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A letter from tHe editor
Welcome to the 29th issue of Windows Fine Arts Magazine!  Enclosed you will find a spectacular display of talent 

and creativity that has come forth from the Lewis community.  Get ready to have your senses awakened, stimulated, 

and inspired by the musical composition, visual art, and written compositions before you.  Enjoy the experience!

There are two essays that begin this issue that were not part of the Windows Contest, but I included them in the 

spirit of association, part of our mission statement here at Lewis.  In December, I was contacted by Erin Hallissy, a 

student at St. Mary’s College in California, a fellow Christian Brothers institution.  Erin is the editor of Saint Mary’s 

Magazine, a quarterly publication that goes to 43,000 alumni, donors, parents of current students, and is distributed 

on campus. She asked if I could have a student submit an essay about what makes Lewis University unique, especially 

in regards to its location and learning environment.  I asked two students to respond to Erin’s inquiry, Jonathan 

Erickson, a freshman from my Essay class, and Madison (Ultis) Seidler, a December graduate with a Bachelor of Arts 

degree.  Erin received essays from all six of the Lasallian schools she petitioned, but our university was the only one 

that had a fine arts magazine accustomed to students seeking publication, and she was very pleased with both submis-

sions.  Madison (Ultis) Seidler’s essay will be published in St. Mary’s Magazine, which is due to come out by the end of 

this month.  Congratulations, Madison!  

In regards to Lewis’ Windows Contest, winners (either students or faculty, staff, and alumni) were chosen from 

entries in the categories of visual art: computer graphics, crafts, drawing, mixed media, painting and photography; 

musical composition; and writing: academic essay, fiction essay, hypertext, nonfiction essay, poetry, and research 

report. The winning entries that appear in this issue are of the best quality!  Prizes are awarded based on the following 

scale:

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

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

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

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

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

This magazine was made possible by the support of the President and Provost of Lewis University, Br. James  

Gaffney, FSC, and Dr. Stephany Schlachter, and, most importantly, by the support of the Interim Dean of the 

College of Arts and Sciences, Dr. Cathy Ayers. Gratitude is due to all of this year’s staff and contributors who are 

mentioned on the acknowledgment page, as well as past founders, editors, and coordinators of Windows.  These 

present and past visionaries have opened our minds, our internal windows, to the wealth of artistic expression that         

lies within the members of the Lewis community.    

A special thanks goes out to the judges who volunteer their time, effort, and expertise to the task of evaluating 

the one hundred plus submissions entered into the Windows Fine Arts Magazine Contest. Most especially, this year, 

Instructor Leslie Colonna of the Art Department not only judged and coordinated the art category, but she also cre-

ated the pastel drawing for the cover, which is titled Santa Sabina Variations, 2009.  I thank her for the beautiful cover 

and all of her innovative ideas for the magazine.

To all the winners in this issue of Windows Fine Arts Magazine, you should be very proud of your accomplishment 

in your genre, and the entire Lewis University community is greatly enhanced by the display of your talents in this 

journal.  Please look ahead to next year’s 30th issue of the magazine that will feature a Special Category on “Memory 

and Dreams.” You may make submissions at any time before January 29th of 2010. Wow!  Our 30th issue in 2010, and 

the magazine keeps getting bigger each year!

aSSt. proF. thereSe JoneS   
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“leWis university perspeCtive for st. Mary’s publiCation”
by

Jonathan Erickson

When deciding where to go to college, one has to weigh many different factors. One needs to look at the size of 

the college, the location, the credibility of the school, and much more.  It takes a lot of time and effort to find the 

right college.  One needs to be comfortable at any college one chooses to attend.  Selecting the right college is crucial 

to one’s education.  Many students choose to attend Lewis University because of its location and the size of its classes. 

Lewis University is about a 45-minute drive from the exciting city of Chicago.  The campus, located in Rome-

oville, Illinois, is situated on 376 acres of land.  Because of the university’s growing popularity, additional dorms are 

being built to house the increasing number of incoming students.  Lewis University houses approximately 1,000 

students.  Everything on campus is conveniently located within walking distance.  As students walk to their classes, 

they get a feel of just how lovely the campus really is as they admire the many different species of trees.  There is 

nothing more striking than to see the seasons change throughout the school year.  In the winter, there is glistening 

white snow on the campus greens.  The trees also have some snow on them.  In spring, students can watch nature 

come to life as all of the trees start to bud.  Students can see how stunning the campus looks when all the trees are 

thriving in the summer.  Then, the trees turn colors in the fall.  It almost looks like they are on fire.  The changing 

seasons are what make Lewis a beautiful school, and the campus’ location draws students from all over the world.

Another attractive feature of Lewis University in Romeoville is the small class sizes. Many students prefer a 

smaller learning environment where their professors greet them by their first name and show that they care about their 

success and well-being.  Lewis professors want each student to pass their class, and they encourage class participation 

over lecture.  Students get a more personal education. 

There are many reasons that a student might choose to attend Lewis University.  Two main reasons are the 

location of the campus, with its display of the changing seasons, and the small class sizes, where a student receives a 

personal approach to higher education.  Some might overlook Lewis because it is a smaller school, but that is what 

many students like about it.  Lewis University is an all around great school.

“leWis university perspeCtive for st. Mary’s publiCation”
by

Madison (Ultis) Seidler

Lewis University, located in Romeoville, Illinois is just thirty miles southwest of Chicago, centrally located in the 

heart of the Illinois and Michigan Canal National Heritage Corridor.  The main campus is located in Will County, 

which is one of the fastest growing counties in the United States.  Its close proximity to Chicago creates many 

wonderful opportunities and experiences for the students of the school.

With Lewis University being on the outskirts of Chicago, many of the professors are working professionals in 

their fields.  This is very valuable for students because they are exposed to the most current education they can receive.  

They are given first-hand accounts of what the “real world” work force is like, as well as great opportunities to take 

part in and attend lectures, readings, and the like.  The students also get to learn from other professionals in the field 

that work with or collaborate with Lewis University faculty through events at the campus locations.  Its geographical 
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situation awards students many more opportunities to complete internships in their fields with the hope of better job 

placement after graduation.  

Lewis University is situated just enough outside of the city to create a comfortable and secluded atmosphere 

tucked away from the hustle and bustle.  It provides students with a middle ground between the small towns of North 

Central Illinois and the busy Chicago lifestyle.  The other six campuses are located in suburban areas just outside 

Chicago, creating flexibility and convenience for its students, both traditional and working adults.   

The location of the campuses brings in a diverse population of students from all surrounding areas.  The many 

different degree programs and course offerings bring in students from communities just outside the Lewis University 

boundaries but also from other parts of the country.  Lewis University also has an international student body, 

representing more than thirty different countries.  The current student population is 5,600 total; comprised of 3,900 

undergraduate students and 1,700 graduate students.  The eleven residence halls house more than 1,100 students each 

year.  The University holds nationally ranked Mock Trial and Flight Teams.  Lewis University has the only aviation 

program and air traffic control program in Illinois with an airport on campus.  The aviation program is the oldest in 

Illinois.

With more than thirty different active organizations at the University, there is something for every student to 

get involved with.  Many times, organizations contribute to inner city schools and other clubs in order to help better 

education for younger children.  Because the University is so close to the city, the students feel an honest connection 

to the youth of the city, and student organizations lead many fundraising efforts.  

Also very unique to Lewis University is the Center for Midwest Studies, as well as extensive historical archives 

relating to the Illinois and Michigan Canal. The University Library houses The Canal and Regional History Collec-

tion, which is comprised of books, manuscripts, photographs, and maps relating to the history of the Illinois and 

Michigan Canal, as well as the towns, areas, and activities it influenced.  The photograph collection is the largest 

pictorial collection on the history of the Illinois and Michigan Canal.  No other existing museum or library has these 

photographs.  This is very beneficial for those students interested in local history.  

Since it was founded in 1932, Lewis University has become the tenth largest private institution in Illinois, and 

it is hard to say whether or not it would have become the institution that it is today without the influence of its 

proximity to Chicago.  Needless to say, Lewis University has grown to represent many different cultures and has given 

many students the opportunity to earn a fruitful education with unending “real-life” resources at their fingertips.  
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All Rights Reserved
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First Place

“the art of existenCe”
by

Jasmine Pacheco

For much of rhetoric’s history, the aim it reached to achieve either had to do with the furious religious wind that 

took over for years or the persistent scientific realization. There were two writers of the modern to postmodern era 

that had different views of rhetoric and what it should be about. For both of the following figures, rhetoric was all 

about existence. Henry Louis Gates, Jr. was immersed in the language of his African American community. Gates 

was a public intellectual and a cultural critic. Being born in 1950, he was doomed to experience harsh segregation. 

Gates was extremely intelligent throughout school, and later in life he used the history and the present of his people to 

develop the idea of Black English. Gloria Anzaldúa was born on a ranch in Texas on September 26th in 1942. She grew 

up in a time where women were expected to work their whole lives to support their families. It was seen as inappro-

priate for women to go to school. Anzaldúa’s parents barely reached elementary schooling and, although most parents 

want their children to accomplish what they themselves couldn’t, her parents did not support her decision to go to 

college. Anzaldúa also came out as a lesbian and since then was the black sheep of the family. She realized she resided 

in a state of limbo, having the ability to speak different dialects of Spanish and English as well. Feeling like she had 

many strikes against her, Anzaldúa wrote Borderlands/La Frontera to help explain and break down Chicano Spanish 

to, in turn, show that the different dialects of Spanish indeed are languages and deserve credit for being so. After 

discussing both rhetoricians’ arguments and ideas, I will briefly analyze the Mexican artist, Frida Kahlo’s painting, 

titled “Roots,” as proof of work developed from another artist that is also very much about existence. 

Henry Louis Gates, Jr. defined Black English as a speech, writing system, and dialect that arose from the melding 

of both English and several African American tribal languages. Gates defined rhetoric as figurative language, tropes, 

and speech used in a formalized setting but in this black rhetoric, he described that there was much group participa-

tion and verbal response. The participation begins as talking, then leads to singing, and ends as dancing. There are 

three settings where he describes that speech can be used: church, street, and at home. He strives to correct the white 

idea that Black English is an incorrect form of English. Instead, it is an alternate of English and the language of a 

place that has much history. Gates wants to make it known that Black English is a language specific to the black 

community. He wrote about this system of rhetoric in The Signifying Monkey, which was written in 1988. The terms 

that he uses are signification, signifier, and the signified. In his case, this signifier is doubled, becoming a vernacular 

of replacement. Signification is the essence of his argument. The monkey he writes about signifies the entire black 

community; he is the meta-figure for Black English. The language of the monkey works through tropes. He talks of 

tale telling that originated in slavery where the main character was a male trickster. Usually it would be in stanzaic 

form with humor throughout the poems. The trickster character was first created here in these tales. Insult was one 

strategy the character used.  

Since African Americans lived in a society where they were first used as slaves, they had to empty words and 

reinvent them to their own needs, voices, struggles, and dreams. This new, created word is a double-voiced word, and 

blacks understood both meanings since they created the new meaning through its old, original meaning.  An example 

of this is the word “master.” The original was used in times of slavery, but the Black English signification is “massuh.” 

People thought that it was an incorrect form of speech, but Gates shows that this shift in the way it was said was also 

a shift in what it meant. This new word was a way for the slaves to move from being oppressed to having a sense of 
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identity through a language that was only available to them. Understandably, this vernacular is based on the master-

slave relationship. Gates says that signifying is second nature for blacks because it exists at the crossroads of two 

languages. He wants to redefine vernacular and show that rhetoric is very political and deals with existence. Rhetoric 

endured a movement. It came from law, religion, and science, and now has everything to do with identity. Not only 

does language define us, it controls us. Signifying was a way for African Americans to express themselves and become 

united when the rest of the country only saw them as slaves. Black English is a very proud and personal language. 

Gloria Anzaldúa too speaks on behalf of a language that wasn’t recognized for a long time. Her book Borderlands/

La Frontera talks about women of color and their mixture of known languages and dialects. For Anzaldúa, this mix 

creates a blended voice and a layered identity. There are many issues present inside her work. Anzaldúa talks about 

feminist issues and the idea that “language is a male discourse” (1586). She was aware that it was wrong for women to 

become educated, and she saw the oppression women were going through. She points out demeaning Spanish words 

that are only applicable to women such as chismosa, repelona, hablar pa’tras, and vieja. They each refer to women as 

gossipers and people who talk back. Vieja is a word that literally means old woman. It is very common for a Mexican 

man to call his wife this. She also talks about gay issues since she was a lesbian. She spoke as a woman, a lesbian, and 

a colored Mexican woman.  Anzaldúa describes the layered, complicated, and unique voice that she speaks through. 

Anzaldúa believes that utilizing this elaborate way of speaking will relieve her from silence. “I will have my serpent’s 

tongue-my woman’s voice, my sexual voice, my poet’s voice. I will overcome the tradition of silence” (1588). She 

believed that homosexuals linked people together. She also talks about color and race issues. When Anzaldúa was 

finishing her Ph.D. at the University of Texas, she was prohibited from writing her final thesis on Chicano literature. 

When she began teaching, schools wouldn’t allow her to teach Chicano literature either. She lived in a time when 

accents were thought of as shameful. Anzaldúa exhibits a deep connection between her written voice and her identity; 

the way in which she writes is a direct representation of the person that she is. “When I write it feels like I’m carving 

bone. It feels like I’m creating my own face” (Anzaldúa 1596). Essentially, she develops a blended language that 

defines who she is. Anzaldúa’s written voice spells out her existence. 

Throughout her writing, she uses different styles of writing to show that one can incorporate various voices 

through several writing styles and still be effective and powerful. She talks to her readers through poetry, prose, 

and stream of consciousness. Like Gates, she wants to explain Chicano Spanish because it had been thought of as a 

mutilation of Spanish due to the English influence. Anzaldúa defines Chicano Spanish as a secret language that its 

speakers could identify with. Its speakers essentially have forked tongues and have intertwined English and several 

dialects of Spanish. Chicano Spanish is very regional and is spoken in small areas around the country such as 

Chicago, Illinois, and areas in California. It wasn’t until 1965 that the language was actually recognized and named. 

Its speakers then became a distinct people but even after it was recognized as a language, people around the country 

didn’t think of Chicano Spanish as its own language. Some of the dialects that went into the creation of Chicano 

Spanish are Tex-Mex, English, Pachuco, English, and Spanish. Pachuco was a language of zoot suiters who rebelled 

against English and Spanish. Like Chicano Spanish and signifying, the zoot suiters developed their own words and 

their respective meanings. Simón, for example, means yes in Pachuco. Not all Spanish-speaking people know this. 

Anzaldúa also comments on pronunciation, because every sub-section around the country where Chicano Spanish is 

spoken pronounces their words differently. She points out the different sounds to ensure that there is no incorrect use 

of the language. 

Spanglish too has always been under strict criticism. Anzaldúa actually wrote her book Borderlands/La Frontera 

in Spanglish. Spanglish uses many anglicisms such as bola (ball), carpeta (carpet), cookiar (to cook), and watchar 

(to watch). Spanglish, she says, is actually very natural to people who speak perfect Spanish. Through her writing, 
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she wants to empower women and have men acknowledge their oppression. She too wants people to view Chicano 

Spanish as its own distinct language. Similar to what Gates says Black English is for African Americans, Anzaldúa 

says that Chicano Spanish, along with Spanglish and other dialects too, helped create a sense of unity and identity 

among its speakers. Their existence relied in this created language. 

Another art form that carries a similar feeling of identity is the work by the Mexican artist Frida Kahlo, specifi-

cally her painting “Roots.” In May of 2006, the 1943 painting sold for $5.6 million, setting the record for Latin 

American art. This painting too is very much about identity and feeling united with your background and history. 

She was born Magdalena Carmen Frida Kahlo on July 6th, 1907, and passed on July 13th in 1954. Her art expresses 

her rebellious and depressed identity. Early in life, she was involved in a terrible bus accident. No one thought that 

she would survive. She had a fractured pelvis, pained stomach, dislocated shoulder, and a spine that was fractured in 

three places. Because of this constraint, she taught herself to paint and eventually gave her paintings away as gifts. 

She married Mexican muralist Diego Rivera and grew to have an obsession with his affection and attention. Their 

relationship started when she went to him to get his criticism of her work, and ended with his constant need to focus 

on his own work rather than be in a relationship with her. Rumors spread that he was having an affair with his assis-

tant, and so Kahlo fell into a deep depression that is clearly visible in her paintings during that time. Her existence or 

identity during that time is expressed in her brush stroke, subject matter, and medium. She has a focus on death and 

uses blood and fragmented pictures of the self. 

Kahlo was upset with her reputation in America. Being married to Rivera, she was only seen as the wife, the 

accessory. She stood out with her different style of clothes, which incorporated ribbons, flowers, and bright colors. 

This view of her and her miscarriages added to her depression, and she began to doubt herself. Her lowest point in her 

depression is what led to her best work and recognition. This is similar to Gates and Anzaldúa, because it was their 

lowest points that led them to speak up and create a new understanding of a whole group of people. Gates encased 

the voice African Americans needed in order to show their identity through their language.  Anzaldúa sewed the 

right words together to uncover the identity within the borderlands of different languages. Kahlo broke ground, not 

just for women artists but also for Latin American female artists. Gates and Anzaldúa show how these languages 

and rhetoric deal with identity and existence. Kahlo too was a firm believer that it was her present life that was being 

painted. Kahlo refused to be categorized as a surrealist. She defended her paintings and explained that they didn’t 

display fantasies or obsessions but instead showcased her entity. “They thought I was a Surrealist, but I wasn’t. I never 

painted dreams. I painted my reality” (“About Frida Kahlo’s Art”...). Gates would agree and find it fascinating that 

Kahlo understands the way her work is developed. Although some critics might think something else of Kahlo’s work, 

she speaks up and voices that her identity coincides with what people see in her paintings. Anzaldúa would also love 

and appreciate Kahlo’s awareness of identity, but she would also feel pain that Kahlo went through depression over 

her husband who treated her badly. Anzaldúa would use her as an example of how men are always dominant and leave 

the women to suffer. These three artists each expel their identities in their art, whether with a pen, a keyboard, or a 

paintbrush. 

Works Cited
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Second Place

“faulkner speaks through addie bundren on rural southern WoManhood”
by

Heidi Glogowski

After reading William Faulkner’s As I Lay Dying, one is left to wonder if Faulkner placed in his story a hidden 

message concerning Southern life in the 1930s.  This gruesome tale focuses on a deceased woman who is taken to her 

faraway burial ground by her family.  Addie Bundren is a very mysterious character who appears to have an enormous 

amount of power over her family, even in death.  The focal point of the novel is a chapter that is narrated by Addie in 

which she describes her experience as a woman during that time.  Several times she refers to her suspicion of language 

and its inability to capture life’s important moments.  Nevertheless, she uses language in a very distinctive manner 

in order to express these views.  Many readers speculate whether the author meant to reveal his own views about 

Southern womanhood and the ideology that kept women so trapped in their prescribed roles.  It is evident in Addie’s 

dismal monologue that Faulkner understood women’s situations and sought to challenge male dominance by writing 

this story.  Through the portrayal of Addie’s attitude toward various aspects of her identity, Faulkner expresses his 

sympathetic view toward women.  

The irony of Addie marrying a man who seems content to hide under the blanket of language is not uninten-

tional.  As she makes clear in her chapter, her marriage to Anse Bundren was not based on love.  Addie’s unfulfilling 

marriage shows that the author feels compassion toward women’s feelings of desperation.  Addie was thoroughly 

unhappy with her job as a schoolteacher, and the only escape she saw was to marry.  Most likely, she was not making 

enough money to support herself comfortably.  This financial dependency led to a mismatched marriage, a situation 

many Southern women were probably familiar with.  In the story, Addie speaks about the word “love.”  She feels it 

is nothing more than an empty word that Anse and other men use to fulfill their sexual needs (Melebeck 451).  She 

muses in her chapter, “I would say, let Anse use it, if he wants to.  So that it was Anse or love; love or Anse:  it didn’t 

matter” (Faulkner 172).  Addie believes men use language in order to guide their wives into their narrow roles as 

wife and mother.  She is obviously bitter about her hopeless circumstances.  By creating a female character who is 

trapped by the reality of rural Southern life, Faulkner expresses his concern for women of the time.  Moreover, Addie 

Bundren, though certainly not without her flaws, is depicted as an admirable character because she views her hard-

ships as her duty.  Even though she is desperate for a more fulfilling relationship, she knows she is obligated to stay 

with Anse in order to provide him with children.  This farmer’s wife dilemma creates for Addie a very bleak, joyless 

life.  Drawing on later events in the story, Marc Hewson notes, “That Anse trades her corpse for a new wife and new 

teeth in Jefferson reflects the paucity of emotion in the male system and the effective emptiness of the relationships 

developed under it” (554-55).  This lack of physical and emotional communication between Addie and her husband 

leads her to fall into the depressing lifestyle her father described to her when she was young.  Life is basically an 

extended preparation for death, and Addie has realized that her only real purpose is to bear children (Faulkner 169).  

Faulkner’s portrayal of Southern marriage indicates that he understood the uncomfortable and essentially meaningless 

lives of rural women.   

As she reveals in her cryptic monologue, Addie Bundren’s startling secret is that she was involved in an affair 

with a religious leader.  She felt she could not fully express her sexual nature in her marriage to Anse, so this was her 

temporary escape.  Faulkner’s depiction of a woman who feels her sexual expression has been stifled demonstrates that 

he supported oppressed women in their struggle.  Both Addie and Dewey Dell are examples of women who are unin-

formed about their own bodies.  Even if a woman could obtain birth control, she would have to live with the guilt of 
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not providing children for her husband.  As Jill Bergman observes, “Motherhood…became linked, paradoxically, with 

chastity and served as a means of containing and denying female sexuality” (Bergman).  Addie longs to be passionate 

with a man, but she knows from experience the inevitable consequence of doing so.  No fool, she is aware that the 

men in her society use this threat as a means of controlling women and ensuring that they will supply children to 

work the farms.  Addie’s affair with Whitfield represents a challenge to male superiority and this, in turn, reflects 

Faulkner’s desire to subvert the existing ideology.  Furthermore, the affair is depicted by Faulkner more as a method 

of liberation than as a horrible wrongdoing on Addie’s part.  Despite this, Addie knows that people who do not have 

this opportunity to delve into her personality would label her decision as a sin.  Addie herself understands that what 

she did is considered sinful.  However, as Paul Melebeck states, “Sin is the word that people use to pigeonhole, as it 

were, what to her is only the fulfillment of her nature” (447).  Once again, readers see that Addie is wary of language, 

because people who do not understand her situation can use it to condemn her.  Cora, for instance, is quick to judge 

her as sinful and arrogant even though she cannot possibly comprehend what Addie has been through in her life 

(Faulkner 166-68).  Addie only wanted a momentary release from her unsatisfying marriage to express her sexuality 

with a man of her own choosing.  Because of the sexual trap set up by males, her only options are either to deal with 

the feeling of being stuck with Anse or feel guilty about participating in adultery.  The fact that Faulkner shines 

a light on such a controversial topic suggests that he wished to change the view of female sexuality as more than a 

means of procreation.

Addie’s mostly negative attitude toward the experience of motherhood proves that Faulkner intended to expose 

the dark side of Southern motherhood.  It can be inferred from Addie’s chapter that before she knew of the difficulties 

of maternity, she longed for a relationship that transcended her marriage and gave her the fulfillment she needed.  In 

other words, at first she actually wanted to have children.  It is true that it was in Addie’s nature to crave solitude 

but, as all human beings will, she eventually realized she needed someone to fill that empty space in her heart.  Also, 

as Hewson supposes, “Motherhood seems to be the only possible relationship that is not necessarily mediated by 

linguistic communication” (555).  Addie and her children would be able to communicate their love for one another 

without words, something she probably always dreamed of.  No one could come between that, not even Anse.  

Faulkner’s interpretation of Addie’s motherhood as a struggle to find some sort of comfort in her misery is another 

attempt to illustrate the hardships of women.

  After giving birth, Addie quickly recognizes that motherhood is not the blissful experience that language 

portrays it as.  In fact, in the first few chapters of the novel, she is already on the verge of death.  We can safely assume 

that she was fairly young and that her body was simply worn out from several childbirths.  The repetition of constant 

pregnancy often proved to be too much for women at that time (Bergman).  Addie’s bond with her first child, Cash, 

seemed to be what she needed her entire life, but additional discoveries of pregnancy left her deeply embittered.  In 

her chapter, she remembers being “tricked” by Anse, saying, “Then I found that I had Darl.  At first I would not 

believe it.  Then I believed that I would kill Anse” (Faulkner 172).  She is so upset over being impregnated again that 

she yearns for revenge.  This physical exhaustion offers her no consolation in her already troubled life.  Faulkner is 

hinting at the impact of multiple pregnancies on women’s health, a clear signal that he was on their side.

Finally, Addie views motherhood as a prime example of the separation of words and actions.  She reflects on the 

differences between the roles of men and women in this significant stage of life, basing her thoughts on her distrust of 

language.  Addie believes that the only way to truly comprehend the meaning of a word is to experience it firsthand.  

She understands that men can maintain a certain distance from what she calls deeds.  They can use the word 

“mother” without fully knowing what a mother is or ever having to endure the afflictions of maternity.  According to 

Hewson, Addie insinuates that “It is men who have created the verbal category of motherhood in an attempt to quan-
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Second Place

“unCovering the truth behind ‘the Minister’s blaCk veil”’
by

Victoria Van Dyke

Nathaniel Hawthorne is best known for writing Gothic romances that involve sin, puritans, and morality. 

Although he is best known for The Scarlet Letter, he has written several other novels enriched with mystery and 

ominous themes, and many short stories.  One of his most popular short stories is “The Minister’s Black Veil,” which 

is complex, mysterious, and contains an ominous theme surrounding man’s relationship to the world.  The story 

focuses on a minister who suddenly puts on a black veil and refuses to take it off, causing his community to run 

amok.  In order to expose the complex elements involved in this story, the literary theory of structuralism will be 

applied.  Structuralism’s main point is to discover the signs and symbols within a piece of literature to be able to give 

them a deeper meaning (Bressler 109).  This parable contains a series of binary oppositions that, when put together, 

tify and know what is foreign to them” (555).  In Addie’s time, the only part men had in pregnancy was demanding 

that their wives give them children.  In addition, Addie alludes to Whitfield’s minor part in her pregnancy in her 

monologue.  She recalls that when her affair with Whitfield ended, he was able to walk away with only a secret to 

keep.  Addie ended up pregnant again, another painful reminder that her sexual expression did not come without 

consequences.  For Whitfield, their relationship was finished, but Jewel would always bring Addie’s sin back to her 

memory (Faulkner 175).  Here, Faulkner was trying to create a vivid picture of the suffering of women whose lives 

were bound by reproduction.  

Addie Bundren is more than merely a character in a story about a family’s reaction to their mother’s death.  She 

is more than a rotting corpse being hauled across the state of Mississippi.  Addie serves as a disturbing representation 

of the plight of rural Southern women.  Faulkner leads readers to believe that she will never get a chance to speak, but 

the perplexing monologue in the middle of the novel completely transforms these initial notions.  Without a doubt, 

the story contains numerous illustrations of the author’s own attitude toward women.  Every detail woven into the 

story was deliberate, merging together to make a powerful statement.  Through Addie’s discussion of her feelings 

toward love and motherhood, Faulkner revealed that he wished to expose and hopefully impact the way women were 

treated in the early twentieth century.  Because readers will never forget Addie Bundren, they will walk away with a 

lasting impression of the reality of rural Southern womanhood.    
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uncover the significance and many mysteries behind the minister’s black veil.  

With Mr. Hooper’s face covered by this black veil, the binary opposition evident throughout is concealment/

visibility.  The minister conceals his face suddenly and refuses to allow anybody to know the reasoning behind it.  

Throughout the parable, it becomes obvious that Mr. Hooper has sinned in some way and the black veil becomes a 

contextual symbol; it is more than just a protective garment because it is concealing his sins. Although his community 

cannot view what is under this emblem, it “[does] not intercept his sight further than to give a darkened aspect to 

all living and inanimate things” (Hawthorne 487). That being said, the community does not know what sin he has 

committed so they cannot judge him, and the same goes for the dead or “inanimate things.”  Hooper, in contrast, can 

still see the community members, but this time they look figuratively darker through his shade since he has sinned.  

The idea that the minister’s veil is black contributes to the fact that Hooper has sinned, which is why he is ulti-

mately concealed. Numerous times his veil is described as “two folds of crape,” and crape is a thin, transparent piece 

of material (487).  Obviously, if something is transparent, it should be easy to see through, but because these people 

cannot “see” him, it just means that they don’t want to admit that their minister has sinned.  The town feels that “he 

has changed himself into something awful, only by hiding his face,” which implies that they know he has changed by 

sinning, but they just don’t want to accept it (487).  It is as if they are intimidated by the veil itself and are therefore 

scared to approach him about his veil or sins. Perhaps if it were a white veil the townspeople would not be so terrified 

of confronting this man.  White symbolizes purity, which is why a woman wears a white veil on her wedding day, 

whereas black symbolizes sin, evil, something tainted, and the death of something or someone.  The minister is now 

tainted from his sins and has made himself an outcast by wearing this black veil so that all know he has sinned, and 

nobody will ever know the depth of his sins by concealing himself. 

The next binary opposition questions whether Hooper is faithful/faithless.  It is evident that Mr. Hooper, the 

minister, is a faithful man to God even after he sins.  Once he starts wearing the black veil because of sinning, his 

enthusiasm towards teaching about the Lord to his community only increases.  Prior to wearing the black veil, Mr. 

Hooper was a good preacher but not energetic, but afterwards he “[had the] most powerful effort that they had ever 

heard from [his] lips […] the subject had reference to secret sin” (489).  It is almost as if Hooper is putting more heart 

into his sermons because he now knows that sinning is inevitable, and he wants to reassure his community that the 

only one who can judge you is God himself on judgment day.  The narrator states that “the earth, too, had on her 

black veil” because all people are sinners, and Hooper is trying to show his community that it is just a part of life but 

you move through it (489).  Although he is terrifying his community by wearing such a dark disguise, he really has 

good intentions at heart and wants to set an example by standing out amongst the rest.  

Additionally, there is evidence that acknowledges the fact that the minister is faithless rather than faithful.  He 

may still have faith in God, but the question is does God still have faith in Hooper as a person who has committed a 

sin?  There is a point in the parable where he is conducting a wedding and he raises a glass of wine to his lips to toast 

the couple.  The minister never gets to sip the wine, however, because he catches his reflection in the chalice and is 

“in horror with which it overwhelmed all others […] and [spills] the untasted wine upon the carpet” (492).  The fact 

that wine is spilled symbolizes Christ’s blood not entering Hooper’s body.  Wine is a conventional symbol for Christ’s 

blood and because he cannot drink the wine, Christ is refusing to be a part of him.  God has lost his faith in Hooper 

and although Hooper is terrified of the monster he has become for betraying God, he still has faith that he will reach 

salvation.  

The last binary opposition, or tension as Bressler refers to it, in Mr. Hooper is dark/light.  He is constantly in 

the dark, literally, by hiding behind his dark veil and, emblematically, because he is headed towards Hell instead 

of Heaven by sinning.  For instance, after the minister sees his reflection in the chalice, he “rush[es] forth into the 
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darkness,” which implies that he heads farther from God’s guidance and onward to Hell (Hawthorne 492).  He does 

not run towards the light, or Heaven, which is where God’s guidance is but, instead, isolates himself more from his 

faith and values.   Hooper’s black veil is predominant to the other sinners as well because they relate to him and what 

he has done, yet he is a clergyman.  By him wearing this black veil, he is symbolizing and standing for the other 

sinners, because these people are all hiding and running from their sins.  The sinners of his community have all “been 

with him behind the black veil [and] they shuddered at the veiled face so near their own,” because they are all exactly 

identical (497).  Hooper does not even take off the veil on his deathbed, which signifies that it is up to God to either 

damn him or lead him towards salvation.  

The minister is also isolated in the darkness by hiding his secrets and sins, specifically from his fiancée, Elizabeth.  

Elizabeth is the only character throughout the whole parable who is not terrified of the veil, because she loves the man 

unconditionally who is underneath it.  She feels that as his fiancée, she should be included in his secrets and sins and 

begs him to “let the sun shine from behind the cloud [and] tell me why you put it on” (494).  She ends up leaving 

him not because he has sinned, but because he will not tell her what sin he has committed. She does not appear again 

in the story until he is on his deathbed.  It can be inferred in several claims throughout the text that Hooper has 

committed adultery.  When he is conducting the funeral service for a young woman, he is more connected to this 

corpse than any other character in the entire parable.  He leans over her casket and his veil “[hangs] straight from his 

forehead, so that, if her eyelids had not been closed forever, the dead maiden might have seen his face […] the corpse 

had slightly shuddered” (491).  This corpse is the only person who knows what is under his veil, which implies that 

she has committed this sin with him.  An onlooker at this exchange also tells a townsperson that she had a dream 

that “the minister and maiden’s spirit were walking hand in hand” (491).  This situation emphasizes the fact that the 

minister cheated on his fiancée with this woman, who is now paying for their sins in death.

The character of Mr. Hooper in Nathaniel Hawthorne’s “The Minister’s Black Veil” is one of the most mysterious 

characters in all of literature.  Hawthorne creates a character that both embodies mystery and an ominous theme to 

reflect the mystery behind the character.  By applying structuralism to this parable, by discovering binary oppositions, 

it becomes evident that the story is more complex than a first glance understanding.  The plot and character become 

more entangled in their complexities.  However, structuralism is not the only form of literary theory that could help 

untangle this massive web of complexities; the feministic approach would be equally as fitting.  The facts that the 

majority of the story revolves around men and Hooper refuses to explain his veil to his fiancé are noteworthy for that 

approach. Further, a feminist perspective would note that women are degraded or looked down upon in this story 

because the truth is not even exposed to them.   The truth behind the black veil is that Mr. Hooper is just another 

person, but he is behind a piece of material; he may have sinned but so have many others, and he is demonstrating 

that faith can help surpass even the darkest hour.

Works Cited
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Third Place

“not your average heroine in ‘a White heron”’
by

Victoria Van Dyke

Sarah Orne Jewett is perhaps one of the most underrated authors in early American literature. She goes against 

the normal societal standards and beliefs with the characterization, setting, and plots of her short stories, specifically 

“A White Heron.” A typical short story in seventeenth and eighteenth century society did not deal with innocents 

being corrupted. During this time, women were seen as pure beings who did housework and did not get their hands 

dirty, figuratively or literally. However, going against the norm in society, Jewett depicts the young protagonist, Sylvia, 

as being impure and un-clean in this story. The character of Sylvia is fascinating because her personality, ethical 

beliefs, and life experiences separate her from the average nine-year old heroine. 

The fact that Sylvia prefers nature to humans separates her from the average girl. First of all, Sylvia’s name is 

significant to her character because it stems from “sylva.” Sylva is defined as someone who frequents wooded areas, 

and this is where the majority of “A White Heron” takes place.  The forest, is where the story begins, where the 

male comes into the story, and where Sylvia sees the white heron. All three are significant to the plot and figurative 

language within the story. Sylvia feels most comfortable in the wooded forest, and this metaphor of Sylvia and “Sylva” 

reinforces the fact that Sylvia herself is one with nature. Nature is often associated with dirt and women are rarely 

associated with dirt and nature, which separates Sylvia from most women. Thus, Jewett has created a character who is 

so unique that even something as insignificant as her name reflects Sylvia’s personality. 

When Sylvia is walking through the forest with her cow, she is more similar to the birds than to the other people. 

The narrator of the story has a positive view on nature and a negative view on people when describing Sylvia. The 

forest was “full of little birds and beasts that seemed to be wide awake, and going about their world, or else saying 

goodnight to each other in sleepy twitters. Sylvia herself felt sleepy as she walked along,” which connects Sylvia to the 

creatures in several ways (598). First of all, it is approximately eight in the evening and birds are usually sleeping by 

this time; the same can be said about nine-year old girls, so the connection between Sylvia and the birds is extremely 

evident in this passage. Moreover, a few sentences later, we get the sense that Sylvia does not like people: “The thought 

of the great red-faced boy who used to chase and frighten her made her hurry along the path to escape the shadow 

of the trees” (598). The setting changes from calm and tranquil while describing the birds to dark and eerie with the 

thought of this boy. This emphasizes the fact that Sylvia is more comfortable with nature than with human beings, 

which ultimately makes her a unique young woman.

Sylvia’s grandmother is even aware of the fact that she is so nature-oriented. It seems as though Sylvia’s grand-

mother is happy that she is so interested and passionate about nature; perhaps Sylvia was not so passionate in her city 

life. Sylvia changes when she moves to the farm: “There never was such a child for straying about out-of-doors since 

the world was made! As for Sylvia herself, it seemed as if she never had been alive at all before she came to live at the 

farm” (599). Sylvia’s grandmother, Mrs. Tilley, is aware that Sylvia often stays out late wandering the wooded areas, 

and this implies that she knows this forest well. 

The next way Jewett’s story is opposite of the norm deals with the theme of freedom evident throughout “A White 

Heron.” We already know that Sylvia has a strong connection to wildlife, especially birds, as pointed out when she 

initially meets the hunter in the beginning of the story. “Suddenly this little woods-girl is horror-stricken to hear 

a clear whistle not very far away. Not a bird’s whistle, which would have a sort of friendliness, but a boy’s whistle, 

determined, and somewhat aggressive” (598). The fact that the narrator associates a bird’s whistle with friendliness 
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and a man’s whistle with aggressiveness emphasizes the fact that Sylvia has a stronger connection to animals than to 

people. After the hunter meets Sylvia, the story revolves around this man approaching Sylvia and Mrs. Tilley to try 

and track down a white heron bird that he has spotted. He stays overnight with Sylvia and her family, so that the next 

morning he can find the bird and stuff it to add to his collection. This idea does not sit well with Sylvia as she feels a 

strong connection to birds and nature in general, so she debates through the whole story whether or not she should 

help him find this beautiful creature. 

However, one can look at it from the angle that the hunter is really hunting Sylvia herself, as she is essentially one 

with nature. This white heron really symbolizes Sylvia in all ways; she has a connection with birds, and Sylvia and 

birds are both free. Up until this point, Sylvia is not tainted by the sins of the world, so her soul is still free. Nonethe-

less, birds are a conventional symbol for freedom because they are able to fly thousands of miles and do as they please. 

As we see throughout the text, Sylvia must deal with the moral issue of telling where the bird is to the hunter or saving 

herself and the white heron’s freedom by not disclosing this information. 

Now, on the darker end of the spectrum, we can say that Sylvia can also be compared to the birds in the sense 

that birds symbolize women. During this time, birds were a conventional symbol for female prostitutes. Prostitution is 

definitely evident in this story, which again is not the typical “pure” idea of a woman. This plot goes against society’s 

beliefs that women should be angelic little creatures. The hunter offers money to Sylvia in exchange for “the bird.” “I 

can’t think of anything I should like so much as to find that heron’s nest,” the handsome stranger was saying. “I would 

give ten dollars to anybody who could show it to me’” (600). First of all, ten dollars was a lot of money back in 1886, 

especially just for someone to be able to “stuff a bird.” The audience must then question whether he is really after this 

bird or Sylvia’s virginity. 

While we are talking about the dark side, we cannot leave out the conventional symbol of darkness. Darkness in 

opposition to light is a huge battle throughout Jewett’s entire short story. The very first passage in this story provides 

an eerie mood for the whole story to be based on. “The woods were already filled with shadows one June evening, just 

before eight o’clock, though a bright sunset still glimmered faintly among the trunks of the trees” (597). This little girl 

is headed deeper and deeper to the dark side with only a cow. Darkness is usually associated with one of two things, 

evil or the unknown. Based on the context of this story, the girl is going deeper into the unknown to the evil side. 

Perhaps evil will meet Sylvia unexpectedly, or maybe she is just exploring the unknown. However, the latter is less 

likely, considering Sylvia and her cow know these paths all too well. 

It just so happens that the very next thing to occur in the dark forest is that Sylvia runs into this handsome 

stranger, the hunter. Basically going deeper into the forest, which gets darker and darker, has brought Sylvia to this 

stranger who tempts her. Not even knowing anything about him, other than that he is a hunter, she brings him home 

and they end up forming a bond. Some may call what they have a friendship or even a romance, as Sylvia is clearly 

infatuated with him. “Sylvia still watched the young man with loving admiration. She had never seen anybody so 

charming and delightful; the woman’s heart, asleep in the child, was vaguely thrilled by a dream of love” (601). This 

hunter has corrupted Sylvia because she must now face the dilemma of helping this stranger hunt something that she 

is so profoundly connected to despite any romantic feelings she may have towards him, or set aside these feelings and 

stand up for her ethical beliefs. What it comes down to is that the darkness brought on this ethical dilemma for poor 

Sylvia, because if she had not been in the dark forest, she would not have met her antagonist. 

Lastly, all that has happened in the story comes down to the question of whether or not Sylvia gives in to 

the hunter. Sylvia is the only round character in “A White Heron,” meaning that she deals with complexities and 

dilemmas and is very dynamic. She goes from being a scared, insecure, little nine-year old girl who loves nature to a 

girl who becomes infatuated with a man. She finds the white heron that her antagonist, the hunter, is after and must 
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Honorable Mention

“poeMs searChing for peaCe in nature”
by

Christine Kustra

 It may be the little events in life that allow poets to compile words that express what humans live for, and that 

is to find harmony within our hearts.  Of course, what is a peaceful moment to one person may be quite different for 

another, and poems by William Butler Yeats, Claude McKay, and Robert Frost offer different views, but each speaker 

manages to find harmony and happiness within the beauties of the wild.  On the whole then, common threads link 

William Butler Yeats’ “The Lake Isle of Innisfree,” Claude McKay’s “After the Winter,” and Robert Frost’s “Stopping 

by Woods on a Snowy Evening.” Both “The Lake Isle of Innisfree” and “Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening” 

are lyric-narrative poems, whereas “After the Winter” is a lyric-dramatic monologue.  Each poem demonstrates the 

character’s longing for peace, and the message is quite simple: as the poets use imagery and the principle of form 

following function, they show us the need to live more fully by appreciating the beauty of the natural world.

 The title of Yeats’ poem suggests a natural freedom that is separated from the known world.  It is a make 

believe land with the suggestion that freedom is the thing to possess.  “Innisfree” island has something the speaker 

searches for, and he speaks for himself, only mentioning “I” throughout the poem with no connection to any other 

being.  His form of imagery also symbolizes the desire for a future lived in a simple manner without the constraints 

of another, as “I will arise and go now…/and live alone in the bee-loud glade” (ll. 1, 4).  Yeats’ three stanzas are set 

up in quatrains, with the first starting to describe in detail the place he will go.  The second stanza describes further 

the serenity found at this isle: “And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow,” (ll. 5).  “Dropping 

slow” means to appear calmly, without any rush, for it is independent of time.  Wanting such a slow pace relates to the 

undesirable conditions of fast technology that are present in the modern world in which Yeats is living.  In the second 

decide whether she should share this information with him or not. Sylvia climbs out of bed in the middle of the night 

in search of this bird that she too has seen. She goes running back to her grandmother and the hunter, and he believes 

that she is going to tell him where she has seen it for the ten dollars he had offered her. Sylvia then must decide if 

she should expose the secret of where her friends stay in exchange for money, or keep it a secret because of her strong 

beliefs and passion towards nature. “She remembers how the white heron came flying through the golden air and how 

they watched the sea and the morning together, and Sylvia cannot speak; she cannot tell the heron’s secret and give 

its life away” (608). In the end, Sylvia decides not to expose where the heron lives and the hunter goes on his way. 

Although this hunter brought Sylvia into the darkness, she does not give in to his temptation and offerings; she stands 

up for what she feels is right and the light is now gleaming through the darkness. 

 When all’s said and done, “A White Heron” focuses on Sylvia’s character and ethical beliefs to be unlike 

the usual woman’s in 1886 American society. Sylvia went through the darkness and was tempted by her antagonist’s 

offerings, but she made it through to the light side in the end. Sylvia put her own moralities before fortune and 

romance, no matter how dark the forest became. In the end, Sylvia really became the white heron because she too is 

free from the sins of the world and is also so rare to find. 

Works Cited 
Sarah, Jewett O. “A White Heron.” The Norton Anthology of American Literature: Volume C 1865-1914. 7th ed. Vol. C.  
 Boston: W. W. Norton and Company, 2007. 598-609. 
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stanza, Yeats portrays both island day and wonderful descriptions of the glimmering midnight: the “noon a purple 

glow, / And evening full of the linnet’s wings” (ll. 7-8).  Though calm in meter, soft in sounds and images, these two 

lines represent the urgency with which he longs to be in a place with open land that captures all the glory for one to 

be happy.  However, the eleventh line describes the speaker standing “on the roadway, or on the pavements gray.” This 

is the contradictory concept of the poem.  Yeats is clever to mention this because it allows us to visualize the scene 

of a man on top of concrete or iron, synthetic things, wanting something greater and more “natural.”  The speaker 

craves a calmer place.

 Reading the poem aloud, we can hear the music that drives this poem to a quiet state. With iambic meters, 

“The Lake Isle of Innisfree” is real and believable.  The poem’s experience is the truth now.  The poet uses this meter 

to sing a song of peace and natural beauty about this isle; this individual seeks for his heart to be full of happiness 

found within the cabin surrounded by what he finds amazing.  This suggests that all readers can find serenity, as 

long as they know what they are looking for, and if, like this character, they “will arise and go now” (even if only in 

imagination) to the place that gives his heart peace.   Many natural beings and wonders are mentioned throughout 

the poem such as the honeybee, the cricket, the time of day, the linnet, the water on the shore, and the heart, all of 

which are natural things.  With its clever lyric narrative and imagery, “The Lake Isle of Innisfree” portrays a life that 

can be lived by all people searching for happiness.  

 Natural being and wonders are also seen in McKay’s poem.  Just like William Butler Yeats, Claude McKay 

writes his poem, “After the Winter,” about an individual seeking peace but, in this case, with his/her lover.  The 

iambic tetrameter and iambic trimeter are set up in two visible octets made up of two quatrains, each with the rhyme 

scheme ABAB.  This up-beat music allows the poem to express the speaker’s desire for a happier time after winter.  

The descriptions in this poem are many and deserve to be noticed.  The use of personification with alliteration 

accents the stream water featured in line eleven: “leaps the laughing crystal rill.”  The idea of a stream laughing is 

quite unusual but uplifting, especially with its “crystal” gleam.  The use of personification and alliteration accenting 

such examples also validates how much can be gained from a season that brings life and beauty into the world.

 On the other hand, winter is designated as the dark, cold, and quiet time where animals have left for a time 

of rest, as expressed through “The shivering birds beneath the eaves/Have sheltered for the night” (ll. 3-4).  The 

speaker is not fond of the bitter winter, so he would rather spend his days with his lover in warmer weather because 

winter is a season without life to him; therefore, his need to escape it is greatly necessary.  Thus, the speaker looks 

forward in time in search of serenity in the south, as explained in lines five and six: “We’ll turn our faces southward, 

love/Toward the summer isle.” He continues to express their need for a flourishing summer with “And we will seek 

the quiet hill/…. /And we will build a cottage there/Beside an open glade” (ll. 9, 13-14).  As these examples show, 

a sense of escape and relief from the troubles of winter will come when summer brings a completely new life to the 

two lovers in their open yard surrounded by a life of trees, bees, and the “ferns that never fade,” atop of a hill distant 

from anxiety (ll. 16).  The last two lines, “With black-ripped bluebells blowing near, / And ferns that never fade,” use 

alliteration to accent the blossoming flowers that are to live forever.  In this way, McKay’s lyrical dramatic monologue 

conveys one person’s desire to escape the anguish of winter with his/her beloved, which may be a desire shared by 

many readers.  

 A different perception of winter brings Robert Frost’s poem into discussion.  Yet, winter in “Stopping by 

Woods on a Snowy Evening” is quite different from that in McKay’s poem.  Here, winter fills the speaker with the 

stability and joyfulness explored.  This speaker is glad, perhaps like Yeats, to be far from society and human contact 

by being engrossed by these woods full of snow, as expressed in lines three and four: “He will not see me stopping 

here/To watch his woods fill up with snow” (ll. 3-4).  The “He” is the man that owns this part of the land where 
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the speaker stops.  There are three elements of the natural world mentioned: land, sky, and water.   The trees of the 

woods represent the land; the “frozen lake” represents the water; and the sky is represented by the falling snow from 

above, the source of it. The speaker finds serenity within these woods because they encompass all of these elements 

of nature.  All three are also connected at this moment with the speaker and his horse, with which he shares this 

peaceful moment even though the horse may not understand his intentions: “My little horse must think it queer/To 

stop without a farmhouse near” (ll. 5-6).

 Robert Frost connects each of the four stanzas with the external form of interlocking rhymes of AABA/

BBCB etc., drawing from each stanza the important effect the woods filled with snow have on him.  To the speaker, 

the darkness is not only wonderful to see, but also, since “The only other sound’s the sweep/Of easy wind and downy 

flake,” it is great to hear (ll. 11-12).  The words “sound” and “sweep” have a soft hum that travels through the voice as 

a calming sensation, just like the flakes of snow falling around him.  Frost uses gentle words that begin with “s” and 

“w” to let the reader experience his experience in these woods during the winter evening.  Therefore, these important 

features illustrate the peace he is searching.  In the last stanza, however, he describes his encounter with the woods as 

too brief, for he has many tasks to undertake along with “many miles” of travel before he can rest, which introduces 

an ominous urgency to the poem similar to Yeats.  Frost emphasizes the unfortunate brevity by repeating twice: “And 

miles to go before I sleep” (ll. 15-16).  Readers are now longing for the same experience this poem has just introduced 

them to, because it gives a slight glimpse of the magnificent serenity that the natural world can offer. 

 Among all three poems by Yeats, McKay, and Frost, the idea of searching the natural world for tranquility 

has been expressed clearly with their images and the principle of form in poetry.  There are, however, different 

views and uses of these elements.  The image of winter is contrasted in the poems “Stopping by Woods on a Snowy 

Evening” by Robert Frost and “After the Winter” by Claude McKay. Frost captures winter as a dark but beautiful 

season where one is able to stray away from society to have peace in the woods during the cold night.  In contrast, the 

speaker in “After the Winter” longs to escape the bitter season, searching for happiness in the south. Frost’s speaker 

has tranquility right where he stops, whereas McKay’s speaker is looking for a never ceasing life full of warmth and 

liveliness.

Natural elements are also significant throughout “The Lake Isle of Innisfree” by William Butler Yeats just as 

much as in Claude McKay’s poem.  Both poets use the future tense to describe their speaker’s voice as each line is 

absorbed; therefore, the reader also feels the need for space, like a vacation, and lulling word choices in each poem 

fulfill that need by relating to natural things, bringing readers back to a relaxed state.  All three poems have iambic 

meter that varies in meter length but provides an optimistic tone to the readers.  Frost uses a kind of terza rima to 

express the present moment, whereas the two other poems have chosen a rhyme scheme that progresses forward in 

time, the ABAB CDCD for example in Yeats’ poem.  Together then, the three poets use formal elements, as well as 

natural imagery to present the experience of the speakers who are looking for harmony.  The optimism in all three 

poems jumps out of their words into the readers’ hearts and out of their voices to heighten our senses to the wilder 

and simpler things in life.  

Works Cited 
Frost, Robert. “Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening.” 100 Best-Loved Poems. Ed. Philip Smith. New York: Dover    
 Publications, 1995.
McKay, Claude. “After Winter.” 101 Great American Poems. Ed. The American Poetry and Literacy Project. Mineola: Dover   
 Publications, 1998.
Yeats, William Butler. “The Lake Isle of Innisfree.” 100 Best-Loved Poems. Ed. Philip Smith. New York: Dover 
 Publications, 1995.
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First Place

“never trust a rubber duCk”
by

Colleen Farrell

Last summer was the summer when a rubber duck kidnapped my nephews. Summer had finally come, but 

instead of relaxing by the pool while a servant served me drinks on a floating table, heading to the Dunes for a wild 

ride, or going on vacation to Malibu with friends, I was stuck babysitting my two nephews. It was halfway into the 

summer at this point, a sizzling summer day. Brian and Max had come down for breakfast super early. “Great, I guess 

we’re not sleeping in today,” I thought to myself. “Are you guys hungry?” I asked them. 

“Not yet,” they responded. I proceeded to pack the lunches for the day. “I’m hungry,” whined Max.

 “Yea, me too,” said Brian. 

 “Did I not just ask you this?” I mumbled. Cinnamon Toast Crunch cereal was served. Breakfast was not even 

over and I had already wanted to ram my head into a wall. Looking back now, I wish I had given them a more 

substantial breakfast.

We decided to go to the park. The cruel sun beat down on us from directly above. I had thought it would be a 

good idea to walk to kill some time since it was still pretty early. I had been wrong. Sweat poured off of our faces, and 

we looked like we’d just been sprayed with a hose. Brian’s brown hair had turned black from the perspiration, and 

Max’s fair skin was flushed beat red. Both of their little faces were speckled with tiny, sandy brown freckles brought 

out by the heat. My long, dark hair was pulled into a ponytail, and my bangs clung to my forehead like Silly Putty. 

Max fell down and cried for 6 minutes. A miniscule cut on his leg had spilt a tiny amount of blood, though 

the way he was crying made it seem as if thick, red blood was gushing like a volcano from his leg. So I carried him 

on my back the rest of the way. Have you ever carried a 40-pound kid? It’s not a fun experience; I’ll leave it at that. 

Brian loves the heat, so he kept running ahead. “Stop at the curb and look for cars!” I screamed. He half glanced and 

darted across the street. “If he gets hit by a car Lorelei will kill me,” I thought. The car would become the least of my 

concerns that day. 

Mrs. Holmes, our neighbor, walked outside to admire her geraniums with her golden retriever, Toby, who was 

chewing on a rubber duck toy, which seemed to be bubbly instead of just wet with saliva. “You do know it’s almost 

100 degrees out, don’t you? Should you really be outside with those two young boys?” she questioned. I gave her a 

death glare and kept walking. Toby had dropped the rubber duck toy in the grass and retreated back into the house 

for a bowl of water and air conditioning. I envied him for it, despite the fact that he lived with such an obnoxious 

person. 

We turned the corner to the street the park was on and there, lying in the grass, was the rubber duck toy. When 

we had finally made it to the park there, sitting on one of the swings, was the rubber duck toy again. “Am I going 

crazy?” I thought. I walked back to where I had previously seen it in the grass. It was gone. I looked back over to the 

park; Brian and Max were standing next to a giant rubber duck. It was at least nine feet tall. It was shockingly bright 

yellow, and the sun’s reflection off of it made it even more difficult to look at. Its giant orange beak was quacking 

like a pterodactyl. I could not believe my eyes. Within seconds, the duck had each of them on a wing and took off 

running down the street. I tried chasing it, but Toby had suddenly appeared and was chasing me, and the duck was 

already at least two blocks ahead. 

I called Lorelei right away. “A rubber duck just kidnapped Brian and Max,” I told her, but she obviously did not 

believe me, though who would?  
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“Very funny, Carly. Why are you really calling me?” she asked. “I swear to God, Lorelei. I don’t know what to 

do,” I cried. She told me that she didn’t have time for this nonsense and to stop calling her at work. I ran back to our 

house to get bubble bath to lure the duck with. My tank top was soaked with sweat at this point, and I’m pretty sure 

the temperature was at least 187 degrees. Beads of sweat were pouring off my face like tears. I wanted to cry, but I 

didn’t have time. Crying isn’t at the top of your priority list when a rubber duck has just kidnapped your nephews.

On my run home, I saw Mrs. Holmes laughing at me. “Don’t say I didn’t try to warn you!” she shouted gleefully. 

I stopped for the first time in 7 minutes. 

“Warn me about what?” I asked her suspiciously. 

“I told you something bad would happen,” she said. 

“How do you know anything bad has happened?” I questioned her. She looked stricken and walked back into her 

house in a huff. “By the way your dog’s been kidnapped by the rubber duck, too,” I shouted. It was a lie, but I didn’t 

care. 

She turned around, “Not Toby!” she cried, running down the street towards the park. She was a sight to see. Her 

grey hair was flying everywhere; she looked like a maniac.

I knew she was involved. All summer long she had been harassing me for not being a good enough babysitter. 

She’d throw in her comments here and there, and sometimes literally over the fence on a piece of rubber duck 

notebook paper. She never liked me after that time I accidentally ran over Toby’s rubber duck toy with my bike when 

I was five years old, but I had never thought it would come to this. Fifteen years later and she was still holding a 

personal vendetta against me for it.

I bolted for the bathroom and grabbed the bubble bath from the shelf, Barbie Brand Bubble Bath. “Well, 

hopefully this duck likes Barbies,” I thought to myself as I dashed out the door. I heard it before I saw it, quaking 

obnoxiously, like someone was choking it to death. All the neighbors had come outside to see what the ruckus was 

about. I looked up and saw it in the sky with Brian and Max still sitting on each side of it. 

Liquids were the magic potions for this duck, for anyone in this heat for that matter. I remembered Toby’s saliva 

had been bubbly, which meant Mrs. Holmes had put bubble bath on it to make it come alive. So now I needed to get 

bubble bath back on the duck to turn it back into a chew toy. I squirted the pink, sparkly liquid into a bucket of water 

and waved the rest of it into the air. It was working; the bubbles were floating up towards the rubber duck. The duck 

began shrinking and falling down towards the bucket. It spun like a car out of control on ice. Its plastic wings never 

budged, but Brian and Max were hanging on for dear life anyway. Its shockingly bright color reflected off of the sun 

and because of it, for a minute, the crowd gasped and everyone had to look away. It got closer and closer to the bucket. 

Its quacks got quicker and echoed rapidly away. It looked at me in anger with its beady black eyes. “Sorry little guy,” 

I said to it as it splashed into the bucket of Barbie Brand Bubble Bath and morphed back into plastic. It wasn’t even 

lunchtime and already this day had been the most dramatic, traumatic, and eventful day all summer, if not my entire 

life.

I know what you’re thinking. It’s a difficult story to believe, but it’s true. You can ask Brian, Max, or any of the 

neighbors who witnessed it. Mrs. Holmes has been put into a mental institution; sometimes Lorelei brings Toby up 

to visit her. She tells me that Mrs. Holmes was just a lonely woman. I am not convinced, because sometimes I get 

letters in the mail from the Spring Hills Mental Institution filled with rubber duck notebook paper. After that day, 

the little things don’t bother me anymore. For the rest of the summer we never ate Cinnamon Toast Crunch cereal for 

breakfast again. Instead, I made pancakes, Brian’s favorite, and bacon, Max’s favorite. 
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 Second Place

“Milo”
by

Emily Brzycki 

I figured I must be the only person crazy enough to go out to the old barn in the evening, not because it was 

particularly dangerous, but because it was no fun for any normal person. The grass was high enough to be uncom-

fortable to walk through, and there wasn’t much to see that was any different from any other field. Nevertheless, I 

walked out there, habitually, because there’s something kind of peaceful about being there at dusk; nothing around 

but the buzz of the insects trading guard for the night. The mosquitoes and the flies had it perfectly timed so that 

when the sun was in the process of going down, they didn’t miss a beat. I shuffled around just looking and taking in 

the night tonight like most other nights except as I stared out into the mist, expecting to see the descending nightly 

fog, I saw piercing blue eyes that caught my own. The apparition was close. If I reached out my hand I could touch 

his soft, brown overcoat. I froze; not in fear but interest – the blueness of his eyes was astonishing, and they didn’t 

project hatred or rage, just intent. He took a step forward and I jumped out of instinct. He disappeared and I stood 

there, spooked and curious at the same time. I took a couple cautious steps forward, saw nothing, and then reluctantly 

turned around to take the long walk home.

I had a hard time falling asleep that night – every time I closed my eyes I felt like I was being haunted by 

that intense blue gaze. Eventually, I drifted off to sleep and was granted peace from the stress of the day. The next 

morning, I woke at 7 a.m. like I always did to make myself breakfast and eat it on my porch in solitude. I liked 

enjoying my eggs and slightly burnt bacon with the sweet breeze of summer on my face, and I didn’t mind watching 

the rest of the town go about its business and listening to people make small talk as they passed each other in their 

morning routines. After breakfast, I methodically went back into my old farmhouse, got out my typewriter, and tried 

to work on my current story, just like I had every day. Occasionally my work turned into a kind of beautiful prose, 

like words dancing on paper – lately, it had been flat and I just hadn’t been able to develop any of my characters. I sat 

all day, my head pounding with the frustration of emptiness, until I decided that if I didn’t go out for a walk, I’d lose 

my mind. 

I left my work in frustration and decided I would give myself an hour as I creaked down my porch steps with my 

head held low and my hands sunk in the pockets of my brown corduroys. As I was on my way, I saw a girl out of the 

corner of my eye who was walking in the same unobtrusive manner on the opposite side of the street. She was quite 

beautiful and I couldn’t help but watch the lightness of her step and how her long, honey brown hair softly bounced 

with every move she made. She wore a billowy, knee length dress, red with small white polka dots. I was sure she 

must be perfect. She looked up and saw me staring at her. I quickly looked away, embarrassed – surely she’d have no 

interest in me.

 I’m not exactly the guy everyone wants to date. I’m pretty slender; I never had the want to be muscular and 

intimidating, I’m just happy staying in by myself and reading or working on whatever book I’m writing at the time. 

I suppose my lifestyle projects the image that I couldn’t ever really protect a girl; I mean, not that I wouldn’t, but I 

certainly don’t look like the guy who’s going to go punch out some asshole that looked at my girl funny. I ran a hand 

through my sandy blonde hair, which frequently got in my eyes because of its questionably too-long length. As I was 

flooded with my insecurities, I glanced over one more time to take my last look at her – I noticed that she was still 

looking at me, and then she began to cross the street and seemed to be walking towards me. She stopped to my right 

and asked me if I knew where the closest grocery store was.
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“It’s not far from here. I can walk you if you want.” I mumbled. 

She smiled and replied, “Sure, ok. That would be great. I’m Lucy, and who are you?” 

“Milo.” 

“Nice to meet you.” She smiled again. She had perfect white teeth and her smile radiated everything good in the 

world. I couldn’t believe this woman was talking to me. “Have you lived here long?” she added. “Is it a nice place? I 

mean it seems to be so far, but I haven’t really met anyone and it seems pretty quiet around here.”

“Well, I like it, I guess … I never really thought much about it. I grew up here and when my parents died, I 

inherited their house and just stayed. So, yes, I’ve been here a long time.”

“Oh, I’m sorry about your parents. They must have died young. I mean, you don’t seem to be much past 25.”

“27 actually. They did, die young, I mean. Car accident.”

“Oh. I really am very sorry. I didn’t mean to bring up painful memories.”

The next few minutes were marked by silence as we made our way through town and to the store. I knew I should 

have said something, but I just couldn’t. Five minutes of deafening silence had passed by the time we got to the store.

“Well, here we are,” I said, almost, but not quite glad the awkwardness was about to end.

“Thanks, I appreciate it so much … Hey, what are you doing later?” Was she really asking me this question? 

Really? I acted like a mute idiot all the way here and she still wanted to see me?

“Nothing, I mean nothing important anyway.” I responded.

“I was wondering if maybe you could show me around town a little more.”

“Of course,” I said, probably too quickly, furthering my idiocy in her presence. “Where do you live?  I’ll come by 

and pick you up?”

“Oh no, you don’t have to do that.  I’ll just come by your place.” 

I gave her directions and quickly walked away so she wouldn’t see my face, which, for the first time in ages, was 

full of a goofy grin. I walked into my house in disbelief and nervousness and rushed around, trying to make my house 

appear less cluttered than it was, just in case she wanted to come in. When I finally had everything together and had 

picked out my blue, plaid, button down shirt and nicest tan corduroys I owned, I sat down to take it all in. A million 

things ran through my mind, and I thought about how excited my parents would be. They had ALWAYS encouraged 

me to find a nice girl, but I was notoriously shy and, like I said before, lacking in the brawn department. Mom always 

said the only reason girls didn’t go after me was because I didn’t think I deserved them. Maybe she was right, but I 

doubt I’ll ever know. I missed them, but I’d lived on my own since I was 19 and there was no use mourning the lost, 

so any pain that did surface I threw wholeheartedly into my writing. I heard a knock on the hollowed wood of my 

front door, walked to my fate, and let her in.

“Hi,” she said, smiling radiantly, still in her polka dot dress. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. “I thought maybe we 

could do whatever it is you would normally do on a Thursday night.” 

“I’m afraid it’s not as exciting as you think,” I said. “I just take a walk after I’ve finished all my work for the 

evening. I have a particular route, but you probably wouldn’t like it. I don’t even really know why I take it.”

“Oh, I don’t mind. I’d love to go with you.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to go to a movie or something? It’s just that you look so beautiful, and I don’t want 

you to get all scratched up walking out in a field,” I said before I realized that I’d just complimented her out loud.

“Oh, thank you,” she said, as she blushed and looked down for a moment. But immediately after that, she looked 

back up and caught my eyes. I couldn’t tear myself away from her gaze.

“Ok, um. Well then, let’s go,” I said, still mesmerized and probably ruining the moment. As I shut the front door 

behind me, I couldn’t help but think it weird that a pretty girl wearing a dress would want to go traipsing through a 
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field with some guy she’d met earlier that day. I just had a feeling that something had to go wrong, but I hoped that 

it was just my nerves and that all this really was as good as it seemed. We meandered around town a bit on the way 

to the old barn which, before last night, had nothing especially curious about it. I wondered if it was a good idea to 

bring her there after what I’d seen. I could always change where I walked. She’d never know. But for some reason, I 

felt compelled to keep going. I just hoped that my weird routine wouldn’t harm her liking me. 

When we reached the field, I asked her, “Are you sure you want to walk back here?” 

She giggled and replied, “Of course, silly, I don’t mind.” It amazed me how at ease she was with me. It felt like 

we’d known each other forever, and I couldn’t imagine waking up the next morning without the possibility of seeing 

her. I decided to make a bold move and grab her hand. She responded by holding onto mine tightly and giving me 

another one of her looks that warmed my soul so much that I thought how easily I could fall in love with her. We 

made our way through the field and to the barn which was remarkably in a clearing. It looked like someone had taken 

hours and hours to come and weed and cut the grass until it looked like a normal, lived in, piece of property. She 

looked at me knowingly and took my hands.

“I want you to come with me,” she said in earnest.

“What? I don’t understand,” I said, thoroughly confused.

“This is my home.” A house appeared next to the barn, an amazingly built and almost aristocratic looking house. 

“I’ve waited ages for someone to spend my life with, and I fell in love with you the moment I first saw you here. Last 

night I decided it was time for me to quit stalling and come and find you.” 

“But I saw a man here last night…wait…what?” 

She laughed and spoke softly, “I know you did. That was my father. He watches out for me. My whole family is 

here, but he’s the only one people ever see. If he frightened you, I’m sure he didn’t mean to. He watches out for me 

because years ago after I turned down my boyfriend’s proposal, he got extremely jealous and came after my whole 

family. None of us could have imagined what kind of person he really was.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry. How did he? I mean, were you … ?” I didn’t know what else to say. There were so many 

questions that I knew would have illogical answers. I should have been terrified, but I felt calm and, without really 

understanding the situation at all, I understood Lucy very well. I took her hand and followed her up to the front steps 

of her house. I took one last look behind me and thought about how much pain this world had given me and how 

much warmth Lucy provided. I turned back around and took my first confident step into another world.

As it turned out, Milo wasn’t the only one who walked past the old barn, and later that evening someone found 

his body lying in the grass with a peaceful smile on his face. No one else saw the clearing or the house, and the area 

remained a place of peace and tranquility where people went to clear their thoughts at the end of a long or discour-

aging day. 
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Third Place

“intent: it’s all in your head”
by

Jenna Froelich

Very few people can look upon the universe and recognize just how many strange and intriguing things there are 

out there. I’ve had the opportunity to know mostly all of them, but few have been quite as interesting and sometimes 

contradictory as the beings living on a little blue globe they refer to as “Earth.” Their presence is relatively new, but 

they have, in a remarkably short time, become the most advanced species on their planet. They are one of the few 

sentient organisms, they are notable for their highly developed intellect, and they have the unique ability of adapting 

the environment to themselves in almost innumerable ways.

Yet for all their strengths, they have their curiosities. If you’ll forgive my digression: there are these other, more 

primitive creatures on Earth called “hamsters.” They’re mostly clueless, sometimes walk off the edge of things, and 

will run around on little wheels without ever realizing that they’re not actually going anywhere… and it’s kind of 

funny to watch. Now, move things from an earthly to a universal scale: humans are the hamsters of the universe, 

amusing in their bemusing behavior. They have religions that teach them to treat their fellow man well, but there 

are many on Earth who cannot appreciate the delicious irony of religious wars meant to hatefully eradicate those 

men who do not believe in their messages of love and peace. They also have this odd practice of putting some in 

power to protect them and their societies, only to find themselves at a complete loss when they must now suddenly 

protect themselves from those very same individuals. And I have yet to explain fully the oxymoronic tendency of some 

humans to kill other humans when the motive of the species as a whole seems to be survival! Hah! Now add to this 

the fact that they continue to obliviously repeat these mistakes, century after century, generation after generation. 

And they sit and wonder why their societies are going nowhere fast… such clueless, quizzical beings!

To be fair, not all humans are completely ignorant of their problems. They have created structures and means 

to deal with some of these issues. Let’s take, for example, an interesting human concept I’ve come to learn called 

“justice.” From what I have gathered, it has been put in place to ensure that fewer individuals will be inclined to 

act selfishly in such a way that could harm other humans or the overall society. It is, in some ways, a practice of 

reciprocity, of administering an equal penalty for the harmful act committed. Of course, in some regions of human 

society this reciprocity seems … rather literal. I once peeked in on a certain corner of the planet and saw a human 

take something from another human. He was caught … and they chopped off the hand in which he’d held the stolen 

item. Lucky for him, they didn’t know that he’d actually used both hands to swipe it! Bottom line, though, is that 

it makes sense in some twisted sort of way: a human without one or both hands will have infinitely more problems 

taking things from others than one who is fully intact. Unless, of course, he gets smart and learns to use his feet, 

in which case death is certainly a very efficient way of making absolutely certain that repeating the transgression is 

impossible. 

This concept of justice is not quite so straightforward in every region of the Earth, however. It is in these regions 

that I find something of true bemusing entertainment: humans, who are incapable of objectively gathering the 

thoughts and intentions of others use those very same intangible things as a basis for deciding whether or not justice 

must be served in the first place! After all, those who live in these regions consider the practice of chopping off limbs 

rather barbaric, so I suppose they would have had to find some alternative … but … searching for intent to serve as the 

basis of whether or not a transgression has been committed? I’d laugh at the ludicrous notion if these humans were 

not so grimly serious about their methods! 
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Now consider this scenario: a human murdered another human without any living being having been present to 

witness it. Well… no living being that had a memory span beyond two seconds and could communicate, anyway. I 

doubt the goldfish that were in the room at the time would have had much to say about what transpired, but anyway. 

In some places, merely accusing this murderous human of the act, with or without any real proof that he had done 

something, would have been enough to exact justice upon him. However, in the regions I speak of, they first presume 

to garner intent to prove that a wrongful, or, as they say, criminal act has been committed. I actually recall peeking in 

upon the one-hundred and ninth page of the 4th edition of a human text—it was simply entitled Criminal Justice, by 

Jay S. Albanese, I believe—and it said that intent was, in fact, a necessary element needed to define a crime. Essentially, 

without it, no true crime has been committed because there would be no conscious decision behind the act. Now 

enlighten me, if you will. How, then, are crimes “proven” if humans have no true way of garnering the private 

thoughts and intentions of other humans? 

Granted, for what they lack, they’ve developed some rather impressive methods of laying proper blame on a 

perpetrator with some amount of certainty, even though some of these methods are quite indirect. Their technology 

allows them to find incriminating physical evidence, things like fingerprinting (each fingerprint is, conveniently, 

completely unique), DNA analysis and more, all to help link someone to the scene if not the crime itself. Certainly, 

they aren’t taking a total shot in the dark, but humans can’t attain that objective, tangible proof of the existence of 

intent. Tell me their methods are not backwards in the face of such impossibilities!

Without being able to directly locate intent, there’s plenty of room for mistakes; there’s a limit to what physical 

evidence can prove.  Some evidence may be misleading or even set up to try to frame an innocent individual. 

Testimony from witnesses is unreliable because human beings have both selective perception and memory due to 

their inability to take in large amounts of information at once. We’re talking about beings that will wander about 

looking for an item without ever noticing that they’re actually holding it in their hand the entire time, so to ask them 

to recount important events from a crime (or potential crime) seems laughable. There are so many ways in which an 

innocent human could be punished for the wrongdoings of others … and actually, I suppose this is why the humans 

put such emphasis on intent—a true willful decision to do wrong—when they’re trying to convict someone. But for a 

creature that lives so blissfully ignorant within its own mind, and its own mind alone, locating intent is impossible.

Perhaps it would be more efficient if humans could peer into the minds of others. After all, I and many other 

beings I know of within this universe need only glance at any given individual to tell whether or not they’ve had 

thoughts of wrongdoing. If intent were so crucial to connecting an individual to a crime, then would this not be a 

more reliable way to detect it? There would be no more need for the long and grueling interrogations, lengthy trials, 

and mind-numbing rules and regulations of the human justice system. Imagine! Physical evidence and witness testi-

mony would only be necessary insofar as it could point to a potential suspect. From there, it would only be a matter of 

peering into their innermost thoughts to search for the guilty traces of willful, conscious action, thoughts that would 

have coalesced into action. How much simpler would this be! Even I get a headache watching them scramble around 

like one of their silly chicken creatures with its head cut off, trying to find the fragile threads of intent. But … then 

again … 

I suppose that I forget how quickly human beings can jump to conclusions. They like to play games of “what-if,” 

build bomb shelters, and buy enough canned foods to last them millennia based on the mere possibility of nuclear 

holocaust, whether or not it seems plausible. They also are extremely curious and probably wouldn’t feel too 

unscrupulous about taking a peek into others’ thoughts even when a particular person wasn’t suspected of anything. 

So what would happen, then, if humans could read minds and perhaps happened in on the thoughts of a disgruntled, 

hardworking, young business woman (who practically killed herself trying to get to where she is, by the way), whose 

| S
t

u
d

e
n

t
 F

ic
t

io
n

 e
S

S
a

y
 | 



33

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine        2009
| S

t
u

d
e

n
t F

ic
t

io
n

 e
S

S
a

y | 

boss just gave the promotion to that stuck up, brownnosing jerk in the next cubicle? Just because she thinks she’d like 

to tie that bald-headed idiot of a boss up and stab him with a billion thumbtacks after pulling out his toenails with 

pliers and literally rubbing salt in the wounds, it doesn’t mean she’s actually going to do it. That fellow Jay Albanese 

also wrote actus reus, the act itself, which is a crucial element of crime, because what is a criminal act without an 

action? So then … the problem lies in the fact that if humans had access to the intention, they might just skip the act 

itself all together and jump right to the arrest.

Okay, so maybe mind reading would not be such a great option for humans. They would have to stop thinking 

or, at least very carefully, guard their thoughts for fear of arrest. I can’t say I would be happy about this, because a 

lot of what humans think is very, very amusing. Really, if I think about it, the methods these humans do use may be 

flawed, but there aren’t any true perfections in the universe anyway. At the very least, they’re trying to be fair with 

their procedures, which is more than I can say of some other earthly methods of justice. Yes, certainly the humans are 

better left running on their little wheels. They don’t always get to where they want to go very quickly, but I’ll hand 

this to them: even in the face of impossible tasks, when it comes to finding intention where it can never be tangibly 

attained, they do sometimes manage to knock that wheel off the supports and make a few inches of progress as they 

create new innovations.

For now, I’ll leave them to their own devices. I wonder what other hamsters I can find floating around this 

universe …
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First Place

“lovers’ Moon”
by

 Lois Mintah

 

         Russell Peterson was lonely. Another Valentine’s Day was approaching, and he didn’t have a girlfriend. Rather 

shy, he found it somewhat difficult to talk with the pretty young women who came in the stationery store where he 

worked. He always managed to find the perfect paper to wrap gifts for their beaus and was happy at the looks of 

delight on their faces – he only wished someone would come in with a gift to wrap and a look of secret happiness for 

him. 

       It was just past closing time at Kimmel’s Stationers. He had stayed a little late to help the pair of giggling girl-

friends who had just left with Valentine cards. He sighed as he clicked off the light switch. Wrapping his coat tightly 

about his trim frame, he braced himself as he stepped out into the frigid February evening. He locked the door and 

dashed briskly to the diner across the street. 

       Inside, Mrs. Emery poured him some hot coffee. “Cold enough for you?” 

      “Yes, Mrs. Emery, indeed it is.” He ran his hands through his thick reddish hair and rubbed them together briskly 

before clasping them around the white ceramic mug. 

      “Selling a lot of Valentines?” 

      “You bet. We’re getting some chocolates in tomorrow – they should go pretty fast.” He took a sip. “I’ll bring you a 

sample.” 

      She beamed. “You’re such a sweet boy! When is some girl going to snatch you up?” He opened his mouth to reply, 

but she continued. “Did you see that moon tonight? That’s a lovers’ moon.”  

     He put a dollop of cream in his coffee and stirred. “I never heard of a lovers’ moon.” 

     “Oh, sure. Haven’t you heard the poem? Lovers’ Moon is white and gold; make a wish before it’s old. Moon can make 

your dream come true, but not the way you expect it to.” 

     He smiled. “Well, that’s a cunning rhyme.” 

     She winked. “Better make a wish, Russ!”

 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

     Inside his apartment, he laid his long coat over a straight-backed chair. Soft meows greeted him. 

     “Hey, Sweetheart. How’s my girl?” Ruby slipped around his ankles, rubbing affectionately. Russ maneuvered to 

the icebox and took out a small carton of milk. He peeled open a can of sardines. Getting some mustard and crackers, 

he fixed a plate for himself and a plate for Ruby. Russ munched his dinner in silence, a solitary fixture in the kitchen 

his only light. 

     It sure would be nice to have a warm home-cooked meal to come home to. Lathering mustard on his fish, he 

thought about what Mrs. Emery said. “Lovers’ moon, huh?” He had never heard of such a thing. “She was probably 

just being cute because it was almost Valentine’s Day.” Still, it would be grand to meet someone. He washed the dishes 

and drifted off to sleep listening to the radio, Ruby’s purring, and the hissing of the steam radiator. 

     The next day, Russ was on his way to open the store. He went to the diner for some bacon and eggs. Mrs. Emery 

had a frown on her usually jovial face. 

     “Late delivery, Mrs. Emery?” 

     “No, just that I hope our town is not attracting too many of those kind of women.” She frowned in the general 
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Art cAtegory

Student Painting
First Place
“Journey 2”                     
by Charlie Megna

Faculty, Staff, and Alumni              
Computer Graphics
First Place                             
“beetlefly”                                       
by Matthew Coglianese

Student Drawing
First Place                             

“little red riding hood”                    
by Katie Ryan

Student Drawing
Honorable Mention

“CharCoal draWing”
by Andrew Whims

Student Drawing
Honorable Mention
“greek design”
by Alana Bak

Student Craft
Honorable Mention
“flying geese”
by the Art Club

Faculty, Staff, and Alumni Drawing
Honorable Mention
“CharCoal draWing”
by Prof. Mark Swain
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Student Photography
Honorable Mention                             
“City CroW”              
by Katie Ryan

Student Mixed Media
First Place                             
“asaMi”              
by Marissa Frattini

Student Photography
Honorable Mention                            
“urban Jungle”              
by Michelle Marsh

Faculty, Staff, and Alumni Photography
First Place                           
“divinely inspirational sunset”              
by Angela Haws
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Tatania

I imagine your voice the Wind
Running its fingers through my hair.
Warm Wind.  Bottomless Wind.
Too warm for an autumn afternoon.

I imagine your lips the Moon
Bending low low over me
Kissing the tops of my 
many tufted ears.

I imagine your laugh the Sun
Holding my face in its hands.
Happy Sun.  Powerful Sun.
My eyelashes are making rainbows.

But if Wind sat down beside me
To settle its feet in the dirt,
It would not be Wind.
And I would not love you.

And if Moon stepped off its starry carpet
To lay in the furrows,
It would cease to be Moon.
And I would not love you.

And if Sun strode across the field
To stand head-high with a grasshopper,
It would not be Sun.
And I would not love you.

So be Sun.
Be Moon.
Be Wind.
And do not bother me again.
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Student Photography
Honorable Mention                           
“stained glass”              

by Elizabeth Hoover

Student Computer Graphics
Honorable Mention                           

“aMeriCan identity”              
by Elyssa Pinta

Faculty, Staff, and Alumni Drawing 
Honorable Mention

“CharCoal draWing”
by Prof. Mark Swain

Poem
Honorary Judge’s Entry

“tatania”
by Inst. Sharon Houk Téllez

toM Quinlan

Student Drawing
Honorable Mention
“the letter a”

by Alana Bak
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Faculty, Staff, and Alumni Craft
Honorable Mention                

“CeltiC knot 
garden”

by Br. Robert Wilsbach

Student Drawing
Honorable Mention                           
“peaCoCk feather”              
by Jovana Torres

Faculty, Staff, and Alumni Drawing
Honorable Mention                           

“MagiC kiss”              
by Karen Donohue

Faculty, Staff, and Alumni Computer Graphics
Honorable Mention
“hope”
by Prof. Paul Mitchell

Faculty, Staff, and Alumni Drawing
Honorable Mention                             

“Journal sketCh”              
by Ann Blaas
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direction of a svelte form perched on a counter stool. “Big city life will do all kinds of things to small-town girls.”  

Russ looked then tucked back into his meal. He was so timid around women that he automatically skipped over any 

opportunity he had, even when one was thrown in his lap.  

     On his way out, he felt a light touch on his arm. 

     “Excuse me, sir?” The voice was somewhat exotic.  

     He turned and beheld a little minx of a woman with impossibly green eyes and a platinum – almost silver – coif. 

Her attire did nothing to hide her curvaceous figure – and she didn’t seem to mind at all. 

     “Yes, Miss?”  

     “I’m looking for a special card for a special someone. The lady said you are the proprietor of the store across the 

street.” Mrs. Emery, clutching a coffee pot in her pudgy arm, gave her a scowl that would freeze bees out of their hive. 

     Russ sighed inwardly. The same old story. “Yes, I’m heading over right now. Why don’t you come along?” 

     She smiled. “What is your name?” 

     “Russell. Russell Peterson.”  

     They crossed the street and entered the shop. “Please look around, Miss . . .?” 

     “Call me Cerise.” 

     He showed her some cards with satin hearts, some trimmed with lace, some featuring rosy-cheeked boys and girls.  

     “These are lovely, but not quite what I was looking for.” Undeterred, Russ was reaching for a box of cards from 

France – when she stopped him. 

     “Mr. Peterson, I would like you to take me out.” 

     Russ nearly fell on the floor. “You can’t be serious!” 

     “Why not?” 

     “Well, I’m . . . No one ever . . . That is . . .” 

     She stared at him. “Well, I suppose you can’t change a leopard’s spots.” She stalked off towards the door. 

     “Wait! I would like to see you.”  

     She turned and looked at him with an unreadable expression.  

     He continued: “After I close the store, I’d like to take you to dinner.” 

     Cerise fairly shrieked: “AFTER?!? Close the store now! You’ve been slaving for that old fool Kimmel for years. And 

what thanks has he given you?” 

     Russ goggled at her. “I’ve never seen you before. How do you know so much about me? Where are you from?” 

     “I’m from the city. I dropped by to visit you. Just call me someone from your past.” 

     There was indeed something familiar about Cerise. Russ couldn’t put his finger on it, but he was so awestruck by 

her interest in him that before he knew it, he was swinging the sign to “CLOSED” and locking the door at thirty 

minutes past nine in the morning. 

     “Where do you want to go?” 

     “Where do you want to take me?” 

     “Well, the park, then a picture, then . . .” 

     “Here in town? Everyone will wonder why you aren’t working. If you call in ill, you have to lie low. Let’s go to the 

city. I’ll show you around. It’ll be great fun.” She slipped her arm into his. 

     Just going with the flow, Russ wondered if he were dreaming. He furtively pinched himself. Ouch. If he were 

sleeping, he was out good. “The city . . . the city it is.”

 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
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     The looming buildings of New York were approaching over the horizon. The drive was pleasant. Cerise spoke of 

growing up in New York, surviving on her own as she had no family to speak of. “I know Manhattan like the back 

of my hand.” 

     “Let’s get a bite to eat and then we can catch a show.” 

     “I know the perfect place.” 

     They ate at a little Italian café. The view was of an alley, but the chicken Parmesan was exquisite. Then they saw 

Roberta at the Winter Garden Theater. Russ almost fainted as Cerise led them through a back door and they slipped 

into seats without buying tickets. He couldn’t relax until the second half of the show.  

     They went to the Museum of Natural History, had coffee, and then went ice-skating at Rockefeller Center. 

Moonlight shone on her hair and eyes, making her look like a princess of the night orb.  

     “You look more radiant than usual.” Leaning on the wall, watching couples glide and twirl, he clasped her 

shoulders and pulled her close. “I want to see you again.” His boldness surprised himself.  

     She turned her head away. “I can’t. I have to go. I could only stay for one day.” 

     In disbelief, Russ said, “No, that can’t be!” Then he thought: Is this the lovers’ moon? Did my wish come true? That 

had to be it. Whether it was better to have loved and lost or never to have loved at all seemed insignificant as he put 

his hand on the back of her head and passionately drew her in for a kiss. The cold no longer mattered. They walked 

the streets until around midnight when she bade him goodbye and slipped away into the night. 

     The ride back to town was quiet. Alone again, Russ drove along the surreal roads in the surreal night. He 

wouldn’t have traded that day for anything in the world, yet an ache began in his heart that the happy images of the 

day would not quell. 

     Home, he lay on his bed. The radio produced only static; the time for broadcasting had long passed. Yet the static 

was better than nothing. It meshed with the confusion in his brain. Let it go for what it was; a wish from the Lovers’ 

Moon. He finally rolled over and slept.

     He was woken the next day by a frantic knocking on his door. He groggily fell off the bed, twisted in the blanket. 

Bright sun disoriented him. For a moment he forgot the events of the previous day. 

     “Hold on. I’m coming!” His neighbor, Walter, was at the door. Walter’s face was ashen. In his arms he held a 

small cardboard box. 

     “Russ, I’m so sorry. I was backing out and didn’t see her.” 

     Russ took the box. Inside was a small, white form. Blood trickled from her pink ear. 

     “I know how attached you were to the little thing. God, I can’t believe it. I didn’t even know she was out. If it’s 

any consolation, I’ll buy you a new one. Any kind.” 

     “Walter, it wasn’t your fault. She must have slipped out without my noticing. Thank you for bringing her to me.” 

He stepped back in and locked the door. In a haze of grief, he cursed himself for not looking out for the creature who 

had been his faithful companion for years, the little white cat with the green eyes that he had picked up a long time 

ago on the way home from an interview in New York. A stray who came out of an alley . . . 

     Oh, God. Impossible. Yet all the pieces fell together. Now he knew why she had been wearing a white coat and 

boots trimmed with fur. How she knew the alleys of Manhattan. She was her. Cerise was Ruby. She must have 

turned back into her real form after midnight and hid in the car to return home. 

     Suddenly, he held the womanly form of the cat. Her face was pale and her breathing shallow.  

     “Cerise! Oh. Oh, dear. Some wish this turned out to be.” 

     Her eyelashes fluttered, wet with tears. “It wasn’t your wish . . . It was mine. I wanted to be with you, so I wished 

. . . that night you talked about a lovers’ moon . . .” Her breath became ragged. 
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     Russ held her tenderly in his arms. He stroked her hair. “Darling, it’s all right. Don’t try to talk. I’ll get a        

doctor – ” But it was too late. He again held the limp white cat. 

     Russ crumpled to the floor. “No! I wished for someone to love, and now . . . now I’ve lost her; I’ve lost the one         

I had . . . Please, don’t take Ruby away. I want her to stay with me.” His voice dissolved into sobs.  

     The sobs turned into a curious screeching. Russ stopped. He looked into limpid green eyes. Ruby! Ruby was alive! 

He reached for her and his paw landed on her back. His paw?  

     I guess the Lovers’ Moon granted your wish after all. Come on, let’s go. 

     The two cats dashed through the milk door and out to a big new world. 

 

Lovers’ Moon is white and gold; 

Make a wish before it’s old.  

Moon can make your dream come true 

But not the way you expect it to. 

 

THE END

Second Place

“Morning”
by 

Elizabeth Weber

The singing slipped into Alistair’s dreams, rousing echoes in the dusty concert hall of his subconscious. He woke 

up humming and found the voice belonged to a blackbird in the shrubs outside his window. Bird or not, he could still 

name that tune.  He sighed, sat up slowly, and wiped last night’s gunk from his eyes.  

An unfinished martini was waiting on his bedside table.  The olive said good morning.  The alarm clock yawned.  

The photograph in the broken frame stayed hidden.  The bird broke into an Irish drinking song and grapevined 

through the bushes.

Al rooted through the hamper for clothes that could pass the smell test.  He paused at a pair of worn out briefs 

lying on top.  The name in the waistband belonged to a much younger man.  He pulled them on anyway.  When 

everything but his socks matched, he headed for the kitchen. 

Yesterday’s paper jumped up to meet him on the easy chair, and he cradled it in the crook of his left arm.

The kitchen was empty.  His usual glass was sitting on the counter, but Diane had forgotten to pour his morning 

scotch.  

A box of Cheerios sat open on the counter.  He poured himself a bowl and checked the cabinet where the liquor 

was kept. The other bottles cried out that the scotch had been kidnapped.  He grumped over to the fridge and 

grabbed the milk, drowning his Cheerios in frustration at the break in his morning routine.

In between churning mouthfuls of cereal and milk into mush, Alistair heard a faint noise from one of the upstairs 

rooms.  Gently setting down his spoon, he walked to the base of the stairs and slowly urged his knees to climb.

The door to his son’s bedroom was open.  A pile of stuff was growing out of the middle of an open suitcase as 

Diane circled, muttering to the objects she was throwing at the bed.  Alistair leaned into the doorjamb, trying to 

persuade his lungs to relax.  The scotch called out to him from a nightstand across the room.  He motioned for it to 
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remain calm. It would soon be rescued.  His daughter-in-law took no notice and dislocated another drawer in the 

dresser, grabbing socks in desperate handfuls.

“What’s that bastard son of mine done now?”

The socks scattered, taking cover where they could as Diane squeaked, hands jumping to her chest.  “Al,” she 

turned back to the dresser and clawed for more socks, “I thought you were out.”  Toss.  Three blacks, five whites, and 

a blue.  None of them matched.

“Diane?”

She slammed the dresser back together and stormed into the closet, refusing to look at him.  Shoes flew at the 

suitcase, one by one.  

“Is it another woman?”

A sneaker hit the far wall and dropped like a dud missile.

“No.”

One shoe, two shoe.  Day shoe, night shoe.

“Is it the pills again?”

Bang.  Another dud.

“That cocksucker didn’t hit you, did he?”

She emerged from the closet, ammunition stores depleted.

“It was you, Alistair.”

“Ah.”  

“It was you and Adele and me and his god damned job and every other important thing in his whole f***ing life.”

“Ah.”  This was the third time this month she’d taken his scotch hostage.  He’d had to talk her down from the 

suitcase on each occasion.  “Well, the asshole never shits far from the tree, I’m afraid.  Why don’t you give that bag 

some time to digest?  I’ll make us some coffee and then you can get back to packing.”

She picked up a fallen flip-flop and brandished it in his direction. “You’re not going to-” 

“I’ll do no such thing.  I’m offering you coffee, compassionate conversation, and an extra pair of hands for 

packing up Adele’s bag when we’re through.”  

He crossed his arms over his still heaving chest and tried to look nonchalant.  After a couple seconds, Diane fed 

the shoe to the suitcase and joined him in the doorway, offering her arm for support.  He gratefully accepted it.  

Halfway down the stairs, Alistair heard the faint cry of the scotch bottle, which he’d forgotten to rescue.  

“Aw, shit.  Diane, I think I dropped my paper up in your room.”  She turned and placed one foot on the stair 

behind them before Alistair caught her arm.  “No, no!  You take a break.  Go on down to the kitchen, I’ll get it.”  

She waited a couple seconds to see if he was stable and disappeared down the stairs.  Al called after her. “And 

don’t even think about touching that coffee pot!  I’m-a show you what black really tastes like!”

He chuckled twice and coughed.  Swearing the staircase was twice as steep as it used to be. He creaked back up, 

the scotch, still waiting for him on the nightstand, eyed him dubiously. “There, there, boy,” he gestured breathlessly 

at the bloated luggage on the bed.  “Didn’t think I’d leave ya to be guzzled by yon hellcat, did ya?”

The bottle cooed as Alistair lovingly tucked it under one elbow and started back across the room.  The doorframe 

stopped him for a quick rest.  He failed to convince his lungs to stop panting and took another step toward the stairs, 

with the wall holding up his right side.

The scotch slipped as Al’s left arm went numb.  It bounced once on the carpet, gurgling in agony at the spill of its 

amber innards.

Diane called from the kitchen. “Alistair?  You left your paper on the table!”
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Sinking to his knees, the old man looked at the ceiling.  It reached for him.  The scotch in the carpet shared the 

pain erupting in his chest, and all the air molecules in the house pushed and pushed but failed to inflate his lungs.  

Face down on the carpet, the lifeless scotch bottle’s mouth gaping inches from his face, the last thing Alistair saw 

was his son’s face staring out of its translucent neck.  

It comforted him to know that he did not die alone.

Third Place

 “the house doWn the street”
by

Madison (Ultis) Seidler

She was not sure what drew her to this house in the first place but, nonetheless, there they were for the Open 

House on a Sunday afternoon.  This particular house would never have even been on their list, and it was definitely 

not in the neighborhood that they ever wished to live in.  Purchasing a house was a big deal for them, as it was the 

first time for both, and they were just months away from their wedding.  They spent endless months searching for the 

“perfect” house, but with no such luck.     

Madelyn woke that grey Sunday morning with a distinct feeling that she and Tom were to go see the house for 

sale on Washington Street.  She had seen it on the market for the past few months, but they never had any interest 

in it whatsoever.  It was at a dead end street in a nearly abandoned side of town; however, it was in their price range.  

Approaching the house, it did not seem unlike any other house on the block; white siding, black shutters, and cast 

iron rungs on the front porch.  Walking up, they even began to feel the slightest bit of hope that this house might 

work out for them after all.

“Maybe we aren’t giving this house the benefit of the doubt,” said Madelyn.  “I mean, after all, we are merely 

judging it by our own impressions of this side of town.” 

“I know,” said Tom. “I mean, let’s just give it a shot and see how we feel after the walk through.  At least we don’t 

have anything to lose from this.”

As they stepped up the stoop and walked into the front door, Madelyn got an odd wave of emotion through her 

body.  It was a combination of anxiety mixed with a sense of nervous excitement.  There was a chill in the air, as it 

was not quite spring yet; however, this chill was unlike any other she had felt that day.  

From the very small foyer, it was easy to see that the inside of the house was laid out in a very untraditional 

manner.  Madelyn half expected to not agree with the interior décor and was fully prepared to do some remodeling 

whenever she and Tom had the extra income.  They were both fine with having to do that and knew they would  

actually enjoy and be good at it, too.  The walls were this pale ivory color, which seemed to be more from cigarette 

smoke damage than the actual paint color.  The layout was the most bizarre one either of them had ever seen; the 

realtor showing the house had to have realized this as well, but she never mentioned anything of it, which made it 

even stranger.  

Entering the front door, they first walked into the living room and in the back corner was a mini kitchenette with 

a double oven, small counter, and sink. The ceilings were ridiculously low, so much so that Tom felt as though he had 

to duck even though there was about one foot above his head.  The next room over was a small “real” kitchen.  This 

housed all the normal kitchen appliances although they were an off-shade of burnt orange.  The kitchen was carpeted 

with what appeared to be a faux brick pattern.  Madelyn and Tom gave each other sideways glances and tried their 
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hardest not to just burst out in laughter over the utter ridiculousness of this place.  Since there were no other people 

in the house other than the three, Madelyn and Tom felt less pressure to keep their comments to themselves as they 

wandered through the place. 

“I can’t believe how off this seems,” said Madelyn.  “Who in their right mind would ever live like this!?  It does 

not seem even remotely functional, and I can work with just about anything!”

“I know,” said Tom, “I can’t imagine always feeling the need to duck in my own house; I’m sure that would get 

annoying quickly enough.  Should we just go without even wasting our time going upstairs?” he asked quietly enough 

so as not to seem rude.   

“I think so,” Madelyn said, almost wearily.  “What’s the point of continuing to look if there is no chance in hell 

we’d buy the place?”

They decided to sneak out of the house while the realtor was making a call in the kitchen.  As they left, Madelyn 

received that same strange vibe she got walking into the house, and she almost felt sad that they decided not to finish 

looking around.  Turning and looking back at the house as she walked to the car, she felt the cold chill again and the 

hair on her arms stood straight up.  

She said, “Tom!  Did you feel that breeze?”

“No, not at all.  What’s wrong?” Tom asked. 

“There was some cool breeze that just swept over me … look at the hair on my arms!  I just had the most bizarre 

feeling!” she exclaimed.  

“You going to be alright?” he inquired.

“Yeah, I’ll be fine; let’s just get out of here,” Madelyn said worriedly.  

That night as she laid in bed, Madelyn could not think of anything but the house.  Even as she would drift off 

to sleep, the vivid images of the layout would race through her mind.  She continually rolled over to see if Tom was 

awake thinking the same things; however, he was fast asleep and did not seem to be troubled at all.

First Place

“the notebook”
by 

Colleen Farrell

To view the winning hypertext piece, simply go to Lewis University’s website, www. lewisu.edu, and type                 

windows magazine in the search box.
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First Place

“air-freshener”
by

Viktorija Makarovaite

Every December twenty-first I remember and still chuckle about an incident from when I was twelve-years old, 

which occurred on that eventful December day. In 2000, my parents decided to drive to Miami for a nice Christmas 

vacation, and it ended up with us being heaved out of a hotel by two colossal, grey and black uniformed security 

guards steeped in scowls. Surviving that vacation mayhem, ignited with one innocuous statement from my mother 

the previous month, taught me three ideals which I follow to this day: the value of my family, being prepared for the 

unseen, as well as to double check any reservation made online. 

November fourth, Saturday morning in the kitchen, was the start of “it,” which is what I later started calling the 

remarkable December incident. My mother was in an especially great mood that morning. I was sitting alone at our 

mammoth, oval, breakfast/ dinner/ any food-eating occasion table when my mother skipped downstairs from the 

bedrooms.

Have you ever had this veiled feeling that something is not a hundred percent correct, or that doom was hiding 

behind a corner ready to jump out at you and shake you by the shoulders into a nightmare? “Maybe we should go to 

Miami for Christmas this year?” The moment that question left my mother, the buttered bagel that was half way to 

my mouth froze, and the image of Mr. Burns saying, “excellent” and laughing manically before stealing candy from a 

baby, breached my mind.

Why is it that humans never tend to follow their instincts even though the instincts screech for them to say, 

“No!?” In every horror movie, we know that the creepy door should not be opened, because the killer is hiding behind 

it ready to kill. During the whole movie we scream, “Don’t open it! Run girl run,” and when she does open it, we 

reassure ourselves that in real life no one would be as idiotic as to follow that bizarre noise strangely pulsating in the 

darkness and actually go near the door. Well, Mister with the hockey mask and bloody knife, come on in. “Miami? 

Ok, sure. I guess that sounds like fun.”

One month passed swiftly. Black and red suitcases lined our rosy kitchen; it appeared as if someone was trying to 

create a checkered bomb shelter solely out of suitcases. There was a suitcase for everything, extra linens and bedding, 

toiletries, ten or so for clothes; if there was a suitcase made large enough, my mother would have probably crammed a 

couch or two in. We barely bundled into the car with all our titanic belongings and had just enough space left to see 

out the rear view window.

For normal families the drive would take more than twenty-four hours because they would stop for the night 

at an inn, but not with my father. According to him, he was an experienced driver and a one night drive straight 

through five states is effortless because he does not need sleep like the rest of the human kind. So with the words, “I’ll 

be fine,” said my father, and we left the house and arrived in Miami at one in the morning the next day.

When I stepped out of the car, I was besieged with the beauty of the streets; there were golden Christmas lights 

on all the palm trees down the lengthy street, and all the hotels had Christmas decorations shinning gaily. The lights 

shown so vibrantly that it appeared as if tiny, round, golden suns were etched into the palm trees and buildings. It 

looked like a Christian version of Las Vegas, just as bright, flashy, and gorgeous but less hookers.

Our hotel screamed elegance and oozed wealth. A large, blonde, crystal chandelier swayed slightly from the wind 

caused by the opening of the glass entrance doors. The lobby was comprised of green, light brown, and grey marble. 

Everything was lined with marble: the floor, the ceiling, the grand stairway, the front desk; I was surprised that the 
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receptionist was not some marble robot but a human dressed in a black glossy suit. The sitting area to the right of the 

spacious room and about ten feet in front of the entrance consisted of black leather couches and what looked like a 

glass and chestnut table with a centered vase of white lilies. There was a rich aroma in the air of apples and cinnamon 

that lightheartedly tickled our ravenous noses. Being one in the morning, the lobby was completely deserted except 

for the sleek receptionist and one gallingly soaring black fly.

My father hastily walked to the elegant front desk. 

“May I help you sir?” 

“Yes, Makarovas family checking in.” 

The receptionist swiftly turned to his alien, black, plastic computer, which appeared as if it belonged in the 

garbage rather than on the gorgeous marble desk.  “Oh, I’m sorry, sir. Your reservation has been cancelled.” The 

way in which the receptionist spit out the word “sir” made it well known that he thought he was better than us, the 

rejected guests. That was when my father’s lack of sleep, the horrible traffic, and nerves caught up with him,  

“What do you mean ‘cancelled,’ because we didn’t cancel anything!?” 

“You might not have, but your booking company did cancel … sir” 

“Fine! Then do you have any more rooms available?” 

Without even glancing at his computer, the receptionist automatically said that there were no rooms left because 

“it was The week of Christmas.”

My father, getting angry once again and not being able to control his in-door voice, demanded to speak with the 

manager. 

“I am the manager here … sir, and if you do not calm down, I will have to call security. So, I urge you to leave 

now, or I’ll be forced to take action and call the police as well.”

 “Well, I ‘urge’ you to get us the room we paid for!” 

“Security!”

Once the word “security” escaped the receptionist, I realized that there were a couple of humongous men dressed 

in grey and black uniforms marching towards the front desk; I would not have been flabbergasted if their nametags 

read Tiny and Big Earl. One of the enormous security guards who was marinating in ghastly sweet cologne grabbed 

my mother’s and my arms, while the other giant seized my skinny, six-foot father by both arms and made him appear 

small in comparison to the lofty guard.

So, there I was twelve and a half years old being dragged out by security, laughing wildly at the ridiculous 

episode. Once on the sidewalk, we entered our parked Kia and silently looked at each other with me still smiling; at 

first it was just a chuckle from my father, which assembled into an all out feral laugh from all of us. This situation 

was preposterously funny; we came to South Beach Miami to have a nice Christmas, a family vacation, and ended 

up almost arrested and thrown out of a prestigious hotel. Clearing away the mirth tears from our eyes, we decided to 

check all the surrounding hotels for vacancies with each one decreasing a star level. The last one visited and the only 

one with a vacancy would barely qualify for a one star rating.

Once past the entrance door, the scent of bleach, urine, and old stung the nostrils like a spoon of swallowed 

horseradish even in the presence of a dawdling metal fan. Florescent, overhead lights emphasized the missing off-

white tiles both from the ceiling and the floor. It resembled an old, abandoned, white government building caked in 

a primordial film of grime. The miss-matched “touch at own risk” furniture assembled in the sitting area appeared 

as if  it were collected from pieces found in the local dump. The only genuine color in the lobby came from an old 

Christmas tree resting on the front desk; even from afar, the branches looked sparse. Once close enough to examine 

the dusty tree, there were dead flies on one of the bushiest branches and a couple more soaring about. There was an 
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elderly, greying man behind the front desk who should have been at home sleeping after drinking a warm glass of 

milk rather than working a graveyard shift. Once we paid for a room at the fine price of $70 a night, hepatitis free of 

charge, of course, we marched, keys and bags in hand, to our new room.

The grey room consisted of two small beds divided by an undernourished window in a nine by ten plot, with a 

hot plate on a small, yellow, peeling counter in the kitchen area to the right of the entrance door and a bathroom to 

the left. The white bathroom was tiled with soap scum, contained a too-large toilet, a tiny glass shower stall, and a 

prehistoric sink. Everything reeked of urine and old gym socks but my mother, being overly prepared, had packed an 

air-freshener and took care of the urine, tang dilemma without delay. Assembling the extra bedding that we brought 

along on the cots in a way that not one inch of our skin touched the mattresses, we slept.

Yes, to many the incident would have been a start of a horrible vacation memory, but to me it was a humorous 

learning experience. How many other twelve-year olds could say that during Christmas vacation they were thrown 

out of a prestigious hotel and almost arrested along with their parents? The December vacation was a teacher of grand 

ideals that I follow to this day. It taught me that as long as we as a family were together, nothing could have really 

ruined the vacation, not even a funky fragranced hotel. I learned about my family, as well as to be paranoid when 

buying anything online, and to double check reservations. All together, it taught me to always be prepared for life or, 

as my mother would say, “Always pack an air-freshener because you never known when you will have to battle some 

unseen funk,” or something like that.

seCond plaCe

“fear of deforMities and hills”
by

Natalie Schutz

I was so ready to go down that hill with my eyes closed and feel the wind rush through my hair. I was so ready to 

feel my heart beat faster. I was ready to talk to my mom about my day.

I was so ready to ride that day.

I’d been cooped up all day babysitting some snot-nosed kids since early morning. All I wanted to do was enjoy 

life; relax. After all, it was exactly two short weeks and I’d be off to an unknown place filled with new people, a new 

environment, all to start a new life called college.

So, the second my mom pulled in the driveway from work, I gave her about five minutes to change, and soon we 

had our bikes out of the garage ready for a bike ride. 

This had been our summer tradition. My mom, wanting to lose weight, and myself, looking for some physical 

activity after working at Dairy Delite all day, would ride our bikes about three miles to the next little town and back. 

It was great stress relief, exercise, and a chance for us to talk. 

We set off to enjoy the last breaths of summer. I was just enjoying the “whoosh” feeling that comes with going 

down a large hill at a fast speed. My mind was elsewhere though I was enjoying the fresh air and the physical 

stimulation. My thoughts were with something Lewis-related, like they’d been since I made the decision to go to the 

middle-sized LaSallian University back in March. “What would my roommate be like? Would we get along? How 

well?” I thought. I lifted my bottom off the bike’s seat to adjust. Suddenly, my feet lost where the pedals were, and my 

bike took a sharp swerve left quickly to the rough ground.

My whole body plummeted against the grainy surface at much too high a speed. My hands skid against the 
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ground in an effort to stop my kinetic body. However, my hands were too weak to handle my body’s flying weight. 

My head smacked the ground next with indescribable power. My brain felt as if it had come lose from my skull. For a 

short moment, everything went black. 

I opened my eyes only to see a constant stream of blood quickly squirting from my left temple. I promptly rose 

my now-bloodied hand to stop it, and I screamed what my mom calls “the most blood-curdling scream” she had 

ever heard. As I was holding my temple, I saw her a few yards ahead enjoying the weather, seemingly oblivious to my 

current state. Yet, with the scream, she skid to a stop and almost lost her own balance. Without delay, she dropped 

her own bike, jumped over it, rushed over, and went into nurse mode.

“Lie down on your back! ... Oh God. Oh God! ... Put your hands over your head! … Oh Jesus! … Move your 

foot a little! I’m going to get this bike out from under you!”

I did as I was told. Inside, thoughts of Lewis again appeared. This time I couldn’t go to school to study jour-

nalism because of a disabling injury. Yet, on the outside, I screamed in horror and cried between my quick, pulsating 

breaths.

“Breathe, Natalie, breathe!” screamed my mom.

Behind my mom I heard racing footsteps and an unfamiliar man’s voice.

“Here you go! Take this! Who do you want us to call?” He lived down the street and, from our knowledge, never 

seemed to be at work. He mowed his yard a lot and always had a beer in his right hand. However, the beer was gone 

and you could see the fear in his shady eyes.

He had brought something to put my head on. Quickly, my head was raised and some square object was shoved 

under it. 

“We live in the yellow house on top of the hill. Go get my husband!” My mother ordered to our neighbor’s son. 

He ran up the hill. Meanwhile, the neighbor and my mother held now bloodied rags on my head. Every so often my 

mom would pick the rags up blood would pour out, and she would say, “Oh God!” and quickly return the rags. 

Reminders like these informed me of my current condition. So far it was not looking so good. Of course, I 

could not see my left temple, but it felt like all the skin had been torn off and a large wound was exposed. I imagined 

entering Lewis on my first day with a large, white bandage wrapped around my head, a neck brace, and crutches. 

People would know me as “Ya know, that injured girl.” Maybe people would take pity on me and be my friend. This 

made me cry harder and lose my faint breath.

“Breathe, Natalie!” my mother ordered again, bringing me back into the present. She also started to realize that 

it had been awhile since the neighbor’s son had gone to get my father. “Where is he?!” my mother asked the non-

assuming, most likely buzzed neighbor. She bit her lip, and her eyes darted from the hill that we lived on and back to 

me. 

”Should I call?” she asked no one in particular. The neighbor tried to offer his uneducated advice, which my 

mother just brushed off, knowing that my dad would have the answer. He always did. 

As my mom’s eyes darted back at the hill, she stared and I knew the neighbor’s son was back. “Where’s Tim? 

Where’s my husband?” she demanded toward the son, now out of breath. A usually polite woman had turned into a 

questioning drill sergeant in a matter of minutes.

“How long has this been going on?” I wondered. 

“He’s coming with the car, ma’am.” 

Just as he said that, my dad arrived in the car and got right to work. My mom breathed a short sigh of relief. 

“Can we put her in the car?” 

“I don’t know, Tim. She’s loosing a lot of blood, and she’s having trouble breathing.” 
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I was. The most amazing pain I could ever remember feeling tagged along with immense fear was not a good 

combination. Fear that I’d be hurt, fear that I’d have deformities, fear of surgeries, fear of stitches, fear of what others 

would think of me two weeks later in my new life, all filled my wounded head.

“Let’s call the ambulance,” my dad declared as my neighbor’s son quickly dialed those three familiar digits. 

As my breath slowed with relief, I was able to take notice of my own body. It was not just my left, bleeding temple 

that ached. My hands were both scratched, and one had the skin pulled back under the right middle finger. My hip 

hurt and burned, but it was under my now tattered capris so I was unable to see what was wrong. My toes stung as 

well since my flip-flops were both torn and were lost in the road somewhere. My mom told me that both toenails were 

cracked and my toes were scraped and bleeding. 

“Ya know,” my dad said to my neighbor, “I should have never taken those training wheels off her bike. She’s never 

been very coordinated.” 

A slow, puffing chuckle was my first laugh from my place on the hard, pebblely ground. 

“Well, she can’t be too bad,” my neighbor commented. “She’s laughing.”

Yes, this was true. Even if I were deformed, people at Lewis would still like me for my laughing, right? I would 

still be smart, and I’d still be a nice person. I just might look a little weird, but with the advances of plastic surgery 

these days, who knows, maybe I’ll look …

Everyone stopped in mid-sentence to hear the sirens in the distance. 

“It’s about time,” said my dad, with a long sigh of relief. 

My breathing slowed a little.

The paramedics were indescribably reassuring. They gracefully loaded me up on the stretcher and returned all the 

bloody articles to my neighbor. I was given an IV, which I would have normally been scared to death of but, with my 

current pain fighting for my attention, it felt like a mosquito bite. The paramedics joked with me and asked me all 

about college and what I wanted to do. I had all the answers down pact. 

“Lewis? Oh, I got a cousin that goes there. She likes it a lot,” said one.

“A journalist, huh? Oh, my mom was a journalist. She wrote for that Amboy paper for 15 years,” said another.

I nodded and smiled as best I could with a bulky oxygen mask now over my face. With the provided oxygen and 

the sound of my mother talking to the driving paramedic, I then took my turn at breathing a sigh of relief.

After the paramedics took me to the Emergency Room and informed me that I probably wouldn’t need stitches 

(which I decided I would only get if they knocked me out), the rest of the visit seemed easy. The nurses washed and 

wrapped my countless wounds. Every bit of skin seemed to reveal another scrape or scratch. I got Cat Scans and 

X-rays and everything came back fine. Nurses at the small hospital were polite and called me names like “Sweetheart” 

and “Hunny.” One nurse, the one that called me “Sweetheart,” gave me a mirror, so I could see if I was going to 

request emergency plastic surgery. However, as I loosely held the mirror with my now bandaged hand, I saw only an 

inch long cut on the left side of my eyebrow. 

“That little cut made all that blood?” I asked. 

“Yes, Sweetheart. It’s because it’s pretty deep,” the nurse said.

I was not deformed. I did not have any broken bones. I did not need to have stitches. Although I would probably 

have some scrapes for my first day of my new life and scars for the rest of my days, I would not be some weird, injured 

alien for the occasion. At Lewis, I would still be me, only with some new scars and a newfound love for bicycle 

helmets and paramedics. 

“Now, what if my roommate doesn’t like me?” I thought in my Vicadin haze as I left the emergency room with 

an overflowing armful of large Band-Aids and Neosporin.  It was business as usual for me.
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First Place
“will you walk the beans?”

 by
Chelsea DeRose

“you know what rapture mean?”
                        -Tyehimba Jess

the scarecrow disappeared at sunrise, cloaked  
in cornhusk, ripped from soft, moist
soil, its eyes blank and
empty with windy rows.

said it wished to feel how some
things always run at the moon,
how coyotes holler in the fields
next to a combine, jumping the dead head, 

in silent plaid with its soul in straw    
the crows will solemnly find the tattered rag.
complaining and ripping its seed stained, hay fevered
overalls dew dampened like harvest
dawns so they can perch down hard
on stovetop-hat and ruffle up the scarecrow. 
then it sways hot as ticks bite:

what they know ’bout that word farmer?
they know what scarecrow mean?

Second Place

“truMpets hear Whispers”
by

Jasmine Pacheco

 Imitation Exercise after Gwendolyn Brooks’ 
”A surrealist and Omega”

Trumpets flew to hear her; quieted;
Needed shine and sass and sound 
He played her notes softly, held her
With over-bearing hands, rough.

She remembered. 
She was a striking breeze.
She was the impossible second
Of a clever blink. 

The melody of shattered keys.
The tear-screaming red in the flesh edge-
Perfection, jagged and impossible to fix.

The hands far off in bright blackness.
A song, an hour.
She said time went too fast.
He had no sleeves of sweetness to give
To the buttons of gold devices.

The deafening symphony,
Enjoying the song of her whispers.

 
Third Place

“a girl up on laptop, at desk.”
(after Susan Slaviero’s “The wife of coins, at supper.”)

by
Colleen Farrell

Because of that, it fell down
bafflement, wireless wonder.

Tuesday afternoon, she searched
an engine she needed for her creative writing class,

knock it on the desk
of wood, she slams

her former love’s ugly face, throws
his necklace in the trash

like she would wear it
amid sobs and sniffles.

They inform us Earhart disappeared
off radar, yet she claims

there were other motives
or reasons,

safe landing, purposeful intent -
knowingly crashing 
off the face of the earth

How could he ignore this
email? Would he delete it

like it’s insistent spam 
mail, on a blank window?

Today, she witnessed non-committing   
superficial words spread on the page - 

blank, un-thoughtful letters, writing 

student poetry
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Honorable Mention

“My sluM, past, present, and future”
by

Christine Kustra

What could I over come
Bound to my parent’s past
I am stuck in this slum.

Bound to my parent’s past,
The flies are home with me
Swarming without care to the last

Dying day.  The flies are home
With me as we dine together
In piles of breathing domes.

In the slum, the past belongs in me now, the present
And future undeniably will consist of what I cannot over 
come.

Honorable Mention

“Wolf”
by

Greg D’Addario

He stood and stated quite calmly
That he relapsed again.
This time hospital beds, Maternal Confessions
Concessions were made on both sides,
But no one really came away a winner.
He stated it was number 3, he needed help, and couldn’t  
  stop himself.
Done Bangin Ron, veining poison
Hanging around death is never good.
Hospital beds this time
City Morgue the next?
In a chilled box, blue and foaming
Mother crying, old friends absent, Junky buddies don’t  
  notice a thing;
A piece of furniture missing, a sock gone in the dryer.
Swears he’s off the shit
Then she finds needles in his room.
Relapsed 3 times; told his friends he quit twice.
How many times can he cry wolf
We wonder--addicts are known to lie
Doomed to die.
And I already miss my friend. 
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fAculty, stAff, And Alumni poetry

Today I just forgot about cooking
my Lean Cuisine pasta in the microwave.
I can’t stop touching my black eye.

I’m flipping channels cuz you’re not here
to choose one.  Ellen DeGeneres
is teaching me a two-step.

I said “meow” and saw Africa,
a black-maned lion.  Our safari gazelled.
We made it on Discovery.

My name is not in the credits.
Dear Stacy London,
Dear Journal of Marital Bliss –

I’ve invested years attempting
to freeze my face all funny,
like my mother said I would.

Next week I’ll remember to call
our therapist. Tell him he can’t have
me either – I can’t keep hearing,

I am a fishwife, hellcat,
my own ex-husband.
Bitter, beer-battered.

You took off my shirt to feel
how you changed me – worked
the iron cold of my rib cage.

That sin was always
your favorite.  As if metallization 
equals affectation.

You took our dachshund, the SUV,
the figa from my mother’s fist.
Left me the scale in the closet.

I’m joining a convent, but I’m keeping the sheets. 

First Place

“poeM in WhiCh i aM My oWn ex-husband”
- after Homan’s 

“Poem in Which I am my own Porn Star”
 by

Elizabeth Weber

Second Place

“Just barely is enough”
by

George Miller, Ph.D.

I hate cheap homeruns, when they barely make it over the fence. I prefer the spectacular smashes hit so far and 

high that they chip off a piece of the moon before they return to earth. My mother, who explained to me that the owl 

of Minerva appears at twilight and then flies off before you can ever get a good look at her, told me once when we 

were watching a game on TV that they both count the same: the homerun that goes far, the one that just makes it. 

She knows a thing or two about baseball. When she was in boarding school, she used to leave notes on Ted Williams’ 

windshield, criticizing him for over-swinging. During a commercial break between innings, she turned down the 

sound with the remote. When she did this, I knew there was a pronouncement coming:  When your sister died, your 

father and I were paralyzed. If only we had gotten her to the hospital earlier. The doctors said if we had gotten there 

just five minutes earlier, she could have been saved—just barely. But your sister went from crib to coffin in a matter 

of hours. And then your father and I pretty much gave up. We had you; we loved you. But the life had been drained 

out of us. I heard the clock click from second to second, and I envied it for ineluctably moving forward. For me, the 
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gap between each click felt like an eternity. I’d just let you sit there the whole day in a dirty diaper. People would 

come over and I could see them turn up their noses and look at you, and then at me, and then make excuses and 

leave. I barely had the energy to change you, much less feed you and tuck you in at night. I read you that damn book 

Go, Dogs, Go like a million times because the book only had three words in it besides “go, dogs, go.” My vocabulary 

was reduced to hi, bye, nice dress, nice try. Dinner somehow got on the table; who knows how or why. I made tuna 

noodle casserole every night for a month and we even had the leftovers for breakfast. I barely got enough sleep and 

walked around each day slit-eyed and tongue-tied. Dust danced everywhere when the wind snuck in through the front 

door. One time when I confused dusting with changing your diaper, I sprayed you with Pledge. You had the shiniest 

butt in the world that day. Your father told half-assed jokes he half-learned, and I smiled at them half-heartedly. He 

never changed light bulbs, and we didn’t care if we sat in the dark.  After six months of living in dust and dark, your 

grandmother screamed at us to “get up and get over it”—I just barely stopped myself from strangling her.  For the 

longest time, we barely got by. People who love the spectacular, the fireworks, the long homeruns, usually miss the 

real plot. Take it from me, all of us are here today because of a bunch of just barely’s. Those Greeks talk about arête, 

psychologists about peak experiences, and yogis about sāmadhi. Sometimes just barely is the only path from present 

to future. If only your sister had barely made it—she could be here today and all of us could be together. Then my 

mother clicked on the sound again. Watch your game. On the window sill a bird was perched. It was an awful big 

bird. It was an owl. I didn’t think there were any owls out here where primeval forests had long ago been ceded to 

gated communities. My mother grabbed the remote, turned up the sound to 83, and scared the crap out of the owl. 

Why did she chase it away? She already said what it was going to say. 

hidden-out, growing in my bath-
tub.  nipple down, creamy, empty.

I am a broken smother-oven.
I have washed and slaked and

I could be any of a lot of things.

white doors, jackrabbit berries, a girl-
fish hooked open, full of night-fathers.

my teeth are a sea swirled in
butter.  I wrap you like a candle.

I could be the reason.

murmured with stolen hand bones, my 
husbands named me “goddamn.”

blindfolds melt on my chin, I’ve 
forgotten the timbre of legs on body.

I promise you nothing but wind.

Third Place 

“i’M sCenery. a Wild.”
by

Elizabeth Weber
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Honorable Mention

“the last poeM”
by

Lois Mintah
 
When all the poems have been written, 
and the saffron robes of the last king 
have swept a dusty palace floor, 
and a forlorn light on a metal dome 
is the only sign of human life, 
someone hunched over a fire, 
deep under the frozen planet, 
will say I wrote something.
His friend will reply, 
it can’t be a poem; 
all the poems have been written.
Well, says the first, for now, I will call it 
a poem.

Honorable Mention

“July fourth”
by

Libby Macke
 
I walk through the greasy smell of elephant ears 
and find you on the hill with your cousins. 
The fireflies are not yet lit and you beckon me to roll. 
I lie sideways on the hot grass and tuck my arms.  
Some things you know all your life.

The ground moves hard and fast underneath 
until the prairie grass stops us. 
The orange sky circles above and  
your laughter drowns out the crickets. 
Kentucky Fried Chicken and  
the 1812 Overture await us. 
You beg, “One more time.” 
“No,” I say, sternly.  “Three more.”  
We tuck and roll again. 
 
Later, as the explosions  
squirt and sizzle in the black night, 
you say, “That one’s my favorite color.” 
“Which color?” I ask. 
“Every color,” you say,  
and look at me 
as if it is unthinkable to choose.
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First Place

“the huMan person essentially and its iMpliCations”
 for 

Moral theology”
by

Kevin Magas

Since the second Vatican Council, moral theology has drawn a greater emphasis on the human person as the 

foundation for moral reflection.  Previous strains in moral theology had concentrated on establishing “absolute, 

universal norms” with a fixation on “bodily structures and functions” (Gula 1989).  Unfortunately, this emphasis 

on norms and functions often overshadows reflection on the whole context of the human person.  Further reflection 

on the human person has led moral theologians to assess the person by different qualities such as suffering, love, 

sin, knowledge, and freedom.   While these qualities of the human person each provide unique insight, the human 

person is essentially an embodied subject that exists within the realm of history.  Although it is helpful to understand 

the human person by an ability to know or to love, the crucial insights that the person is an embodied and historical 

subject provides a more refined lens to view the human person.  These two aspects, while hardly providing a complete 

scope of the complex human person, help provide crucial insight to guide moral theology.

Before assessing the human person as embodied or historical, the true depth and meaning of the human person 

as a subject must be explored.   Richard Gula, in his book Reason Informed by Faith, claims that to say the human 

person is a subject means “the person is in charge of his or her own life” (Gula 1989).  The person is a moral agent 

capable of determining his or her actions with autonomy, freedom, and knowledge. An important implication to 

referring to the human person as a subject means that no one may ever use the person as a mere object or means to 

an end.  In this way, we are called to respect other human beings as other autonomous subjects acting with their own 

conscience in the context of freedom. This insight is crucial to understanding a personalistic approach to morality.  

Whereas certain teleological or deontological approaches to theological method may concentrate on rules or ends, a 

truly personalistic morality returns the focus to the human person as a self-determining subject.

In addition to the fundamental understanding of the human person as a subject is the complementary insight 

that the human person is also embodied.  To claim the human person is an embodied subject draws upon a classical 

Greek expression of man being a close union of body and soul (Gula 1989).  The implication of referring to the 

human person as an embodied subject is that the body and soul have a close, interdependent relationship.  If either 

one is stressed to the exclusion of the other, the human person is capable of becoming imbalanced.  Different veins 

of theological thought in Christian history have often ignored the importance of the body by viewing it as an impure 

hindrance to the beautiful and worthy spirit it housed.  Instead of a dualistic understanding, Gula embraces the 

notion that our “bodies are not accessories” but rather “essential to our being integrated persons and relating in 

human ways” (Gula 1989).  This means that we cannot ignore our bodies when talking about spiritual matters.  In 

moral theology, one must take into account the natural desires and limitations of the body when considering moral 

matters.

While referring to the human person as an embodied subject provides crucial insight into the human person, it 

may also mislead some to make moral decisions simply in light of the body’s needs and demands.  For example, one 

may claim that the body has certain sexual needs and vibrant hormones that legitimize sexual intercourse in a situa-

tion.  However, just because the human person is embodied does not mean that he or she is limited to the demands 

of the body.  Instead, an embodied subject refers also to the existence of a co-dependent spirit that is equally affected 

student reseArcH report
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by decisions.  The spirit is also an essential part of the human person that must be considered in making moral deci-

sions.  Certain decisions, such as sexual intercourse, may not always harm the body but have enormous potential to 

damage the soul.  Therefore, neither the body nor the soul must be dismissed in making a moral-decision because of 

their intimate, symbiotic relationship.  The human person as an embodied subject thus has immense implications for 

evaluating moral decisions. 

If the human person is an embodied subject then it must be recognized that our bodies firmly place us in the 

context of historical time.  Every human being has a unique past, present, and future.  Realizing that every moment 

our lives are “in tension with the past and the future,” Gula claims that we “must integrate our past into the person we 

are becoming…with a sense of integrity” (Gula 1989).  In this way, human beings are seen as relentlessly developing 

and maturing, moving with a constant dynamism instead of occupying a static state.  The human person is continu-

ally a pilgrim on a journey, moving from one stage of development to the next.  This historical understanding of the 

human person has been echoed by the Dogmatic Constitution on the Church, Lumen Gentium, which refers multiple 

times to the Christian people as on a pilgrimage, as well as describing the Church itself as a pilgrim.  Just as the 

human person continually develops and comes to new understandings, the Church itself constantly grows and assesses 

its past in light of the present and future. 

The understanding of the human person as historical holds immense benefits for moral theological reflection.  If 

the human being passes through different stages of development then “one’s moral historical responsibility is propor-

tionate to his or her capacity at each stage of development” (Gula 1989).  As a source of sensitivity and empathy, the 

moral theologian possesses the wisdom to realize that not everyone is at the same stage of moral development. It is 

thus foolish to expect the heights of moral reasoning that come with experience and maturity from human beings that 

are incapable at their present stage.  As time goes on, the historical being is able to incorporate a wealth of experiences 

into a responsible, more detailed use of moral reasoning. In a similar vein, St. Paul claims that “when I was a child, I 

spoke as a child, I understood as a child, I thought as a child: but when I became a man I put away childish things” (1 

Cor. 13:11). Paul’s insight into his own life recognizes his different stages of development and the increasing responsi-

bility present in growing and maturing.  

Even though viewing the human person as historical can be essentially beneficial, it has the possibility of allowing 

excessive excuses for moral behavior.  Claiming a person is only responsible for his or her capacity at a certain stage 

of development can lead to a static laxity that does not compel the person to grow.  While each stage of development 

must be respected, moral behavior must also take into account the ideal and ultimate goal in responsible decision-

making. There is always the possibility that because one is not challenged at a stage of development, a smug self-

satisfaction can creep in.  Instead, moral theologian James Keenan, in his book Moral Wisdom, advocates a continual 

call to grow.  He ultimately believes, “this call to movement, to advance, is the Christian call to grow, but to grow in 

love” (Keenan 2004).  Moral theology must not be content with simply accepting where people are, but issue a call to 

advance in a more perfect love in the Christian life.  In a similar manner, St. Paul realizes he is constantly “straining 

forward to what lies ahead, I press on toward the prize of the upward call of God in Christ Jesus (Philem. 3:13-14).  

Like St. Paul, the life of the Christian must remain marked by continual striving and response to God’s invitation to 

constantly grow, refusing to remain in a static place.

The human person may ultimately be a historical and embodied subject, but assuredly it would be imprudent to 

confine a discussion of the human person simply in these terms.  Instead, these qualities of the human person call into 

question one’s relationship with freedom, knowledge, conscience, and love. In this way, the essential understanding 

of the person as a historical and embodied subject provides numerous branches that aid in the conversation about the 

human person.  As a historical and embodied subject, the understanding of the human person helps ground moral 

| S
t

u
d

e
n

t
 r

e
S

e
a

r
c

h
 r

e
p

o
r

t
 |



57

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine        2009
| S

t
u

d
e

n
t r

e
S

e
a

r
c

h
 r

e
p

o
r

t | 

theology in a personalistic, anthropological foundation.  While discussions of forms and structures may help guide 

moral theology, the shift to a personal understanding of morality has provided a new layer of value to theological 

reflection. Despite the possible negative implications, an understanding of human person ultimately enriches moral 

theology.
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Second Place

“bridging the gap betWeen k-12 and postseCondary disability serviCes providers”
by

Susan M. Lausier, M.A.

Abstract

Students with disabilities transitioning to higher education are often not prepared.  The purpose of this study was 

to determine factors that could better prepare these students.  Research shows that the disability documentation for 

students graduating from the K-12 system is not sufficient for the continued provision of services in the postsecondary 

setting.  Furthermore, students are often not aware of how their disability affects their academic performance.  

Factors that would improve transition outcomes for these students include mandatory transition planning with high 

school IEP teams, disability service providers from both systems combining efforts to assist these students in making 

a successful transition, and a system-wide adoption of the Summary of Performance (SOP).  

 

Bridging the Gap Between K-12 and Postsecondary Disability Services Providers

Historically, the education of children with disabilities was not supported by the American K-12 public school 

system. Until the passage in 1975 of PL-142 (Education for All Handicapped Children Act), more than one million 

children were refused access to public schools and another 3.5 million received little or no effective instruction.  Many 

states had laws that explicitly excluded children with certain types of disabilities, including deafness, blindness, 

and developmental disorders.  Prior to 1975, family associations had sprung up in the 1950s and 1960s to advocate 

for the rights of children with disabilities, and the Federal government responded with several pieces of legislation 

that supported developing and implementing programs and services to meet the children’s needs and those of their 

families.  Additionally, landmark court decisions in 1971 and 1972 established the responsibility of states to educate 

children with disabilities and paved the way for the 1975 enactment of what is now known as IDEA, the Individuals 

with Disabilities Education Act.  This entitlement legislation ensures that any student between the ages of 3 and 21 

(or prior to high school graduation) will be provided with a “free, appropriate public education” (FAPE), regardless of 

the nature and severity of the disability; FAPE was intended to foster inclusion of students with disabilities not only 

in the general education classroom but also in the general education curriculum (Madaus, 2006, p.13).  Passage of 

the IDEA was a watershed in the American K-12 public education system and ushered in a new era of special educa-

tion for elementary and secondary school students with disabilities who would now receive all of the academic and 
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auxiliary support they need to succeed.  

But what about the high school graduate who wants to go to college?  Will the college be aware of his or her 

disability and provide services?  Transition planning is one tool that high school IEP teams can use to assist these 

students.  Unfortunately, it is not a priority and neither students nor their parents know that they can demand it.  

Furthermore, there are a limited number of venues and opportunities available to assist students with their transitions.  

Once the students have graduated from high school, the window of opportunity for making a successful transition 

has closed.  Davis (2005) explained that transition planning not only serves as a vital bridge between two key life 

phases, it also connects students and parents to postschool life as a system of eligibility, not as a system of entitlement 

(p. 66). Mandatory transition planning for students with disabilities would begin to bridge the gap between K-12 and 

postsecondary disability services providers. 

Transition Planning Wasteland

Elementary and secondary schools are required to provide each student with a disability with an Individualized 

Education Program (IEP) written according to the specific needs of the child and updated annually.  Components 

of the IEP include the child’s present levels of academic and functional performance, measurable academic and 

functional goals, and special education services and supplementary aids that are to be provided to the child (Davis, 

2005).  One of the problems with an IEP is that it is strongly educator-driven, leaving the student with little oppor-

tunity over the years to learn about his or her disability and its effect in a learning environment.  The very structure 

of the IEP promotes the student’s growing disengagement and apathy that ultimately will affect postschool life, 

especially if that life includes a college education (Martin, Van Dycke, D’Ottario, & Nickerson, 2007).  Successful 

transition to postsecondary institutions for any student must not be left to happenstance; however, direct, individual 

transition planning is imperative for the matriculating student with disabilities who must be prepared to navigate 

what is, essentially, a whole new world replete with policies, rules, and regulations governing disability services.  These 

students are attempting to transition without vital, relevant information about their disabilities, because they were 

not involved in the teacher-directed IEP process even in high school. Currently, American high schools are a transi-

tion planning wasteland for students with disabilities made fetid by the ever-widening gap that exists between the 

K-12 and higher education systems.  Consequently, IEP teams cannot say with conviction that they have adequately 

assisted their students with disabilities in transition planning if they have no knowledge of what happens once those 

students walk out their doors.  Likewise, postsecondary services providers cannot say with conviction that they have 

adequately prepared for the needs of these students, because they are not aware of the students until they appear at 

their doorsteps.  

The Knowledge Gap

Why is there a gap?  First and foremost, there is no sharing of resources between entities.  Postsecondary disability 

professionals believe that the documentation provided by IEP teams is not sufficient and that the service providers 

help students too much.  K-12 IEP teams view postsecondary rules as inflexible, which may be interpreted as a refusal 

to help students. Ultimately, vulnerable students get lost among the ruins of this breakdown between systems when 

they are trying to make the transition to higher education.  One cannot overlook the substantial differences in the 

rights and responsibilities of schools and students between the secondary and the postsecondary settings, which are 

governed by the IDEA and Section 504 of the Rehabilitation Act of 1973 respectively. For example, Kochar-Bryant 

and Izzo (2006) noted that provision of disability services is not automatically extended following high school, and 

the student must self-identify to postsecondary disability services providers to request disability accommodation.  
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Furthermore, the students must present sufficient, current documentation verifying their disability and its impact 

in the school setting in support of their request; the IEP, in and of itself, does not meet these criteria and therefore is 

not acceptable documentation.   Students and parents are caught unaware, uninformed about this disparity between 

the two levels of education (p. 75).   Students suddenly are faced with the daunting task of disclosing their disability, 

advocating for access, and seeking their equitable participation in school. One final distinction between disability 

services in the K-12 system and those in higher education is that accommodation is not put in place to ensure the 

student’s success.  Accommodation supports only the student’s equitable access to, and participation in, all of the 

college’s curricular programs.  The student is ultimately responsible for his or her successes and failures.  

What Can Disability Services Professionals Do?

 Professionals from both systems must combine efforts to assist transitioning students by teaching one another 

and sharing resources.  Leaders from both systems, as a community, must offer their professional guidance to local 

and state education agencies to help them to better prepare exit documents for these students.  Finally, disability 

services professionals from both systems must embrace the Summary of Performance (SOP), a document required 

by the reauthorized IDEA that summarizes the student’s academic and functional performance and makes recom-

mendations for assistance in meeting the student’s postsecondary goals (Madaus, 2006).  The topic of my evaluative 

study was the SOP and its impact relative to the student’s successful transition to higher education.  I focused on the 

following issues:

•	 Is	the	document	a	significant	improvement	over	the	IEP?

•	 Does	the	SOP	benefit	transitioning	students?		If	so,	why?

•	 Does	the	SOP	have	a	place,	not	only	in	transition	planning	but	in	higher	education?

A study of the literature that focused on transition planning for students with disabilities proved to be most 

helpful to my study.  However, I found the number of sources directly related to the use of the SOP to be a limitation 

since the regulation did not take effect until 2006. Participating in on-going conversations and reviewing the archives 

of a listserv devoted to disabilities services in higher education provided invaluable insight into the topic and the 

opinions of my peers throughout the U.S.  I also reviewed the current disability documentation policies of several 

colleges and universities, both two year and four year, to find out if those schools had formally adopted the SOP to 

their respective documentation protocols.

Summary of Findings

A comprehensive, detailed Summary of Performance will provide essential documentation to the postsecondary 

services provider.  Izzo and Kochar-Bryant (2006) explained that the SOP will include the years of accommoda-

tions and interventions that have effectively supported the student’s achievements; the student’s present levels of 

performance; and the essential accommodations, modifications, and assistive technologies that will continue to be 

needed in the postsecondary setting (p. 100).  Furthermore, Martin et al. (2007) reported that this student-directed 

document will promote students’ engagement in the transition planning process and provide an opportunity for them 

to identify their own strengths and perceptions of what was effective for them in high school.  The students’ involve-

ment in the transition planning process encourages self-determination and building postsecondary goals (p. 14).  

With the Summary of Performance, students with disabilities can implement their transition plans more effectively 

and independently when armed with their present levels of performance and recommendations for support that they 

will need to meet their postsecondary goals.
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Honorable Mention

“Wise up or duMb doWn”
by

Cassandra Drevlow

Would you believe me if I said you can get your law degree from Costco?  Or, you shouldn’t drink water because 

water comes from the toilet? “Of course not!” You may say, “That’s idiocy!” Well, actually, that is Idiocracy, the 2006 

film starring Luke Wilson, which gives a futuristic portrayal of an intellectually void society in which people watch 

shows like Ow! My Balls! and feed crops a sports drink, Brawndo (“because it has electrolytes”). As hysterical as the 

hyperbolic rendition of future stupefaction is to watch, it may be unsettling to realize that there is truly an intellectual 

decline in our society. The “Dumbing-Down of America” is a legitimate phenomenon in which Americans seem to be 

losing intelligent thinking, specifically due to the influence of the media.  

It is irrefutable that various forms of media are permeating our lives more than ever before as technology 

continues to advance. The average American, both young and old, is not immune to the influence of the Internet, 

television, music, movies, video games, and magazines.  Studies prove the alarming fact that the youth of today are 

less intelligent than people half a century ago. “The 40 and 50-year-olds of today scored an all time low on the SAT 

in the 1970s and 80s when the media started to get a firm grip on the country” (Ansary). A survey conducted by the 

testing service of the ACT reported, “only 50% of the students polled felt they were academically prepared for their 

first year at a four-year college” (Joyner). With statistics like these, there is no debating the fact that many Americans 

are not conforming to high standards of academic success, which were more prominent half a century ago. The power 

that is causing the stupefaction of America is none other than its very own media.    

The Dumbing-Down of America by the media is often attributed to the wide range of mindless television shows 

permeating the nation’s homes.  Talk shows, a common element in many morning wake-ups, invite guests to share 

their experiences with the viewing audience.  Tom Shachtman, an expert in experimental psychology, studied popular 

talk shows and discovered that many of these shows used elementary language and revolved around the same primeval 

fixations such as love, hate, and sex (Shachtman 267-68). Shows such as Maury and The Steve Wilkos Show are filled 

with foul language, violence, and the same immature reactions to degrading social scenarios.  With such facts, it is 

no wonder that the O’Conner Foundation discovered that those with a limited vocabulary are more likely to commit 

a violent crime (Anderson). Although foul language and premature ideas emanate from such shows, it is obvious that 
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there are intelligent minds that put this all together.  Thus, it seems that the producers of such shows are patron-

izing the American people (Shachtman 267-68) and then a self-fulfilling prophecy takes place.  If people are talked 

down to, as if they are morally and intellectually remedial, then they will possess this underdeveloped mentality 

surrounding their emotions. It is in this way that the talk shows contribute to an intellectually challenged society. 

As morally devoid as talk shows are, some of the adult cartoons that are especially popular with children and 

teenagers fair no better.  These cartoons, such as The Simpsons, South Park, and Family Guy, downplay the value of 

intelligence.  In these shows, the most comedic characters, such as Peter from Family Guy or Homer from The Simp-

sons, are absolute imbeciles. Further, the importance of school is rejected in such shows.  For example, the protagonist 

in The Simpsons, Bart Simpson, does not do well in school, yet he is portrayed as much cooler than his academically 

astute sister, Lisa. Even shows that were popular in the early ‘90s, when the 20-year-olds of today were kids, include 

protagonists such as Will Smith in The Fresh Prince of Bel-Air and Zack Morris in Saved by the Bell, both of whom 

reject the modern school system and make fun of their hard-working, intellectually inclined peers. In an alarming 

study conducted by the McCormick Tribune Freedom Museum, “20% of Americans can name all five characters on 

The Simpsons, while only 0.1% (that’s one in one thousand) can list all five freedoms granted by the First Amendment 

to the Constitution of the United States” (Vallen).  Most American children surely learned our basic freedoms in the 

classroom, but television’s influence apparently is more dominant in their minds. With this information, it is alarming 

to know that so many people, children especially, tune in religiously to these mindless television shows that send 

skewed messages.

Although television is often blamed for the current situation of America, one should also investigate other forms 

of media to fully understand the Dumbing-Down dilemma.  Popular music, often marketed to young people, sends 

subtle messages against compulsory education and for drug use. For school children at an impressionable age, popular 

music, which is now more accessible than ever before, plays a large role in influencing young minds. A song by 

Afroman, entitled “Because I Got High,” makes light of the negative consequences incurred from smoking marijuana. 

Lyrics to this catchy tune include: “I was gonna go to class, before I got high / I coulda’ cheated and I coulda passed, 

but I got high / I’m taking it next semester and I know why, / (why man) ‘cuz I got high.” Even if popular music does 

not promote drug use, it can still send angst-riddled messages against academia.  The Beastie Boys 1987 hit, “(You 

Gotta) Fight for your Right (To Party)!,” energetically blasts the lyrics: “You wake up late for school - man you don’t 

wanna go / You ask you mom, ‘Please?’ - but she still says, ‘No!’ / You missed two classes - and no homework / But 

your teacher preaches class like you’re some kind of jerk.”  Needless to say, it is difficult to find any positive sentiment 

towards education in media marketed to young people. (Interestingly, this song also seeped into an episode of Family 

Guy during one of its signature innuendos in which Peter declaratively exclaims the song’s title.) This musical aspect 

of the media is detrimental to the youth because it creates a mixed message regarding what is important and what 

is popular. It is no wonder that so many children do poorly in school when they are given skewed views from media 

regarding academic significance. 

American children’s poor academic performance is pitiful in comparison to their foreign peers.  Asian cultures 

such as Chinese, Japanese, Taiwanese, and Korean have consistently outperformed American children in subjects 

such as math and science.  This academic discrepancy may be due in large part to how much time American children 

spend watching television.  According to the Educational Testing Service, “an alarming 84% of 13-year-old American 

students watch two or more hours of television a day, but only 29% of those same students spend two or more hours 

a day doing homework” (Bushweller).  On the other hand, “in China, only 35% of 13-year-old students watched 

two or more hours of television daily, while 44% of those same students spend two or more hours on homework” 

(Bushweller).  Perhaps if American children spent as much time studying homework as they did watching sitcoms, 
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there may not be such a difference between their academic performance with their Asian counterparts. The Kaiser 

Family Foundation reports that “on average, American children spend twenty hours a week watching television” 

(Dilenschneider 2). That’s almost an entire day every week spent being inculcated by the mindlessness media!  In this 

growing world of globalization and internationalization, Americans will increasingly be coming in contact with their 

more intelligent Asian counterparts.  The media, however, is hurting the chances of American students doing well in 

school because it offers a procrastination outlet commonly accepted in many American homes.

Today we scoff at movies like Idiocracy, which portray the dwindling mental capacity of the Average Joe. Surely no 

one could ever get that stupid, right? But let us not rest securely on the notion that we are better off than those idiots 

in sitcoms. Rather, we should attempt to reach our full intellectual potential regardless of the pervasiveness of the 

media. Ironically, the very movie that has just been used to illustrate this cerebral decline of society is itself a product 

of the media. Sadly, that may be the only way its message could get across to the American people. This great informa-

tion age, which could serve as an immense source of knowledge, has unfortunately robbed its subscribers of the 

information they seek. It is imperative to recognize the trend before we become another one of the mindless masses. 
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First Place

“hoMer’s rhapsodes, or don’t blaMe the singer”
by

Dr. Lawrence Sisk
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Second Place

“the unConstitutional right of the Jury:
Jury nullifiCation Within rule of laW as applied in a preCedent-based

CoMMon laW soCiety

an exCerpt froM Joseph volin’s senior thesis”

Abstract

Within the legal system, there are certain rights and responsibilities given to those who decide the fate of each 

defendant that goes to trial.  The jury has the responsibility to listen to the evidence and the arguments and apply 

the law set forth before them.  The jury must consider all facts presented to them before rendering a verdict.  One 

of the greatest responsibilities is also a great right.  The jury has the right to find a person guilty or not guilty, with 

certain exceptions or additions depending on the jurisdictions.  In those cases, the jury has exercised its right to jury 

nullification.  Throughout the United States, jury nullification is looked at as part of the rule of law.  The standard of 

jury nullification has been studied more in the academic world than it has been applied in the courtroom world.  The 

thought of jury nullification is almost taboo amongst judges and lawyers because some view it as taking away from 

the central meaning of the trial, that being two sides arguing and presenting evidence on their own behalf to win the 

jury over with both physical and testimonial evidence.  Through exploring the roots of jury nullification, the applica-

tion of both common law and precedent, and prior cases decided before the United States Supreme Court, this thesis 

argues that jury nullification should be found unconstitutional. 

The Unconstitutional Right of the Jury:

Jury Nullification Within Rule of Law as Applied in a Precedent-Based

Common Law Society

An excerpt from Joseph Volin’s Senior Thesis

Within the United States, over time, most citizens will receive a little piece of paper through the mail that causes 

some to grit their teeth and some to jump because they are about to receive a day off work. The document that 
they just received is a summons for jury duty. Jury duty, what I would consider a great American responsi-
bility, is a common task that places different persons from different backgrounds into court to decide the 
fate of their fellow Americans for various crimes. While on jury duty, you are placed with 11 other jurors, as well 

as possibly alternates (in the US trial system), to listen to the arguments of two opposing counsels. Each counsel has 

the ability to put on witnesses to tell their side of the story and to present their evidence in favor of their client. At the 

conclusion of closing arguments, the jury is instructed with the law and given the ability to deliberate the verdict in 

solitude with only their fellow jurors present. The different variations of charges and reasons for the trial may cause 

the judge to deliver different sets of instructions to the members of the jury. While in deliberation, the jurors may 

have an easy or difficult task before them. The level of deliberation that occurs may be determined by the quantity of 

evidence that is presented at trial by both sides.

 Within the jury, certain members may be drawn to a particular side based on their own personal beliefs. This 

is a bias that should not occur within deliberation.  Jury nullification, a right that has been unspoken and periodically 

left out of the instructions to the juries, allows the members of the jury to completely disregard the law and the stan-

dards that the United States Court System was set upon.  Jury nullification allows the members of the jury to decide 
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a case based on factors such as personal and emotional factors other than the evidence admitted during the course of 

the trial.  As I shall argue later, allowing a juror to take his or her own beliefs into consideration is not only morally 

wrong but should be considered unconstitutional as well.  

History of Jury Nullification

Jury nullification is the ability of the jury to disregard the law put before them in order to render a verdict that 

they may believe is the right thing to do. Nullification can be traced all the way back to the Magna Carta in England 

in 1215 (isil.org).  King John was given the right to deny any law he wished to, thus nullifying the law.  Through 

the Magna Carta, King John was also capable of passing any law he wanted to. Part of the reason for this is because 

the judges and executive officers were appointed by him (isil.org).  While opposing the Magna Carta, King John 

made the statement to the extent that “he would never grant such liberties as would make him a slave” (isil.org).  He 

eventually passed the Magna Carta, granting the citizens liberties that they could hold onto. 

Jury nullification is de facto, which means that it is in practice but not spelled out by law. The power and 

ability of jury nullification comes from an inherent quality of the current judicial system within the common law 

society — the unwillingness of the attorneys to poll the jury after delivering a verdict to inquire as the motives and 

reasoning for a verdict (wikipedia.org). 

Case Law Following

There is abundant case law set forth by different courts at different levels that upholds my belief that jury nullifi-

cation is unconstitutional. In State v. Thomas, ten defendants were charged with conspiracy to distribute cocaine and 

crack cocaine, as well as possession of cocaine and crack cocaine.  The jurors were told by the defense attorney during 

closing arguments to nullify his client because of his race. One juror accepted this plea from the defense attorney and 

found his client not guilty.  The juror that disregarded the law was dismissed, and the trial commenced with only 

eleven jurors.  The jurors returned a verdict of guilty and the defendants appealed.  State v. Thomas passed down the 

following case law:

  the juror’s unwillingness to apply the law, including stated intentions to “nullify” 

  on the basis of racial, cultural, or political affinities with the defendants, is a 

  proper basis for removal of a juror from a venire or from a petit jury in the course 

  of trial, and constitutes “just cause” for the deliberating jury under Rule 23(b) 

  (State v. Thomas, 116 F.3d 606).

Prior to deliberation, the judge informed the jury that they were required to follow the law and notify the court 

of any jurors that were attempting to disregard the law.  On appeal, the Appellate Court found that the trial court did 

not err in admonishing jurors to notify the court if any other juror was suggesting disregarding the law based on 

the plea by the defense attorney regarding his client’s innocence or guilt. 

Throughout the course of US v. Frye, the plaintiff, or People, filed Motions In Limine to bar any testimony 

regarding mental disorders of the defendant, because of the possibility of jury nullification being implemented due 

to the possible sentencing range.  The court accepted three of the plaintiff ’s motions, barring any such testimony 

regarding jury nullification (US v. Frye. S-05-238 FCD).  The plaintiff didn’t want the jury to hear any testimony 

that may have lead the jury to acquit because of the possible penalty.  It was thought that if the jury heard testimony 

of a mental illness an acquittal would have been in line, because the jury may have sympathized with the defendant.

In Standefer v. United States, the defendant was charged with aiding and abetting an Internal Revenue Service 

agent while accepting unlawful compensation.  Standefer appealed his conviction of this charge as a result of the IRS 



Windows Fine Arts Magazine        2009

72

| F
a

c
u

l
t

y
, 

St
a

F
F
, 

a
n

d
 a

l
u

m
n

i 
r

e
S

e
a

r
c

h
 r

e
p

o
r

t
 |

agent being acquitted.  The court found that the jury had the right to follow the law and find the defendant guilty 

regardless of any outcome from the prior trial.  If the jury had acquitted Standefer, they would have been exercising 

jury nullification, which the court in this case commented:

  the de facto ability of the jury to refuse to apply the law as instructed by the 

  court, choosing instead “to acquit out of compassion or compromise or because 

  the jury’s assumption of a power which they had no right to exercise (Standefer 

  v. US. 447 US 10).

The court found that the jury could not acquit from compassion and that the jury had no right to exercise   

jury nullification.  There is another case that declared jury nullification unacceptable in court proceedings.     

The Court in Zal v. Steppe found: 

  neither a defendant nor his attorney has a right to present evidence that is 

  irrelevant to a legal defense to, or an element of, the crime charged.  Verdicts

  must be rendered on the law and evidence, not on jury nullification (Zal v. 

  Steppe. 968 F. 2d 924, 931 (9th Cir. 1992). 

There is also an instance where a juror was held in contempt of court for misleading the court during the voir dire 

jury selection.  The juror was chosen and attempted to disregard the law and evidence that had been admitted during 

the drug trial.  Laura Kriho attempted to use sympathy for the defendant in a jury trial she was chosen to deliberate 

over.  Kriho attempted to convince the jury that the drug charges were erroneous and that the defendant should be 

acquitted (People v. Laura Kriho. 96 CR 91).  As a result of this action, the court convicted Kriho of obstructing 

justice for deliberately misleading the court during jury selection with the intention of obstructing the legal process by 

recklessly acquitting the defendant (People v. Laura Kriho. 96 CR 91).

Conclusion

Allowing a juror to take his or her own beliefs into consideration is not only morally wrong but should be consid-

ered unconstitutional as well.  Those ladies and gentlemen of the jury should be required to follow the law, evidence, 

and testimony heard and instructed to them at trial. They should not be permitted to render a verdict by disre-

garding the law or instructions brought before them.  The trial system is set up with certain criteria that must 

be proven in a certain fashion in order to increase the odds of a verdict in your favor. Permitting jurors to nullify a 

defendant based on outside circumstances is unconstitutional and a violation of the defendant’s Sixth Amendment U.S. 

Constitutional right to a trial by an impartial jury. Permitting biases and nullification would only push the system 

down a path that it will not be able to turn around in.  Utilizing a wrong to correct a wrong does not make it 

right.  Jurors would begin to nullify based on irrelevant facts, as explained, such as race, gender, and personal 

background.  If you allow jurors to put their own morals into use, they may make decisions that are not supported by 

the evidence in the case. The burden in a particular case is put in place for a reason. The attorneys responsible for the 

burden have to meet that based on the standards for that jurisdiction. Allowing jurors to use bias would allow jurors 

to disregard their instructions from the jury, essentially taking away the defendant’s rights.
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