Newberry before 

McKellen even got the news.  When the chaplain told him it seemed like a bad joke, but he knew it 

wasn’t.  He asked how and when and thanked the chaplain for his time, then excused himself back to his 
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platoon area.  He laid back on his cot, smoking a cigarette with his free arm over his eyes, and he didn’t 

tell anyone why the chaplain had wanted to talk with him.  No one asked.  When he came home from the 

Army four years later, he paid cash for a beat up foreclosure on the other side of town near his parent’s 

old place and fixed it up as well as he could.  

McKellen liked driving at night this time of year when the snow and moonlight were bright enough to 

see the rows of white pine and windbreak spruce silhouetted along the road or at the edges of the 

fields.  As he drove, he looked at the farmhouses on the roadside. He knew them all well.  Some were 

abandoned, but most that weren’t were lit up brightly with white and colored Christmas lights, old 

fashioned plastic figures, and nativity scenes.  He liked the beginning of winter much more than the end 

when the season was still new and the nights were long and dark.  The house, quiet with all the 

windows, closed tight against the cold.  

About halfway home, he passed the stretch of woods where he and his grandpa would hunt deer 

when he was young.  In the summer, he and his brother would camp out and fish the river for trout.  The 

road dipped down and over the East Branch of the Fox River, then climbed up again before 

straightening out long and flat due south towards Seney’s flashing caution light that was visible even 

though it was far down the road nearly ten miles distant.

McKellen made his way towards town, then through Main Street, and out west towards their house 

before carefully and smoothly turning into their driveway not to wake his daughter.  He shifted the truck 

to park and turned down the radio and heater, as his wife slowly woke up and leaned over to kiss him on 

the cheek.  “Go on to bed. I’ll carry sleeping beauty upstairs,” McKellen told her.  

When he stepped out of the truck the air was so cold and dry it made him cough when he took a 

breath.  His wife walked carefully through the snow towards the front porch and waited to hold the door 

for him.  He opened the backdoor of his truck and unbuckled his daughter.  McKellen wiped the drool 

from the corner of her mouth and brushed her hair out of her eyes that stuck stubbornly with sweat to 

her forehead.  As he lifted her from her seat, she reached out and hugged her arms around his neck 

without opening her eyes or making a sound.  John held her with his right arm around her legs and his 

left hand holding her towards his chest, gently but firmly, in case he slipped.  He made his way to the 

house and up the stairs to her room where he slipped off her shoes and socks, then he sat her on her 

bed and took off her knit hat and coat. She fell back onto her pillow and was asleep before he finished 

tucking her in.  McKellen picked up the coat and stood watching her sleep as he thought to himself.

McKellen’s wife peeked into the bedroom and saw him standing there quietly holding the little coat 

and shoes.  She could see that his eyes were wet and his expression distant.  

“What’s the matter baby?  Everything alright?” she asked him.  She didn’t know what to think, but he 

seemed upset about something.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” he said.  “Just tired is all.” She knew he had been under a lot of stress at work lately 

with things slowing down for winter sooner than expected.  

McKellen kissed their little girl softly on the forehead, then he cleared his throat and blinked the 
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wetness from his eyes.  He gave his wife a silly smile as he walked passed her towards the bedroom.  

He turned off the lights as he walked in, undressed, and laid down.  His wife got into bed next to him 

and put her hand on his chest.

“You sure everything’s fine baby?” she asked.  

“Yeah, everything’s fine. I just need some sleep. It’s been a long week is all,” John said, holding her 

hand.  He turned to his side.  

“Ok, love you sweetheart,” she said, turning to her side and pulling the big down comforter up.

“Love you too,” he said.

McKellen laid awake.  He felt like he couldn’t breathe.  After a few minutes, he could tell his wife was 

asleep.  He carefully slid out from under the blankets and dressed in the near dark.  The cotton t-shirt 

and sweatpants felt cold on his warm skin.  McKellen made his way into the dark hall and down the stairs 

to the kitchen, trying not to step where the stairs or wood floors squeaked.  

He opened the cupboard above the fridge and got out the bottle of vodka.  In the sink, he found his 

coffee cup he had used that morning and rinsed it before filling it a quarter way full with water from the 

tap. He then filled the cup more than half full with vodka.  McKellen took a drink from the bottle before 

twisting the cap on tight and putting it back above the fridge.  He went to the coat closet near the front 

door and took out his lighter and a single cigarette from a pack in the inside pocket of his work jacket.  

He slipped his bare feet into his untied work boots and stepped outside the front door with his cigarette 

and his coffee cup.  He wasn’t wearing a coat. There was no wind, and the sky was full of stars.  

The night was bright with the snow and moonlight, and he watched the cigarette smoke rise for 

many feet before disappearing into the dry air.  McKellen took a drink from the coffee cup.  He was 

thinking of a girl about the same age as his daughter that he had carried from the backseat of a car in 

Iraq during the war.  Ten years had gone by, but the thought of it still made his stomach tighten and his 

heart ache as badly as it had that day.  The night he was thinking of had been oppressively hot, and it 

had been blood—not sweat—that made it hard for him to brush the dark hair from her eyes.  When he 

lifted her from the backseat she did not reach for him…her small, thin arms and head lolled loosely away, 

dead.  He carried her then as he carries his daughter now with his right arm around her legs and his left 

hand holding her to his chest, tightly.  Her back was soaked wet with blood, and his hands were covered 

and sticky with it, as he carefully kneeled and laid her down on the side of the dusty road next to her 

parents.  He placed the tiny hand into the hand of her mother’s before standing up and walking back to 

the Humvee where he had left his weapon.  He had felt like he couldn’t breathe.  Specialist Gardner, 

who had been manning the checkpoint machine gun and fired the warning shots and most of the rounds 

after the car failed to yield, was talking with Sergeant Martinez. They were talking about what could 

have happened.  They were saying how it could have been Al Qaeda, or a car bomb, or how they should 

have read the fucking signs and halted.

McKellen looked down at the prints his boots were making in the snow, as he shuffled his feet from 

side to side.  He took another drink from his cup.  He took another drag of his cigarette.  He cleared his 
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throat and blinked the wetness from his eyes.  John flicked his cigarette butt off into the snow and 

listened to it hiss.  He kicked the snow from his boots and went inside.  The house felt warm and was 

perfectly quiet.  John put his lighter back in his work jacket and went to the kitchen cabinet above the 

fridge and filled his cup to the top.  He walked into the living room and sat in the reclining chair.  He 

thought about turning on the TV, but he liked the quiet and the sight of the Christmas lights he could see 

across the street.  

After his cup was empty, he carefully walked into the kitchen, rinsed it, and left it in the sink.  He 

made his way up the stairs holding onto the handrail and slipped into bed more clumsily than he had 

left.  McKellen stared at the ceiling and waited for sleep to come.  

He thought about the shots he had fired towards the car.  He could still hear the sound of the small 

diesel motor accelerating towards the checkpoint after Gardener fired the warning shots, then the 

deafening roar of a half dozen weapons halting the threat.  He nearly emptied his rifle magazine with 

measured, well aimed shots.  By the time the car rolled to a stop in the field off the road, it was riddled 

with holes.  The motor stalled, and the night was quiet again.  As he and another soldier approached 

with their rifles shouldered, he wondered whose bullets they were that had killed them.  He knew he’d 

never know for sure.  And he knew it didn’t matter either way.

          

           Third Place

            “Meeting the Father”

          by

           Kaileen Beckman

“He’s a Patriots fan. And don’t bring up politics, not at all, or my sister. They’re bickering about 

something, and it hasn’t died down yet. Oh, and make sure you get my door.”

“I was thinking I’d wait for you to get my door,” Charlie teases. 

Tess grins despite herself. “As much as I want to see my dad smite you on the spot…”

“How tall is your dad, like four-eleven?”

“Six-four actually.”

“Right,” Charlie drawls. “Well, I guess I can get your door this once.”

“How gentlemanly of you,” Tess laughs. 

Charlie turns right into the mall parking lot, making sure to do everything by the 1980’s driver’s 

education book. He uses his turn signal, hovers his foot over the break, and coasts around the curve so 

slowly a little old woman lays on her horn. Although Charlie knows it would be impossible for Mr. 

Clayborne to see his car, unless the fifty-something year-old was on the mall roof with a pair of binoculars, 

he still feels like he’s under the microscope. As if the father of his fiancé developed bionic vision the 

second he proposed. It could have something to do with not asking for the father’s permission. 
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Mrs. Clayborne is a short pudge of a woman; the dictionary definition of jolly. Her cheeks are 

streaked with pink from the unforgiving wind, but her smile is ear to ear when she sees them easing up 

to the curb. Her husband, a hardened wall of muscle and old fashioned values, is not smiling. Charlie 

wonders if making the sign of the cross would score him or lose him points. 

Before the car has even come to a full stop, Charlie is throwing it in park and practically dives over 

the hood to get Tess’s door. “Charlie!” Mrs. Clayborne exclaims, and he’s enveloped in polar fleece and 

the smell of brown sugar. Out of the corner of his eye, he sees Tess wrap her arms around her dad, but 

the steely eyes remain on Charlie. “Look at you! You must be taller! I bet you’re taller than Frank.” 

“Oh, please don’t,” Charlie silently begs. Mr. Clayborne’s eyes noticeably narrow. 

 “It’s good to see you again.” Charlie gives her a little squeeze and then separates from her to shake 

hands with her husband. “You as well, sir.” 

“Frank,” he utters gruffly.

Charlie’s bones are reshaped in the stiff handshake. When his hand is released he quickly seeks out 

Tess’s, and she rubs her thumb in circles over his. “Alright,” Mrs. Clayborne claps her hands, “we’ll be 

dress shopping if you boys need us. We’ll meet you in a couple hours.”

Charlie’s heart skips at the plurality of hours. 

Tess places a chaste kiss on Charlie’s cheek and then slips her hand out of his very unwilling one, 

shooting him a look that he hasn’t the slightest clue what it means. But she smiles and then pivots with 

her mom into the bridal shop behind them. 

For a moment, Charlie weighs the likelihood of Frank Clayborne murdering him in cold blood in front 

of a bridal shop. By the stiff set of Mr. Clayborne’s jaw, and the subtle curling and uncurling of his fist, it 

seems increasingly likely. 

“You hungry?”

He’s not in the slightest; in fact, his appetite is M.I.A for the second time in his life (the first being 

when he proposed). Given the option, Charlie would rather propose a thousand more times to Tess than 

get lunch with Mr. Clayborne right now, but he nods anyway. This is for Tess. Also, if he said no, the 

scale would have plummeted on the side of being murdered. 

The short hop to Chili’s is painfully silent. The ten minute wait in the lobby is worse. Relief blessedly 

comes when their baby-faced waitress speaks. Her name is Mia, and she doesn’t judge Charlie for 

ordering a water the way Mr. Clayborne does. It’s one o’clock, and he’s drinking a beer while thumbing 

through the menu. Charlie notices Mr. Clayborne isn’t reading but rather has bookmarked the red meat 

page with his silverware. Once he’s done that, he interlaces his fingers over his stomach and stares 

down his future son-in-law. His hands are tan and calloused from decades of work, and Charlie can see 

enough scars to be veins crisscrossing over every knuckle. He’s suddenly hyper aware of the steak knife 

just inches from those hands. 

He should say something. What that something is, he doesn’t know. But as the seconds tick by, the 

air is getting thicker and thicker, and he thinks Mr. Clayborne’s face is turning red. Charlie parts his lips, 
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and Mr. Clayborne reaches into his coat pocket. It’s not flashes of his life passing before his eyes but 

scenes from The Godfather and Goodfellas. They come to an anticlimactic halt though when it’s not a 

gun but a wallet that Mr. Clayborne pulls from his pocket. From this, he takes a small stack of singles that 

he subsequently places on the edge of the table. One of Charlie’s thick eyebrows raises. “This is her tip,” 

Mr. Clayborne says, nodding to the waitress, Mia, who is busy at another table. That’s all the explanation 

he gives.

Although Tess didn’t say so, Charlie is pretty sure the wedding is another topic that should be 

steered clear of. So instead, he swims his gaze around to the TV over the bar where a Dodge ad is 

playing. He points it out to Mr. Clayborne. “I was thinking about getting a Dodge, but you know, I always 

saw myself as more of a charge man.” He grins, wordlessly begging for pity. Mr. Clayborne’s face is an 

emotionless hard slab of meat. “So, maybe a Charger…” 

“Are you working?”

Charlie lights up with the chance at redemption. “I am. I’m a business analyst at a firm downtown. It’s 

a pretty big company; we do some international stuff.”

“But you don’t.” It’s not a question.

There are alarms ringing in Charlie’s head. The same ones that go off when Tess says, “Go ahead. 

It’s fine.” He swallows thickly. “No, I work in a different department. I—I look at the business as a whole… 

document processes, projects…”

“So you’re an intern with a title.” Also not a question.

“I…yes, yes I am.”

The silence between them this time lasts through ordering all the way until the food arrives. Charlie 

takes a second stab at conversation, but it quickly gets away from him and somehow he ends up talking 

about his ex, a girl he cringingly mentions has curly hair like Tess. He doesn’t try again.

At first, Charlie doesn’t catch the slight movement, because he’s so preoccupied trying to find a way 

to gain favor with Tess’s father, but then when the baby behind them lets out a particularly shrill cry, he 

sees Mr. Clayborne pluck one of the dollars from the stack. He does it again when Mia accidentally 

bumps the table trying to squeeze around a family pulling on their jackets. And when Mia spills pouring 

Charlie more water, he takes away two dollars. Charlie watches with a growing uneasiness as dollar after 

dollar is removed from the tip for reasons seemingly as trivial as the blinds not being pulled, or Mia 

taking more than a minute to return with split checks. Mr. Clayborne pays with a card and makes a single 

loop with his hand, a zero dollar tip. On the table there are only used napkins and Charlie’s straw 

wrapper. All throughout the meal, Mr. Clayborne had been staring Charlie down hard, peeling away 

layers with his prosecuting gaze. Now his eyes are digging into the bone marrow, and it is incredibly 

apparent to Charlie that this is a test. 

Mia is a sweet girl, probably only doing this waitress thing for a little extra spending money. She’s 

not the best waitress but not even close to what Charlie would call a bad one. Any other day he would 

tip her the usual twenty percent. But here is his future father-in-law. The man that surely can, and is 
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signaling he surely will, make his life hell forever. In the three years he has dated Tess, they have 

connected over nothing, and there has never been a moment where Mr. Clayborne has shown anything 

other than dissatisfaction towards him. It’s a slim chance, but this could be it. The beginning of a 

relationship. 

Charlie says goodbye to that whim as he tips forty percent. There’s no hiding this fact; he leaves the 

receipt on the table in clear view of Mr. Clayborne, awaiting verbal beheading.

Mr. Clayborne brushes one greying eyebrow with his thumb, then he rests his hand under his chin. 

Charlie begins mentally preparing how he’ll tell Tess.

“A man—” Mr. Clayborne begins and Charlie knows it’s going to be a sucker punch. He never says 

much, but you don’t need a lot of bullets to kill someone. “A man thinks for himself.” Charlie suspiciously 

perks up like a bloodhound that’s just caught a scent. “That’s the kind of man I’d like to marry my 

daughter. A man who is failing in every way but still won’t be pressured to do what’s wrong. A man that 

knows a woman thinks for herself, and he respects that.” Then Mr. Clayborne, the most hardass man 

Charlie has ever met, smiles and smiles big enough to lift the edges of his moustache. Completely shell 

shocked, it’s all Charlie can do to keep his mouth closed as Mr. Clayborne again takes out his wallet and 

replaces the stack of singles. “Come on,” he nods, tugging on his coat. “Let’s go get the girls.”

Charlie scrambles up beside him, feeling like a kid on Christmas. He turns, about to go skipping out 

of Chili’s, when a thick hand falls on his shoulder. “I would have liked you to ask me to marry my baby girl 

though.”

Cupping the back of his neck, Charlie hesitantly twists back around. “Yeah…”

Honorable Mention

”What Little Ears Shouldn’t Hear”

by

Marissa Henkel

I lean on the kitchen counter, staring out the window into the backyard. I can see my niece in a light 

purple dress, playing in the small wooden sandbox. She talks animatedly to the air around her, to the 

friends I can’t ever see, but she sees them often and speaks of them fondly. I reach over for the timer to 

see how long the chicken nuggets have left in the oven. I cock my head to listen for sounds of my 

nephews who are napping in my brother’s old bedroom, but there’s no sound from them. They’re still 

fast asleep.

I hear the creak as the backdoor opens. “I thought you said your mom would be back to take over 

babysitting,” Laurel says.

I roll my eyes. “I know. She said she’d be back over an hour ago. I’m getting worried.”
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Laurel scrapes the legs of one of the chairs, as she sits down at the table. “Getting worried 

something happened, or getting worried you won’t be able to handle having four kids all by yourself?”

“I’m doing just fine by myself.” 

“How long have you been watching them alone?” she asks.

“Three hours.”

“And how long have the two in the other room been asleep?”

“Two hours, but I have all three boys. I wasn’t supposed to have the baby too, but my brother 

dropped him off too.” I sigh and shake my head. “I’m not sure how I’ll handle all four of them once the 

boys are up.”

The timer shrills loudly, and I rush to grab a pair of oven mitts from one of the many wooden drawers 

along the counter. I shove the mitts on my hands and rush to open the oven and extract the tray of 

chicken nuggets. I hope they aren’t burnt, because the kids might not eat them if they are. I set the pan 

on the counter and rush back to the oven to turn it off. I run back to the window and knock on it, so my 

niece knows it’s almost time for dinner.

“So, why did your brother dump the kids on you guys this time?” Laurel asks, reminding me that 

she’s here. 

I shrug. “He says he’s out looking for a job, and my sister-in-law is at work.” I turn towards the fridge. 

I have to get out ketchup for the little ones, ranch for my niece, and juice boxes for all of them. There’s 

something else too. I wrack my brain to remember what else my mom told me we’d need to have out for 

their dinner.

“You don’t believe that do you?” 

“Huh?” I respond, grasping the ketchup and ranch bottles in one hand and balancing the juice boxes 

in the other.

“You don’t believe he’s looking for a job at this time of day, do you?”

“Do you?”

Laurel shakes her head. “I know he’s not.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I do,” she insists. “I drove by The Porcelain Doll on my way over here. I know what his truck looks 

like, and it was there in the parking lot. I saw him too.”

I keep my hands steady but set the bottles on the table with a little more force than I mean to, which 

leads me to losing my grip on the juice boxes. They tumble to the floor. Laurel bends over to pick them 

up. “Was he…?” I start. 

She sighs and gives me an apologetic look. “Well, there was a needle in his arm if that tells you 

anything.”

I grimace. “I should’ve expected nothing less. He has his priorities.”

“I’m sorry, Anna,” Laurel says. “I know everyone really thought he changed this time.” 

“I’m sorry too.” I go back over to the window. “I’m sorry my sister-in-law stays with him for the kids. 
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I’m sorry he isn’t around. I’m sorry it’s my fault it happened.” I watch my niece happily play in the 

sandbox. She turns over a bucket, probably in an attempt to make a castle. “These kids don’t deserve to 

live with it. With any of it.”

“Anna, nothing that happened was your fault.”

I shake my head. “Try telling him that.” I watch my niece use her shovel to flatten the pile of sand she 

made with the bucket. She turns as if talking to one of her imaginary friends. “He doesn’t see how he’s 

missing their lives.”

“Like he missed yours?”

I grip the counter tightly, trying to not react. “He didn’t have a choice in the matter. He was in prison. 

You know that.”

I hear the chair legs scrape against the floor as Laurel stands up. I feel her hand rest on my shoulder. 

“I do. But I know that you aren’t the reason he was there. You weren’t the one he hurt at all. You can’t 

say you’ll ever know for certain if he did do something or if it was someone else. Either way, you had to 

learn to live without him, just like your sister-in-law did when your niece was born.”

I grimace. “It’s disgusting though. She’s nine-years-old now. Three years ago she was telling her 

classmates that her daddy couldn’t come to Parent’s Day because he was in prison. She was only six 

and knew that. How long until she figures out what he’s been doing? How long until she finds out what 

he went away for? How long until the boys are old enough to find all this out themselves?”

“How and when they find out isn’t something you can control.”

I look down at my hands before glancing at the cooling pan of chicken nuggets. They’re probably 

cooled off enough at this point. “It’s not the how and when I’m concerned about,” I say slowly as I grab a 

bowl to dump the chicken nuggets into. They fall easily from the pan into the bowl. Luckily none of them 

fall to the floor. There’s still something clawing at the back of my head that I feel like I’m forgetting. The 

more I try to think what I’ve forgotten to do, the less certain I am as to what it might be. “I just don’t want 

them to blame me too.”

Laurel turns to gaze out the window. “They can’t blame you. If you saw him hurt anyone, you 

would’ve been too young to remember. You were younger than your niece is now. You can’t keep 

blaming yourself.”

I place the bowl on the table. I slide the bottles of ranch and ketchup around, trying to figure out the 

perfect spot to put them. “The court thought I was old enough to remember what happened,” I point out.

I can practically sense Laurel roll her eyes. “But they never made you testify.”

“My mom thinks that it would’ve been too traumatizing for me, and that anyone who would’ve called 

me up to testify would’ve looked bad.”

“Well, yeah, you were a little kid. You should’ve been in school, not dealing with a legal battle,” she 

exhales loudly. I momentarily pause in my movement of the bottles. “You know what I think?”

I shake my head. “I’m sure you’ll tell me anyways. You always do.”

“True,” she replies. There’s a momentary pause. “I think that your brother puts the blame on you, 
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because he couldn’t prove he was innocent. So instead of proving he was innocent, he blamed you, so it 

wasn’t his fault for being found guilty.” I open my mouth to respond, but Laurel keeps talking. “That’s not 

me saying he did or didn’t do anything. I just think he wants to avoid taking any blame for what 

happened, so he passed it onto you. He being in prison isn’t your burden to feel guilty for, and I wish I 

could help you forget that guilt.”  

I don’t know what to say in response, so I say the only thing that I can think of. “So, are you staying 

for dinner?” Laurel nods and sits back down at the table.

Then what I forgot hits me. “Milk! I have to make the baby’s milk.” I go to the cereal cabinet. It’s not 

hard to find the can of formula amongst the cereal boxes. I quickly start to make the bottle of milk. “My 

mom said I should make a bottle while the kids were sleeping, so I wasn’t trying to do ten things at 

once.”

“I’m glad you remembered,” Laurel says.

I sigh. “Sometimes it would be nice to forget though.” I lean forward and tap more loudly on the 

window this time. I see my niece look up and rush to get out of the sandbox. I say no more on the 

subject as the backdoor opens. After all, this isn’t the sort of conversation little ears need to hear.
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First Place

“Talman’s Moment”

by

Dr. George Miller

Men [People] are disturbed not by things, but the views which they take of things. Thus death 

is nothing terrible…But the terror consists in our notion of death, that it is terrible. 

                                                                                                                             Epictetus, The Enchiridion

I had always been scared to death of death.

As my grandmother, an obese woman who defied diabetes by chugging chocolate milkshakes, lay 

dying, I invented an elaborate OCD bedtime ritual lasting precisely 60 minutes. I had to touch 

everything in the room—the bookshelves, bed, dresser, TV, and pictures on the wall—in just the right 

order with just the right touch each night before I went to sleep, presuming this ritual would save 

Grandma. It didn’t and I just ended up annoying the living crap out of my two brothers with whom I 

shared a room—they wanted to kill me. When my grandfather died seven years later, I went to pieces. I 

simply stopped attending my classes and became the proud recipient of three F’s on my college 

transcript. 

As an adult, I stayed miles away from wakes, funerals, or events with the scent of death in 

conversations. Then, my youngest brother got sick. Really sick with something the doctors would only 

diagnose after the autopsy: Multiple System Atrophy; rare and aggressive, a protein buildup in the brain 

that basically shuts down each bodily function and allows for about a five-year life expectancy from its 

onset. A real asshole of a disease.

Talman’s unofficial pre-funeral began in earnest shortly after he got the disease, and when my 

elderly parents couldn’t handle him anymore after he started falling and we had to put him in a nursing 

home. People talked to him as if they were eulogizing him, singing his praises. They spoke in hushed, 

compassionate tones with tears forming in their eyes.

I lived halfway across the country at that time, having spiritually evolved from a type 2 Oedipal 

complex to a teenage inferiority complex, from there to suburban despair peppered with a dash of 

anomie, and then to survivor’s guilt. While never achieving ne’er do well or black sheep of the family 

status, I had earned a solid reputation for underachievement, as attested by two half-hearted marriages 

and a resume´ that had so many starts and stops it had skid marks on it.  When I arrived at the nursing 

home, I found my shrunken but still sharp-as-a-tack brother among comrades in arms, scratching chairs 

like cats, screaming for help and then forgetting they screamed for help, accusing each other of theft, 

and saying awful things about the mostly African-American staff. By that time, he couldn’t speak and 
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had to point to the letters on a piece of paper, but I knew—anybody knew—he just had to get out of the 

stink and dingy light into the sunshine and the honeysuckled scented fresh air. Everybody gathered in 

Talman’s small room, and the conversation always revolved around how much he ate and how he felt. It 

was always strained without a single joke or hint of joy. After several life-numbing days of this, I queried 

about the possibility of taking him out.

“He’s not allowed to go in the car,” Mom warned me. “They’re afraid he’ll fall getting in and out.”

“But he can go out in a wheelchair?” I wondered.

She nodded. 

“I could take him anywhere,” I asserted with a shit-eatin’ grin.

“I guess,” she said, suspiciously. “You’re not going to take him too far, are you?”

“I’m not going to continue with the funeral,” I stated.

“What are you going to give him then?” she asked.

“I don’t know yet,” I replied, “but we’re not going to worship nothingness.” 

These wheelchair outings were Talman’s pilgrimages, the old neighborhood his mecca, and the 

moment his manna. For several months, pushing my brother’s wheelchair on was a familiar sight on Old 

Court Road, so much so people posted photos of us on Instagram. 

In the old neighborhood on humid spring and then summer days, I pushed him in his wheelchair up 

and down the rolling Maryland hills. So that he wouldn’t fall out of his wheelchair, I strapped him in with 

a bungee cord. As my brother got weaker sitting in his chair and his glasses played a more prominent 

role on his narrowing face, I got stronger from hauling him up and down the steep inclines. I brought 

along his letter chart, so he could point at letters, so we could communicate when we stopped for 

breaks, but his hand was so shaky it was hard to know which letter he was pointing to. I was his Virgil; I 

was his Herodotus; and most importantly, I was his Comedy Central. Our first stop on the pilgrimage was 

our childhood home.

“This is a prime example of being aesthetically challenged,” I began. “Note the purple roof and red 

shutters and the facsimile of the yellow brick road that circles the house. Nothing like when we lived 

there in an era of fine frescoes, porticos, and colonnades. Now, of course, a trip home would not be 

complete without seeing the conscientiously challenged neighbor, Mr. Pilfer, practice the art of thievery. 

“Just borrowing,” the now-old man with a walker mouths, as he hoists a bag of mulch over his shoulders. 

Have you no shame? Have you no shame? I guess not. Across the street and coming toward us like a bat 

out of hell is the Mrs. Robinson knockoff, Mrs. Pikesville, who is suddenly beginning to recognize us as 

the prey that got away. Before she breathes her last breath on us, time to fly like an eagle. It’s time to 

make our way up Scotts Level Road, a misnomer if there ever was one, because it’s at the same time 

unevenly paved and hilly.

“This final stretch used to be like climbing Mount Everest when we were kids. It’s really not that 

steep. Everything around here looks less, less fearsome, less ominous, when you come back later—

when you come back after you’ve seen other things. Then, the streets and houses look smaller, your 
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parents are no longer gods, and life is not as rosy as you presumed. But your fears are diminished 

too—don’t you think, Talman? And there, around the bend in the road, we encounter the place where 

the nucleus of our character was formed—at Irksome Elementary School. The fond memories for both of 

us cannot be overstated. Being forced to stand each day at attention on the silver line by the barking 

principal whose constantly blinking eyes we hoped were not batting; you hitting the ball over that fence 

for a grand slam and me taking credit for your success; me peeing in my pants in second grade and 

trying to explain to a classmate why the snow under my seat was saffron; the girl in your class who stuck 

her finger down her throat and told the teacher she couldn’t figure out why she threw up and then just 

about had a heart attack when the school was burning down while the rest of the kids cheered; the male 

teacher whose fly found a way to stay unzipped, thus earning him the nickname, Jack the Zipper; you 

drinking from that water fountain and getting dysentery; playing spin the bottle and the girls preferring 

to kiss the bottle rather than me.

“So as not to overstay our welcome, let’s sachet down Memoryloss Lane and head toward the 

dementia sanatorium, Talman, such a nice, cheery place. Let’s stop here for a minute, so you can drink 

some Coke and cool off, and I can figure out what road we’re on because for the life of me, with these 

new curbs and shrubbery, it doesn’t look familiar to me anymore. And who is this man in camouflage 

with a nice, poufy haircut who comes to greet us?”

“Sir, this is a gated community,” he said. 

“Didn’t know that,” I said. “Back in the day it used to be a dementia sanatorium.”

“’You didn’t see the gates?” he asked.

‘‘What gates? “

“At the guardhouse,” he said, reaching under his vest.

“I am not here to rob any houses,” I said. “Although my brother, and you’d know this from disability 

profiling, intends to climb through windows and steal the zirconium necklaces of women on fixed 

incomes.”

“You’ll have to leave,” the community watchman insisted. 

“What’s this, hallowed ground?” I asked. “Can’t I just push him around in here? We’re not hurting 

anyone.”

“You don’t belong here,” he said. “We’re strict about expelling trespassers, and quickly.”

After the rebuff, my arms felt dead and Talman looked drained. We trudged back to the nursing 

home. This ended our first of six pilgrimages Talman and I took over the last six months of his life. Each 

time when I left him at the nursing home, we pounded fists, and I kissed him on the forehead and took 

off for the airport. I never knew whether it would be the last time.

“What have you been doing to your brother?” my mother phoned me, as I sat strapped into my seat 

while the plane waited on the tarmac.

“I didn’t do anything,” I said, giving my standard line of denial. “If you want any other information 

from me, you’ll have to speak to my attorney.”
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“Well, you did do something,” Mom responded.

“I didn’t,” I protested. “I’m always the one who gets blamed.”

“He’s better after seeing you, more relaxed,” Mom said. “You helped your brother!”

“Don’t sound so surprised,” I replied. “Deep down, I really love Abel.”

Our conversation continued about fifteen minutes. What I didn’t tell Mom was something I read in Jet 

Mall Magazine, which I discovered while putting some trash in the backseat pocket:

Death is an idea as much as a privation of life. Death will take all of you eventually, but 

we don’t have to allow the idea of death to occupy a permanent space in our minds. Like 

the dreaded school year starting in fall, death will come soon enough, but while it is 

summer I am going to play baseball from dawn to dusk, stay out all night and find girls to 

make out with, and fix my eyes on stars above me, and feel my heart beating within. Our 

blessing is the moment. We can be in it. It’s our pearly gated community. It’s where we 

fully and truly are; it’s where we fully and truly are free; it’s where we fully and truly are 

fearless.

Second Place

“A Paradise of Your Own”

by

Joseph Kurpiel

Frederick banged on his lab director’s door. It had grown late and, in order to return the next day to 

produce at least the same frustrating results, he needed to get some Chinese and at least five hours of 

sleep in his own bed. First, he had to drop off today’s results before he could leave.

No answer. He pounded again. After several impatient seconds of thinking of crab rangoon and 

kung pao shrimp, Frederick did something highly frowned upon. He went right in. 

“Claire,” he said as he entered the empty room. Where could she have gone? His work station was in 

the direct line of sight of her door. From the moment he got back to his station after lunch, she hadn’t 

stepped out of her office for a second. He had spoken with her only a few hours ago in this office. At the 

time, she sat behind her now vacant desk dictating the staff activities for the remainder of the day. Odd, 

he never noticed that painting of a mountain on her back wall.

He had worked hard enough for one day and started questioning his reality. The only cure would be 

pan fried noodles and rest. He simply dropped the papers on her desk and left the room.

He collected some work to take home and shoved it in the bag dangling over his chair. As he bent 

forward across the back of the chair to shut down his computer for the evening, he didn’t notice the 
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weight of his stomach guide the bag strap on to the floor. The papers showered everywhere. “Damn it,” 

he muttered and got to his knees. 

“Hey, Fred,” the stern, feminine voice of his boss called him.

Alarmed, he forgot about his papers and instinctually answered Claire. He also forgot the solid 

properties of the bottom of his desk and slammed the back of his head on it. “Damn it,” he muttered for 

the second time in less than thirty seconds. 

“Do you have today’s results?” 

“Of course I do. Where have you been?”

“In my office, of course,” she answered. 

Fred rubbed his head wondering where he was. “Your office?” 

“Yeah, you know that room I work in?”

“Were you there just a minute ago?”

“I’ve been there all afternoon. Now, where are the data?”

Fred ignored her demands. He’d answer both of the questions in a minute. He stormed past her into 

her office. Good, he wasn’t losing his mind. The data were still on her desk where he left them. He 

handed them to her. “I tried to give these to you a minute ago, but you weren’t…”

“You came into my office?” she asked with disapproval. “You know to never do that.”

“Why did you lie about where you were?”

“I didn’t,” she denied with grave earnest. “I was here.”

“Were you hiding something then?” He paced the room, sardonically lifting up and looking under 

anything he could. “Where could it be?  Maybe in your briefcase?” He suggested, realizing it was one of 

the few places he left unturned.

“Don’t…” she tried to stop him, but he had already flipped the latches and the lid. 

Fred stuttered when he saw a strange device in her case. “Claire, what is this?”

She snapped the case closed. “It’s nothing.”

“Why is it in your case? Are you stealing technology?”

“I would never!” She denied with grit. “It’s a project I have been experimenting with.”

“Why don’t you tell me about it?”

“I can’t.”

“I’ll go to Coleman. I’ll tell him about your project.”

She was silent. He was not meant to see this. No one was. Nonetheless, someone had. She had no 

other choice. “It’d be better if I showed you.” She plugged the small, circular object into her computer 

and pointed its lens at an empty wall. It lit up with a burning image of a vast green grove with a single fat 

tree in the middle of it. “Come on,” she said, as she herded him to the wall.

“Didn’t you have a painting on that wall?” was all he thought to ask. She grabbed him by the wrist 

and pulled him through. He looked through the door shaped image of her office. “Wha?”

“What is this place?” she asked for him. “This is a field near the home I grew up in. I rebuilt it from 

Faculty, Staff, and A
lum

ni Fiction



48

how I remembered it, right down to the chirping of the birds. Every inch, sound, smell, taste, and feel of 

this world was designed by me to the standards I desired. Get in.”

“Get…” 

She walked to the other side of the portal where a sleek, dark blue Porsche Cayenne was waiting for 

them. “Ok.” He understood and got in the front seat. 

Claire drove them through the countryside around the base of the mountain he saw in the mistaken 

painting. They had been driving for less than twenty minutes when the scenery shifted from a warm, 

sunny meadow into the base of a frozen mountain the size of Mount Eugene. Fred’s jaw dropped at the 

scale of it. “You built this?”

“Every inch.”

“How big is this place?”

“It’s the size of Texas but has every climate on the face of the Earth. It has islands, tropical forests, 

deserts, plains, swamps. Yada, yada. Everything.”

“Are you planning to show me every one of them?”

“I don’t plan to keep you that long. I just want to show you one place in particular.”

It took them an hour to round the base of the mountain. Her roads were perfectly paved, as was 

every edge of each rock, every follicle of every leaf, and the curve of every cloud floating in the air. All of 

it was masterfully written by the woman sitting next to him. It was an incredible spectacle of engineering. 

He knew she was brilliant, but he never knew how true that was until he saw the landscape of her mind 

displayed before him. 

Nearly thirty minutes beyond the base of the mountain, they approached a wooden bridge that 

expanded deep into a fog that made the other side unforeseeable. The bridge was sturdy enough to 

hold the weight of the Cayenne on their travel. On the other side was a cabin engulfed by a large porch 

that looked into the mountainside. Behind the cabin were acres of redwoods. 

“What is this place?” Fred asked.

She said, parking the car, “It’s my sanctuary away from the bullshit of the world.”

“So, that’s what this is. Just a private escape?” 

“Not here, particularly.” She led him to a shrine behind her home. It smelled of lilacs. There weren’t 

any growing around the gazebo, nor were there any candles to imitate the scent. It was an artificial 

manifestation of hers. “The world has always been trying to rip itself apart. Never before did it have the 

means to do it. Sure we’ve had nukes out our asses for the last ninety years, but nobody actually wanted 

to push the button. Good God, we found other ways to do it from destroying each other online over 

coffee cups to fighting each other in the streets, because nobody can agree on which way to go. And by 

doing so, we’ve lost our way. We’re willing to sacrifice everything on this planet for no God damn reason. 

We don’t even have to.” 

“What do you call that?” Fred pointed back to the Cayenne. 

“There’s not a drop of fossil fuel in that. It’s entirely run on solar power.”
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“Fantastic. Now I know if I ever need to find you, I’ll check into your personal fantasy.” 

“It’s more than that, Frederick.” She withdrew a spyglass from her jacket pocket, extended it, and 

handed it to him. “Look.” She pointed to the island beyond the coast. He did as she said and lost all of 

his breath.

“Are those…polar bears? They went extinct ten years ago.”

“I bartered with a friend of mine for their DNA. Right now there are twelve of them on that island. In 

time, there can be more.”

“Claire. This is incredible. Do you know what we can do with this kind of technology? No more 

fighting over water or oil—or land. Finally, humanity has a chance at peace.”

“Humanity will never know about this,” she gravely told him. “As long as I have a say, humanity won’t 

have a chance to bastardize this, as it has done with everything else.”

Fred was silent. He saw possibilities with this. A way to end all of the world’s problems and selfishly 

she sought to keep it as her personal playland. “We could do so much…”

“The government hears about this and the first thing they’ll do is sanction it, and then they’ll use it as 

a weapon. They care more about guns and telling people what to do with their lives than extinct species 

like those,” she said, as she jutted a boney finger at the polar bears doing belly flops off the iceberg she 

built for them. “I wish you hadn’t seen this, Frederick, but I wanted you to understand the sensitivity of 

this matter. Please don’t tell anyone. The world isn’t ready for this.”

Claire drove him another two hours back to the doorway, as she called it. “I’ll see you in the 

morning,” she said, as he got out of the car. 

Back in his reality, he stared into the vast green of the grove. How could she deny the world such 

creation? Despite forming her own world, she was not God. She had no right. Fitfully, he unplugged the 

projector from the computer, and the wall went dark. He saw an icon on her computer screen titled 

“Beta Reality” and quickly snuffed it into the garbage. It was no longer her right to decide for the world. 

That was all his.

Third Place

“Chaser”

by

Michael Cotter                  

What is there to say really? We just went out for a drink—me, Matt, and Dan. We were going to just 

do pizza and beers at that small pizza place across the street. I mean it kind of tastes like cardboard, 

but it’s cheap and usually pretty empty—maybe because of the cardboard thing. They got on me about 

routines—how I have to be more spontaneous and “live a little,” just like every stupid TV dramedy on 
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those lame ass channels like The CW, or something thats target audience is “girls: 18-30” and “single 

old women who wish they were still girls: 18-30.” Anyway, that’s how we ended up in that bar, and I 

guess that’s how I met her.

She was subtly dangerous—the kind you can’t run from, because when you notice the danger 

you’re already too close. I never stood a chance against her. She was positioned perfectly across 

from me—with the eye glances that could either be directly at me or explained away as looking 

beyond me. She shot whiskey like water—no wince, no reaction at all honestly, just the slow 

disappearance of caramel between her Coca-Cola red lips. She didn’t even have to put her glass 

down forcefully. It just went down like you’d imagine a cliché southern woman drinking sweet tea. 

She was the divergent but still beautiful—damn she was beautiful. She had hair like embers—not the 

bright ones fresh from a fire, but the ones just barely burning before they turn to ash—a dark warm 

auburn that ran in rivers down her back.

Maybe we over served ourselves. Maybe I had just enough. Whatever force came over me, I made 

my way across the bar. Somehow through the blur that was my world, I was Tarzan—weaving myself 

through a moving forest of people. Unable to think of an actual introduction after finally getting there, 

she smirked and looked from her glass to me and said, “It’s Megan. My name is Megan.” I laughed as 

though I’d never heard a joke before. It was just an awkward burst of confused laughter as though there 

was a language barrier. I was dumb. She had me and she knew it.

They say girls like the chase. That they want the boy to do the work. At least that’s what we’re 

taught in “How to Be a Boy 101. Right?” My dad wasn’t around a lot to teach me much of that. I had 

some substitutes—uncles, friends, and friends’ dads who I’d pick up some tips from here and there. 

Maybe I had misunderstood—Megan made me feel as though I might have. She made it effortless. I 

walked over and stood next to her and I was in. She ordered another shot—two this time—and I just 

smiled.

I wish I could say we talked—that we picked each other’s brains and found shreds of similarities 

that we could use to knit ourselves together, but honestly I don’t remember much. There are bursts 

that come to mind—I remember I asked why she was at the bar alone, and she quickly and 

confidently said she didn’t know she was, as she locked her eyes into mine. Oh God, and the DJ 

played Dave Matthews Band, and I booed his choice, but then I ultimately sang “Ants Marching,” 

because it made Megan laugh. I tried to ask what she does, and maybe it was too loud, and maybe 

she misunderstood, but she said she was having fun. And then we ordered a round for the whole bar 

—well, I should say after looking at my bank statement, I ordered a round for the bar. Thank God it 

wasn’t too busy—maybe DJ Dave’s picks made everyone snap out of their Thursday night hazes and 

remember they have better things to do, or that they work in a few hours. I know I worked in a few 

hours, but I didn’t care. Time melted with Megan.

After the round of shots, I remember fighting my way to the bathroom. I don’t think there was 

anything to get in my way other than my drunk legs. After I came back, slightly more together, thanks 
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to the bright lights and trek, Megan was gone. Our shot glasses were sitting in the middle of the bar. I 

hoped she’d gone to the bathroom, but after a few minutes of waiting, I knew she hadn’t. I sat back on 

the stool that was next to hers and ordered another shot of whiskey. This time I didn’t wince either.

Matt and Dan were long gone—probably tired or probably just tired of seeing me make an ass of 

myself. I walked out of the dark bar, got my phone from my pocket, and ordered an Uber. I don’t know 

how she did what she did. She managed to infect me—alter me. I stood on the corner, waiting in the 

cold for my Uber, grinning like a drunk asshole, thinking that I’d find her again in this bar and I was 

meant to meet her. She’d be great with the guys, and mom would only tell me how she’s “darling.” 

Standing there, basically picking out the minivan in my mind for our kids to got to soccer practice in, 

my phone vibrated with a notification saying my Uber is no longer in route. That’s when I opened the 

app up, and it said my car wouldn’t come because of an error with my account.

I looked over my information, but it looked fine, I guess—the few letters I could make out did at 

least. Mind you, I am also the one who spent an hour trying to log into Facebook once but ended up 

just resetting my password nine times, because I was too drunk to hit the “home” button. I was done 

waiting in the cold. I walked down the block to a cab and took it the few blocks home.  When I went to 

get my cash out of my wallet it was gone. I apologized up and down, swearing I didn’t know I didn’t 

have it. The driver was pissed, but I had nothing. I called the bar…no wallet. I checked my coat pockets 

and patted my jeans again but nothing. Last I remember having it was pulling it out when I ordered 

the round of shots. I fished into my jeans pockets and there, in the bottom of my back pocket 

smashed from my frantic hands searching desperately in the back of the cab was something, a white 

napkin—stained with red lips and the smell of whiskey.

It wasn’t until much later, maybe until this moment even, that I noticed it was never we but always 

her. She was in control at all times, and that included being in control of me. Megan was the shot—I 

was the chaser. She was the burn, the high, the one money was shelled out for, and the one everyone 

ordered first. The one who buzzed in your brain like microwaves and turned a room into a 

kaleidoscope. Addictive. A rush… and that’s all I know about her, Officer.

She was a girl—completely intoxicating and maybe named Megan… Is it weird 

that I’m smiling?
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First Place

“bare: a bout-rimes”

by

Zakiya Cowan

cocooned in sandpaper hands, bruises

brand me. you medicate me with a tablespoon

of cerulean serenity, yet you brush

me away with scarring mauve. living rooms

radiate with your absence. pleasure

becomes a leaf

by wind, weathered

until it becomes like the lifeless words resting on your teeth.

xiphoid process, manubrium, sternum, ribs cave

in. chapped lips purse, pucker, peel

away at my skin. we weave

arms, legs, hands, hair; we are a string of pearls.

we become a Marvin Gaye or Luther Vandross song

spewed out of a dirty mouth; words morphed by a wicked tongue.

Student Poetry
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Second Place

“Casting Call for a Cyanide Bride”

by

Carrera Powell

When liquor destroyed our will to communicate,

and the room peeled to sepia,

each hour could be pooled in tablespoons.

Living rooms turn to

soundproof tombs.

The mongrel, fur of copper blood,

dropped me to the pillow,

and ate his pleasure through a straw.

A salamander fat with pervasive pleasure.

His raspberry rope lips,

his breath, weed and rum,

his rough shadow’s silhouette

bowed over, making millions of wood cuts.

His missing brothers’ praise, abrasive,

like shallow bee stings.

My crushed corpse’s shallow skull pooled beneath me.

Light unraveled, overdosed.
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Third Place

“Steel Tone” (a cento)

by

Kayla Chambers

 

How cold steel is.

How it will shine

in the eyes,

bare and bright like razors.

Blade perfectly formed, end to end,

and keen with the hunger for a dark

spot on a lung.

How it will move,

metal tendrils reaching, hard

as bone. Breaking loose in people’s chests, 

silent swinging with the sharpness 

of winter sleep. A winning wave

wiped the life from the cool dawn,

like a dial tone from our bodies.

 

Sources:

Robert Frost, David Barker, Philip Appleman, Tony Hoagland, Sharon Olds, Roger Bonair, Nick Laird,   

      Grace Paley, Tony Hoagland, Adam J. Ruben, Claudia Rankine, B. H. Fairchild, and Thom Gunn

Student Po
etry



56

Honorable Mention

“Inhale, Exhale”

by

Ava Flores

Even though you suffocated me,

filled my lungs with the dirt

of your lies and our mistakes,

flowers will bloom 

in the darkest of places

with the petals of someone else’s love,

and I will keep breathing.

Honorable Mention

“Black Hair”

by

Brianna Peoples

Black hair, oh, black hair, what am I going to do with…

Your rough lining that pains my mind,

That treads the line between love and hate;

The rough lining that drenches my neck with every step I take toward progress?

Black hair, oh, black hair, did you know you…

Make me smile when you stand strong against

The winds of change and change of personality;

Make me smile when you’re humble in front of compliments and proud of your elegance?

Black hair, oh, black hair, why do you constantly…

Puff up every time the heat gets to be too much;

Puff up like the African bush that your ancestors were once proud of

But were forced to abandon in body and mind?

Black hair, oh, black hair, can you believe that you…

Have the power to make waves, create curls of bouncy perfection,
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And straighten out even the tightest kink;

Have the power to build up confidence with your HAIRitage?

Black hair, oh, black hair, do you know you…

Break when frustrations and forgetfulness battle

With the strength and conviction of long-held tradition;

Break when the reality of pain, depression and rejection become too hard to bear?

Black hair, oh, black hair, what am I going to do with…

The fact that you’re so rich in pain, struggle, triumph and success;

The fact that history, black, white and brown is etched in every strand?

Black hair, oh, black hair, I believe…you’re my connection.

Student Po
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First Place

 “First”

 by

 Michael Cotter

You were classic—a James Dean, complete 

with leather jacket, stuck in a John Hughes movie

at a homecoming game with tension 

building beneath the beams of

light on aluminum bleachers.

Autumn leaves brawling in the breeze.

I couldn’t even comprehend the score 

with you being just one seat over

two rows down—knowing that I had to know you 

and after days of social media stalking and

I thought that was you, we met and I wasn’t the same—

And, in all honesty, I’m still not.

Cassette tapes and sweatpants. 

Midnight drives and notes 

with handwriting of lace.

The first day you said I was different

all because I chose to listen to

the Mamas & the Papas over the radio.

We ate cheap pizza with too much dough 

and you laughed because I spoke of Taylor Swift

songs as though they were Shakespearian sonnets.

We snuck into movies that mocked the very Brat Pack 

that we subconsciously were and I was afraid

to hold your hand in the dark.
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Your car and your leather jacket 

laden with the smells of menthol 

and your dad’s old cologne. 

I can’t help but be haunted by it. 

You’re here—scattered like shrapnel

triggering all my senses back to you.

I wonder what drags me to you.

What takes me like a monster under the bed 

by the ankles—dragging me back 

to snapshots of nights screaming 

our youth into the wind when you told me

you wanted to live forever.

I guess I should say congratulations.

You found your immortality within regions

of my recollections.

You turned symbols to relics 

and I lie here with them 

collecting dust.

Second Place

“Cross Country”

by

Dr. Michael Cunningham

I’d like to think now

That when I ran fast and scared

Across the cross-country course

On a rainy day

In late October

When the sky was leaden 

And the ground was sodden

And the air was saturated with moisture

Between mist and drops,
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When the smell of analgesic

Mixed with the pungency of decaying leaves,

When three spectators shivered

In their inadequate coats and

Themselves race-walked from the start to finish line

To see mud splattered harriers

Collapse into the arms of girlfriends,

I’d like to think now

That when I outsprinted rivals

In snot-stained singlets and

Continued running past the line and 

Toward the bird-less oak

With acorns at its base

Where my damp jacket was

Neatly folded,

I’d like to think now that I was

Trying to outrun mortality itself,

That at sixteen I had achieved 

A dispensation from death.

Doesn’t the faded yearbook picture

Of my body joyful in victory

Say that it is so?

Third Place

“Tsuki no Usagi”

by

Lois “Silver” Mintah

There’s a rabbit in the moon.

His

silver light shines on snowy ground. 

The 

man in the moon 

walks behind the tsuki no usagi and erases 

his tracks
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just as I do those of 

the moon rabbit’s earthly brethren

on this quiet

winter’s night.

My exhales are tiny ghosts

the rabbits may borrow

should they lose their spirits

to the searching owl

who is the most silent of all. 

Honorable Mention

“Haiku 7, 10, 28, & 40”

by

Brother Joseph Martin, FSC

 7

Silken, spiral web

Waving gently in warm breeze—

Deadly fly catcher.

10

Great agèd redwoods—

You could tell many stories.

Why such tiny cones?

28

Showdown in the woods—

Munching baby cottontail

And gum chewing me.

40

Walking in goose step,

All gray and black uniforms.

Fine feathered friends. Eh?
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“Turning the Tables: How Charlotte Perkins Gilman Promotes Feminism in Her Short Story 

“Turned’”

by

Isabelle Muñoz

Charlotte Perkins Gilman was a prolific American writer of the late 1800’s and early 1900’s, who 

centered many of her pieces on feminism and radical social change. Writing numerous short stories, 

essays, and poems, Gilman drew from her childhood as inspiration for her works. In a book review 

written by Louise W. Knight, she writes that Gilman was deeply influenced by watching her mother 

struggle after their father left their family. Knight wrote of the promise Gilman made herself: “Observing 

her mother’s misery, the girl Charlotte never forgot the lesson: married or not, every woman needed the 

ability to earn a good living to ensure her survival and sanity, not to mention her self-development” (29). 

Much of the reason why Gilman included strong feminist undertones supporting women’s social and 

economic rights in her writings is because she never wanted her audience to find themselves 

dependent and limited in their lives just like she did as a child. This would prove to be the basis of the 

majority of Gilman’s writings. 

 In an article written by A.L. Bower, Bower explains Gilman’s background more deeply.  She was born 

in 1860 in Hartford, Connecticut, and she was the daughter of Mary Perkins and Frederick Beecher 

Perkins. When she was still an infant, her father abandoned their family, leaving her mother to care for 

her and her older brother. The family struggled in poverty, often living on the good graces of relatives 

and charity. Gilman never completed any formal education but studied for many years at the Rhode 

Island School for Design as a teenager where she developed a creative mind for art and literature. 

One way Gilman wanted to influence her audience and the feminist movement was by writing strong 

female characters in her fiction that challenged gender roles. She led this revolutionary idea in one such 

way by writing and self-publishing her short story “Turned.”  “Turned” was written in 1911, and it first 

appeared in her own magazine called The Forerunner.  She also published this short story in another 

magazine she established called Suffrage Songs and Verses. “Turned” is a feminist manifesto, 

emphasizing the power of the educated and independent woman. “Turned” is significant, because it 

introduces the idea that a woman can have a mind worthy of higher-education, be financially 

independent, and be more than well-off without a man during a time in America when women were 

fighting for equal rights. 

“Turned” is a feminist promulgation that centers on three main characters: Mr. and Mrs. Marroner and 

their servant, Gerta. These three characters represent Gilman herself, her daughter, Katharine, and the 

struggles that Gilman overcomes personally as a woman during her time. In publishing “Turned,” Gilman 

has not only written a semi-autobiographical work but has challenged the ideas of traditional gender 

Student Research Report
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roles by writing Mrs. Marroner as an unusually self-reliant woman who rises above obstacles. Gilman 

also led and shaped the intellectual feminist movement in America during this time by writing, 

publishing, and participating extensively in the women’s rights movement. 

These characters are also representative of the people and challenges in the author’s personal life. 

From an early age, Gilman envisioned a world in which women were capable and able to defy their 

odds. In an article written by Peter Dreier, “Gilman wrote stories in her diary that typically involved a 

young woman wh—often through some magical device—overcomes the limits of her life.” She followed 

those visions into her adult life, and “Turned” is no exception to her creative mind. Gilman not only used 

her own personal experiences for inspiration but also made “Turned” semi-autobiographical, writing 

about her own challenges and rising above them. Mrs. Marroner, one of the two main female characters, 

was fashioned after the author herself. Gilman was a working woman with a daughter who struggled 

with her first husband, and she eventually left him. While Gilman was very similar to Mrs. Marroner in this 

way, she also aspired to do more and better herself just as Mrs. Marroner had. Both the character and 

Gilman were educators as well, and this also shows how she contributed to and shaped the feminist 

movement. While Mrs. Marroner lectured at a college, Gilman traveled “the country talking to women’s 

clubs, social groups and workingmen’s associations,” educating women and men about the importance 

of women’s rights and how things ought to be (Dreier). These parallels drawn between the author and 

the character show how this story is semi-autobiographical and significant to the feminist movement. 

Gilman was also part of The Pacific Coast Women’s Press Association and the Women’s Alliance where 

she continued to voice her opinions and lead the way for feminists.

Gerta, the second of the two main female characters, is fashioned after Charlotte Perkins Gilman’s 

daughter, Katharine. In this story, Gerta is described as “strong, beautiful, full of good will and eager 

obedience, but ignorant and childish—a girl of eighteen” (Perkins Gilman 806). Although Katharine was 

twenty-six at the time the story was published, Gilman wrote about the character lovingly and as a 

young girl with much to learn. Further proving that Gerta is fashioned after Katharine is the development 

of the plot after Mrs. Marroner finds out Gerta is pregnant. Mrs. Marroner takes a motherly role towards 

her, whisking her away from Mr. Marroner, helping her raise the baby and treating her like a daughter by 

letting her live in her new home. These points prove strongly that Gerta was indeed modeled after 

Katharine Gilman.

Finally, Mr. Marroner is illustrative of the aggregate struggles Gilman overcame in her life at the 

hands of another man. Gilman faced many obstacles in her childhood, including poverty, as a result of 

her father’s abandonment. She also faced hardships in her adult life, including a failed first marriage and 

extensive public scrutiny for her choice to send her daughter to live with her ex-husband and his wife 

(Dreier). Even though Gilman had a hard life as a child, struggled personally, and faced tough public 

scrutiny, she did not allow that to stop her from living her life and speaking on behalf of women. Mr. and 

Mrs. Marroner’s overall situation was just the same. Even though Mr. Marroner put Mrs. Marroner in an 

impossible situation, Mrs. Marroner was able to rise above, live independently, and manifest her passion 
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for education. Mr. Marroner also made an astute observation of his wife that is eerily similar to Gilman’s 

situation: “If I should be eliminated from your scheme of things, I do not feel that you would be an utter 

wreck. Your life is so rich and wide that no one loss, even a great one, would wholly cripple you” (Gilman 

807). Gilman’s first husband did not make the same observation about her, but she did not need it 

anyway. Gilman proved her life to be full, meaningful, and just as important even after she separated 

from him. She continued to live her own life and become a champion for the feminist movement and 

education. Mrs. Marroner’s life was just as meaningful, if not more, when she left her husband as well. It 

is clear to see how Mr. Marroner represented the strife in Gilman’s life and how she rose above it.

Overall, “Turned” is significant because this short story not only reflects Charlotte Perkins Gilman’s 

life, but it also contributed to the intellectual feminist movement and challenged the ideas about 

traditional gender roles. “Turned” sent revolutionary messages across the country by showing the 

impossible is possible; the traditional idea of a woman being dependent and trapped in her situation did 

not have to be the norm. Perkins Gilman stresses the importance of education as the key to becoming 

free and the best way to bring about change. “Turned,” although a small short story, packs quite a punch 

and contributes to the breakage of the glass ceiling for women in the 1900’s. It was, and continues to be, 

an important literary work for not only feminism but early American literature. 
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