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A Letter from the Editor
Welcome to the 31st issue of Windows Fine Arts Magazine!  This year we have a collection of award winning literary 
and visual art creations from students, faculty, staff, and alumni. Enclosed you will find a reservoir of talent from the 
Lewis community that will evoke your imagination, challenge your intellect, and dazzle your senses, and enlighten 
your mind and spirit.  Enjoy the experience!

This magazine, which supports the recognition of the creative talents of members in the Lewis community and 
the publication of their works, was made possible by the support of the President of the University, Brother James 
Gaffney, and the great desire of the Dean of the College of Arts and Sciences, Dr. Bonnie Bondavalli.  I am sure that 
all of the readers of this text, and certainly myself, are extremely grateful to both the president and the dean. 

Gratitude is also due to all of this year’s staff, judges, contributors, and technicians 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 of light and darkness, to the wealth of artistic expression 
that lies within the members of the Lewis community.    

The task of judging the vast talent found in the entries to the Windows Fine Arts Magazine Contest was one of great 
magnitude. The number of entries received in the writing category exceeded one hundred, and in visual there were 
fifty-seven entries. This was a record year based upon the number of entries received.  However, we did not have any 
winners in the musical composition category.

The winning entries that appear in this volume are of superior quality!  Prizes for the writing contest were 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).

As in the past, the judging of the visual art contest was mirrored after the standards of a professional art contest.  All 
entries were judged collectively to produce the winners.

Judging for the contest was a time-consuming, difficult task, but one well worth every effort.  A special thanks 
is owed to the many judges who devoted their time and expertise to this effort in support of the magazine.  Also, 
Professor Paul Mitchell created the beautiful front and back cover of the journal, which is a testament to his computer 
graphic genius.  

Finally, the contributors to this volume should be very proud of their accomplishment in their genre. The entire Lewis 
University community is greatly enhanced by the talents of their works that appear in the printed and online versions 
of the magazine.      

Asst. Prof. Therese Jones



Windows Fine Arts Magazine        2011

6

Faculty, Staff, and Alumni Drama
First Place

“the Menu”
by 

Dr. George Miller

(A woman sitting at a table at a restaurant. The table is covered with plates, bowls, 
and cups, piled on each other. A server carefully places another plate on the table.)

MRS. MARTIN

I come here for a decent meal and all I get served to me is garbage. Do you hear — garbage!  You used to be able 
to get a good meal here years ago--a good meal. It was never the greatest in the world, but it wasn’t this crap. 
What did you just bring me? It looks like garbage?

SERVER

It’s a BLT, just the way you wanted it. 

MRS. MARTIN

I can tell just from looking at it, it’s not any good. Take it back.

SERVER

How do you know you won’t like it? Why don’t you taste it?

MRS. MARTIN

It looks awful.  The bread looks dry and inedible.

SERVER

This is the third time I’ve brought you the sandwich, and you’ve tried just about everything on the menu.

MRS. MARTIN

I have not been satisfied with the fare so far. I want you to tell the chef to whip together something different for 
me.

SERVER

Anything in particular?  You know, you are the only customer.

MRS. MARTIN

So I am. And that is why I love to come here during off hours. 

SERVER

Can you tell me what you want? Just look at the menu and tell us what you want.

MRS. MARTIN

I’ve sampled just about everything on the menu . . . 

SERVER

I can attest to that.

MRS. MARTIN

And nothing satisfies. Muffins, hash browns, pancakes, waffles, Greek salads, Mediterranean salads, chef salads, 
chocolate sundaes, chocolate éclairs, hamburgers, steaks, potatoes au gratin, even flan. I find it all unpalatable.

| Fa
cu

lt
y,

 S
ta

ff
, a

n
d 

A
lu

m
n

i 
D

ra
m

a 
| 



7

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine        2011
| Faculty, Staff, an

d A
lu

m
n

i D
ram

a |

SERVER

We’ve tried to accommodate you the best we can.

MRS. MARTIN

Oh, that tone of voice you use. You make it sound like I’m so finicky. But I’m not. Your menu has changed since 
the last time I came here and I must say not for the better.  

SERVER

When’s the last time you were here?
MRS. MARTIN

A while ago.
SERVER

That’s not too specific.
MRS. MARTIN

How can I remember exactly when? In the past, back in history, I remember things tasting better then and servers 
not asking intrusive questions. They always brought me exactly what I wanted.

SERVER

I’m trying to serve you here, and I do need to ask you questions to find out what you want.

MRS. MARTIN

You’ve done just a horrible job finding out what I want. Look at all the plates on the table. I disliked everything 
you served me. None of you can do anything right. All I want is some decent food and you serve me this dreadful 
slop.

SERVER

I don’t know what to do. Maybe I should go find the owner and he can talk to you.

MRS. MARTIN

Now that’s an idea, finally.  You go find the owner and I will give him an earful. You are dismissed.

SERVER
Why thank you for your permission. 

MRS. MARTIN
Hurry, please. Hurry.

SERVER

I will run all over God’s creation if I have to you, to find the owner, anything to please you.
(Server leaves.)

MRS. MARTIN

It’s amazing how people do their jobs nowadays, simply amazing. You ask for just the simplest things and all you 
get is a plate of sarcasm. 

 (Standing and pontificating.)

Just do your jobs. If only all of you did your jobs, I wouldn’t be sitting here complaining about you. If the owner 
hired the right people and the chef cooked the food the right way, and the server served it so that hot things were 
served hot and cold things cold, and if the menu had a variety, then everything would be fine. It would be quite 
easy. But this is how they do it nowadays.  Customers just don’t get the respect they once did. Customers used to 
be welcomed, even cherished. Now here I am just an appurtenance. 
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(Server returns. He has even more plates and dishes that he puts on the table.)

SERVER

I couldn’t find the owner.
MRS. MARTIN

Couldn’t find the owner! I thought you said he was here.

SERVER
I thought he was, but I was wrong.

MRS. MARTIN
I have half a mind to just get up and leave.

SERVER

I don’t think anyone would stop you. If you don’t remember, the door is over there. And drive safe.

MRS. MARTIN

If I were an irresponsible sort, I would leave. But I am not an irresponsible sort. I must speak to the owner before 
I leave and have it out with him. He must know how unsatisfactory the situation has been for me.

SERVER
He told me to tell you . . . 

MRS. MARTIN
So he’s here. You lied to me.

SERVER

Yes, I bore false witness. But only because I don’t really think you want to meet him. 

MRS. MARTIN
What’s he going to do? Break my legs?

SERVER

(Laughing.)
He doesn’t need to break your legs. He has other means of discouraging your kind of behavior.

MRS. MARTIN

My kind of behavior? What is my kind of behavior? I simply asked for something decent to eat and received 
nothing I liked.

SERVER

 I’m going to get the owner. Okay. I have had enough of you.

MRS. MARTIN

And I of you. You bring me the proprietor and I will give him a list of what’s wrong with this place. 

(Server departs.)

How can these kinds of places exist? I can understand why there are no other people here except me. 

(The owner saunters to the table.)

OWNER
How may I help you?

MRS. MARTIN
You are the server. I want the owner.

OWNER
I bear a striking resemblance to your server. 

| Fa
cu

lt
y,

 S
ta

ff
, a

n
d 

A
lu

m
n

i 
D

ra
m

a 
| 



9

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine        2011
| Faculty, Staff, an

d A
lu

m
n

i D
ram

a |

MRS. MARTIN
You people all look the same, I guess.  

OWNER

Yes, all of us come from the same cookie cutter. But I am the owner of this establishment and I put together 
everything on the menu myself. It’s the same menu we’ve always had.

MRS. MARTIN

I am sorry, but your menu is the worst menu I have ever seen. 

SERVER

 (Pointing to the table.)
I see you sampled just about everything we have.

MRS. MARTIN

Indeed I have, and I must say I place the dishes into two categories: dreadful and quite dreadful.

OWNER

We have the same categories for our customers.

MRS. MARTIN

And the service was abominable. My garcon — your cousin or brother, I suppose —  was a smart aleck and did 
nothing to ensure a fine dining experience. He lacked esprit du corps.  I would also give failing grades to the dish 
washer — look at the streaks on these knives and the sediment at the bottom of these glasses — and the chair is 
wobbly, the table is scratched, the table cloth is yellowed, and the general ambiance of the your establishment is 
what my granddaughter would call “ghetto.”

OWNER

That’s too bad, but I can’t do anything to help you.

MRS. MARTIN

I’ll tell all my friends! We’ll run you out of business.

OWNER

A place like this never goes out of business. People dine here, or they don’t dine at all. We’re the only restaurant 
around and this is the only menu. I recommend that you sit down and eat something. 

MRS. MARTIN

Nobody tells me . . .
OWNER

(He grabs a napkin from the table and wraps it tightly around Mrs. Martin’s neck.)
Shut up and eat something, you fat cow! You’ll learn to like it, believe me. Everybody does. Bon appétit!  Do you 
understand? Bon appétit! 
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First PlaCe

“Where all things end”
by

Joseph Kurpiel

They were cold. The notes of the song. The singers choked the second time on “hap”, whimpered out “day” and 
wavered back and forth through each note. Together, they made a shaky orchestra on such a bittersweet occasion.

It was just a minute after midnight when they finished their unhappy tune. The recently turned sixty-year old 
Max Redding blew out the one candle that towered over his sad, little cake. His children did their best to scrounge 
for whatever ingredients they could get their hands on. What they gathered wasn’t much, but with the strict rationing 
limits it made due. Even though it looked like a pile of gooping mush it was more than what most would be eating on 
this night.

Max smiled with genuine appreciation for the cake, same as he did when they brought home poorly constructed 
art projects as children. The cake really wasn’t much, he knew, but for more than likely what would be his last night 
with them it was incredible, and that’s all that matter. He smiled in the midst of their tears.

“Make a wish,” Jessa, his youngest daughter, said through red puffy cheeks.
“Not hard to come up with a wish this year,” Ted, her husband, bitterly joked. “They give you someone with a 

brain who calls the entire thing off. If not, random acts of God to crush the courthouse before the trial. Those would 
be at the top of my list anyway.”

Max gave a hard laugh at Ted’s comments. The laughter was a relief as Ted noticed his wife’s angry gaze shoot 
right at him. He smiled back timidly, but to no avail. When Max finished laughing he sliced the cake into five sloshy 
pieces, one for him, his daughters, and their spouses.

Max’s forkfuls were larger than the others who picked at their pieces. They stared at his large appetite and found 
it strange that a man could be so hungry just before being executed.

“How can you eat so much?” Claire, his daughter-in-law asked. “I don’t think I’ll be able to eat so much when it’s 
my turn.”

“Well it’s good cake,” he lied. “Besides it’s not like I have to worry about calories anymore.” Max chuckled again 
as he finished off the last bite on his plate.

Max did everything he could to ease the tension that weighed on his family. He didn’t want to spend his last 
possible night surrounded by sadness. That’s not how he wanted it to end.

“So what are you going to tell them tomorrow?” Lorrie spoke up after remaining silent for the majority of the 
night. 

“What should I tell them? They’ve stacked everything against me. It’s not enough that they lowered the 
mandatory age of death to sixty, they also took away the waiting period of one week after sentencing, and now they 
refuse to assign me council for my defense. For Christ’s sake, I’m a theater manager not an attorney. My knowledge of 
the law goes as far as TV and movies have allowed it to.”

“Tell them they’re wrong. Tell them the law is wrong. That you’re a human being and have a right to live,” Jessa 
suggested. Again, Max chuckled, amused by his family’s comments.

“You know they won’t listen to that. Some have tried to make that argument. All of them have failed. They truly 
believe that the best way to cure our resource problem is to decrease the size of the human population. And the best 
way to do that is to get rid of the old, the worthless.”

“Honestly sir, you know what I would tell them,” Ted said and paused briefly, “I would look them straight in the 
eye and tell each one of those cross dressing sons of bitches to go to Hell.”

Student Fiction
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Max laughed louder than before in the night. “I think I like that argument best.”
On their way out he hugged and kissed each one for what seemed like hours. Sleep didn’t come easy to him, and 

he decided to look at the old photographs of him and his wife, who turned almost a year before him. Their wedding 
photo was old, but it brought him back to that day. He remembered the thought of her glowing smile and deep blue 
eyes. He was comforted by the thought he could see her once again very soon.

He rose early the next day and prepared himself for the hearing of his life. He combed his hair, polished his shoes, 
and dressed himself in the finest suit he owned. It was the blue of his wife’s eyes, the reason he bought it in the first 
place. He breathed easy in it, like she was there with him. He was no longer afraid of going alone. 

A knock came from his apartment door. Behind it was his escort. Two armed officers stood dressed in their 
uniform black. They lead him out to the car waiting to take him to the courthouse. It was something of a treat to ride 
in a car again. He hadn’t done it since he was a small boy, before the car industry died out with near depletion of oil, 
and strict regulations of metal, plastic, and everything else man-made. There was nothing left for everyone else. Now, 
it was only an opportunity reserved for politicians and those sent off to die. 

They arrived at the courthouse thirty minutes later. It was a pure white building surrounded by large stone pillars. 
Max noticed the other defendants filing into the building and none coming out. What was about to happen was a 
joke. It was only a show for the sake of those that still believed in the Constitution established over three hundred 
years before. 

The officers sat on both sides as they waited for his name to be called. He tried to make small talk with the two 
but only heard their silent disinterest. 

An hour had crawled by when they called his name. He was actually relieved to finally be going to trial. During 
that hour, a part of him wondered if they had planned to bore him to death. 

The officers continued to follow him at his sides into the courtroom. As expected, the room was empty. No one 
was ever allowed in to witness the age hearings. Everything that occurred could be read on court records, which were 
guarded by red tape, but the public couldn’t see what occurred in these hearings. Cold efficiency was the idea, the 
main component in rooms like these. In and out like an assembly line they would go. It was decided these people had 
spent their time and resources and that was enough.

The officers exited the room and automatically the main door locked shut. In a balcony towering several feet high 
in front of where the officers left Max, three robed justices appeared and took their places.

“Maxwell Jonathan Redding,” the middle justice said, “you have been brought before us today to relinquish your 
life for the good of the human race. Any and all resources you use on a daily basis may now be reallocated to others 
who can use them. Any words you have may be presented before the court now.”

“So it’s been decided. I’m sentenced to be executed? I don’t even get a chance to defend myself?”
“Mr. Redding, we are currently at work to solve the population crisis. Everyday nine point six billion people use 

up this planet’s resources, which are dwindling. For every resource user we remove, we move closer to preserving 
the way of life we once knew. You may defend yourself, as is granted by the Constitution, but it is unlikely it will be 
successful.”

“I wish to make my defense.”
“Very well. Describe your family.”
“Why?”
“They are taken into account when deciding your value.”
“Fine, I have two daughters. Both are married.” Max perspired as he noticed their pens scribbling down 

everything he said.
“Two children, very wasteful,” he heard the left justice mutter.
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“What is your occupation?” the main justice asked.
“I manage the Muviplex Theater in my city. We reshow old films most of the time.” The justices quickly jotted 

down their thoughts. “Is that wasteful too?” Max asked the justices. 
They lifted their heads up from their writings to the contempt of this question. “Well, it does not serve a dire 

purpose for society. Nor are you the only person capable of performing such a job. It may not be entirely wasteful, but 
neither it, nor you and your skills are necessary towards the functioning of society.” 

“And what makes your position or your skills necessary?” Max angrily questioned.
“We are appointed officials who make difficult choices for the good of society. However, Mr. Redding, we are not 

on trial. You are.”
“Because I’m no longer useful and drain useful resources from those who need them.” The main justice remained 

silent and confirmed Max’s words. “Well, I don’t think I can argue with you. I can see you have already made up 
your minds. When that is the case even the most golden tongue cannot triumph. The positions each of you have been 
appointed to are a disgrace to life, but you will not see that. I just hope that the day you stand in my place you finally 
see the value of those you have condemned. I hope you understand what every other man and woman before you felt. 
We are not useless, but I don’t think you will ever see that.” He did not speak in defeat. Instead, it was acceptance. 
They couldn’t be persuaded. That’s why they were appointed in the first place. The world had grown fat with people, 
the old, the weak, the poor, the useless. They had to be removed for the world to be healthy again.

“Is that all?” the main justice asked, stone faced.
“Can you hurry up and inject me? I’m kind of tired of looking at you sons of bitches.” The main justice pushed a 

button, calling for the officers to take Max away.
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Third Place

“to Kill a MagPie”
by

Mary Egan

Golfing today, I beheaded a magpie. The magpie wasn’t very big, leading me to believe that it was a baby. I stared 
down at the small bird, just staring and staring at the small black head that was so clearly severed from its small, black 
and white body. Its wings twitched a bit and I almost leaned over and threw up right there. 

“Are you coming?” called my golfing companions. “We’re moving on to the next hole!”
I swallowed violently and shook my head. “I’ll be on in a minute. There’s something I need to do first.”
Growing up, I’d heard countless tales of mother birds pecking people to death when they were discovered as 

their children’s murderer. Little Billy Snipe, who lived two blocks away from me, swore that the strange dent in his 
forehead had come from a furious flamingo, filled with blood lust. Of course, when I told him that we didn’t have 
flamingos in Cleveland, he’d quickly changed it to a sparrow. So, I don’t know how trustworthy Billy was. Legend 
had it that the dent in his head was from where he’d beat it against the wall if he couldn’t finish his homework before 
ten. Billy was strange, now that I think about it. 

In any case, there was still the matter of the small separated magpie lying before me. I knew that if I bent over 
and picked it up, my scent would be on its feathers. That was pretty much a death sentence by pecking for me, but 
how else was I supposed to carry it to someplace I could bury it? Hoping that my golf gloves might save me in this 
instance, I scooped up the two halves of the bird and hurried toward a tree on the golfing green. 

“What the hell are you waiting for?” called my golfing companions. “I said we’re moving on to the next hole. You 
don’t want to be behind, do you?”

“Don’t worry about it!” I yelled over my shoulder. “There’s something I need to do!”
There was a smooth patch of soil near one of the tree’s roots, a smooth patch where the astroturf didn’t sully the 

normal earth. I knelt down, knowing full well that my polyester pants with the green and white checks were going to 
get dirty. I knelt down anyway. I began to dig with my golf gloves still on, creating small indentations in the ground. 
Soon, I had dug an oblong area of land about the same size as a bird-sized coffin. This was the only way to make 
amends. 

Carefully, I lowered the two body sections of the magpie into the coffin in the dirt. I tried to remember some 
consoling hymn from my church-going days, but nothing was coming through. The magpie wasn’t moving at all, but 
it still retained so much of its former life in the slender curve of its beak and graceful points of its wings that I felt like 
I was burying the poor creature alive. But, of course, the magpie didn’t react when I tossed dirt onto its body, so I 
knew that it was dead. I knew that. 

Several minutes later, it was done. The poor thing was buried and perhaps its mother would never find out. That 
was a terrible thought — that the mother might never know what had become of its child. I almost wanted to cry 
right there and offer my tears on the dirt coffin as a sort of offering, a sort of penance. But my golfing companions 
called to me again. 

“Come on! Why are you dilly-dallying by that tree over there?”
“I’m paying respects to the animal kingdom!” I called back. “Why the hell haven’t you moved already anyhow?”
I spun around then, away from my buried magpie, to see how far my golfing companions had gotten on without 

me. To my surprise, they hadn’t gotten on at all. All four of my competitors were standing at the seventh hole where 
I’d made the fateful swing to kill a magpie. But there was something strange about them. I couldn’t quite lay my 
finger on it, as though there was something I was missing because I wanted to miss it. Then Bill cocked his head to 
one side and it all became perfectly clear to me. 

All four of my golfing companions had the heads of magpies. For the life of me, I couldn’t remember if they’d 
had those heads when we’d entered the green. Was this new? What had brought it on? Whatever the reason, there 
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were now four elegantly curved black beaks pointed straight at me. 
“What happened to you?” I said, my voice shaking. 
In one swift and decisive move, Bill stepped forward and severed my head from my body with his scythe-like 

beak. There was a moment of shock and dramatic irony that rent through my body and then all feeling was lost. 
My head plopped to the ground, bouncing slightly on the perfectly manicured lawn, and rolling a few inches like a 
discarded melon. 

My four golfing companions moved on, perhaps to behead some other unsuspecting golfer on the green, and I 
was left with the last conscious thought in my head: who would tell my mother? 

Honorable Mention

“rattlesnaKes”
by

Mark Jacobs

“There!” she shouted.
He jumped.  “Jeez!  Don’t… scream like that.  You scared the daylights out of me.”  Even as he spoke, he looked 

across her, through the passenger window, descrying the campsite that had inspired her to yelp.
“What is a daylight?” she asked.
“A daylight?  I don’t think it’s a singular — ”
“Then why is there a multiple form?  A plural?”
He shook his head.  “I’m sure there’s one of those interpretive plaques around here somewhere that’ll explain it.” 
They’d been driving for hours, and most of it through one public campground after another.  Public 

campgrounds, — being far less expensive than private, — were preferable.  They were also unstaffed, for the most 
part, and thus unable to take reservations.

“Isn’t it funny,” he said, as they wound around the dirt road, trying to figure out how, exactly, to get to the vacant 
site, “You can drive four-hundred miles and not feel tired, but meandering through three or four campgrounds just 
feels exhausting.”

“It was more like seven,” she said.
“Well whatever.  We’re here.”  The car pulled into what was, evidently, the last remaining unoccupied campsite in 

the state of Montana.
They both got out and proceeded to stretch in every imaginable fashion, their faces distorted into great, gaping 

gawks and yawns, their limbs bent in this way and that, leaning on the car, the ground, a tree, and a picnic table to 
which was affixed a homemade sign which said:

BE CAREFUL!  THERE  IS  A DIMOND -BACK
RATTLESNAKE LIVES AT THIS 
CAMPGROUND!!!

              SIGHT

“Hey, uh,” she said, “there’s a — apparently a, uh, diamondback rattlesnake that … lives here.”  She looked 
around.  The campsite’s terrain was varied with small boulders, trees, unidentifiable flora, and an ample quantity of 
widely colored ground cover.  She imagined it would be possible for a circus clown to blend right in, never mind a 
rattlesnake.
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Despite having no knowledge about the subject whatsoever, he replied, “Probably several.  Let’s get the tent pitched.”
“You think it’s a good idea, I mean if there’s a rattlesnake — ”
“Uh… well, first, it would seem to me that there are probably rattlesnakes all over.  I mean, you don’t look up 
‘rattlesnake’ on Wikipedia and it shows its native region as being site 4 at Buffalo Horn Campground.”
Unconvinced, she said, “Yeah …”

“Plus, once we’re in the tent, I think we’re fine.  I don’t think they go rampaging around tearing open people’s 
tents and … rattling them to death in the deep dark of the night.”

“You’re so reassuring.”
“I try.”
“Not very hard,” she mumbled just loudly enough for him to hear.
He glared at her lovingly.  She smiled innocently.
They cleared away a patch of ground, debated for several minutes about which way the tent should face, and put 

it up.  By the time they were done, the sun was hovering just above Cinnamon Mountain, and already the shadows of 
countless lodgepole pines had coalesced, bringing early dusk to the valley.

They then began to prepare a fire in the site’s rusting fire pit.  This involved a lot of frustration, expressed in 
alternating, meaningless accusations.

“We should’ve just bought firewood.”
“There’s no point buying — look around, there’s wood — ”
“Well this stuff obviously doesn’t burn — ”
“You’re just not stacking it right.”
“You said you knew how to start a fire.”
“I do, but not if you keep piling it up like that.”
“You’re the one who put all that on there.”
“No, I put those on, over there, and then you knocked them over with that … baobab or whatever —”
“Baobab?”
“That thing’s enormous!  You know how long it’ll take to get that to burn?”
“Well ex-kuh-use me!  I figured a bigger piece of wood would last longer.”
“Not if it never lights.”
“Well,” she repeated, “you said you knew how to light a fire!”
“I do!”
“So light it!”
“It won’t light!  The wood must be damp!”
“Put more lighter fluid on it.”
“Drowning it in lighter fluid won’t help.  We need kindling.”
“Kindling.”
“Kindling.”
“Um, so I repeated you just there because I wasn’t sure you were serious; why did you repeat me?”
“Wh- wh- what?”
They retrieved from the back of the car an old, bright orange Coleman camping stove and a brand new, dark 

green bottle of propane.  Less than a minute later, they had a fire.
“I’m going to find the toilet,” she said.
“Bring toilet paper.”
“They don’t have toilet paper?”
“I don’t know, but it would suck if they didn’t.”
She made a sound like a cat agitated after its favorite toy has been tossed beneath a bookshelf, and she went to 

search through the contents of the car.
He set about cooking a pan of baked beans and hot dogs on the camping stove.  By the time they were ready to 

eat, it was almost completely dark out.
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Accompanied by the faint sound of the winding creek and the laughter, conversation, and an occasional child’s 
scream from neighboring sites, they ate their simple meal in the simple night.

He whispered, “Look up.”
She replied, “Why are you whispering?”
He glared lovingly; she looked up.  Superimposed across the plum velvet purples of the sky, the trees were 

silhouetted in absolute blackness.  More stars were visible in the river of midnight lavender between the cut-out shapes 
of the woodlands than could be seen in the entire sky on an ordinary night, in an ordinary place.

He looked at her; she was still looking up.  He looked back up; she looked at him.  Seeing that he was still 
looking up, she looked back up.  He looked at her and was impressed that she was still looking up, so he looked up 
again, as well.

Then, in the darkness back on Earth, something moved with an unseen flash.
He jumped.  “What was that?!” he whispered loudly.
“What?” she whispered back, looking down at the picnic table at which they sat.  She looked around.   

Someone nearby had a campfire going.  “What?” she repeated.
“Something moved,” he repeated.  “Like … on the table.”
It was too dark for the table to really be visible.  They could make out only the faintest gleam where the rim of the 

pan caught the light of a lucky star.
Again, there was a suggestion of sudden, slinking movement.  He jumped back.  Something was definitely astir.  

It was invisible and, though somehow discernible, didn’t seem to make a sound.
“See!” he whispered.  “Something’s there!”
“I don’t see anything,” she whispered.
“Of course you don’t.  It’s the middle of the night!”
“It’s barely past sunset — ”
“The point is — never mind.  Something’s on the table.  We should … move slowly —”
“Nothing’s on the table!”
“I know I saw — heard … something move.”
“Well — ”
“Get your flashlight.”
“I don’t know where it — ”
“You just went to the bathroom.  You had it with you.”
“You know,” she said, remembering that the flashlight was sitting beside her, on the bench, “a flashlight’s not 

much good if you have to get a flashlight to look for it.”
“Shhhh!” he said.
“Oh, c’mon,” she said, picking up the flashlight, aiming it at the table, and switching it on.  “Nothing’s mov — ”
They both gasped.  He giggled; she said, “Aaawwww!”
“I told you something — ”
“Shhhh!” she hissed.  “You’ll scare it.”
There, on the table, between the bright orange Coleman camping stove and the small pan in which they’d made 

their meal, stood a field mouse.  It was only an inch or two long, and its bare tail glowed in the flashlight’s shine.  Its 
front paws were up on the edge of their cookware, its conical nose twitching excitedly at the smell of food, and its 
whiskers glinting in the small sphere of light about it.

“Get your camera!” she whispered.
Quietly, carefully, he turned on the bench seat and stood up.  Combined with the garish light shining down upon 

it, this was evidently more than the creature could bear.  It turned its head, then the other way, and then slipped out 
of sight.

“Having completed their meal without further faunal incident, they lay together in their tent, comfortable despite the 
uneven ground beneath them.”
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He slid over so that their arms and shoulders were touching.
She looked at him.  Though it was dark, the celestial glow penetrated the night, and they could make out one 

another’s faces. 
“Hey,” he whispered.
“Oh,” she said, “what are you doing here?”
He laughed a whisper.
“Still scared of rattlesnakes?” he asked.
She laughed one of those silky, nasal exhalation laughs.  “No,” she said, making a point of snuggling against him.  

“How ‘bout you?”
“I wasn’t scared of them to begin with,” he said, “Remember?”
“Pshaw,” she whispered.
“Pshaw?”
“You practically jumped out of your skin when that mouse came.”
“I didn’t know it was a mouse,” he said.  “I think I had some fairly decent reasons to believe it might have been 

something — ”
She interrupted him saying, “Shhhh.”
For four seconds, neither of them said or did anything.  They lay on their backs looking up.  The view was 

unremarkable, frankly — the inside of the top of an inexpensive tent in the dark.
It seemed that they had drifted slightly apart from one another, though they hadn’t.  He cuddled closer to her.  

She looked over at him; he was still looking up.  In the sleeping bag, she reached for his hand, but it was on his 
stomach.  So, instead, she rolled her head over on his shoulder.

He closed his eyes and inhaled deeply.  Under the covers, he searched for her hand, but it was on her stomach.  
So, he rolled his head a bit, so that it cupped hers on his shoulder.

She thought, Our necks are both going to hurt like hell if we spend all night like this.  And they spent all night like 
this. 
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First Place

“doMestiC PoliCy”
by

Dr. George Miller

Part I: Morning at Water Aerobics
I never like it when foreign powers dictate domestic policy. It goes against common sense, common decency, and 

the commonweal.
Never.
But it happened last Saturday and it was entirely my wife’s fault. 
As usual, Sandy and I did water aerobics at the fitness center on Saturday morning at 8 AM. The class is basically 

for the 50 and over crowd, who bob and weave in the water to Lady Gaga, Beyonce, and Akon. After a while, you 
get to know the regulars: Ted, the retired principal who always makes his entrance with a cannonball; Marsha, who 
cannot help complaining about her deadbeat ex-husband and whose kicks in the water appear intended for his groin; 
and Mercy-Keesha, who just looks lost in the water and never really interacts with anybody. Besides the regulars, there 
are mostly the people who sort of come and go including a woman I decided was Indian.

On this Saturday, we have our favorite instructor, Amy. In her mid-30s, she is endlessly energetic and encouraging 
and besides water aerobics teaches hip-hop, Zumba, yoga, and Pilates.  I have never heard any complaints about her 
from the water hens, which would have been fueled by jealousy over her fat-free body. I guess mainly because they 
feel sorry for her because the damn speakers always seem to break in the middle of class and then she has to figure out 
how to keep people interested flailing about in the water without music. 

I’m not a big fan of water aerobics and it’s not because I have heard the snide remark “it’s for old people.” It may 
be evolutionary. I suspect my ancestors were the ones who led the charge out of the water and onto land because they 
were just tired of being wet all the time and wanted to towel off, and that’s me too. So I usually stay in for the first 
half hour and when I’ve had enough I go over under the slide and do some stretching and whatnot. 

“Why are you getting out?” Sandy asks.
“Never liked the water,” I reply. “Can only stand so much. Knock yourself out.”
After class, we meet at the edge of the pool and Sandy is talking to an Indian woman as they dry off and slurp 

from their water bottles.
“Indu just said she got a pergola,” Sandy exclaimed. “I wish we had a pergola. I’d love to sit outside under a 

pergola.”
I do not on principle like pergolas. They strike me as a fad and a rip-off. Get something to cover you completely if 

you’re sitting outside, like an awning. But what’s the point of having a structure with a lattice roof? Holes in roofs are 
no better than holes in your head. Pergolas look great on sprawling country estates and arboretums where lovers can 
stroll under them hand-in-hand and gaze at the ivy, climbing hydrangea, and honeysuckle weaving around the lattice. 
But on petite cement suburban patios without any vegetation to clothe the naked wood and egregiously accented with 
cheap outdoor furniture, what’s the point? It’s an aesthetic disaster and a functional farce.

“That’s nice,” is what I should have said and repeated it repeatedly any time the subject was brought up in the few 
minutes that we would have our one and only discussion of our lives. But I had to turn critic.

“I’m not a big fan really. I strongly believe that if the point is shade from the sun and protection from the rain 
then there shouldn’t be openings. I really don’t get pergolas at all.”

Indu’s tight smile concealed her utter contempt for my comment, which I didn’t find out until later after Sandy 
had spent another 15 minutes with her in the steam room and we met in the café for a smoothie.

“Indu said she saw you doing those leg stretches and commented on how flexible you are,” Sandy said, at that 
moment remembering that she had forgotten to put creamer in her coffee. 

My wife excused herself and I had time to think about Indu’s comment.
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“That was nice,” I thought, watching Sandy shake the empty creamer container and motion for an attendant to 
fill it. 

I couldn’t wait for her to get back and tell me what else they said. Compliments from strangers always feel better 
than compliments from people you know. They’re like gifts that fall from the heavens. 

Sandy returned with her coffee, only to leave the table again to throw away some trash. When she returned, my 
appetite was really whetted for another compliment from the Indian woman.

“And what else did she say besides my flexibility?” I asked like a teenage boy asking another teenage boy whether 
a girl really liked him.

“Only that she wondered whether you were retired,” Sandy said.
“But I’m only fifty,” I said. “She thinks I look that old?”
“That long gray hair and beard age you,” Sandy sighed, stirring her coffee. “You need to get a haircut and the 

beard shaved.”
“But I like it that way,” I protested.
“It makes you look like the Unabomber,” Sandy said. 
“You never told me that before,” I replied, genuinely troubled.
“Didn’t want to hurt your feelings, hon. But Indu’s right: the wild beard and hair make you look old.”
“How old?”
“If I would say a number, I would say 70.”
“That’s like my father’s age,” I gulped. “Do I look as old as my father?”
“With that beard and hair you do,” Sandy replied. “Indu’s right.”
“Indu’s right!” I silently hissed. Who gives a crap about what Indu thinks? Oh, I did, 5 minutes ago until she 

ripped me a new one.
“I don’t care what Indu thinks,” I said.
“Well, she’s right,” Sandy asserted. 
“So I have to get my hair and beard cut,” I lamented, “all because some stranger asks whether I’m retired? I don’t 

like that at all.”
“Just get it done,” Sandy said, tapping her fingers on the table.
“Because of what she said?”
“And for me, too.”

Part II: Afternoon at the Hair Salon
And on account of a woman we just met at water aerobics and whom we had known for less than 90 minutes, I 

made a major alteration in my appearance. 
“You look younger!” Sandy enthused.
“Younger than my father?” I wondered.
“Much younger,” Sandy said. “People can see your profile now and all those wonderful facial expressions.”
“You mean like this,” I said, contorting my mouth into a pronounced tragic frown.
“Don’t do that,” Sandy instructed. “It makes you look old.”
“But you like the short hair and no beard look?” I asked.
“Yes, and I think Indu will too.”
“What does Indu have to do with this?” I snapped. “I’m married to you, not to Indu.”
“Well, I ran into her again and she invited us over for a cookout,” Sandy explained. 
“Under the pergola?” 
“I assume.”
I stood up from the chair and squatted into the gray matter that had been trimmed from my head and face. 
The hair stylist who gave James Dean a haircut asked me how I liked my new look.
“Can I sweep up my hair and take it home?” I cried.
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Part III: Evening Under a Pergola
After water aerobics, the following week we drove over to Indu’s for the cookout.  During that week I had grown 

used to my look and fancied myself younger, sleeker, and more handsome. With that change in attitude, I was 
somewhat ashamed to say that I wondered what Indu would think. Would she say I looked 5 years younger, 10 years 
younger, or maybe even 15 years younger? Would she be pleased?

Her home wasn’t more than 5 minutes from ours in a neighborhood that had street signs of all the major 
presidents of the United States. She was on Polk Parkway.

“It looks stormy,” I said as we got out of the car.
“Only 20 percent chance of precipitation, weather dot com said,” Sandy pronounced.
 Sandy and I brought a bottle of wine. I wore tan shorts and a short-sleeved green button down shirt that I 

thought accented my new face and hair. I wanted to make sure that Indu saw the new me and would approve, so I 
made it a point to comment on the pergola.

“This is really indicative of fine craftsmanship,” I said, looking above at the pergola. “You know, I am not really a 
pergola man, but after seeing your pergola I might change my mind.”

Indu didn’t seem to hear me as she grilled vegetables over the grill, so I went over to the grill and sought her out.
“This is the Taj Mahal of pergolas,” I squealed, allowing her to gaze at my new look and preparing for her new 

assessment of my age.
She pretty much ignored me then, and then at lunch, and then later at dessert. Finally, after dessert a neighbor 

came over to borrow a shovel and Indu introduced us to him:
“This is Sandy, my friend from water aerobics, and her retired husband, Sam.” 
“Old timer, what are you retired from?” the nincompoop neighbor queried.
“Basically, my self-worth,” I replied.
Then the rain poured through the lattice and we got drenched. Sandy, Indu, and the nincompoop quickly went 

inside, but I sat stubbornly under the pergola, hoping to make a statement to all of them as they screamed at me to 
get out of the maelstrom. The rain pelted my scalp and slithered down my freshly shaven face. I felt old and ugly, and 
was thinking very seriously of contacting my representative and demanding that the United States Congress add an 
amendment to repeal all pergolas.

Second Place

“deCider”
by

Whitney Brough

“Let’s go.” the father said to his son.
The young man hesitantly nodded.
“Everything will be fine. You’ll do great.”
The son’s lips barely curled into a smile.
“And remember …” the father intensely grasped his son’s shoulders, “left is the exit and right is the chamber.” The 

son stared at his father with steady, anxiety-filled eyes, a look as fearful as a moonless night. “You don’t have to look at 
their faces if it helps. Just focus on the light.”

“Dad?” The young man swallowed back thick spit. “How have you been able to do this for so many years?”
“Because it’s important.” His father took a moment to gather his thoughts. “We are gifted, Vaughn. We have 

a special job that sets us apart from everybody else in Aven. We are the Deciders. Without us, Aven would be full 
of weak and sickly parasites that would feed off the good, strong people here. We have to keep our community 
powerful,” the father sighed. “You’re 18 now. It’s time for you to take over for me.” Vaughn stood quietly, trying to 
accept his new responsibility. “It only gets easier as you go, I promise.” The father hooked his arm around his son’s 
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shoulders and led him to the door.
The two walked into the vaulted auditorium. Smooth ashen stone lined the walls and dim skylights barely lit 

the vast space. A wide center aisle split the hall, which was flanked on either side by cushioned benches in neatly 
organized rows. The place was bleak and Vaughn felt a tiny chill creep up his forearms. 

“You can head up there,” his father said, pointing to an altar at the front of the hall. “I’ll send them in.”
Vaughn’s shoes clicked deafeningly on the marble floor as he slowly made his way to the platform. He climbed 

the few steps to the slim wooden desk and chair that awaited him. Uncomfortably, he slid into the seat and set his 
clammy hands on the desktop. The silence in the room grew, squeezing his ears as he waited for the long line of dark-
dressed community members to come down the aisle. 

The first person entered and made her way up to the platform where Vaughn waited; a straight-haired woman 
about 30 years of age with the physical fitness of an early 20-year-old. Her posture was firm and composed. Even 
her eyes stayed steady throughout the process, but her mouth gave away her true feeling. Her lips tightened around 
her teeth, afraid if they relaxed for even a second that all her weakness would spill out into a pile at her feet. 
Unfortunately, it didn’t work that way.

The phrase played over and over in his mind. You don’t have to look at their faces if it helps. Just focus on the light. 
His tongue ran dry and his heart began to beat out of sync. Just focus on the light. He strained his eyes to refocus on 
the woman’s shape.

Just focus on the light. Vaughn let his eyes move to the woman’s hands resting calmly at her sides. A bright ray of 
light illuminated around each finger, almost capturing her hands entirely. He followed the glow emitting from behind 
her. He traced it up her arms and shoulders, around her neck and face, and back down to her other hand. Now that 
he was focused on the important part of his task, the light seemed overpowering, blinding, and intense.

He exhaled. Lifting a shaky hand from the desk, he pointed left. The woman let out an obvious sigh and walked 
through the exit.

The people that followed were much the same as the first woman, bright with a powerful light emitting from 
behind their bodies. There was an older male who was obviously a daily runner. There was a young girl in pigtails 
that Vaughn heard was one of the most intelligent sixth-graders in the colony. There was an elderly man by the name 
of Felix that Vaughn had remembered from the days when he had shadowed his father for this new position. Felix 
had a suspected history of mental illness, but no one could prove it for sure. Somehow, Felix would always manage to 
pull himself together for days like today, when he would stand at the front of the lofty hall to be categorized as strong 
or weak. Vaughn remembered countless times when this man was on the border of being sent to the chamber. But 
the first rule Vaughn learned when training to become the next Decider was that no one could be punished for what 
could not be evidently proved. 

Vaughn gradually relaxed with every person he sent left toward the exit.
Then a young man, no older than Vaughn himself, stepped forward from the line. He looked very much 

like Vaughn, in fact. He was slightly thinner, but he had the same dusky brown hair, dim hazel eyes, and deep 
complexion. Everything about this young man seemed dark, including the glow from behind him. 

Vaughn swallowed hard. He squinted his eyes, hoping the brightness of the young man’s aura would finally 
flicker into full brilliance.

Slow minutes passed and everyone around him seemed to grow impatient. 
Just focus on the light. 
But, Vaughn could not avoid staring at the young man, a practical mirrored image of himself. Vaughn didn’t 

know this boy. In fact, he didn’t know any of the people he was being forced to judge. He and his family were 
required to keep to themselves, almost as if they were scorned political leaders. Vaughn was told that they were 
kept separate from the rest of the community to reduce personal bias when condemning the sick and rewarding the 
healthy. Now that he was older, he could piece the puzzle together. While the job of the Decider was considered viable 
to the success of the village, the position was hated, and therefore, the family had to be protected from the masses. 

Vaughn closed his eyes and let the responsibilities of the Decider roll over in his mind. He remembered watching 
woman, after man, after teenager, after baby being sent to the chamber. He thought of his father’s bouncing cheeks 
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flushed with enthusiasm as he talked about his son becoming the next Decider, the most important position anyone 
could ever hold in the community. The faces of the people of Aven clicked across his eyelids like the changing slides 
of a film. He thought about the people radiating light, who stood proudly at the front of the auditorium for years 
without being sent to the chamber, only to be sent to the right after a small bout with a cold or one trip to emergency 
room for an accident that was beyond anyone’s control.  His father’s voice pounded against Vaughn’s ears at his 
sudden choke-up, full of disgrace and disappointment at his inability to do his job, the job he was raised to do. He 
was not comfortable playing God, but he could not falter in his commitment to his father or his community. 

Finally, with a clenched jaw, he sucked in a cold puff of air and pointed.

Third Place

“outstanding indiVidual”
by 

Dr. George Miller

Bolingbrook Man Suspended by Wildcat Girls Sports Club

Kevin Marshall, of the 3400 block of Bingham Road, was given a five-year suspension for “coaching 
techniques detrimental to the spirit of the Wildcat code of ethics.” Wildcat Sports Club President Harold 
Markings delivered the unanimous verdict of the seven-person board: “Mr. Marshall’s coaching techniques, 
in particular, the idea of the ‘hard fouls,’ teaches unsportsmanlike behavior that is unacceptable to the 
mission of this sports organization. While we appreciate the time and effort of Mr. Marshall’s coaching 
efforts these past 10 years, the Board believes his coaching strategies are not conducive to the moral 
development of the impressionable young girls he has under his charge. In five years, should Mr. Marshall 
petition the Board about reinstatement, we will be happy to take his case under consideration.”

This appeared in the weekly village newspaper thrown on everybody’s driveway late Friday afternoon.  The article 
appeared adjacent to the blurbs about the petty crimes in our community, like the kid stealing a basketball from a 
porch or the 32 year-old still living with his mother caught smoking dope outside 7/11. That was the end of Dad’s 
basketball coaching career and I know it hurt him, especially the people who pointed and laughed at him when the 
family ate out at IHOP. 

It was my fault to some extent. Nobody cared much about his coaching until that Saturday morning game when 
I knocked down some kid as she was streaking to the basket in the open court. I had just taken the ACT earlier that 
morning, and was tired and accidentally bumped into her.  I really didn’t hit her hard, but I was this solid kid and she 
was a tinier version of Mary-Kate Olson, and boom she went down like a deer hit by an AK 47. The ref threw me out 
the game and the Board suspended me for a couple of games. Parents complained, probably the same parents who said 
Dad didn’t play their kids enough, and then the Board excommunicated him.

I had to laugh when I thought about Mr. Markings, who in addition to serving as Board President coached and 
refereed wearing his striped jersey all around town. Mr. Markings manipulated the draft to get all the best players 
and when his team was winning 44-2 would encourage the crowd to stamp on the metal bleachers to freak out the 
bedraggled girls of the opposing team, so they’d cry and become despondent and never want to touch a basketball 
again. That was okay and good sportsmanship, but my father’s teaching of toughness was immoral.

Dad got over it, all except in one respect. He always communicated to me in a special language that drove Mom 
crazy: in sports clichés. It drove her even crazier when he clapped after each cliché, shook his fist, and head-butted me. 

When I got my first B in high school, he told me: “Don’t get down on yourself. Don’t get up on yourself.” Every 
morning at breakfast, there was always the clapping when I came down the stairs and “Go as hard as you can for 
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as long as you can.” When I procrastinated on a school project, it was “Energy yourself to victory.” “Get to the next 
level” meant reach your full potential. No, it wasn’t Jesus on the Mount kind of stuff, but I got it. When I came out, 
Dad’s response was “Accomplish your objectives” and then a head-butt as an exclamation mark, which I interpreted to 
mean “Live your life the way you want to.”

*********
I visited him a few days before Easter. He was down in the extremely unfinished basement and we head-butted as 

we characteristically did when meeting and he slapped me on the shoulder. I was never sweetie or honey to him, not 
some pretty in pink girl whose hand he tenderly stroked.  I was “outstanding individual.” He rarely called me by first 
name, but “outstanding individual” in his parlance was a pet name.

“What’s going on?”
I interpreted his language, but never spoke it. 
“Big ballgame.”
He sat on the couch and looked drearily at the black television screen. 
“Big ballgame.”
“Big ballgame” could mean a variety of things. You had to apply hermeneutics to comprehend. In its most literal 

sense, it meant a really big game was on TV. But during that time, the pro teams in town sucked and the TV was off, 
so it couldn’t be that. On the next level, it meant a big event: maybe a new roof or something.

“Outstanding individual.”
He said that twice now, which worried me.
“Outstanding individual.”
A third time.
“Ballgame is over,” he explained. “No OT.”
This was akin to Cassandra offering one of her prophecies.
“What’s going on?”
“Don’t get up on yourself. Don’t get down on yourself.”
He was certainly invoking the Stoics in this context. Life is full of ups and downs. You needed a stiff upper lip. 

But what’s he getting at?
“Energy yourself forward.”
Another dictum meaning life had to go on, no matter what happened.
This wasn’t like him.
“Know where the ball is.”
This is one he rarely used. I had to think back . . . I think he was alluding here to Freud’s reality principle. You do 

your best in the world, but it will push back on you and you have to accept where you land. When one of my teachers 
wrote an unflattering letter about me that undermined my efforts to be editor-in-chief of the school paper, Dad had 
said: “Know where the ball is.”  I was a little scared.

“Dad?”
Dad knew when I used “Dad” as an interrogative I was clearly worried.
In the 23 years I knew him, he never spoke to me more clearly than he did that night.
“I have a brain tumor, and there is nothing they can do. Nothing.”
“You’ve gotten a second opinion?”
“And a third and fourth and fifth. Everybody and his brother has seen my brain. I need a new brain and since 

that’s not happening; well, that’s the ballgame.”
“Does Mom know?’
“Of course, and you know Mom still thinks a miracle’s going to happen.”
“Anybody else know?”
“God apparently.”  
“How long do you have?”
“I’m in the two-minute drill.”
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“My God.
“And it’s time for me to talk to you about the future and the past.”
“Dad, I’m sorry.”
“No, hon, I’m sorry. Sorry for talking to you all these years the way I did.”
“What do you mean?”
“But I talked to you in such a stupid way. I couldn’t express my feelings.”
“I think you expressed your feelings fine, Dad.”
“Look, I’m sorry. It was stupid of me. I just got into this habit of talking like some dumb coach. It was ridiculous. 

It went on for years. I am your father and you’re my daughter. I should have talked to you like you were my daughter. 
I talked to you like you had some kind of number on your back.”

“I understood what you were saying.”
“Let me say now, before I’m so doped up on drugs that I don’t know what the hell I’m saying, that I love you and 

hope you get everything you want in life and that, honey, you are an outstanding individual.”
He couldn’t quite catch himself there and he never did quite break the sports cliché habit in the last months of 

life. During the final week in hospice, he kept on talking about getting to the next level.
“Next level, next level.”
I guessed that’s where he thought he was going after this life, but I didn’t press him.

*****
Not that many people showed up at the funeral. We were transplants to the area, and frankly Dad didn’t have 

many friends. But Mr. Markings showed up and even wore a jacket over his ref ’s jersey. He opened an envelope and 
showed me an official piece of paper.

“The Board, in a close 4 to 3 vote, decided to rescind your father’s suspension. You know, out of respect.”
“I appreciate that.”
“I wanted it to be unanimous, under the circumstances, but you know people. Some of them still remembered the 

incident.”
“Yeah, I know people.”
“We had one person on the fence, and I convinced her to change her vote.”
“Thanks.”
It was hot in the funeral home, so Mr. Markings unzipped his jacket. He ran his hand down the string on which 

his ref ’s whistle was affixed. I had seen him one or two times since Dad’s suspension, either at Lowe’s or Home Depot, 
but I purposely avoided him. I remembered the stamping on the bleachers when his team was creaming us and how 
he delighted in pouring it on, trouncing us physically and spiritually. I knew a lot of those girls on my team in middle 
school and high school, and none of them played sports after that. You hate to say “it was that moment that changed 
so many lives,” and that’s not how things really happen, but that’s how my mind works.

Mr. Markings had something more to say about my father: I could tell by the twitching around his mouth. Okay, 
man, say it.

“You can understand why some people never liked your father, can’t you? People just didn’t understand his 
methods. And if people can’t understand you, they can’t like you.”

“I understood him perfectly, Mr. Markings — he was an “outstanding individual.”
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“headaChes, sneezes, or loVe”
by

Mark Jacobs

If you look into his eyes, you see a sort of wondering, forlorn depth.  There’s a solemn questioning there, a resolve 
to something beyond the visible but also a resignation to the apparent.  It’s as though he’s always on the verge of 
revelation, but frustrated with the permanence, the stagnation there, the inability to let others see what’s inside, to let 
what’s inside out.  He looks at the world as though through binoculars.  When he pulls away, he sees the world in a 
fuller, realer view, but feels as though all that others see are the dark circles around his eyes.  When you see those eyes 
that look like they’ve been looking through binoculars for a very long time and are having a hard time adjusting to 
the flat abstraction of reality, that’s how you know he’s a writer.

In a subway station, he suddenly stands upright, though nothing evident has transpired, after having leaned on 
the filthy wall for many minutes.  Suddenly, he’s alive, looking back and forth, searching his pockets and the ground, 
desperate for a piece of paper.  He turns over discarded fare cards, advertisements, newspapers, finally finds something 
with a blank surface, and starts scribbling at it in a frantic frenzy.  He looks at those around him, and they look away.  
He chuckles, finishes jotting down that fleeting thought – which he’ll almost certainly never read again – and inhales 
deeply, as though it’s suddenly warmer in the room.

It is two o’clock in the morning, and he wakes up.  From the sides of his head and down, across the pillowcase, 
onto the sheets, pooling on the bed and dripping to the floor, are words.  Now, he has to make a horrendous decision.  
Does he go back to sleep, ignore the words, let them evaporate?  Or, does he get up – again – turn on the light, 
fumble for paper or turn his computer on, sit down, and hammer out the thought?  It comes without warning, like 
headaches, sneezes, or love, and with all the grace of the shivers down your spine when you look down to find a 
centipede crawling on your shoe; the words insist on coming out.  He succumbs to these frenetic attacks because if he 
does not – if he just forces his eyes closed and lets the words evanesce – he feels that part of him is mortified, has gone 
out and died.  He is strange like that, and that’s how you know he’s a writer.

Come morning, he wakes up groggy, rubs his eyes, and looks at the illegible rubbish he regurgitated several hours 
earlier.  He raises an eyebrow and wonders what sort of delirium led to the production of such nonsense.  He has 
notebooks stacked on notebooks, slips of paper, the back sides of paystubs and homework assignments and margins of 
newspaper columns, all turning yellow, all incomplete, in heaps here and there, all these tidbits, fragments, anecdotes, 
thoughts, and other blather which, each in turn, seemed so dear, so dire, so demanding, and which now – even if they 
individually made sense – have been consigned to the heap.  They are thoughts, pleasantly petrified, the opposite of 
writer’s block – and they’re how you know he’s a writer.

Sometimes – not often – he tries to give a glimpse.  He tries to find a way to show the other side without making 
it sound as though he’s absolutely bonkers.  He speaks of a place which is to heaven what heaven is to Earth, where 
everything you know of peace and promise is dwarfed by a paragon beyond, an echelon above, a lavish land he swears 
that he’s seen, where everything – absolutely everything – is okay.  He tries to make you see it, to describe it as a 
sensation of the soul so intense that, though intangible, it inheres a visceral tactility, from the inside out, not, like 
most sensations, the other way around.  He uses phrases which he thinks are pretty but at which others tend to cock 
their heads and step quietly, nodding away.  He’ll tell you, for example, that it is a fourth dimension, a hypercube of 
healing, a singularity of security, a citadel of truth.  He doesn’t expect these things to make sense, but the words are 
all he has, and he figures if he mixes them up and shakes them violently enough, maybe something will fall out that 
will express what he feels in such a way that others can feel it too.  You see him fighting with this, writing and erasing, 
typing and deleting, shaking his hands in frustration, staring for minutes or hours at a blank screen not because he 
doesn’t know what to write, but because he can’t separate the insane from the invaluable – and that’s how you know 
he’s a writer. 
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He has a lot of questions.  He has a lot of doubts.  
For example, they say that knowledge is power, but they say that power corrupts.  He wonders about this.
They say there’s no such thing as normal.  He feels that this is a pretty normal thing to say.
They tell you not to judge a book by its cover, but he thinks that’s pretty much what the cover is there for.
He doesn’t like it when people ask, “How’s it going?” as they pass you in the hall, going – quickly – the opposite 

direction.  He doesn’t dislike it, he just feels inclined to answer honestly, and there never seems to be time for that.
He thinks political correctness is a crock of shit. He thinks political correctness is nothing but a bunch of lies to 

keep people from feeling bad about things they either ought to feel bad about, or do but have no reason to.
He has a lot to say about a lot of things, but having tried it, he knows that he doesn’t know almost anything for 

certain.  He feels that when you cut something open – almost anything – and look inside of it, you’ll find it far more 
complicated than you ever thought, and you’ll find your understanding of it far less complete than you’d reckoned.  
Because of this, he is hesitant to judge, hesitant to agree, hesitant to disagree.  He says, “Well, what if?” about 
everything, or at least he thinks it.  This gets annoying rather quickly, and that’s how you know he’s a writer.

They say that the definition of insanity is trying the same thing over and over expecting different results.  That’s 
funny, because they also say practice makes perfect. 

And, come to think of it, that’s what a writer is, really.  He sits down at that computer again, ready to try, again, 
to do what he’s done a thousand times before.  He knows that others may not understand it, he recognizes that even 
he can’t quite explain it, and he knows that most of the time, it produces something that just doesn’t make sense, 
often something that’s laughably wrong, unbelievable, or worst of all, false where truths were patched together for 
the sake of completion.  He’s done this over and over and over before, and, like an addiction, he’ll do it over and over 
again.  It’s haunting and not always pleasant, because only once in a while it does deliver what he’s asking it to.  It’s 
draining, it’s depleting, it’s exhausting, but he has to do it; he does not have a choice.  It’s two in the morning and he 
wakes up again, and there are the words, just pouring from his mind, and he has to write them down.  He has to, and 
he does.

And maybe it is insanity.  We’ve all known those who pursue a passion a bit too intently, letting it become an 
obsession.  They are out there, those for whom writing is enveloping, isolating, who derive only a sadistic joy from the 
intellectual excoriation of their art and cannot see that meanwhile, they are driven ever farther from an audience or 
the ability to put together something with which an audience might empathize.

But, once in a while … once in a great while, the world around him pauses.  Everything goes into extreme slow 
motion, and the binoculars return.  He looks beyond the threshold of the seen into the dreams and aspirations, the 
distant embers of innocence and the bliss of childhood, the faith of a goodness more sound than stone that burns like 
the core of the sun not because of anything anyone does, just because we are who we are, and what makes us different 
from the birds and the bees is, on whatever level, that same flame that drives him to write.  And he knows, and he 
believes, and once in a while he finds a way to get in touch with that flame that is, or at least the memory of which is, 
in every single one of us.  And once in a while, he gets it right, and he pumps it out, and he does not know where it 
comes from, or why it arrives unannounced, or what it means even.  But, there it is, sitting before him, in black and 
white, something he’s proud to have written.  And, well, that’s how you know he’s a writer. 
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Second Place

“the BlaCKBeard regatta”
by

Eric Schuler

There she was, beautiful. She had to only be around 27 or 29. Slim, rounded at points, yet absolutely gorgeous. I 
had never seen an angel like her before.  Petite, experienced, either way I was intimidated and intrigued at the same 
time.  I stood there in my Space Jam garb and backwards Blackhawks cap covering my oh so fashionable spiked hair. 
I realized that she was way too old for me to handle, yet I was sure willing to test her out. I approached slowly, surely, 
and a little arrogantly. The aging pinewood boards creaked under the weight of my every step. My gait swayed side to 
side in a suave manner. As I closed in distance, I rose in confidence. I noticed she was a cute little Catalina who looked 
like she wouldn’t mind being tossed around. That was a good sign for me. After a long walk down the ash colored dock, 
I climbed upon my lady. I told her not to worry; this was going to be rough, but well worth the wait. I gave her some 
much needed buzz after her long dry spell. We decided to make this experience like none other. We slipped out of port, 
barely nudging past the sleeping competition, wary not to wake them.  I took a bearing towards the closest channel 
marker. Right into the squall, we left Blackbeard sailing club. This began a long, arduous relationship between the Puck, 
my first love, and me.

There sat the committee boat in all of its wooden hull grandeur. Its planks, a hearty Yew wood from the forests 
of York, gleamed in the dawn treading glow. Casting its anchors into the sea to hold its moorings, the commission 
arranged for a day of judging. Upon the prow posed a mermaid with no name. Nevertheless, that did not impede her 
regal character at all; in fact, not having a name simply added to her breathtaking nature. The many classes of ships 
roved around the starting buoy. As orange as a rising sun over the horizon, it was positioned at the commission’s mid-
beam. The commission counted down the seconds while loading, priming, and setting the starting cannon into place. 
Never were they early nor were they late, but always precisely on time and on target. All on board with eyes peeled, 
muscles flexed, and hearths stoked for the echo of the cannon. Only then would the taut ring of ships grow asunder. 
Only then would the day begin.

BOOM! The committee boat shook with a terrorizing vibe. The onlooking captain of the Puck took a gaze to the 
dewdrops across the sky and gave his penance. Then with no further to do, he shouted to his XO “Raise the sails,” to his 
helmsman “A bearing of two zero five,” and finally to the cook “Rum and a helping of the first schooner we see!” His 
name was Ed Bock. My captain had been sailing since he arrived in his mother’s womb. There he stood, a statuesque 
pose describing all of what a captain should be. He wore a great white bushy beard, wool stockings, trousers suspended 
by straps upon his weathered shoulders, a gray long-john shirt, a brown corduroy jacket, and his signature Black Sea 
fisherman’s cap. Proudly he took on the mission with no encumbrance. I trusted him with all of my being.   

The wind constantly buffeted. It would just pick up like an Irish banshee then settle to a Caribbean breeze. The XO 
was trimming the jib sail in and out to maintain a steady speed. Lift after lift, the Puck performed admirably. The swells 
were proving to be tougher than I thought. As the helmsman, it was my duty to keep a precise heading while catching 
the wind at a proper angle. Captain Bock continued to give orders but never too forcibly. It was his way to be one with 
the ship and with the crew. 

As we approached the southern shore of our regatta region, we prepared to tack. That is to point into the wind and 
turn completely around. The reddened hue of the channel marker seemed to stare directly into my soul. Its flashing 
strobe light rammed the backs of my eyes with such a force I was almost blinded. I had to make sure to make this 
perfect. Too low of a turn and the regatta was over for us, our lives … forfeit. Too high and the closing foe on our aft, 
Captain Hamilton of First Luff, would take his chance at gaining the mark. As my XO screamed, “Hard to lee,” my face 
flushed wholly. Captain Pollack’s ship, the Blunder Bucket, must have been cruising in my starboard bow blind spot the 
entire time. At that instant, we couldn’t pull out of the tack. I had to take it low. 

I slammed the helm to port, and pointed the Puck a few degrees shy of the mark. I prayed to Poseidon to give us 
wind and a favoring swell, but the sails blew dead. My prayer was being ignored. We were going to crash because of my 
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complacency and greed. I cursed myself and prepared for the bone crushing collision. 
All of a sudden, the wind picked up to ten knots out of the West, straining the fore and mainmast stays. The swell 

grew to five full fathoms and shoved the ever-reliable Puck out of the way of the marker. We were spared. The winds and 
surface swell had been previously out of the East, which was favorable for the counter-clockwise regatta route. But now 
they were out of the West, which forced all behind our mark to jibe. Tacking is an inherently easier and a faster turn 
to perform over jibing. Therefore, all in the rear spectrum were slowed to a vast halt. As the chaos to follow the wind 
change ensued, we focused on the latest hitch in our plan.

During the commotion of our low tack, our captain had been tossed to the deck. Captain Bock was strewn about 
the cabin opening. The cook, who doubled as our in route nurse, quickly appeared in the gangway. She scooped the 
captain’s surprisingly light body into her arms and started to carry him into the cabin to attend to his wounds. When 
he miraculously awoke and demanded to be on deck despite his horrific contusions, the cook sighed, nodded, and bent 
to her captain’s will. However, she would not let him out of her sight, and would most definitely prepare some type of 
healing poultice for her unwavering Captain Bock. With the captain slipping in and out of consciousness and the cook 
attending to him, everything was left up to my XO and me. 

We had lost the Blunder Bucket in the calamity at the marker, which only left two ships ahead of us, one to conquer 
and one to achieve. The Archangel, with Captain Phelps at its command, was a might bit longer than us and therefore 
faster. She had one more sail and a more experienced crew, coupled with a four hundred yard head start. We weren’t 
giving up though. My eyes were stinging from the sea salt and my XO’s hands were bleeding from the tug of the foresail 
sheet; however, we were closing in on our glory. The Archangel ’s aft grew as large as a harvest moon on the midnight 
line. I gained, the sea roared, and the ever-quiet Puck gleaned through the swell gaining inch by grueling inch. 

Captain Phelps of the Archangel does nothing but doff his cap to me. “A formidable opponent,” I say to my XO. To 
which he responds, “Captain Phelps has won the last five regattas.” I gaze slowly back, as to not attract attention. It was 
but a ploy to wean me into a feeling of self-confidence. The Archangel raises yet another sail to increase its sail count to 
four. It truly is a race to the finish, so I will give him all I have.

The cannon sounds. The committee boat has seen us. They are measuring our every move. It’s coming down to 
the absolute last second. Captain Phelps is at the helm. He screams to his crew an inaudible command. The Archangel 
pushes forward just enough to cross the line first. Our hearts sink; I have failed my captain, my crew, and my ship. I 
pull the Puck into her slip and prepare for the ceremony following the Blackbeard Regatta. 

That long walk down the dock and up to the clubhouse will never leave me. I can still feel the chills run down my 
spine at the thought of not receiving first glory. I enter the clubhouse. Up until that point I had not realized that I was 
a few feet shorter and many years younger than everyone there. I was ten and barely a Napoleon tall. Oh, did I feel 
that size. Well, the ceremony began and our class was last. The fourth place prize went to Blunder Bucket, and the third 
place prize went to First Luff. The runner-up and first were next as usual; though, there was a little commotion at the 
announcer’s table. Then the speakers erupted, “Winner of first prize by fifteen seconds is Captain Bock of the Puck!” We 
had started after Captain Phelps in the original line up, so when we caught up, we bettered our time. Then something 
happened I will never forget. Captain Bock looked at me. The captain’s eyes were gleaming as only diamonds do. His 
thin aging lips didn’t move; he didn’t have to say anything.         
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Third Place

“the truth”
by 

Mark Jacobs

This is the truth, and it is all that I know, and the only thing that I believe.
Love anarchically.  No rules, no reservations, no forums, no votes, no vetoes.  If it is love and it is real, it will not 

need these trifling negotiations of civility and decency.  Love is not civil; it is not decent.  It consumes you, surrounds 
you, swallows you up.  Do not regulate it.

Give without keeping track of your gifts.  Just do it and do it again.  When you can, do.  When you cannot, 
don’t try.  When there is a place for giving, a chance to extend whatever sliver of fortune you have into the silence 
around you, take that chance and be the person who makes now better.  Don’t ask what you’ll get back; don’t expect 
reciprocity.  You will die and take nothing with you when you go.  All there is is now, and nothing is worth anything 
without some act to tip the scales in favor of camaraderie, of kindness.  Work for yourself; care for yourself.  Then, 
when the opportunity is there and plain – to give – do it.  Giving is how those who are leave behind a trace of having 
been, and that is all that there is which can outlast now.

Let yourself cry.  Let yourself cry as though somebody died.  Don’t do it for nothing, but when the time comes, 
accept that it is okay to, and cry and cry and cry. 

And laugh.  Find something, look hard, dig deep, be easily amused by the simplest, dumbest things.  Laugh as 
hard as you can as often as you can.  Laugh until you cry, over nothing at all.

Give chances.  Throw everything rational out once in a while and let that which your heart adores come in.  
There is danger, there is risk, but – there are also the connections and the miracles that can only happen when 
someone who needs a break is given a chance.

Think of nervousness as your heart’s way of saying, “This is a moment I was made for.”  You wouldn’t be nervous 
if it didn’t matter.  So, when you get nervous, just think: this is the time; this is where greatness occurs.  All you have 
to do is go for it, and no matter the outcome, you’ll be twice who you would have been had you turned away.

Stop judging. Anyone--everyone. Just stop.  That does not mean everyone but murderers, or everyone but 
politicians, or everyone but the lover who betrayed you.  Forget them; leave them be.  Just quit judging.  You don’t 
know everything about them, and you never will.  What went wrong to make them as they are is not for you to say.  
How they feel, what drives them, is not for you to guess.  As a person, as a people, stop thinking that you can know 
enough about another to pass apt judgment on them.

Forgive.  Forever.  Grudges are nothing but dead weight that hold you down and drown you.  Thus, the longer 
you hate those who’ve harmed you, the worse their violations grow, fed only by your own wayward passion.

And love.  Let yourself cling.  Let your heart find a fondness that makes you giddy.  Be as a child with awe and 
simplicity, asking nothing, never doubting, just giving that infinite, unquantifiable, empathizing understanding 
intimacy to another, without which there is no more value in being human than in being a rock.  Break the stoic 
freeze of daily life with love.  Care for, care about, give a damn, try. Give and give and love.  Let it be what shapes 
you.  If love shapes you, you will shape everyone who even gets a glimpse of you and make us better, so much better, 
than if love was not.  It’s not that love can do anything.  Indeed, alone it can do nothing.  But it is the force which 
fuels all the goodness in a soul, and it is, in any one, more potent than all the hatred and assumption in the world 
combined, the very opposite of venom, the viscera of beauty.

And.  When it all collapses, when the love is wasted, unrequited, in vain, defeated, betrayed, destroyed; when 
you cannot give any more and there is no suggestion that all you’ve given has been for anything; when no one gives 
you chances and those you’ve given are dismissed or pass unnoticed; when you are judged, when you cannot think 
of anyway that going on like this can do anything but deplete you and there is just the void of regret, of envy, of 
emptiness, of loneliness when everything else has gone on before and you would kill for a fresh taste of love – then, 
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when you are finished and morning brings a joyless dawn that leaves you in the shadow of yesterday’s night – then, 
give me a call, and I will say, honestly, “I understand.”  That’s all I’ve learned; that’s the only thing I know, and that’s 
the truth.

Honorable Mention

“shine a light”
by 

Corinna Szczeblewski

Florence Nightingale was a pioneer for nurses.  She implemented various forms of practice that helped increase recovery 
rates, including nightly rounding.  She would light her oil lamp and walk quietly through the night, shining a soft light on 
all her patients to see if anything needed to be done.  She made nursing a 24-hour job and put every piece of herself into it.

The doctor sat in the chair by the window with his chart scattered across his lap.  He flipped through several of 
the papers, contemplating if there was anything else he could’ve done.  He lifted his gaze and took in the image before 
him.  He brought his hand to his eye to wipe away the tear that had formed and began to collect his papers.

By the time we walked into the room, he was unconscious.  The cyanosis started in his hands and skulked up 
his arms.  I knew that it would soon engulf his whole body.  The intubation tube was banded around his head, and 
a small stream of blood crept from the corner of his mouth and down his chin.  The rise and fall that came from his 
chest was fabricated.  I stepped forward and touched his hand.  It was cold.  The dawdling beat of the monitor told 
me his heart was somewhere near 40 bpm.  I began to cry again.  This was not my father.  This was not the man who 
sat on the couch watching TV.  He was not the man that I rushed past this morning without saying a word because 
I was late for work.  This couldn’t be my father.  He was a man I felt I barely knew, yet knew so well, and now he lay 
before me hanging on the last threads of his life.  

We had been in that room for hours.  To this day, I couldn’t tell you how long it actually was.  When you’re so 
focused on fighting to come back to life, perception of time is lost.  My large family crowded into that room.  My 
youngest daughter was sitting on the ground with her back to the wall and her head resting on her knees.  My whole 
body ached as loads of memories kept torturing me.  Every last bit of energy, every remembrance, every feeling 
kept pouring out into an invisible force.  My wife and oldest son sat at my bedside holding my hand.  My son kept 
pleading with me, he kept begging, “Tata, you’ve got to make it — you have to be there for my wedding … only three 
months more, Tata ....”   I tried to hold on.  Being the stubborn old Pollock that I was, I tried harder than I had ever 
tried in my life to stay with them.  I didn’t want to leave, and I didn’t want to hurt them.  It felt like the harder I 
tried, the more my heart weakened.  I knew I wasn’t going to make it.  

With a shuffle, the doctor assembled the chart and stood up.  He hesitated before he spoke, then broke the 
unsettling silence.  “Can I take you guys to show you some X-rays?  Come on, you need to move a bit.” Gradually my 
family rose to their feet, and the doctor herded the flock to the door.  I held my boyfriend’s hand and pulled him back 
a bit.  My mother turned to me.  Her eyes were swollen with sadness.  She looked like Hell.  “I’m going to stay with 
Tata. I don’t want him to be alone.” She took a step back towards me, folded me in her arms, planted a kiss on my 
forehead, then turned and headed for the door.  

I took my father’s hand and tightened my grip around it.  It was the first time I had held his hand since I was a 
little girl.  It was just as cold and the rigor mortis was slowly starting to set in; the fingers of his hand could barely curl 
around mine.  It was the first time I had held his hand since I was a child.  His eyes were rolled back in his head.  “Hi, 
Daddy,” I said, trying not to choke up.  I gave his hand a small squeeze.  Then, within the blink of an eye, everything 
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took a turn for the worse.  Barely a minute passed since my family had walked out the door and everything on the 
monitors cut in half.  Alarms sounded wildly and the nurse walked in briskly.  

“What’s going on?!” my boyfriend asked.  
The nurse answered with impertinence, “Oh … well … he’s probably going,” and quickly turned and marched 

out of the room.  I didn’t need to hear it; I already knew what was happening, and I frantically began searching for 
the most important things he had to hear.  

My baby girl squeezed my hand as tight as she could and began to tell me, “Kocham cię Tatu.  Wszyscy będziemy 
okay. Idź i się z siostrami i Jadek. Zrelaksuj się teraz.  Obiecuję, że wszystko będzie dobrze.”  I believed her.  A single 
tear came from my eye and my chest fell for the last time.  With her free hand, my baby closed my eyes and placed 
a kiss on my forehead.  After looking me over one last time, tears began falling from her eyes uncontrollably.  She 
turned and fell into her boyfriend’s arms and sobbed.  My whole family rushed into the room shortly after.  They 
huddled together around my lifeless body and wrapped themselves in their grief.  

The last thing I remembered was that horrible nurse’s face when we were walking out.  He hadn’t even had 
enough decency to give us condolences for our loss.  If my eyes could’ve set him afire, he would’ve died that night.  

It was then that I watched my daughter take hold of her future.  Throughout her life she was always stealing my 
cigarettes and throwing them away, saying, “Daddy, put on your seatbelt” or “Daddy, don’t eat that.”  She had always 
wanted to do everything and be anything her whole life, and now she had finally made up her mind.  

I drove under the giant iron gates and onto the narrow gravel road, took two lefts, parked the car in the usual 
spot, and began to walk.  I was looking for the place that I still had trouble finding after five years.  Ah! I found 
the tree and the oversized tombstone next to it.  I took four steps to the left and found the flat little gravestone with 
my father’s name on it.  “Hi, Tata. Happy Birthday,” I said as I sat down on the grass beside him. “I have a small 
present for you! Look …” I pulled the folded up paper out of my bag.  “It’s my acceptance letter, Tata. I finally did 
it!  I got into a nursing program!”  I continued on with our intimate conversation until I couldn’t take the mosquito 
bites anymore.  “Dobrze Tatu, I’m going to head home now, but Mama will be here on Saturday for your wedding 
anniversary.  Kocham cię.”  I slowly stood, took one more look at the letters etched in the stone that spelled my 
father’s name, and walked back to my car.     

She was to become a nurse.  She would prevent any other 16 year-old girl that was losing her father from feeling 
like someone didn’t care.  She would shine her light on those lost or those who felt hopeless and bring warmth to 
them.  I watched her start her career in the gallows, changing diapers, bathing, and feeding people of all ages.  She 
went on to take care of my mother-in-law who fell sick with cancer and became bedbound.  She was well taken care 
of, and she was able to die at home, an accomplishment that many never attain.  My daughter goes on to put her 
whole heart and soul into her work and life, and I couldn’t be any prouder.  My daughter — my baby girl — is my 
very own Florence Nightingale.
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Honorable Mention

“City lights”
by

Benita Leung

We parked by Millennium Park, and I stepped out of Dave’s shiny black Audi, careful not to tear my delicate silk 
dress with my heels.  As I straightened up, I could feel people’s admiring eyes on me.  Layers of white and magenta of 
my dress gracefully flowed to the ground.  I can’t believe it’s finally here, I thought.  “Clack, clack, clack,” came from 
my heels as I stepped around while the boys paid for the meter.  It was 84 degrees with the sun blazing on our backs 
and wind blowing through our hair.  I’ve been downtown a million times, since I was born and raised in Chicago, but 
this time the experience was surreal.  

David was my best friend and also my prom date.  For months my mom had been preparing for this event with 
me, shopping for the perfect dress and shoes and doing my make-up.  No one else apart from them could have made 
the experience any better.  Dave handed me my satin black clutch with a huge smile, so I smiled back.  We strode 
down eagerly to the infamous bean, my arm in his, as our friend and photographer clicked away on his camera.

As we walked on the cement ground, our photographer wasn’t the only one snapping photos of us, but spectators 
whipped out their phones and cameras to take pictures too.  Occasionally, people would come up to me to praise 
me and my floral dress, and I felt like a famous celebrity being asked about the designer of the dress she wore to the 
exclusive occasion.   I watched the jovial faces of the bystanders and the excited tourists that visited Chicago for the 
very first time, celebrating the special day with me with their whispers, gasps, smiles, and flattering remarks.  Warmth 
filled me when I saw little girls smiling bashfully as I beamed at them.

Never did I think that this city would ever be this beautiful.  All the people, the meticulous architecture, everything was 
mesmerizing.

The sun shone brightly and the clouds seemed to float perfectly through the bright blue sky.  I observed the new 
pavement of the renowned Buckingham Fountain.  I even appreciated the honking vehicles and the obnoxiously noisy 
train that passed by every few minutes or so, knowing that I would not be able to see this in a couple months’ time.  
Wherever I went, David followed after me to make sure everything was simple and painless.  When I crossed the 
streets, he thoughtfully took the train of my dress in his hands and walked alongside of me, so that I didn’t trip like 
a baby deer learning to walk.  As it grew later into the evening, I was captivated by David’s chivalry, and everything 
around me became a blur.

Now, instead of hearing the sounds of traffic with honks, yelling, and rumbling engines, I hear crickets chirping 
and echoing voices.  Instead of walking into seas of unfamiliar faces, I recognize many people I walk into on campus.  
Instead of seeing the countless buildings that are in Chicago, I see flatness and green.  What were you thinking when 
you chose this school, Benita?  What did you get yourself into?

I am currently a college freshman at Lewis University, and until now, I always took my home for granted.  
Romeoville, the location of Lewis, was a foreign place filled with unfamiliarity.  The showers smelled like eggs and 
there was no one walking around at 4 PM in the afternoon, unlike downtown Chicago where cars were always 
driving through.  Outside on campus, it was dark and quiet at night – no lights on the streets.  In addition, no matter 
how much I decorated my dorm room with color, my room at home in Chicago beat it times ten because it was where 
I was completely comfortable.  I no longer slept in a full-sized bed in my fairly large room.  I detested my miniature 
dorm room that could barely fit three people inside.  I hated the silence and the sounds that would echo due to the 
empty space.  Every night before falling asleep at college, I thought about how it felt to sleep in my own room, my 
sanctuary at home, where I could only hear the sounds of cars driving through instead of giggling girls outside in the 
hallway.

In the city of Chicago, one can easily transport from place to place via the CTA.  Here in Romeoville, you need 
a car to get to the nearest mall that doesn’t have the right shops, and everyone looks the same, dresses the same.  The 
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way people act and live is completely different from what I’m used to.  I missed being downtown with higher end 
shops and getting fashion inspiration from my fellow Chicagoans.  At Lewis, I would hear a snide comment every 
so often about my attire that implied I tried hard to impress the people around me, when in reality I appeared at 
Lewis exactly how I would if one were to catch me in the city.  “Why do you always look so cute, and I look like 
crap, Benita?” I would hear.  My retort was always a forced smile, walking away because I didn’t know what else to 
do.  I wanted to wear my everyday Paige jeans, Aritzia blazer, and oxford flats just because I wanted to; everyone else 
showed up to class in sweats, which made me wish I was back at home even more.

I longed to sit by the lake, staring out into the water that reflected the dazzling skyline with my best friends.  I 
craved for the numerous options for dinner, from Chinese to Italian to Greek to Mexican to Hawaiian food, all in the 
city of Chicago.  I yearned to see those art junkies, band geeks, privileged city brats, and skaters with slurred speeches, 
all in the same place.  I longed for peers who appreciated the fine arts as I did, and celebrated farfetched achievements 
of others such as designing and fabricating clothing, and then later were discovered and mentored by the legendary 
Tyra Banks.

 But most importantly, I didn’t realize how fortunate I was to have my friends and family within a 10-minute 
distance.  I missed having the support that I got from the people to whom I was closest.  I would always have someone 
to talk to or something to do.  My friends knew my likes and interests, and I knew theirs.  Some days at Lewis, I 
would be so devastated in my room because of my loneliness.  I felt so alienated because nothing around me was 
anything like my home.  I couldn’t relate to anyone, and I felt like no one could relate to me.

Fortunately, I didn’t completely isolate myself.  I’ve made friends of real importance to me.  Although not 
everyone from Chicago is from a big high school, the people from Chicago miss the city together.  I found a group 
of friends and study group that appreciated the things that I also did, and we discovered study methods that worked 
for us.   I have also come to peace with the place I will reside for the next four years.  That doesn’t mean I that I don’t 
miss home, because I often wish I could go back to Chicago.  It just means that I have come to recognize Lewis to be 
my new home in addition to my residence in Chicago.  Although the place from which I come may be different from 
others’, the new friendships I have made overcome background disparities, and I greatly cherish my new companions.
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Faculty, Staff, and Alumni Nonfiction Essay
First Place

“Velcro Shoes, the Cardboard Computer, and Other Brilliant Ideas”
by

Casey McGrath

Shortly after my father remarried, we moved from our apartment on Hickory Street to a little house my 
stepmother owned on Dearborn, which meant my sister and I would be enrolling in new schools. For Erin, the 
transition wouldn’t be nearly as uncomfortable; she would be entering Hufford Junior High as a new sixth grader, just 
like everyone else. I, on the other hand, would be one of those weirdo kids that disrupted everyone’s class picture by 
being the face no one recognized from the year before. When my dad took me for a tour of Cunningham Elementary, 
I was painfully unaware of what I was getting into, especially with a bowl haircut, drawers stuffed with unicorn print 
sweatshirts, and countless pairs of high-waisted stirrup pants.

The first day of school was crisp and unusually chilly, and I walked by myself holding the lunchbox I’d inherited 
from my sister that still smelled faintly of her last bologna sandwich. In junior high, most kids brought paper sacks 
you could throw away or ordered a meal through the cafeteria, so in an effort to embrace her coming of age, my sister 
passed the New Kids on the Block lunchbox she’d had on to me.  It wouldn’t have been so bad if the band featured on 
the lid was actually still popular; their outdated haircuts and mediocre voices had been phased out, however, in favor 
of fresher groups with comparable talent, and consequentially, proclaiming one’s self as a fan now was nothing short 
of social suicide, even in elementary school. Marching down the street in my puff painted purple sweats and patterned 
kitten t-shirt, I was oblivious.

At the school’s parking lot, a red haired woman was corralling kids with a whistle around her neck who blared 
everyone into groups with the tact of a drill sergeant. I reached to feel the length of my hair, suddenly noticing the 
pigtails, braids, and ponies that surrounded me on the blacktop. There were light up high tops, too, and one girl 
even had glitter around her eyes. Everyone carried backpacks with characters I’d never even seen before: shows I’d 
undoubtedly missed while I was teaching my stuffed animals their daily math lesson. Thankfully, our class was 
marched into the building shortly thereafter, and I prayed no one would notice the faded silkscreen of forgotten pop 
stars gracing the plastic of my thermos.

Once inside, a lady with wiry curls and loose skin under her eyes introduced herself as Mrs. Drach, announcing 
that she was thrilled to be our third grade teacher. Every morning, she explained, we would start with math and 
science, and in the afternoon, we’d focus on English and social studies and art. I was good at art, and even better 
at English; it was undeniably my best subject. I wrote stories for hours every summer, as they allowed me to create 
a cast of friends to make up for the ones I lacked in my waking life. My favorite series was on the hamsters my dad 
had given my sister and me as gifts years ago, but had to set free because they got pregnant and had exponentially 
multiplied to the population of a small village. I hadn’t especially cared since Chewy, my hamster, had only two 
babies, both of whom she had swallowed in cold blood; I had the unique misfortune of raising the sheet we’d covered 
her cage with for maternity privacy at the very moment she had decided to down her second child. Empathetic to my 
loss, my sister donated one of her hamster’s offspring to my empty tank, reasoning that with thirty-two to spare, one 
wouldn’t be easily missed. 

When the family had grown to nearly fifty, my dad finally set our hamsters loose in the alley one afternoon while 
we were at the babysitter’s. Still, Chewy and Snappy lived on in the basket of student stories Mrs. Drach kept at the 
back of the classroom, stapled between two sheets of wall-paper with the title carefully printed across the cover with 
a black Sharpie. She said it was like having our very own publishing company, as only the best, most creative and 
most thoughtful stories would receive the honor of being showcased. Inspired, I set out to immortalize my rodent 
companions in a series of adventures that would lead them from the cavernous bathroom plumbing to the awe-
inducing wonders of the microwave oven. By Christmas, I was undoubtedly our class library’s largest contributing 
author, with a staggering twenty-two hamster narratives and three random stories about my dog.
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“I want everyone to take a look at the story Casey has written,” Mrs. Drach announced, fanning the book open to 
a sketch of Chewy and Snappy cruising down a water pipe on tiny, golf ball-sized rafts. “This is what a real story looks 
like! Do you see the detail in the pictures? Do you notice how neatly the words are printed, how much thought and 
creativity went into each page?”

My ears were hot with a mix of embarrassment and pleasure. Someone kicked my chair, but I pretended not to 
notice.

 “I think everyone can learn a lot from Casey’s example. Let’s give her a round of applause!” Mrs. Drach grinned 
in my direction, clapping, and for some reason, I felt compelled to stand. My classmates’ lukewarm response and 
disinterested stares made me instantly regretful I was made an example, and I quickly slumped back into my seat, 
vowing to leave the Chronicles of Chewy and Snappy eternally unresolved. 

Deciding that my current school was stunting my academic progress, I was enrolled in a magnet academy the 
following year where I began the cycle of “weird-new-girl-who-looks-like-a-dude” all over again. My new classmates 
at Eisenhower Academy did not like me. Aside from my enthusiastic raised hand at every opportunity, I was always 
doing annoying things like organizing canned food drives, school wide spelling bees, and playing catch with my 
winter hat by myself at recess. I hadn’t quite grasped the concept of fashion, either, as my babyish pastel ensembles 
were often grounds for ridicule when compared to everyone else’s uniform of sports team apparel. Having a pair of 
Reebok pumps or Nikes would have potentially made my situation more bearable, but when I showed up to school in 
a pair of shoes with Velcro closures, it was safe to say that I was screwed.

“What, you can’t tie your own shoes?” some girl asked. “Are you a retard or something?”
In truth, I’d only gotten the shoes because they came with a neat side pocket for your lunch money. And to make 

matters worse, I’d actually gotten two identical pairs for when the first set wore out.  This ensured that I would be 
stuck wearing sneakers straight from the short bus for at least the remainder of my young adult life, and any desperate 
request for replacements would be answered with, “But we just bought you two pairs!” I was doomed.

Though most people in my position would have laid low for awhile, I bemoaned my social status in the same 
night I constructed my latest art project: a replica of a computer with a Pampers diaper box for a monitor. Its inner 
workings consisted of two paper towel tubes and a roll of shelf paper on which potato shaped sketchings of my 
beloved hamsters paraded — a modest replica of the video game that would be released as soon as my dad had time to 
make it. This was simply a pilot model, I explained, my classmates gazing warily at the Pampers logos stamped across 
the cardboard.

 “How come there’s a baby on it?” someone asked.
“I didn’t have time to paint it.” I explained, which was the truth. I had asked my dad for a box big enough for a 

CPU the previous night and this was all he had.
“Do you wear diapers?” someone else snickered, and the room erupted into giggles. My teacher rushed to my 

rescue, shooting the commentator a sour look and asking me to explain to the class how my “video game” worked.
 “Well, you see,” I started, grabbing the remote I’d crafted from a McDonald’s apple pie wrapper. “You press this 

button, and — ”   
“But that’s not even a real controller!” the same kid interjected.
I pressed on. “In the real version, it will be,” I answered, tapping the pop bottle buttons with my thumb and 

cranking the end of the cardboard tubes to scroll the screen from two hamsters cruising along a tangle of piping to a 
shot of them racing across a kitchen floor. “See, you’ll get points for all the crumbs you collect, and at the end, if you 
get enough, you go to the next level.”

There was a brief silence, and my teacher searched for the proper response, her eyes darting from the boy with all 
the remarks to me, an overweight fourth grader in a sweat suit the color of Pepto Bismol, standing beside a leaning 
cardboard box she swore was a working machine, the faint outlines of her only friends waving their tiny paws in 
desperation from the unconvincing paper screen.

“This was a very creative project, Casey,” she announced, finally. “You really used your imagination to bring this 
computer to life.”

It wasn’t until later that I realized that any time a teacher complimented you on your use of imagination, it 
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was because they didn’t know what else to make of whatever you’d created.  My homemade narrative video in lieu 
of the assigned “getting to know you” essay, my diorama of posed Barbie dolls in a reenactment of the Boston Tea 
Party, my collection of simple lined stories that I’d written in spiral bound notebooks for tutoring stuffed animals 
at home  —  all of these were grounds for teacher’s lounge discussion and social exile as certain as crapping yourself 
on a playground slide. My laceless sneakers were as telling as the clown patterned “accident pants” worn by any 
unfortunate individual who would undoubtedly transfer schools from the embarrassment. I, however, would continue 
my oblivious tradition of dorky self-proclamations well into junior high. 

Looking back, I almost wished my teachers would have spared me the humiliation only someone that attempts to 
make computer chips out of paper products can know. Beneath the obvious drive to earn good marks and to impress 
my instructors was a perfectionism that would go on to manifest itself into everything I’d ever undertake  —  if it 
wasn’t a subject I was particularly good at, I would beat my brain into submission, the alternative too horrible an 
option to consider. A B on my report card meant I was not special, and a C suggested I should jump from a train. 
I could handle the fact that my hips made me invisible to my crushes and that I had no sense of fashion, but to 
be ordinary was a fate worse than the name calling my overachieving rendered. Being forgettable would make my 
stepmother, who had taken a Hyde-like distaste for me as soon as the ink dried on her and my father’s marriage 
license, right in her belief I was to blame for everything. I was the reason she could never find her scissors. I was 
the reason she and my father argued. I was the reason her fairy tale was not turning out as hoped: the unwanted 
inclusion, a stepdaughter that served as a daily reminder that her husband had procreated with someone else. Even 
before I turned thirteen, I fantasized about my twenties — imagining myself breaking free from the confines of my 
sea foam green bedroom, my future achievements sure indicators that the hushed conversations where she referred to 
me as selfish, lazy, and ungrateful for forgetting to put away the dishes were completely unfounded.

Walking from the front of the classroom to the rhythm of halfhearted applause, my lopsided cardboard creation 
cradled in my arms and my classmates’ disdain firm against my back, I already imagined the brightly colored A 
scribbled across my evaluation. Maybe there would even be a plus, I thought, accompanied by a handful of other 
praises that could be mentally replayed whenever my stepmother’s stiff remarks over the latest forgotten chore, 
forsaken dish, or lunch money request compromised the feeble armor of my blankets.

So imaginative, they would say, standing back to admire the blinking lights and dancing hamster graphics across 
the pixilated screen. I always knew she would amount to something extraordinary.
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Second Place

“the Call oF doody: thursday night CoMMunity WalKthroughs”
by 

Summer Hallaj 

Part One
or

It’s 3 AM- Do You Know Where Your Children Are?

“Security to Reslife on Duty.” 
My head jerks up. What time is it? The too-bright light of my cell phone tells me what I already suspected; it’s 

time to be asleep. More specifically, it’s 3:34 AM on a Friday morning. 
“Go ahead.” At least the RLC sounds irritated too. 

When woken up in the middle of the night, an RA experiences the Five Stages of Grief in about 30 seconds. 
1. Denial. 

Don’t be a noise complaint, don’t be a nois…
“I have a noise complaint …” 

2. Anger. 
You’re joking! It’s 3:30!

3. Bargaining. 
Please, not my area. Please, I’ ll do anything. If there is a God, this will not be in my area.
“Dorothy Day section 144”. No! 

4. Depression. 
There are still four months until the boys in 114 graduate!

5. Acceptance.
Who needs sleep anyway? Forty-five minutes of sleep will make 8AM calculus a great time ... 

Kicking the covers off, as if it is their fault I have to get up at this, the un-holiest of hours, I half-heartedly stomp 
out of bed, still too sleepy to be properly angry. After changing out of my pajamas and into something warm (of 
course, it is snowing outside), I radio the other RA to see where to meet up.

Part Two
or

Your Brain on Beer

The battle always begins exactly the same way. 
KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK. 
The person who looks through the peephole and discovers that their operation has been compromised is now 

charged with the responsibility of rallying the men and getting them ready. Peephole guy takes charge like a sergeant 
quickly preparing for The Battle of Bud light. 

“Shhhhhh … Shhhh … Everyone hide! The RAs are coming! The RAs are coming!” Peephole Guy shouts above 
the blaring music. Everyone hears, including the RAs. 

Once everyone has sufficiently hid themselves, the door is cracked open and Peephole Guy pokes his sweaty, pink 
nose out. 

“What’s up guys?” As if, at seeing an emptied and silent room we would forget that pieces of ceiling had been 
raining down upon us as we approached the section because the bass was so loud, as if the buzz we had gotten from 
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the smell of alcohol that was penetrating the hall was so strong that we would decide to go back to our rooms. 
“It’s pretty loud up here; what’s going on?” I ask, ironically reminding myself of the cop who had ticketed me 

earlier for speeding. We both knew he had pulled me over for going fifty in a school zone, but that had not prevented 
him from asking if I knew why he had pulled me over. 

“We are just playing Wii … I’ll make sure we keep it down.” 
It is the ol’ RA/resident standoff. We both play coy at first, our eyes meeting across the hall, feeling each other 

out, trying to stare our opponent down. My trigger finger is poised and ready to go on a pen and paper, his shooter 
finger is trying to hide the label on the can of beer so it might look like a soda can. We wait to see who will draw first. 
I stare at him and say nothing. The silence is only broken by a soft dripping sound. Through the sliver of open door I 
can see a beer car tipped on its side, dripping low calorie beer into the wet carpet. 

“Regardless, I’d like everyone here to give us their IDs. As long as no one here is underage,” his head falls, “we 
will just make sure everyone leaves and no one gets documented.” 

You must understand, I really do enjoy my job, during the day. However, once the sun sets all bets are off. It is 
amazing who my residents, and friends, can morph into after a few keg stands. I usually am greeted by one of four 
people: 

1. The Casanova. 
       He is drunk, sometimes naked, and his big plan to get out of trouble is to charm the documentation         

  right out of ya. His watery eyes meet yours; he leans in close, breathes the scent of beer down the   
  goosebumps that are forming along your neck, and gives you his very best, “How you doin?” 

2.  The “Athletes.”
  Pulling their too-tight t-shirt over their beer gut they whine, “What about intramurals? If I get   

  documented my flag football career is over.” 
3. Plato- you’ve never heard The Apology quite like this before. 
 They are so, so sorry. It will never, ever happen again. Last night was a mistake. Tonight wasn’t their   

 fault. Tomorrow is out of their control. 
4. The McCarthy. 
 Beer has a strange effect in this type of man, making him feel like he’s Jack and his beanstalk is 10   

 feet long. He is in your face and is screaming accusations at you for a whole host of crimes, ranging     
 from being a documented masochist to being part of Hitler Youth.  

Part Three
or

Dude, I Lost My ID

Entering a section always brings pictures to mind of homes that have been devastated by a violent flood. Chairs 
overturned. Carpet soaked, wet, and reeking. Trash everywhere. People emerging from small crevices looking dazed 
and in need of a shower. 

I start to round them up and begin collecting IDs. The process proceeds like this: 
“Name and ID?” 
 I ask, and to everyone’s great surprise he actually gives it to me  —  I won’t be so lucky next time. 
“Name and ID?” 
 “No, we are in the same class and that’s not your real name.” 
“Name and ID?” 
 “You live on the 3rd floor, huh? That’s interesting because it’s an all female floor …” 
“Name and ID?” 
 “Wow, it’s so nice to meet you Chauncey Billups. I thought you were supposed to be playing New York   

 tonight.” 
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“Name and ID?” 
 “Of course you left your wallet on the bench. No, you can’t go find it. Why don’t you just tell me your ID   

 number?  Eight hundred, five, eight, eight, two, three-hundred is not your ID number; it’s the number for   
 Empire Carpet.” 

 The time comes, finally, for us to depart. Alcohol has been dumped. People have been discovered in a variety 
of places, under futons, in showers, naked in bed with the opposite sex, and naked in bed with the same sex. 

After leaving, my RA companion turns to me and says, “So … I’m confused.” 
“I know,” I respond. “That last guy was so drunk he couldn’t remember what his name was or where he left his 

pants, but he could remember who to call to replace his carpet.” 
“No, I’m confused about finding Brad in bed with a girl. That guy is gayer than Billy Elliott: On Ice.” 
An hour later, after we finish writing the documentation, I stumble back to my dorm, intoxicated with weary 

exhaustion. I sigh and collapse into bed. 
All is quiet. 
 For the moment … 

Third Place

“How Elvis & Opal Captured My Heart …”
by

Pat Perrier

I had intended to submit my photo of “Elvis”, the Australian Shepherd, in the Windows competition, but I believe 
that his story will explain why this is such a special picture, aside from any artistic value in the photo itself.

My husband and I have been active in canine rescue transports for several years, and what that means is that 
on any given Saturday, you can find a gathering of transporters at the park off Houbolt Road waiting to pick up the 
week’s load of dogs. We get dogs (some cats, the odd rabbit, and a pair of guinea pigs once) from our coordinator, 
who pulls them from high-kill shelters and overcrowded no-kill shelters, pet “auctions” where they’re warehoused in 
stacked crates like so much living, breathing junk, and sometimes from rescue efforts to which she’s been alerted. 
We get a run sheet, and we meet to do one or more legs of the transport. Sometimes, that means going out to 
Bloomington or Peru, IL and coming back to Joliet, and sometimes we go from Joliet to Naperville or other points 
north. 

We’ve been touched by all the dogs: the ones who’ve been given up by owners with foreclosed homes, who are 
confused as to why “mom and dad” aren’t there and why they’re in the crate with strangers; the dogs who’ve only ever 
spent their lives in crates, filthy and often unable to walk out to relieve themselves; dogs who’ve been rescued from 
harmful situations; dogs who’ve been given up by owners who don’t have the patience or knowledge to deal with 
easily-rectified behavioral issues; starved dogs; beaten dogs. Sometimes you want to take them all home. Sometimes, 
you want to expose their owners to the same treatment they’ve given the dogs. 

Two dogs have touched my heart and still have the ability to change me into a quivering pile of jelly just by 
thinking of them. Here are their stories, as far as I know them.

When I saw the run sheet for one Saturday, I noticed that we had a female pit bull and the entry said, “has 
injuries.” That normally gives you pause, and not just because of the breed. We transported a female dachshund with a 
broken pelvis and the poor thing obviously couldn’t be removed from her crate; she growled and whined through the 
whole transport. So I was wondering what we’d encounter with this pit bull. 

When you get to the transport area, Team One pulls up with the load of dogs and Team Two takes the dogs and 
the paperwork. Before we start off, we take those dogs that can tolerate it out of their crates and walk them to give 
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them a good leg-stretch, get a drink, and relieve themselves. We also play with them a bit, and give treats, kind words, 
and hugs. Sometimes they don’t want to go back into the crates! 

For this trip, we had to go to Bloomington to pick up the load and deliver the dogs to Joliet. We got to the spot 
and waited for our dogs. We were handed Opal’s paperwork and went to the vehicle where her crate waited for us. 

She was the most beautiful dog I had ever seen. She was a lovely cream color with white markings and eyes that 
begged you to reach out to her. And she was burned over 40% of her body, including her head, legs, tail, ears, feet, 
and trunk — by cigarettes. 

I bit my lip, latched her leash, and took her for a walk. We loped along happily; she sloppily got a drink, and then 
drooled all over me. We had some time before we left, so I sat down on a concrete parking bumper and started talking 
to her. I wasn’t sure how to pet her, because the only area that was free from burns and big enough to fit my hand was 
a small portion of her throat and chest, and I didn’t want to aggravate the scabbing wounds or the fresh ones. I also 
wasn’t sure how she’d feel if I were near the injuries.

Of her own accord, Opal crawled into my lap, laid her head on my shoulder and sighed. I wrapped my arms 
lightly around her shoulders and started scratching the uninjured part of her body. I got a face washing for that! She 
wriggled her butt and tried to get even closer to me.

We got her back in the crate and I got into the passenger seat – it was a good thing I wasn’t driving because I was 
crying almost the entire time we were driving back to Joliet. I spent the time I wasn’t crying thinking up some awful 
punishment for the “owners” (and I use that word with scorn for the cowardly idiot or idiots who did this to the dog), 
and trying to figure out which of Dante’s circles would be appropriate for such a horrible thing done to an innocent 
animal. It’s the Ninth Circle, by the way: the “treachery” here is that a human being was brutally cruel to an animal 
whose very life depended upon the human, who promptly and irrevocably betrayed that sacred trust.

When we arrived in Joliet, we found that Opal was going directly to a foster home. She was being taken in by 
a woman who’d had almost 20 years of dealing with bully breeds (the term is not pejorative: it includes all the bull 
terrier breeds recognized by the AKC). Opal had a happy ending and I often think of her. I couldn’t take a picture 
of her – but she’s created an indelible image on my heart and to me, she’s one of the dogs that makes rescue work my 
passion.

Now we come to my buddy Elvis. For a while, we seemed to have a run on Australian Shepherds. The breed 
rescue group contacted our coordinator and we had several weeks of transporting “Aussies.” This breed is a tail-less 
sheep-herding dog with a very rough coat, about the size of a Siberian husky – somewhere in the neighborhood of 
about 23” at the shoulder and around 50 lbs. They’re a multi-color breed and often have one brown eye with the other 
eye being either blue or green. They’re charming, full of energy, and generally happy dogs.

This transport was a crazy one. We had a husky puppy that dragged me half-way across the parking lot. We had a 
Weimaraner named Daisy who’d never seen a leash and wasn’t sure she liked it. I got Daisy to go for a walk, and she 
proceeded to greet every dog in the lot, whether they liked it or not.

Elvis was uncrated and was being walked. He came over to say hi and I had my camera handy. It’s a Canon Sure-
Shot and it’s bright red. Elvis was a bit of a mutant dog. He was larger than the normal “Aussie” and was just a moose 
on the end of a leash, galumphing around and wriggling his rear end at everyone. He really needed a good brushing, 
and I didn’t envy the human who’d have to tackle that project!  He decided that he was “Mr. Ambassador” for the 
transport and greeted everyone, human and canine alike, with a goofy grin, and if he could give you a slurpy kiss, he 
was all the happier.

I called over to him while I had Daisy on the leash in my right hand. I had the camera in my left and it was a 
very sunny day – I wasn’t even sure I could see what I was shooting at. “Hey Elvis, look here!” I said.  And as he saw 
me, he must’ve thought the camera was a treat, because he jumped up to see if it was something he could eat! I clicked 
and figured “Well, it’s either a shot or it’s junk.”

It was a shot. It captured Elvis in his full glory as a happy, happy dog. He was going to a forever-home where 
the new family had experience with the breed and actually had an older dog for Elvis to pal around with. I hope you 
enjoy the shot as much as I enjoyed spending a little time with Elvis. Again, he’s another dog that’s captured a piece 
of my heart, and reminds me why I do this. Why it’s worth the gas, the time, and the energy to get up early, load up 
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the truck and work with these dogs and the humans who also give of their time coordinating, placing dogs, arranging 
transports, and working together as a group no matter what our personal agendas.

One Saturday, I wore a political t-shirt — which I don’t normally do. It said something along the lines of “It 
Takes One Voice and One Person to Make a Difference,” and a woman came up to me and remarked on it. She said, 
“You know, I’m not crazy about that political party, but in terms of what we’re doing here today, that message is 
appropriate no matter how you vote.” 

To that, I say, “Amen.”

Honorable Mention

“autuMn in the aFterWard”
by 

Casey McGrath

When I was seven-years old, I had an imaginary friend that lived for exactly one afternoon. He was dreamed 
up intentionally in the style of an older Disney film I’d caught on TV days earlier, but instead of hanging out in 
lighthouses and chorusing lame but admittedly catchy songs, my over-sized purple dragon, Vesuvius, and I preferred 
to spend our time stealing snacks and exploring the basement.

Though sharing cookies with someone without an actual digestive tract  had its advantages, hide and seek got 
boring fast, and the one-sided debates over what to be for Halloween were predictably easily won. Strangely, though, 
I never actually made the decision to will him back to unreality; I simply forgot him altogether, replacing him almost 
immediately with a more realistic troupe of imaginary friends: kids my age that lived in two level houses and walked 
to school together, dreaming up trouble in the plots of my stories while snacking on the bagel bites one of their 
mothers had made. They were funny, popular and mildly apathetic, and faced each chapter with some kind of school 
related pickle that in reality would either never happen or would never happen to me. As a hopeless offender of social 
taboos, I was virtually friendless in this life; but in my midnight writing, I was part of a clique so loyal we almost had 
a gang sign.

Fifteen years later, I’ve yet to shake my dreamy notions of people. My memory has a relentless habit of 
glorification, and my subconscious easily exaggerates the endearing. Coincidentally, those who strike me as people I 
knew in some past life almost inevitably end up as ghosts, in this one, forever preserved by pictures I’ve been forced to 
tuck away or a set of albums I still can’t bring myself to play again. 

For the most part, it would be easy to diagram the cause of these connections with the guidance of some 
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psychiatric counsel, to label each of us with some short list of disorders and to blame everything on bad chemicals, 
but being forced apart from anyone for legitimate reason makes even the most well-intended insights arbitrary and the 
random sentimentalities strangely unbearable.

“Now I’ll never see what you look like in your Christmas sweater,” I wrote, days shy of our last conversation.
 “No worries,” you reassured me. “I hate sweaters.”
Retrospect sets everything to the pensive hum of an Indie band: tacky lamps morph into twinkling paper 

lanterns, bonfires never smolder, and every awkward silence is replaced by eloquent, near-scripted colloquy. In the 
dead of January, I can revisit Austin’s nonexistent autumn, our laughter as we stumbled through a movement of 
Beethoven. A year after we’d last spoken I can still remember your commentary, our ill-fated reunion at the baggage 
claim forever immortalized as this solitary instance of unobstructed joy. 

But that wouldn’t be the truth: at least, not all of it. 
That October, I biked through the dark streets of Urbana, pedaling beneath the leaf-filtered gleam of the 

streetlights with our melancholy soundtrack in my ears. Karen Peris sang us as much into existence as quickly as she 
preserved whatever we ended up being: a twisted, serendipitous kinship that was doomed to disembowel my heart 
with every strum of her guitar — a jaded story that will, most certainly, stump me well into my eighties.

Sometimes I wonder if I’m the one who’s made up. I wear confidence like a cardigan, buttoning each feminine 
detail over the barren fear in my gut. I can dance with my iPod in my ear.  I can pretend that my life is exactly where 
I want it. I can stuff my fists into my coat pockets and imagine some photographer is waiting around every corner 
to catch the September dusk playing across my cheekbones. I am fashionable and fearless, my legs are as thin as 
matchsticks, and I am more desirable than a Victoria’s Secret ad.

But in the pale light above the bathroom sink, my eyes burn a weary red. My brows arch toward each other, 
assuming a default expression of quiet terror — as if at any given moment the horrible truth that my trespasses have in 
fact been celestially intended punishments will be found out and I’ll be instantly restored to an enchanted vegetable 
and a set of disillusioned mice, doomed to spend forever mourning the loss of the imaginary.

In my father’s house, there is a wall with more photographs than open space. Like me, it is hopelessly nostalgic, 
a careful collection of the moments that helped us survive the others. My sisters and I grin around certificates and 
diplomas, drape the posed arm around each other in the light of a balding Christmas tree; we clench tiny fists around 
November bouquets, swinging on the thick rubber seats of the local park’s playground, our somedays still just some 
distant thing that would happen to us eventually, like magic. One day we would become what we’d imagined: the 
artist and newscaster, the rabbit in pipe cleaner ears and the journalist. We will step without the usual caution. We 
will embrace each other without the usual prompt. One day, we will lift from our past like birds from a forest, the 
branches stark and leafless in our wake.
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Visual Art Category

Honorable Mention, 
Student. “Breaking the 
Fall” by Anna Jaros.  
Mixed Media.

First Place, Student.  “Numbers Sequence” by Julie Clack. Computer Graphics.

Honorable Mention, Student. “World Peace” 
by Joseph Yakes. Computer Graphics.

Second Place, Student. “The Dead Weather” by Sal Ursino. 
Drawing, Ink.
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Third Place, Staff.  “Budweiser Chopper” by Dorian Jarrette.  Photography.

Honorable Mention, Student. “Exogenesis Muse Abstract” by 
Jeremy Leonard. Computer Graphics.
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Honorable Mention, Student.  “Japanese Jack-o-lantern”                                                 by Toni Puro. Painting, Watercolor.
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Honorable Mention, Student.  “Japanese Jack-o-lantern”                                                 by Toni Puro. Painting, Watercolor.

| V
isual A

rt C
ategory | 

Honorable Mention, Faculty.  “A Tree Grows in London” 
by Dr. Paul Kaiser. Photography.
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Honorable Mention, 
Staff.  “Sign and Tree” 

by Michael Progress. 
Photography.
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Honorable Mention, Student. “The Long Road to Nowhere” 
by Zach Primozic. Photography.

Honorable Mention, Alumni.  “The Arts” 
by Jenny Chi. Painting, Oil.

Honorable Mention, 
Student. “The 
Shadow of Evil 
Began to Creep” 
by Melissa Chicola. 
Painting, Watercolor.

Honorable Mention, 
Student.  “Design” 
by Eric Lee. 
Mixed Media.

Honorable Mention, 
Student.  “Explosion” 

by Kyle Thomas. 
Mixed Media, 

Baseball on Board.

Honorable Mention, Student.  “Lewis” 
by Matt Zicher. Drawing, Marker on Paper.

Honorable Mention, Student.  “Untitled” 
by Connor McLennan. Painting, Spray Paint on Board.
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Student Nonfiction Academic Essay
First Place

“the iMPaCt oF neW teChnology on reading PraCtiCes”
by 

Kevin Magas

Technology is simply a morally neutral medium that can be used to enrich reading practices while also risking 
possible negative implications; however, in the end, I feel that the benefits of new technology outweigh the possible 
dangers they pose.  As a Catholic, I rejoice in the possibilities for renewed evangelization opened up by new reading 
technology.  With an e-Reader, one can have the Bible or the Catechism of the Catholic Church conveniently within 
grasp, especially during random moments of discussion when a citation would be particularly apt.  Instead of having 
to carry around the actual text and risk the “Bible-thumping” stigma, one can have multiple sources of the Christian 
tradition on tap to quickly engage with a partner in dialogue.  Furthermore, many Apple devices such as the iPod or 
iPhone contain excellent applications for personal growth in the Catholic faith.  For example, the iBreviary allows 
for one to pray each of the liturgical hours of the Church using the device which can be conveniently accessed 
anywhere in the midst of life’s daily activities.  Other fascinating “apps” provide a daily dose of St. Thomas Aquinas’ 
Summa Theologica or the complete Mass texts for each day that can be instantly accessed when waiting in line or 
between classes.  In short, the reading technology can be used to serve the Gospel by widening access to the Christian 
tradition.  By utilizing the best qualities of reading technologies, the Church would simply be following the paradigm 
established by the great evangelist Paul, who sought to address his audiences using the best communication methods 
of his own day.

On the other hand, I recognize the potential for an impoverished aesthetic in switching to e-Reading technologies 
in place of the book.  Because human beings are a composite of both body and soul, the material and the tangible 
remain very important to us.  The book is a material object that one can feel, touch, and smell and can thereby 
influence reading pleasure.  Certain people think that the medium of transmission, whether digitally encoded or 
in print, matters little since they are both simply two ways of communicating the same message.  Nevertheless, I 
feel that the medium itself contains its own unique “grammar” and expresses its own aesthetic instead of remaining 
semantically neutral.  When one picks up a book, its material nature has the power to evoke memories that remain 
deeply tied to our senses.  For instance, every time I pick up my 1962 Missal, I feel the soft leather cover, run my 
hands over the smooth ribbons, and marvel at the beauty of the pages’ gold gilded edges.  It is a work of art and 
testament to beauty.  The phenomenon of holding this beautiful book then helps lift my mind to God during Mass 
and; consequently, its identity as a unique object becomes inseparably connected to the experience.  While I could 
have the same text on an e-Reader and it might indeed be more convenient, my experience of worship would not 
be the same without the material object’s ability to catalyze a symbiotic relationship between thought and feeling, 
between God and memory.  Technology may indeed be more cost-efficient, productive, and convenient, yet the 
complex human experiences bound up with reading aesthetics may take precedence in different situations.

In addition, digital text alters the way we personally engage with what we read.  When I read, I like to mark up 
the text by underlining, circling, highlighting, and placing specific symbols denoting importance by what I read along 
with my annotations.  While I know that e-Readers also contain this feature to type in textual annotations, I find 
this a rather laborious task.  The ability to hold a pen and know I can mark the text and “make it my own” helps me 
to quickly analyze what I read and structure the text into the schema evolving in my mind.  Without this capacity, 
I realize that I lack the facility of comprehension and need to re-read a text multiple times.  I recognized this most 
recently when taking my GRE on a computer.  The digital reading passages for the verbal section required one to 
scroll to see the entire passage, and there was no feature to digitally mark the text.  As a result, I found myself having 
to read and re-read for answers that I would have quickly focused in on had I been able to engage with a written text.  
I was surprised at exactly how much my analytical abilities were tied up in how I physically marked a text, causing 
me to wonder if the GRE test-makers have any statistical evidence that shows a marked difference in scores on the 
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reading passages between computer and written forms of the test.
In the end, I think we need to take a larger historical perspective when assessing the impact of new technologies 

and temper the apocalyptic proclivities of critics. Throughout the evolution of our reading practices, different 
technologies have indeed influenced the way we read, but their long-term effects can only be studied in retrospect 
by the prudence of history.  Therefore, a rash, hasty condemnation of new reading technologies seems neither fair 
nor authoritative; in short, it is too soon to tell.  In Plato’s Phaedrus, Socrates decries the act of writing things down 
as dangerous because he feared that it would devalue oral communication, could be taken out of context, and could 
remain subject to manipulation by others.  Similarly, the Renaissance greeted the invention of the printing press with 
a similar reticence, claiming that it would allow anyone to publish anything they wanted and thereby spread false and 
potentially dangerous information.  In both instances, these fears seem to have some warrant; however, the experience 
of history shows that new technology facilitated possibilities for communication that outweighed their faults.  While 
I have reservations about e-Readers, I need not think the death toll need be rung for the book.  It will most likely 
continue to serve a unique role, perhaps because of concerns with aesthetics and analytic engagement discussed 
earlier.  In either case, taking the long view helps to see beyond the limitations of this particular moment in history 
and trusts that we can incorporate new technologies to serve the human person just as was done in the past.

Second Place

“aMeriCan issues PaPer: Pursuit oF the aMeriCan dreaM in The GreaT GaTsby”
by

Ryan Arciero

The American Dream has always held an important place in the hearts of the citizens of the United States. It is a 
symbol of the confidence, freedom, and hope for the future this great country was founded on. The American Dream 
itself has been defined as a promise of achievement and prosperity for all people regardless of initial social or economic 
status. It provides the wonderful opportunity for one to pursue life, liberty, and happiness. Few figures in fiction 
represent this noble dream more than the great Jay Gatsby. He was a man who surmounted the odds placed against 
him by society in the hopes of attaining his own personal vision and success. Therefore, Jay Gatsby in The Great 
Gatsby certainly embodies the spirit of the American Dream, and the boundless belief that all things are possible if 
one is willing to work hard enough for it.

A significant impact on The Great Gatsby is that it takes place in the “Roaring 1920s.” This decade vividly 
exemplifies much of what the American Dream offers — an abrupt surge of success, materialism, and modernity. 
However, this overindulgent era in history also marks a severe declination in morals, which somewhat tarnishes the 
initial American Dream based on integrity and fair play. Jay Gatsby’s parties are concrete examples of this. They are 
described as opulent and excessive affairs, involving “a corps of caterers … with enough lights to make a Christmas 
tree” (39), and a brilliant, mesmerizing world of “voices and color” (40). Perhaps these extravagant parties signify how 
the American Dream has become tainted from one of honor and innovation into one of mere gratification and greed.

It is surprising to later learn that the individualistic Jay Gatsby was not born into this lavish lifestyle; in fact, his 
early years were quite the opposite. Even his name is not the same — Jay Gatsby was actually born (the apparently 
humbler) James Gatz (98), but later changed his name in an attempt to fit into sophisticated upper-class society. He 
was raised in the Midwest in an impoverished, rural family. However, the innocent and hopeful Gatsby grew to 
“despise… the ferocious indifference” of poorness and mediocrity, and thus desired to become wealthy and successful 
(100). His primary motivation was his love of a luxurious and charming woman named Daisy, the epitome of 
affluence he hoped to someday achieve.

The process of winning Daisy’s love (however shallow or emotionally empty it may be), becomes Gatsby’s dream 
— as well as his downfall.  It is ironic that what he aspired his entire life to attain unfortunately becomes its ultimate 
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undoing.  In order to gain money, he resorts to crime and smuggling alcohol. This is very discouraging, because in 
order to attain Daisy, Gatsby forgoes his integrity and value-based roots. Even his grand parties meant to draw her 
in and impress her are evidence of this (94). Gatsby essentially becomes a bootlegger, as Tom (Daisy’s cruel husband) 
calls him out as one who “hangs around with [the shady] Meyer Wolfsheim” (135).  In working to achieve what he 
believes will bring him fulfillment and happiness, he loses sight of his true self and true potential.

Gatsby does all this because he knows that in order to claim Daisy’s heart for his own, he must become wealthy 
and socially adept. After all, this opulent and pleasurable high-class society has always been something he wanted to 
be a part of and has always fascinated him. At the same time, it is sadly always just out of his reach. This is seen when 
Tom immediately notices he is not one of them and that he most certainly did not go to Oxford, as an Oxford man 
would never “wear a pink suit” (122). In the end, Gatsby’s overzealous yet ultimately futile love for Daisy results in his 
untimely demise by the poor, emotionally strained Mr. Wilson, who wrongly believes Gatsby is the killer of his wife 
Myrtle (162).

Despite this melancholy “holocaust” (163) near the end of the novel, there are still some positive outcomes that 
can be gleaned from it as well. One is Gatsby’s outlook on life itself. While perhaps in some ways Gatsby’s personality 
can be seen as foolish or child-like, there are also some remarkable qualities to be found. His innocence and optimism 
in the future are to be admired. Gatsby was a man who placed all of his hopes into his dreams, even if his dream of 
attaining Daisy “just across the bay” was beneath him (79). Though his adoring (and unworthy) vision of her remains 
the same throughout the novel, it is revealed to the reader that she is too clouded by her riches to see his goodness. 
Similarly, the author presents the 1920s as a time in which the veracity of the American Dream became corrupted 
into one of amoral wealth and arrogance.

A second significant symbol of hope is the green light mentioned in the story. Although at first it is not known 
why Gatsby longingly “stretches out his arms toward the dark water in a curious way” (22), it is later shown he does 
so because the green docking light is at the end of Daisy’s pier. This is implied to represent the “orgiastic future” of 
the still-living American Dream in the United States today (182). Just as the first pioneers saw this fledgling country 
as a source of freedom and hope, so too did Gatsby believe in such expectation for the future. Overall, Jay Gatsby 
possessed an incredible sense of individualism, and he got very close to effectively transforming his ambitions into 
reality. This unique characteristic of evolving self-conception helps make Gatsby worthy of the title “great.”

All in all, The Great Gatsby is an excellent novel that precisely portrays the American Dream in addition to the 
materialistic and often unethical lifestyle of the affluent in the “Roaring 1920s.” One of the primary protagonists, 
Jay Gatsby, personifies both aspects of this time period. On one hand, he is a man who truly lives out the American 
Dream, becoming a wealthy success whom (temporarily, at least) attains his love and aspiration, Daisy. On the 
other, he only achieved such accomplishment through underhanded and corrupt means, thereby violating his honest 
beginnings. Yet just as he was optimistic and good-natured, for the sake of sanguinity it is best to remember him as 
a man who lived a life in the pursuit of liberty and happiness. Just like Gatsby, there is still a “green light” for all of 
us in current society — a goal, a desire that spurs Americans onward to achieve their dreams in the hopes of one day 
arriving at what they want most.

Third Place

“i aM WoMan – hear Me roar”
by

Tonya Peterson

To quote Emily Dickinson, one of the greatest American feminist poets, “If I read a book and it makes my whole 
body so cold no fire can ever warm me, I know that is poetry. If I feel physically as if the top of my head were taken 
off, I know that is poetry. These are the only ways I know it. Is there any other way?” (280). Through poetry, women 
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have been able to express their feelings of overwhelming oppression that have been saddled upon them. There is a 
constant struggle within the sphere of domesticity that has enabled the oppression of the expected female role in 
society. The enablers are, more time than not, the very women who struggle for their own identity in relation to the 
male gender. Through an anthology of strong and vocal poets, there comes a season of enlightenment that allows 
women to find the beauty in their struggles. A uniform sense of camaraderie emerges from the speaker of the poems 
while forging within the interlocutor reader. The echoes of similar discontent can be heard emanating from the poems 
that have spanned from centuries and have stood the test of time. 

The journey a person finds one embarking on starts in childhood. We are born into an existing family with 
a personality. The name is birthed to an offspring and takes years to grow into, like Harryette Mullen so artfully 
expresses in Call Me By My Name.  The names that make someone feel “more than naked without” are repeated 
through repetition (Mullen 4). “Call me” is the use of anaphora within the poem and Mullens uses this to show the 
importance of identity within a name. As women we are constantly telling who we are to everyone, and then we find 
we repeat it yet again to ourselves. This is so that we can remember that we are who we are and do not need to change 
that for anyone. Our name is an identity that we cling to and grow into through the years, and it becomes a struggle 
to maintain a true self when society assumes and expects that we, as females, are only identifiable through our male 
counterparts.

In the body of The Changeling, there is an important form Ortiz-Cofer uses to show how the subject of the poem 
feels about her existence within her family. The first line in the first stanza is indented so that we can see what the 
little girl feels when she is vying for attention from her father. The form of the poem is following the function of 
the message with the poet trying to get the readers to feel with the eyes even before we feel it through the words. 
The young girl invents a game to get her father’s attention, and by dressing up in her brother’s clothes she is able to 
connect to the masculine world her father exists in. During the time she is “Strutting around the room,” she is able 
to amuse her father and thereby feel the exhilaration of the feats that exist in the male dominate world (Ortiz-Cofer 
8). The deflated sense of excitement coupled with the young girl’s thirst for adventure and acceptance stresses the 
oppression females experience from the very beginning of their childhood. 

It is past adolescence that the struggles are more deeply rooted within the physical being that embodies a woman. 
It is socially acceptable for men and male poets to express themselves through sexuality. However, it is a completely 
different set of rules if the poet and person exploring is a woman. It did not stop Edna St. Vincent Millay from using 
social puns that are coupled with promiscuity. First Fig is a simple yet complex poem that uses a candle as a metaphor 
to emulate passion that one feels when it burns a person. As women are expected to uphold a certain sense of decorum 
when it comes to coupling with the opposite sex, their sexuality is left unexplored. The sense of identity for a woman 
becomes suppressed to a point where one starts to wonder why more candles do not “burn . . . at both ends” (Millay 
9). The subject of Millay’s poem is enjoying the craziness she is experiencing while acknowledging the fact that both 
friend and foe disapprove publically while envying her privately. “It gives a lovely light” is one insight that the speaker 
wants the reader to acknowledge. 

Many poets further express the struggles married woman face in marriage. Again, it is the male dominant society 
that dictates decorum when it comes to adventures and relations within a marriage. It is rarely proper to address the 
effects of certain situations on the relationship, but Denise Levertov does an excellent reenactment regarding the 
play of feelings of a woman who has been lied to by a spouse. The ring that is exchanged with wedding vows is an 
emotional symbol of the marriage and commitment two people share. Using the symbol of a ring, Levertov comes 
full circle with a range of emotion a married couple shares. The ring, “It can’t be given away” for fear that it would 
not be conducive to another’s happiness. “It can’t be sold” because regardless of the betrayal, the subject feels she can 
also connect emotionally with the happiness she felt within the marriage. So it is the artificer that “beats into it bright 
stone, transforms it into a dazzling circlet” where we see the subject and the artifact becoming the wedding ring. 

The purpose of these feminine poems is so that we, as readers, can evoke a sense of connection with others 
who have experienced similar situations. The subject of the poem reaches off the pages and grabs the reader while 
encompassing the sentimental integrity of the situation. In the Park by Gwen Harwood uses vivid imagery to express 
the identity of the subject. A woman who is a mother is confronted by her past. She is able to play the role of doting 
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mother by saying, “It’s so sweet to hear the chatter, watch them grow and thrive,” which is a very real emotional 
statement by the mother (Harwood 21). At the same time, she is also feeling herself slipping away, and Harwood ends 
the poem with “They have eaten me alive” (21). Both lines that give women who can empathize a visual shutter as 
they feel the blades of domesticity sinking deeper into their identity. 

Only through enlightenment and experience can women come to grasp, with both hands, who they are and 
enable themselves to live a fuller existence. We also can, as feminists, educate not only the oppressed but also the 
oppressors, both male and female. With enlightenment comes acceptance and Parneshia Jones captures the essence of 
a Midwest wave of beauty in Utopia. She helps women grasp onto hope and identity through the repetition of when 
what encompasses has been. It is a beacon of hope that on the horizon of womanhood we can “emerge from the great 
lake, wet and alive” (Jones 22). 
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Honorable Mention

“there is no ConFliCt”
by 

Mark Jacobs

For a variety of reasons – none of which warrant particular exploration here – we think and teach our children 
to think compartmentally – in distinct, predetermined categories and truth sets.  This creates a number of issues that 
stymie understanding and stand in the way of camaraderie because, from the outset, we view reality as necessarily 
categorical, divided into teams, alliances, and schools of thought.  This is a destructive, or at least inhibitive, way of 
thinking.

One of the issues which has been created by this modal mentality is the now-classic argument between those who 
believe in creation and those who assert the validity of evolution (many of whom maintain that it is not a belief). 

Probably just because we have trained ourselves to think dichotomously rather than abstractly, we perceive these 
two schools of thought as opposites, as teams pitted against one another.  This is true of countless other discussions, 
but the creation-vs.-evolution debate is worthy of note because the ease with which the two thought processes can be 
married is so simple and straightforward.  Scientists, broadly defined, will say that the evidence in favor of evolution is 
so abundant that to deny it is to deny things as obvious and valid as the physics that make a toaster toast or plane fly.  
Creationists, oppositely, will state that if a scientific proof contradicts the Word of God, then the science is always at 
fault (which, in turn, is put down to the maxim that men are flawed and make mistakes whereas God, by definition, 
is not).

Not only are the two philosophies not incompatible, they are quite capable of existing merrily together.
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The best way to reconcile the differences between the two is to stretch the imagination a little bit.  Imagine that 
seven seconds ago, God created the Earth, all the people on it, all the plants, animals, buildings, pollution, and all 
the memories in your mind.  Seven seconds ago, God put all of us in place, hit “play”, and off we went.  Sure, y u 
can look back and remember your childhood, you can read the history books, look at dinosaur fossils, and test the 
half-lives of decaying atoms.  That’s swell, but accept as true that God created it seven seconds ago.  If God can create 
an atom, why could he not create an atom, which is well into the process of decaying?  If he can create a blue whale, 
surely he can create some rotting bones and fossilized remains in the ground.  He is, we might assume, a rather 
powerful and inventive deity, after all.  All the things which you remember of your own past are just memories with 
which God, in his boundless benevolence, supplied you.  He did all of this not four thousand years ago, but, indeed, 
just seven seconds.  He set it all in place – cities, submarines, and salamanders – and started the clock. 

The only difference between this fantasy and that which Christianity supposes as truth is the time selection.  Do 
we have any reason to assume that everything suggested above did not take place roughly four thousand years ago 
(or however many years the Christians have determined is correct)?  At whatever point God created everything, he 
created it so that it was whole and compatible with chronology, dynamics, growth, death, and change. 

If we read the Bible, it gives the impression that the Earth was created “as is” – with the birds and bees and all 
that other wonderfulness already in motion.  (That is, the Bible does not give the impression that God created bird 
eggs which then had to hatch, grow up, and learn to fly, or create the Garden of Eden and all other lands with seeds 
which had to sprout and grow.)  It gives the impression that Adam and Eve were created at an age which was at least 
past puberty – indeed, had they been created as newborns from the womb, they wouldn’t have been able to survive, 
and the depictions the Bible render are of a mature woman and man.  So, we know that God can do this – we know 
that God can create a world in a state forgoing incunabulum, having been put into play post-development.

At the same time, though God’s world was created lickety-split, even the most religious will agree that if you 
plant a seed and water it, growth occurs.  A baobab tree does not appear out of thin air.  We see, then, that God has 
been capable of creating a world replete with flora and fauna, and that God has been capable of creating a world in 
which such organisms are capable of reproducing.

So, what would we find if we went back to the Garden of Eden and chopped down those trees?  Surely, they 
would have bark, and most likely rings of growth as would any other tree.  And what about Adam and Eve?  We 
would find that they, just as every plant and animal since, showed signs of growth.  We would find this because 
growth is a dynamic and perpetual process (that is: growth is a constant part of being, regardless of how static day-
to-day life might appear).  The skin cells on the first humans would have shed as dust to be replaced as new ones the 
same as those on your epidermis or mine.  The first trees would have dropped their leaves and grown new ones.  The 
first animals grazed, ate, grew old, ate one another, and died. 

We can deconstruct the emergence of life on Earth through scientific analysis and identify a starting era umpteen 
million years back.  We can also say that if God was capable of creating all the world, there is nothing whatsoever to 
have stopped him from depositing various erstwhile dinosaurs deep in the ground.  God can do that.

The existence which God created had to function.  It had to be the case that if you put one foot in front of the 
other, you moved forward.  God’s world is so ingenious that he did not just create it as a static image; he created it 
with a dynamic set of functions that allow it to go on working through time.  Things grow, die, decay, turn into 
fossils, turn into fossil fuel, and get dug up and used to kill off future things that might have grown.  It’s swell.  God 
could not have created a world with Adam, Eve, serpents, and fruit trees if such basics as gravity didn’t work.  He 
made all of it, if you believe he made any of it, and cleverly enough, he made it so that it works.  Put another way, 
the dinosaur bones in the ground, the galaxies billions of years into their outward journeys through space, the eons 
of geological strata and erosion which can only be explained by time – all of this was created by God so that his 
world and those on it fit perfectly into a grand universe, the understanding of which would allow humans to avail 
themselves of his ingenuity and better their lives (in his service, of course). 

So, when we look back into the Earth’s history and dig up things millions of years into the process of 
decomposing, it is not the case that we have disproved creation.  It’s the case that we’ve confirmed that if God did 
make all of this, he did a spectacularly fine job of it.  Four thousand years ago, give or take, he created two grown 
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human beings in a garden of grown plants and, by the way, a whole bunch of dead, buried, dinosaurs.  His motives 
are not for us to guess, but if you believe he can create two fully-grown human beings and, oh yeah, a whole planet 
teeming with life, then why would you not believe that he’s capable of arranging some decaying brachiosauruses in 
the dirt?

When we look at evolution, we deduce that humans descended from apes.  Misguided religionists cry foul 
because the Bible does not say, “God created apes, gave them some bananas and a few million years, and they evolved 
into Adam and Eve; no, the Bible just says God created Adam and Eve, so that’s it: no apes.”

If we look at reality and the scientific evidence it presents and if we assume that the Bible speaks the truth, the 
two are as compatible as politicians and white lies.  The logical byproduct of the evidence and the given truths is 
that God created Adam and Eve and a whole world’s biology such that it was possible for life to function – including 
evolution.  So, just as God could have created you seven seconds ago, complete with all the memories and events that 
have molded you into who you are, he could have created Adam and Eve four thousand years ago, complete with all 
the evolutionary ancestry necessary to connect them to the rest of his living masterpiece. 

There is no conflict.  To anyone who has any concept of belief, this should have been apparent to begin with.  If 
you believe in God, you can’t go about disproving him.  That’s why it’s a belief.  If you have faith that he created the 
world and all that is in it, you cannot say, “Scientific evidence which contradicts the Bible is-” anything.  There’s no 
such thing as scientific evidence that contradicts God.  He’s a belief.  He’s not scientific.  The point is: if you believe in 
God, why are you wasting your time defending him or his work?  Don’t you think that’s a bit presumptuous?  He’s a 
few steps above you; what, with creating the entire universe and everything in it and all.

In conclusion: when we look at scientific evidence which says that the Earth is several magnitudes of time older 
than the Bible implies, if we are committed to the belief that God created the Earth anyway, there is absolutely no 
reason not to reach the only conclusion which can accommodate both truths: however many years ago, God created 
the world and, in so doing, gave it a rich and infinitely complex history so that it was part of his dynamic, changing 
universe.
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Faculty, Staff, and Alumni Nonfiction Academic Essay
First Place

“Outing CAGA”
by

Dr. George Miller

Being openly straight does not mean publicizing the particulars of my sex life. Being openly straight means 
publicizing that I interact with a member of the opposite sex in a number of activities that suggest we are romantically 
involved. I went shopping with her; we picked out paints; saw a movie; met her mother; did the wash together; 
bought furniture; spread mulch; took a cruise; ate at Jimmy John’s. It means divulging many diverse facets of life, 
perhaps only brushing up against sexuality (“we had a romantic dinner last night”) or maybe opening up at times 
being more explicit (spent the weekend at the Sybaris!). Being openly straight means I can publicize diverse facets 
of my relationship with someone of the opposite sex with whom I am romantically involved without ever having to 
talk about sexual intimacy. If there were repercussions for being openly straight, then I would go into the closet and 
I would be wary about sharing any of those personal things with everybody or would have to shade them to suggest 
friendship rather than intimacy. I would be lying to other people about every facet of my life connected to that person 
of the opposite sex to conceal a possible sexual relationship between us.
 If I am at a party and someone asks me, “Is that your wife (girlfriend)?” that question is far different from the 
question, “What kinds of sexual acts do the two of you do?” If asking other people about those with whom they are 
romantically involved is some sort of invasion of privacy, then any inquiry into the romantic status of another person 
would be considered a breach of privacy; for example, if your grandmother asks you whether you are dating so and 
so. But it isn’t, at least for heterosexuals anyway, especially in the mainstream media where the so-called invasion of 
privacy is acceptable for celebrities. It is not the intimate details but public displays that are the content of outing. It is 
one thing to barge into a bedroom; it is quite another to assess another’s sexual orientation based on public admissions 
or suggestive behavior (PDA). 
 There are two types of privacy at stake here. One I will call “bedroom privacy” and the other I will call 
“open secret privacy.” The first type of privacy refers to the privacy associated with intimate acts, usually but not 
limited to a sexual nature. Excepting those of totalitarian or voyeuristic natures, most people agree that “it’s nobody’s 
business” what goes on “behind closed doors.” The other kind of privacy is of a much more social kind. It refers to 
the type of privacy that stays within a certain group and if talked about at all remains on the level of gossip. There 
may be whispers about so and so, but no accusations, finger pointing, or outing. The argument that outing violates 
the first type of privacy is patently immoral according to common standards of privacy. Outing is not about bugging 
bedrooms or catching people in the act. Outing functions on the second level. It pertains to open secret privacy, where 
sexual orientations are known (as much as one can know them) to a select group of people, and that information is 
then broadcast to the general public. 
 I reject the idea that outing should be about payback. If it is, then it not a moral act but tit-for-tat. The 
question arises: what are the obligations between gay people who know about each others’ true sexual identities? 
What is the function of open secret privacy? It is to provide mutual protection from the hostile heterosexual world. 
In a heterosexual dominated world, gays open about their sexuality face housing, employment, and health care 
discrimination, are often targets of violence and verbal harassment, and are treated as second-class citizens. The 
closet functions to protect gays from such hostility. The implicit contract between people in this closet is more than 
“I won’t tell on you, if you don’t tell on me.” It is: “We won’t tell on each other because we require heterosexual 
identities in order to avoid harm in the heterosexually dominated world (HDW), and our lives are better by passing.” 
But the agreement extends beyond the closet to gays who are out and who have knowledge of the sexual identities 
of the closeted. When closeted gays advocate anti-gay policies and legislation, it is a violation of the implicit privacy 
agreement. By publicly opposing equal marriage, the Employment Nondiscrimination Act, Don’t Ask Don’t Tell, and 
AIDS funding, closeted gays create a political environment more hostile, more dangerous to those in and out of the 
closet. Their cloaked identities allow them to rise in the HDW. The political and economic privilege of many anti-
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gay advocates immunizes them to many of the hardships of those in lower stations in the closet and those out of the 
closet. In fact, they live in the gated closet community, in contrast to the closet dwellers who live outside the gates of 
privilege. This is why I agree with Virginia Apuzzo when she asserts:   

My feeling is that there is a tacit contract among gays where we do respect the right to privacy that so many 
of us need in order to survive. However, when a public official who is closeted uses his or her power in a way 
that hurts gay people, I feel that tacit contract has been broken.1

One of the more popular arguments against outing concerns the extremists going on witch hunts to out 
suspected gay people. On the contrary, if CAGA (closeted anti-gay advocates) are to conceal their sexual orientations 
with impunity, then aren’t they violating the implicit contract that protects this closeted community, giving them 
license to make the lives of the queer community even more oppressive? Outing is often rejected because it is seen as 
sacrificing others for the cause: “The problem with outing is that it claims an unjustifiable right to sacrifice the lives of 
others as well, whether they agree or not.”2 Yet I can reject the notion of outing as a means of sacrificing others for a 
future political good, as political expediency, or the ends justifying the means, but maintain that outing is justifiable 
on the basis of failure to honor an implicit agreement that says more than “I won’t tell, if you won’t tell.” “I won’t 
tell, if you won’t tell” means: “We will not divulge the open secret of being gay because broadcasting your sexual 
orientation will cause harm to people in the HHDS.” The purpose of this contract is to decrease harm for gay people 
in the HHDS. If one of the parties pursues policies that increase harm for gays in the HHDS, then the contract is 
effectively broken.  
 If outing is encouraged, then entrapment and blackmail, so the argument goes, will flourish. Yet the existence 
of the closet itself provides a bold target for blackmailers because open secret privacy is like picking fruit from the 
low branches. If blackmailers know there is a closet, wouldn’t the occupants be highly susceptible to blackmail? The 
closet is as inviting to blackmailers as the insipid are to snake oil salesmen. When Republicans falsely accused Speaker 
of the House Tom Foley of being gay to make political hay, Massachusetts Congressman Barney Frank threatened 
to expose all his Republican peers who were actually gay and the Republicans quickly changed their tune. What has 
come to be known as the “Frank Rule” sharply limits outing: “I referred only to those gay people who shamefully use 
the fact or accusation of homosexuality as a weapon against others.”3  The very existence of the closet is an invitation 
to entrapment and blackmail. Any time there are big secrets that if disclosed will prove harmful or embarrassing, 
entrapment and blackmail are real possibilities. 

CAGA advocate policies detrimental to the majority of non-privileged closet dwellers. In the eyes of some 
people, they have betrayed their own people. Be that as it may, the real issue concerns the violation of the implicit 
contract of privacy for the purposes for

protecting the lives of gay people and allowing them to function in HHDS. CAGA forfeit their privacy by 
making it worse for all those within the implicit contract. In this case, privacy is for a certain end: helping gay people 
pass in a HHDS and thereby protecting them from discrimination and harm. [The rationale for the contract is to]          
 The closet functions as more than a place of concealment or a place of shame. Its mere existence screams for 
the abnormality of these less than normal, less than decent people, whose real identities are a bane to heterosexual 
power. In effect, CAGA have joined the heterosexual power structure. They have not simply turned their backs on 
gay people, but have turned around and stabbed them in their backs. The closet functions as a means of elevating 
the most malevolent form of oppressors: those who turn on and deny their own kind as a means to securing more 
prominent positions in HHDS. CAGA deflect suspicions about themselves by advocating draconian measures against 
their queer brethren. Much can be said about CAGA, their trials and tribulations, the amazing balancing act of living 
two lives, and the pressures of passing. But this does not somehow excuse them or permit them to break the implicit 
privacy code with impunity. They have entered into a tacit agreement with all gay people, both in and out of the

1 Larry Bush, “Naming Gay Names,” The Village Voice, April 27, 1982, p. 24 ; quoted in Larry Gross, Contested Closets: The Politics and Ethics 
of Outing (Minneapolis, MN: The University of Minnesota Press, 1993), 28.
2 William A. Henry, III, Andrea Sachs/New York, James Willwerth, “Ethics: Forcing Gays Out of the Closet,” Time 29 January 1990 
(http://www.time.com/time/magazine/article/0,9171,969264-2,00.html) (accessed 11 November 2010).
3 Ibid.
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closet, to not harm each other. 
The closet can function as a temporary measure to ensure safety to people whose coming out could harm 

them either physically or psychologically in a HHDS. Where the United States of America is right now, closets 
are warranted, especially for young people who are unsure of their sexual identities and whose coming out can 
invite hostility and excommunication from family and friends. Yet CAGA like former Senator Larry Craig, former 
Congressman Ed Schrock, Florida Governor Charlie Crist, and former George W. Bush campaign manager and 
former Republican National Committee Chairman Ken Mehlman, and former New York City Mayor Ed Koch4 
pursue policies detrimental to queer folk. In the same war profiteers make their fortunes on the bodies of the dead as 
CAGA profit from oppressing their brethren. Their outing can be conscientiously justified by appealing to the privacy 
dictum on the basis of violating a simple agreement.

4 For an in-depth investigation of the correlation between closeted political leaders and anti-gay ideology and legislation see the documentary 
Outrage, Dir. Kirby Dick, Magnolia, 2010, DVD. 

Second Place

 “the old and neW sexual Moralities in Lawrence v. Texas:
draWing neW lines, not ruBBing theM out”

by
Dr. George Miller

The impact of the 2003 Supreme Court ruling in Lawrence v. Texas, which overturned all sodomy laws in 
the United States, is much disputed. For some commentators, as Brown v. Board of Education is to black people, 
Lawrence is to gay people.1 Joseph J. Wardenski describes the decision as “the most gay-friendly decision ever issued 
by the Court.”2  Ariela Dubler predicts that Lawrence might serve as a critical precedent for same-sex marriage and 
protect sexual practices falling outside of monogamous marriage.3 Or it can be viewed as a “natural continuation of 
its [the Supreme Court’s] right-to-privacy jurisprudence,”4 “delivering lesbians and gay men dignity and substantive 
due process rights.”5 Lawrence extends the Due Process Clause of the Fourteenth Amendment such that “if the 
government fails to show that its restrictions on individual exercises of liberty are not necessary and proper regulations 
of behavior harmful to others, the mere claim that the government is upholding morality grounded in ‘history’ or 
‘traditions’ should not justify such restrictions on liberty.”6 The case has been seen as a “constitutional revolution,”7 
while more cautious commentators contend that the impact will be extremely “extremely limited, and largely 
salutary.”8 Beyond the hoopla, lurking within the ruling, and still not understood is the clash of two divergent 
sexual moral codes: a traditional sexual morality and a contemporary sexual morality. This reading of Lawrence v. 
Texas demarcates the new sexual morality in Justice Anthony Kennedy’s majority opinion and the traditional sexual 
morality in Justice Antonin Scalia’s dissent. Justice Scalia attempts to “cabin” all sexual offenses together such that 
sodomy between consenting adults in private is equivalent to bigamy, bestiality, adult incest, prostitution, auto-
eroticism, adultery, bestiality, and child pornography. Justice Scalia’s cabining plan is undermined not only because 
1 E.J. Graff, “The High Court Finally Gets It Right,” Boston Globe, June 29, 2003.
2 Joseph J. Wardenski, “A Minor Exception?: The Impact of Lawrence v. Texas on LGBT Youth,”  Journal of Criminal Law & Criminology,  95 
(2005): 1365. 
3 Ariela R. Dubler, “From McLaughlin v. Florida to Lawrence v. Texas: Sexual Freedom and the Road to Marriage,” Columbia Law Review 106 
(2006): 1187. 
4 Marghretta Adeline Hagood. “South Carolina’s Sexual Conduct Laws after Lawrence v. Texas,” South Carolina Law Review 61 (2010): 803.
5 Marc Spindelman, “Surviving Lawrence v. Texas,” Michigan Law Review 102 (2004): 1618. 
6 Mitchell F. Park, “Defining One’s Own Concept of Existence and the Meaning of the Universe: The Presumption of Liberty in Lawrence v. 
Texas.”  Brigham Young University Law Review 2006 (2006): 838. 
7 Randy E. Bamett, “Justice Kennedy’s Libertarian Revolution: Lawrence v. Texas,” Cato Supreme Court Review 2002-2003.  http://www.cato.org/
pubs/scr/2003/revolution.pdf. 22 September 2010.
8 Nelson Lund and John O. McGinnis, Lawrence v. Texas and Judicial Hubris,” Michigan Law Review 102 (2004): 1556.
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same-sex sodomy can be distinguished from sexual horribles, but also because he ignores rape and adult-child 
relationships, which underscore the core of the new sexual morality: consensual relations between adults.   

Writing the majority opinion, Justice Kennedy differentiates between same-sex relations between consenting 
adults in private and offenses such as pedophilia, rape, prostitution, and public sex acts: 

The present case does not involve minors. It does not involve persons who might be injured or coerced or who 
are situated in relationships where consent might not easily be refused. It does not involve public conduct or 
prostitution. It does not involve whether the government must give formal recognition to any relationship 
that homosexual persons seek to enter. The case does involve two adults who, with full and mutual consent 
from each other, engaged in sexual practices common to a homosexual lifestyle. The petitioners are entitled to 
respect for their private lives.9

In his dissent, Justice Scalia offers a list of “sexual offenses.” He expresses his concern that by legalizing sodomy, 
the legality of all sexual offenses can be justified, including the most horrible and repulsive deeds:

State laws against bigamy, same-sex marriage, adult incest, prostitution, masturbation, adultery, fornication, 
bestiality, and obscenity are likewise sustainable only in light of Bowers’ validation of laws based on moral 
choices. Every single one of these laws is called into question by today’s decision; the Court makes no effort to 
cabin the scope of its decision to exclude them from its holding.10  

The Venn Diagram below illustrates the differences and commonalities with respect to Justice Scalia’s and Justice 
Kennedy’s perspectives on the nature of sexual offenses

9 Lawrence v. Texas 539 US 578 (2003).
10 Ibid., p. 590 (dissenting opinion). Justice Scalia’s other lists are on pp. 598, 599, and 600. 
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Contrary to Justice Scalia’s assertion that these sexual offenses cannot be differentiated, legal differences can be 
drawn between same-sex sodomy between consenting adults in a private domain and other morals offenses. 11 Since 
same-sex sodomy between consenting adults in a private domain does not involve marriage, it is different from bigamy 
and from same-sex marriage. Since Lawrence repeals sodomy laws and not incest laws, it does not involve incest. 
Prostitution consists of payment for sex and is different from same-sex sodomy between consenting adults not making 
that exchange.  Auto-eroticism pertains to one party, not two. Adultery pertains to marriage, which the Lawrence 
ruling does not address. Bestiality pertains to an interspecies relationship in which one of the parties is unable to 
give or not give consent. Furthermore, it is ridiculous to assert, for example, that auto-eroticism and rape have the 
equivalent moral opprobrium. Auto-eroticism is a victimless act and rape is one of the most violent and sadistic acts 
that can be perpetrated. This is further reason to reject Scalia’s cabining plan. Finally, since Lawrence is applicable to 
private, not public, sexual acts, obscenity is not an issue. Child pornography involves participation of a minor, which 
Lawrence does not legalize. 

Same-sex sodomy is easily distinguishable from the sexual horribles on Scalia’s list.  Yet the most curious thing 
about Justice Scalia’s list of sexual horribles is why he never mentions rape or adult-child sex as sexual crimes.12 Why 
these glaring omissions? Here is one way to look at it. Justice Scalia must suppress this bold evidence because it offers 
sharp criteria about what is and isn’t a sexual offense. Same-sex acts that are consensual and are engaged in by adults 
are categorically different from sexual acts in which one party coerces the other or when one of the partners is too 
young to give consent. Consequently, Lawrence does not pave the way for a sexual free-for-all as Justice Scalia would 
have us believe, but demarcates refined legal distinctions reflective of a new sexual morality far more discerning than 
traditional sexual morality is.

11 Cf. Ruth E. Steinglantz, “Raining on the Parade of Horribles: of Slippery Slopes, Faux Slopes, and Justice Scalia’s Dissent in Lawrence v. Texas” 
University of Pennsylvania Law Review, 153 (2005): 1119-1120.
12 Surveying what socially conservative groups declare the major social issues, it can be seen rape or violence toward women makes none of the 
lists. Rape does not appear on the radar of the conservative social agenda. For example, Focus on the Family identifies a number of social issues 
(including abstinence, abortion, euthanasia, stem cell research, school choice, separation of church and state, pornography, and same-sex attrac-
tion), but makes no mention of rape (even when it addresses to pornography). Family Research Council identifies the following social issues: 
abstinence and sexual health, homosexuality, abortion, euthanasia, stem cell research, family structure, religious liberty, pornography, and judicial 
activism. The social issues identified by Americans United for Life include abortion, legal recognition of the unborn and born, end of life, and 
rights of conscience. Rape is not on the radar screen of conservatives as an issue of prime importance, which is another reason for Scalia’s selective 
vision.
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Sudent Poetry
First Place

“sKeletons in My PilloWCase”
exosKeleton oF Karyna MCglynn’s “a girl BellyCraWls into My rooM in Weeds”

by
Tonya Peterson

he creeps in like smoldering smoke when I’m covering my eyes

                but something above me, left tucked under the ceiling fan
flanked by and rolled up like dark pomegranate seeds
               but from his neck down it’s the same melody

his fingers: always course, yet never cold and the way he

               turns sideways with a sangria-colored tie
starts spinning webs, then leans backwards
               skating an indifferent palm through my dusty album 

and when he reaches down to trace, his eyes get snared

               he can only take three shallow twitched steps
I mean he’s up under my pillowcase
                    and notches 2 slits on my vellum background, which is discarded 

like a thing, a scorpion and he’s some starving anthropologist 

In the city of Chicago, chivalry is dead 
set on finding those musical moments in 
between the dumpster and the alley way 
wall, between Meloy and McCartney to 

skyscrapers, or a boy who purloined 
parking tickets from windshields for no 
reason. I thought he'd fly the Swiss map 
above his slumber, his Ardennes. But no. At the end 

his footprints ran in the cement, the toes 
completely slack with the rain — almost gone, 
almost erased. The server at the Sonic thinks 
he's a demi-god, come to bring the fire 

and brimstone. This is Illinois, where 
buildings frisk the countryside, cabs fly 
frontwards into fields of cash crop. I watch 
the concrete fly, the spires come into view. It 

was Meloy who sang of bus stops and barrow-boys. 

Second Place

“raPid in transit”
by

Mary Egan
Thanks to Larry Levis
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Third Place

“For naMesaKe”
by

Tonya Peterson

I am a Slavic fairy queen with clipped wings. Am I bitter? Yes. The sea salt said so, but only when you get to the 
middle. Nibble around the edges in case you can’t handle a bit of a bite. I promise to not hire a bodyguard to do my 
dirty work. If you ask me one more time if I am her, I’ll take a night stick to your knee cap myself. I can get my very 
own domestic assault charge wrapped in Florida citrus. I like my oranges quartered and cold. That mini mansion does 
not belong to me; my mother substituted an A for an O. Like in OH NO, she will never have a Disneyland band of 
her own. In Russia I am praiseworthy, that is if I was short for Antonia. Instead, I’m spelled Tony with an A at the 
end.

A smart ass is so much funnier to be than a dumb ass, and you are most definitely the smart ass with a sarcastic 
zest. How were you able to get away with so much? Maybe your parents felt guilty for having another baby so soon. 
Heather is an evergreen flowering plant that thrives on peaty barren lands in Scotland. That is what the attention 
stealing baby brat is. You love Scotland and pretend to marry the Highlander. That name should belong to you not 
her. Your baby sister even had the cool nameplate for her bike that said “HEH-ther” spelled right. Your nameplate 
was corrected with a permanent marker like it was your fault your mother changed the spelling of your name. You 
despised to be different; hated being the youngest of your friends. A late summer birthday is only good for pool 
parties. Now you’re the oldest and desire difference. I promise not to ask what color your bathing suit is.

She was intrigued by tradition, but Peterson should be Persson, as the Swedes would say. She looked into the 
roots of her father’s pedigree. In Sweden, Peterson does not exist, but Per Jeppason did. A father’s first name becomes 
the child’s surname. For a son, Per becomes Persson because the son belongs to the father. For a dotter, Per becomes 
Persdotter, because the dotter belongs to the father. Who belongs to the mother? If you really want to know, Peterson 
is an imposter! Jeppa Persson came to America for a new start. No one understood Jeppa, so they named him George 
and changed Persson to Peterson. Would Per let Peter take his son? She is Lee’s dotter not Peter’s son, but she is called 
Tonya Marie Peterson.
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Honorable Mention

“the darK BeFore the light
or

the light BeFore the darK”
by 

Mike Rysiewicz

Broken flowers around a rose
Rocks crumble into a prose
Day follows night
Night follows day
Six feet under, not black but grey

Light is a blanket for comforting eyes
The first time making contact with blue skies
Night follows day
Day follows night
Primitive in nature, but given as right

Tears of anguish with tears of joy
Words of men, ears of boys
Day follows night
Night follows days
Revolving, rewarding, sorrow then praise

Honorable Mention

“Why Can’t that Be Me?”
by

Ryan McManaman

I feel like a has-been, my life has been 
Harder than most could ever imagine 
Most couldn’t fathom what I’ve overcome 
Against all odds look who I’ve become 
But I’ma be honest, something is missing 
Guess you could say, reality’s hit me 
I am not happy, look at my family 
This isn’t how things were supposed to be 
I was supposed to be something, now I’m nothing 
Dreaming of what could’ve been and what wasn’t 
Didn’t expect life to get this hectic 
If this is what God intended, I’m skeptic 
As time passes, my life flashes 
Right before my eyes, what happened? 
I feel so hopeless, shattered and broken 
If dreams come true, I did not notice 
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Faculty, Staff, and Alumni Poetry
First Place

i’Ve liVed a liFe
by

Dr. George Miller

OK
 I regret some things 
 On the other hand 
 I regret absolutely nothing
I’ve lived a life

When I couldn’t see the forest for the trees
I just burned down the forest
Now I see everything
Perfectly

I’ve lived a life

I’ve been a Shaker 
Quaker
Fakir
A puritanical procrastinator

I’ve lived a life

I’ve done people right
I’ve done people wrong
I’ve forgotten the words
To my wife’s
Favorite song

I’ve lived a life

I’ve made life
Saved life
Taken life
Taken life for granted
Cursed life for good

I’ve lived a life

I once loved a woman like a tropical storm
 With wind speeds ranging anywhere from 38 to 
73 miles per hour

And she yawned at me like a tortoise
I’ve lived a life

I’ve done the cha cha
The rumba
I’ve even done the zumba

I’ve lived a life

I’ve given the shirt off my back to the poor
And then 10 minutes later 
Stole Hot Tamales from the bins in the back of 

the store
I’ve lived a life

When I had an endoscopy and colonoscopy
At the same time 
They high-fived in the vicinity
Of my small intestine

I’ve lived a life

I gave Monopoly money to volunteers 
In the middle of the road soliciting 
For the latest popular 
Terrible disease
Only so I could get the Tootsie Rolls 
They were handing out

I’ve lived a life

After taking an extra heaping teaspoon 
Of Tylenol PM
I was actually able to pronounce
Me-so-the-li-o-ma 

I’ve lived a life

I’ve eaten crow with Hume’s fork
Had a bloody bad shave with Ockham’s dull 

Razor
Tuned my piano with Nietzsche’s hammer

I’ve lived a life

When I saw my brother kneeling at the bed of his dead 
son

I saw life as a cruel joke and God as a punch line
I’ve lived a life

What is the purpose
Do I have a right
Where are the stencils
Do you have a knife

Spun around spurned viciously spackled 
Unhinged like the door to your favorite adult 
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bookstore
Prostrate on the palace steps
When night nebulously gnaws at the hindquarters of the only
Steed fast enough to gallop around the gradual greed
And residual sorrow 
What is today if it doesn’t lead to
Tomorrow

O God Jesus Zeus Yaweh Allah Athena Aphrodite Brahma Visnu Ra Hathor and of course Osiris
Do any of you how I can contact 
Miley Cyrus

I’ve lived a life

Second Place

“What My Father didn’t say”
by

Dr. George Miller

good Jewish boys remember what their fathers tell them at weddings, bar mitzvahs, funerals 
pearls of wisdom big as bowling balls 
guideposts for life’s journey 
it is what my father did not say
I remember most 
the night I almost didn’t come home 
so unusual for me not to be where I was supposed to be at my post
I was a creature of habit and this creature’s habit at 19 was a movie and home before midnight but on this particular 
occasion it was about 4:30 when I came traipsing into a house pitch black except for a solitary light in the kitchen
in white BVD underwear and undershirt my father sat there his feet stretched across a chair reading The Wall Street 
Journal
as soon as I crossed the threshold he folded his paper, nodded, and went up to  bed
unlike the Supreme Court he did not judge
unlike talk radio he did not condemn
unlike commercials he did not make a pitch in 60 seconds or less
he simply let me be and at 19 I needed him to let me be
He may have been worrying to death and put on me on an all-expenses-paid guilt trip
he did not inquire but not out of apathy
I was home safe
that is all that mattered
a father was glad his son was home safe
what better sentiment for a father 
I thought that then
I think that now
I think 
I do owe my father an explanation of where I was when he waited up for me; but I am not about to do it in front of 
you people and I am also not sure about the statute of limitations either and besides that has nothing to do with what 
really happened on that night
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Honorable Mention

“a haWK song”
by

John Higginson

Walking, cloaked in stillness
the sun a water-color smudge
in the half-light of fog 
that lies like layers of wedding cake

Red, green and gold 
a kaleidoscope of fractal sunlight
maple leaves like a bloodstain on the ground
the rustle of scarecrow stuffing
a shadow arcs across the sky

The frost fingers crawl an old wall
racing in bent angles toward the edge
the withered garden; rotting apples on the ground
all sinking into the earth
a keening cry echoes 

I see the circling hawk
with stealthy purpose, suspended above
leeches vapor in a slow, inexorable descent
the spiral dance a forewarning

Honorable Mention

“guMdroP Mountain”
by

Lois Mintah

You say I really need a shave,
the stove is broke ‘n there’s bills to pay;
so I better come down from Gumdrop Mountain.
You shake your fist then call me ‘dear,’
And holler I cain’t stay up here forever
on Gumdrop Mountain.
But on Gumdrop Mountain
the air is clean, the grass is soft 
and no one’s mean.
There ain’t no weeds nor tax collectors.
No one makes you eat your vegetables.
The sky is blue and the candy sweet.
There’s plenty of sugar here to eat.

Don’t have no shoes on my feet
on Gumdrop Mountain.
On Gumdrop Mountain
no one dies.  No one leaves 
and makes me cry.  
Never have to worry none,
only set and have some fun.
So darlin,’ I respect your threat,
but I wouldn’t hold my breath.
Because I’m just a’scratchin’ my nose,
playing my fiddle and pickin’ my toes
When I’ll come down, nobody knows
from Gumdrop Mountain!

Judge’s Honorary Entry
“at Chartres”

by
Dr. Wallace Ross

Here is sculpted space
heart-fed silence
an age’s frozen mask

Christ, a bird of glass
swoops with fanning arms
from vaulting wall 
to floor
on slanting beams of light 

A big-eared gargoyle 
chortles in his pose
angels with pressed palms
gaze upward a the perfect blue

Pools of red, green, gold
shimmer on ascending steps
while a demon gives
The Pope the figs

At Chartres a century
hymned to its God
with arching marble
crafted air
praised the ineffable
in stone and light
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Student Research Report
First Place

“WalKer PerCy’s The MovieGoer: aPPliCation oF a euCharistiC herMeneutiC”
by

Kevin Magas

“At its best,” writes Flannery O’Connor, “our age is an age of searchers and discoverers, and at its worst, an age 
that has domesticated despair and learned to live with it happily” (qtd. in Pindell 219).  Indeed, Walker Percy’s The 
Moviegoer best captures this Postmodern world transfixed by searching and despair, a world, according to Robert 
Pindell, “so familiar to us, its spiritual depredations so general and casual, its…malaise so all pervading, it is easy 
not to recognize it” (228).  In the midst of this spiritual and cultural deterioration, Percy presents a possible antidote 
through the Catholic sacramental imagination.  It is precisely this sacramental imagination that invites the reader to 
see God’s mysterious presence in the material, tangible, and painfully flawed humanity of his characters.  Moreover, 
the Eucharist, an intimate communion with God and sacrament par excellence, serves as an overarching backdrop in 
the characters’ struggles for identity and authentic relationships.  According to the Catechism of the Catholic Church, 
“our way of thinking is attuned to the Eucharist, and the Eucharist in turn confirms our way of thinking” (1327).  
Consequently, meditating on the symbolic associations and diverse meanings of the Eucharist can both enhance an 
interpretation of Percy’s novel as well as deepen a personal understanding of the sacrament.  In Walker Percy’s The 
Moviegoer, the Eucharist acts as hermeneutic to more effectively contextualize the characters’ longing for meaning, 
hunger for community, and the hidden movements of grace in the world.

The experience of loss and despair catalyze the longing and hunger for meaning embodied in the Eucharist.  
Before considering the Eucharist as the answer to the characters’ desires, it proves helpful to better understand the 
dissatisfaction prompting these longings.  Binx’s character best represents this dissatisfaction with the Postmodern 
environment through recognizing that he exists, as Robert Pindell notes, “at the dead end of a traditional hypothesis” 
(224).  The death of this traditional hypothesis is none other than the Enlightenment’s project of reason and progress 
and Romanticism’s failed utopian dreams.  Binx condemns both by claiming that “that’s what killed [his] father, 
English Romanticism, that and 1930 science” (Percy 88).  Furthermore, Binx boldly proclaims that “beauty is a 
whore” in direct opposition to the Modernist hope that beauty will save humanity (196).   The heroic, utopian dreams 
of the past are in decline so that Binx realizes “the heroic occasion is extinct” and that “nothing ennobles,” compelling 
him to “be immunized against the deadly fear of excessive expectations by the distemper of our times” (Pindell 
220).  In fact, it is precisely his encounter with his Aunt Emily, herself symbolic of the dreams of Modernity, and 
his inability to live up to her achievements, that causes Binx to feel powerless in despair. All that is left in the bland 
attempt to escape a feeling of everydayness is, according to Preston Browning, “new cars, new girls, new conquests, 
new experiences, and old experiences repeated and savored in new contexts” (281).  Nevertheless, ineffective 
substitutes create a longing that makes sure the need for a spirituality is “kept active, undismissable,” allowing one to 
feel “at a loss but not lost” so as to “keep green the ground for renewal” (Pindell 229).  In short, Binx’s feelings of loss 
create a longing and hunger that prompts a search for satiety only the Eucharist can provide.

After having identified the nature of Postmodern longing, the Eucharist provides the model for the intimate 
interpersonal communion the characters seek. While the Eucharist provides a close union with Christ, according to 
the Catechism of the Catholic Church, it also “makes us sharers in his body and blood to form a single body” (1331).  
Preston Browning explores this thirst for communion through applying Gabriel Marcel’s dialectical philosophy 
involving “the self in a movement beyond its own boundaries” which requires “the ‘I’ to recognize the other as ‘thou’ 
and to address the ‘thou’ in a manner which invites reciprocity” (279).  Binx’s developing relationship with Kate 
echoes a progressive understanding of this intersubjectivity.  Initially, Kate is subject to occasional suicide attacks and 
suffers from anxiety attacks and mood swings; tired of the identities thrust upon her by Aunt Emily and her father, 
she despises them “with a malevolent and drunken sort of violence” (Percy 172).  After a therapy session where she 
had an epiphany, she “was free … [and] could succeed and become [a] joyous and creative person” (15). Her attempts 
to create her own identity simply amount to role-playing echoed in movies.  She only discovers the potential of her 
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personhood in relationship to Binx because they “are conspirators, each onto the other and participating in a secret 
life which they do not share — indeed — cannot share with anyone else” (Browning 285).  Kate can truly let her 
defenses down and share with Binx her most intimate thoughts about suicide and her religious feelings (Percy 197).  
Binx in turn encounters Kate not simply as another secretarial fling, but an authentic “thou” capable of understanding 
his search and innermost concerns about the world.  This challenges both of them to “recognize the reality of the 
other” and “shatter the walls of the self-enclosed self” (Browning 280).  Therefore, this experience of intimate 
communion with another self prefigures, on a human level, the heightened interpersonal communion created by the 
sacrament of the Eucharist. 

While the Eucharist embraces the depth of authentic human communion, it also echoes a transformative presence 
that helps one cope with the difficulties present in the world.  In the Catholic tradition, the Eucharist is the body and 
blood, soul and divinity of Jesus Christ not only a symbol. It is Christ. This reality enables his followers to go out 
and renew the often cold and harsh world after having received the promise of his continual presence.  In a similar 
manner, Gabriel Marcel’s dialectical philosophy highlights presence as an “inter-psychic and ultimately spiritual 
phenomenon” with another person who “regards me as a person [who] wishes to be with me” so that “whether he may 
at any given time be physically at my side or not, is constitutive of the presence which we share” (Browning 280). At 
the end of the novel, Kate longs for exactly this type of presence.  While initially frightened to ride the streetcar alone, 
she asks Binx if he will continue to think about her “sitt[ing] next to the window on the Lake side and put[ting] 
the cape jasmine on [her] lap” (Percy 241).  Essentially, Kate can go about her task only if she feels Binx’s continual 
presence while she is away.  Otherwise, she would not “risk her fragile self in an adventure” unless she knows that 
“wherever she goes and whomever she meets she is not alone:” Binx will “retain in his consciousness an image of her 
which assures their presence one to another” (Browning 286). This deeper, mystical understanding of presence in the 
novel ultimately reflects the Eucharistic presence. Christ is no longer physically with us, but through the sacrament 
he continues to be present to us and give us the courage to act in the world without feeling alone.  This presence isn’t 
merely static; instead, it transforms, comforts, and re-creates the human person into a dynamic reality capable of 
being a leaven to the world.

While the Eucharist acts as a transformative presence to strengthen one’s mission on earth, it also serves to 
anticipate the future heavenly communion.  The Catechism of the Catholic Church even states that through the 
Eucharist “we unite ourselves with the heavenly liturgy and anticipate eternal life, when God will be all in all” (1327). 
This anticipatory quality of the Eucharist is perhaps best expressed in the relationship between Lonnie and Binx. 
Lonnie serenely believes that “he can offer his sufferings in reparation for men’s indifference to the pierced heart 
of Jesus Christ” (Percy 137).  Not only does he offer his sufferings, he also tells Binx that he “is still offering [his] 
communion for [him]” (165).  In both instances, Lonnie’s belief, according to John F. Desmond, reaffirms “the reality 
of the mystical community and the communion of saints” (55).  Consequently, Lonnie’s spirituality is essentially 
Eucharistic; his expiatory act only makes sense in light of the consummation of full communion with God in heaven 
shared by the saints.  Perhaps the most poignant reflection on the anticipatory nature of the Eucharist occurs at the 
close of the novel with Lonnie’s death.  When Binx’s younger sibling Donice asks, “When our Lord raises us upon 
on the last day, will Lonnie still be in a wheelchair or will he be like us? Binx replies, “He’ll be like you” (Percy 
240).  Through this reply, Binx affirms “their relation beyond the grave with a vision of mystical community in the 
resurrection of the Body — Christ’s promise — at the end of time” (79).  As a result, Binx’s reply illustrates that 
the Eucharistic spirituality of Lonnie’s life ultimately reflects a future, transformed reality of which the Eucharist is 
only a foretaste.  It is paradoxically both a now and a not yet. Therefore, the Eucharist opens up a depth of meaning 
and community during our time on earth while driving us towards “the ultimate ‘home’ and goal of all displaced 
journeyers in the world” (Desmond 80).

Just as the Eucharist provides only a foretaste of heavenly glory, its hidden nature reflects the veiled presence 
of God’s grace working in the novel.  In the Eucharist, Christ becomes truly and substantially present under the 
appearances of bread and wine. While Catholics believe that this is truly the body and blood of Jesus Christ, God 
remains hidden, inviting an act of faith from the believer.  Binx echoes this quality of the Eucharist at the novel’s 
close when he views a Negro man walking into a Church.  He realizes it is “impossible to say why he is here” and 



67

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine        2011
| Studen

t R
esearch

 R
eport |

asks if it is simply part of being in the world or “is it because he believes that God himself is present here at the 
corner of Elysian Fields and Bons Enfants?” (Percy 235).  Again, God’s presence in the world, embodied most fully 
in the Eucharist, remains only a possibility and not an undeniable certainty; God does not force himself into our 
consciousness.  At the novel’s close, Binx does not possess Lonnie’s deep faith and seems to only begin on the search, 
leaving the ending “really open ended and mysterious” (Desmond 80).  Furthermore, one does not truly know how 
Kate and Binx’s relationship will end; in light of Kate’s dependency and the ravaging Postmodern milieu, anything 
appears possible.  Nevertheless, the reader is still invited to see their future struggles in light of “the possibility of 
growth in love and charity” so that their “love, their solitude a deux amid the ruins, strengthens them as they go 
forth as wayfarers, still searching” (Desmond 80).  Therefore, the reader is compelled to take an act of faith in the 
possibility of God’s hidden grace working in the novel, similar to the act of faith required to believe in God’s hidden 
presence in the Eucharist.  

Jean-Paul Sartre once thought that Hell was other people.  On the contrary, Percy seems to suggest that Hell is 
the inability to truly commune with others and the failure to escape one’s self-enclosed, narcissistic ego.  While this 
interpersonal sharing can remain on only a human level, it ultimately reflects the essential qualities of the Eucharist.  
Percy’s novel takes on a new life when interpreted in light of the Eucharist — an object of longing, the experience 
of ultimate intersubjectivity, an empowering presence, and the anticipation of heavenly glory all bound up in the 
hidden grace of God at work in the world.  To Percy, it is precisely this Catholic sacramental imagination that is 
the “visible and invisible realities, expressed in concrete signs and actions, against which all of his created images 
of community are to be measured” (Desmond 11).  Yet there still remains much to be explored, especially how a 
Eucharistic hermeneutic can be applied to Percy’s other works such as Lancelot or Love in the Ruins.  Furthermore, 
a deeper understanding of Percy’s work with language and semiology could help better understand the meaning of 
the Eucharist as a sign and background for his ontology.  In addition, a Eucharistic hermeneutic also prompts the 
Catholic to reflect again on the inexhaustible depth of the sacrament and how one can best represent the Catholic 
tradition in a sometimes overtly hostile Postmodern intellectual climate.  How can Catholics use the insights of 
Percy’s literary works to better dialogue with the contemporary Church so that the Eucharist again becomes, in 
the words of the Catechism of the Catholic Church, “the source and summit of the Christian life?” (1324). In the 
end, Percy’s novel prompts a continual dialogue between the Church and culture, and between Christianity and 
Postmodernism worthy of further exploration.
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Second Place

“The Theological Implications of Gender-Neutral Language in Biblical 
Translations”

by 
Kevin Magas

“In reality the first duty of a translator, “claimed Jacques Maritain, the great French Catholic philosopher, in a 
letter to Pope Paul VI in 1965, “who is not a traitor, is always … but especially when one is dealing with an inspired 
text or a liturgical text, to respect the word that was chosen by the author … and to use the exact equivalent to it, 
even at the price of obscurity” because it is “the shadow borne, upon our human language, of the grandeur of things 
divine” (qtd. in Hitchcock xxxiii).  Indeed, while fidelity to the original remains the primary goal of any translator, 
the translator of the Christian sacred text bears greater responsibility and pressure in light of the nature of the Bible 
as the revealed Word of God.  However, this task becomes even more complicated when balanced with the concerns 
and sensitivities of historically marginalized groups such as women.  Part of the feminist concern in challenging 
patriarchal discourse and cultural assumptions stems from the notion that these disparities are inherent in the 
structure of language itself.  Consequently, as Dr. Manfred Hauke notes, feminists have advocated for “inclusive 
language” so that they would be “included, integrated, in the sense of being (at least) no less visibly reflected in the 
language than men” (219).  In order to “change this societal androcentrism” where the “linguistic standard is based 
on the male,” one “must also restructure the language” (220).  As a result, according to Charles Bressler, feminists 
have provided “models to challenge the dominant discourse”; for example, Monique Wittig’s process called the 
lesbianization of language “involves experimenting and hoping to eliminate pronouns and nouns … that reflect 
gender” whereas Helene Cixous’ methodology “embraces the creation of a female language, l’ecriture feminine, to open 
phallogocentric discourse to both sexes” (183). Despite the relative merit of these methodologies and their witness 
to female subjectivity, the use of gender-neutral or “inclusive” language in biblical translations does not amount to 
a simple substitution.  Instead, the implementation of gender-neutral language can alter the meaning of particular 
passages and inadvertently distance the reader from an appreciation of the original text.  Therefore, debate on the 
accuracy of gender-neutral Bible translations such as the New Revised Standard Version (NRSV) rages unabated, 
revealing the problem’s continuing theological and pastoral relevance. While the incorporation of gender-neutral 
language into biblical translations may seem like a favorable solution to pastorally address women’s concerns for 
inclusion into biblical and theological discourse, the negative implication of obscuring the received Christian tradition 
outweighs the perceived immediate benefits.

The attempt to eliminate masculine pronouns in order to satisfy the demands of inclusive language can inhibit 
the personal application of certain scriptural passages addressed to the individual believer.  The Revised Standard 
Version, sans inclusive language, renders the text of John 13:23 as “Jesus answered him: ‘If a man loves me, he will 
keep my word, and my Father will love him, and we will come and make our home with him.’”  On the contrary, 
the New Revised Standard version, in an attempt to render the text in inclusive language, replaces the masculine 
pronouns so that the text reads, “those who love me will keep my word, and my Father will love them, and we will 
come and make our home with them.” While on a superficial level this may seem like a harmless substitution, Dr. 
Wayne Grudem notes that the problem lies in that Jesus did not speak with plural pronouns but singulars because 
he “wanted to specify that he and the Father would come and dwell with an individual believer [sic]” (28).  Thus, 
Grudem feels that the NRSV translation has “lost that emphasis because the plural pronouns ‘those’ and ‘them’ 
indicate a group of people — perhaps a Church”; consequently, the “words of Jesus have been unnecessarily changed 
in translation, and the meaning is different” (28).  Similar to the effect rendered by pluralizing the text, the second-
person incorporation of “you” can lead to an equally confusing ambiguity.  Through the elimination of the masculine 
pronoun “he” the text of Revelation 3:20 becomes “I will come in to you, and eat with you, and you with me” 
(NRSV).  Even though this may seem to support an individual application of the text read in isolation, Grudem’s 
exegesis notes that the “’you’ in context refers to the whole church, and the individual application of a familiar verse 
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is lost” (28).  Certainly it may be argued that failing to incorporate inclusive language hinders women’s capacity 
to identify with and personally apply a scripture passage because they fail to identify with masculine pronouns.  
Nevertheless, the masculine pronouns still retain the possibility of being interpreted in an individual context, whereas 
a reader unfamiliar with the original text would be unable to distinguish between passages that were intended for 
personal application to an individual believer and those addressed to groups as a result of pluralization. In short, 
the departure in meaning combined with “the alteration in flavor and tone of the entire Bible” necessarily leads 
to a “significant loss in the Bible’s emphasis of God relating to a specific, individual person” and thereby sacrifices 
theological content at the bequest of ideological manipulation (Grudem 28).  

In addition to the modification of theological meaning caused by pronoun substitution, the replacing of “man” 
with “humanity” likewise distances the reader from the original text by obscuring Christian doctrines drawn from 
the scriptures.  Perhaps most prominently, the change in the text of Genesis 1:27 alters the crucial understanding of 
Christian anthropology.  The more literal Revised Standard Version renders the text as “God created man (ha-‘adam) 
in his image, in the image of God he created him; male and female he created them.”  The New Revised Standard 
Version’s inclusive alteration into “God created humankind in his image” quite simply does not mean the same as 
the original.  Hebrew scholar Paul Mankowski S.J. claims that this confuses the matter because “a kind (or a race) is 
a collectivity but man is a unity” (8).  The Hebrew word for man, ha’-adam, expresses the Christian anthropological 
notion of the original unity of the two-in-one which becomes realized in two ways, male and female, zakar and 
neqebah (8). Even though feminists may claim that the passage means that only males are made in the image and 
likeness of God, the Hebrew concept expressed inherently implies inclusivity.

 Without knowledge of the Hebrew, the implied concept of sexual complementarity is likewise lost.  Furthermore, 
“humankind” begins in the following verse to “be fruitful and multiply” which is “carefully preserved as a distinct 
event from the creation of the two-in-one” so that “even if Adam died companionless,” God “could not be said to 
have created human-kind in these circumstances” (8).  Clearly, to state that a collectivity is what bears the image and 
likeness of God implies something far different from stating that man as a unity in his very nature reflects the image 
and likeness of God; the former implies God’s image is found only in a social, abstract category, whereas the latter 
suggests this image is found in the personal and individual. 

Similar to the change in the meaning of theological anthropology, the elimination of the word “man” denies 
the concept of corporate personality central to scriptural thinking about redemption.  Br. Chrysostom Castel, 
O.C.S.O, asserts that the generic-singular form of man that is frequently employed throughout Scripture is “not 
only inclusive of both sexes” but also functions at “a deeper level as an archetypal symbol of the Universal Man” 
(190).  Consequently, the concept of the Universal Man highlights the corporate personality of the Bible, “wherein 
the single individual mystically embodies the whole people, nation, or entire human race” (190). In his first Letter 
to the Corinthians 15:21-49, Paul elaborates on this theology through a comparison of the “first and Second Adam,” 
demonstrating that both figures archetypally represent the entire human race; Adam, in its departure into sin, and 
Christ, in the redemption offered for all (190). The word “man” is, therefore, far from arbitrary.  Rather, it acts as a 
key to provide access to an entire hermeneutical tradition present within scripture itself.  Yet could this tradition still 
be accessed if the word man was replaced with “person”?  If Romans 5:15 read “if by that one person’s transgression 
the many died, how much more did the grace of God and the gracious gift of the one person Jesus Christ overflow 
for the many,” (RNAB) the Pauline theology of redemption is lost.  For, as Mankowski highlights, the “point is not 
that one person (one individual, one personal existent) was the source of sin and death and one person is the source 
of grace, but that both events are effective … through one man” (9).  In other words, the individual notion of person 
fails to embody the collective identity necessary for the universal salvation Christ purchased for the entire human 
race.  Furthermore, “person” has its own unique philosophical and theological connotations alien to the text, easily 
confused with applications to “person” of the Trinity which thereby introduces an anachronism into Paul’s thinking 
(9).  Such confusion and cloudiness can be avoided through a more faithful adherence to the original.  It thus appears 
that the language of “man” remains inseparably bound to the theological concept it expresses, and a careless severance 
irreparably harms the received Scriptural tradition of redemption.

Furthermore, the use of inclusive language distances the reader from a Christological interpretation of Scripture 
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by obscuring the typological tradition and subsequent Patristic exegesis.  In the Christian tradition, the Old 
Testament is read in light of the New as the New Testament is likewise prefigured in universal signs or “types” present 
in the Old Testament.  For instance, the High Priest Melchizedek who gives Abraham bread and wine serves as the 
preemptive “type” for Christ, the ultimate High Priest who nourishes all his people with his very body and blood 
under the appearance of bread and wine.  Similar typological interpretations abound throughout the psalms.  The 
inclusive language version of the Grail Psalter translates the first psalm by replacing man with “happy indeed are 
those who follow the counsel of the wicked.” Nevertheless, this pluralizing closes off the possibilities entertained by 
Patristic exegesis that this passage echoes a Christological type.  Origen proclaimed, “what better beginning for the 
Psalter than this prophecy and this praise of the Perfect Man in the Savior” (qtd. in Castel 181).  Eusebius similarly 
notes that “this psalm concerns Him who is the ‘Bridegroom’ of his Church” while Augustine proclaims that in 
this psalm “Jesus Christ ‘had not gone off following the way of the Wicked One,’ He refused an earthly kingdom, 
while the Rebel had wanted to raise his throne in the North” (181).  A consonant stream of Patristic exegesis follows 
from the reading of similar Messianic psalms, prompting the U.S. Bishops to limit the use of inclusive language 
because “special care should be observed in the translation of these texts so that the Christological meaning is not 
lost” (33).  Certainly it is true that biblical interpreters have disagreed about which passages constitute Christological 
meanings; however, Mankowski notes that “even if the case for Christological interpretation is put at its weakest, the 
fact remains that not all translations are equally revelatory of the various possibilities of interpretation” (10).  While 
the non-inclusive passages need not compel a Christological interpretation, they certainly allow for it, whereas a 
pluralized inclusive version fails to preserve multiple layers of meaning and interpretation.  The reader, then, becomes 
hermetically sealed off from theological traditions of interpretation present both in the early church as well as in the 
New Testament itself.

In the end, these reasons may still be seen as theological quibbles in light of the pressing pastoral concerns to 
address the sensitivities of women’s concerns for inclusion.  Perhaps some may say that what is lost through the 
pluralization and substitution of “humankind” can be explained in catechesis; after all, a sermon on how the passages 
apply to the individual believer, the meaning behind Christian anthropology, or the prefigurement of Christ in the 
Old Testament seems to allow one to present both the integrity of the theological method in addition to appearing 
pastorally sensitive.  Nevertheless, if we are willing to take the time to catechize about the meaning behind inclusive 
language, why not simply explain that the biblical language used is inherently inclusive and was not intended to 
exclude women?  It would be simplistic to assume that the generic sense has really been lost in common speech and 
the “language of the pews” simply because it has been ideologically frowned upon in academia.  Such an assumption 
remains inconclusive and contested both on linguistic and sociological grounds.  What about those women and 
men who already perceive language to be inherently inclusive? Might not their experience of Christian worship or 
encounter with the Bible then focus them on a feminist ideological agenda instead of raising their hearts and minds to 
God?  Perhaps, then, rather than manipulate and distance ourselves from the text we should, as Mankowski suggests, 
“trust in the natural linguistic intuition of its hearers to find the intended meaning” (11). Such a brief exploration 
leaves questions unanswered and prompts many more, compelling a further investigation into the relationship 
between linguistics and theology as well as between gender and the nature of God.  Does the issue simply depend 
on the context and audience the Scripture is addressed to?  Must all theological discourse be inherently political in 
motivation?  These questions and others suggest the complexity and universal scope of an issue which, despite one’s 
ideological and theological leanings, demands pastoral prudence and careful meditation.  
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Third Place

“The Relevance and Vitality of Global Public Broadcasting”
by 

Alex Veeneman

It’s 5:45 on a Wednesday morning in January. My phone rings. “Hi, is this Alex?” a woman asks. Her name was 
Alicia and she works as a producer for the British Broadcasting Corporation’s World Service radio network in London. 
She called me because I was invited to participate in an editorial meeting for their “World Have Your Say” program. 
Over the next hour, I heard many ideas, all inspired, different, and fascinating. The passion was there: I could hear 
it in the production team. The BBC, which operates radio and television services in the UK and internationally, is a 
public broadcaster, partially paid for by the British taxpayer. I believe the BBC and other public broadcasters, such as 
PBS, NPR, and CBC Radio-Canada, serve more relevance and vitality than the commercial competition. 
 In public broadcasting, one gets to see ideas that haven’t been seen in commercial broadcasting. They are 
inspired and innovative, unlike most of the commercial competition, such as MTV, Fox, and NBC, which recycles 
old ideas. This creativity in public broadcasting is at an all time high even though the recent economic downturn 
has significantly impacted the operations of most public broadcasters. Government and corporate funding to help 
these networks has been cut and necessary grants have been too, most notably funding for a grant from the U.S. 
Department of Agriculture assisting public television stations in rural areas of the United States amidst the transition 
from an analog signal to a digital signal has not been included in the Administration’s proposed FY 2011 budget.  
         “While all the primary transmitters have now been converted, there are a lot of translators (small transmitters 
that rebroadcast the signal) that have not been converted and many stations still need to convert their studios and 
production equipment,” says Gary Allan, who works for the USDA agency that oversees the program. “It is a long 
road from there to the final budget.” 
          Yet, Allan tells me that under similar circumstances, funding was restored in the FY 2010 budget passed by 
Congress, and the same thing may happen this year. In addition, Public TV’s commercial counterparts can pull in a 
profit, causing skepticism as to whether public broadcasting can still be a useful tool.  
            Craig Curtis is program director for KPCC-FM, an affiliate of National Public Radio based in Pasadena, 
California. He’s managed both commercial and public radio and has been through previous economic downturns. 
“NPR is a critical part of what we do,” Curtis says. “Our audience consists of lifelong learners with interests in many 
fields, and they are curious about the world. As new technology and social media changes, we haven’t run away from 
it.” Curtis adds that the team has “embraced it and developed new ways for listeners to enjoy KPCC.” Curtis believes 
that if there were no enjoyable content, public radio would be out of business.

“NPR has had increased listenership over the last few years,” says Steve Young, the program director of WCAI, 
the WGBH Educational Foundation’s NPR affiliate in Cape Cod, Massachusetts, “and public radio is by far the most 
trusted of journalistic media”, Young adds. 
  “Building relationships and engaging in two-way communication with our audience is imperative,” says 
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Chantal Bernard, who lives in Halifax, in the Canadian province of Nova Scotia, and works for the CBC in the area. 
“When I do work with CBC whether that be through program promotion, outreach events, or other initiatives that 
reach out to the community, my goal is always to connect new and existing audience to relevant quality Canadian 
programming.” Bernard adds that feedback received “is important in shaping how we do our work both at a 
programming and communications level.” 
         Yet, when I look at public broadcasting, I see more than just the creativity and the content. I see the passion 
of the men and women who work in such a field. In fact, a number of my good friends work in public broadcasting, 
not only in the U.S. but internationally. Their passion helps aid the goals of the organization for listeners/viewers to 
get through the day with all the information and entertainment they need. Those who work in it in every country of 
the world, whether it be at the BBC, student radio, NPR, the CBC, or any other organization, should all be honored 
and take pride in knowing that many a person finds comfort with the superb quality of work that is made, day in and 
day out. 
       Their passion remains important to me, as it’s the only unique broadcasting that exists anymore. Even 
though public broadcasting has been heavily criticized, it is wrongly assumed by many that public broadcasting is a 
worthless waste of time, attention, and finances. Specifically in this country, I notice that many less are interested in 
the welfare of public broadcasting. Rather, I see more people financing the commercial sector, solely because they are 
interested in the unnecessary, crude, and disgraceful antics of the Jersey Shore cast. This disappoints me tremendously.

I’ve supported public broadcasting for many years. As a child, I watched Sesame Street and other content that 
PBS produced. I didn’t know it then, but I knew it would benefit me, like other Americans who watched with their 
children. It would help me in school, help me understand the basics of modern living, and give me a head start in 
preparing for my future. Now, through programs like All Things Considered, the BBC’s Newshour, Morning Edition, 
Nova, Frontline, American Experience, Masterpiece, and PBS’ Newshour, public broadcasting on all fronts has helped 
me as an individual. I’ve been entertained, informed, inspired, and successful because of the help that I’ve been given 
from this reliable tool.

 Public broadcasting is the only tool that can teach and entertain the wider world. Its work is valued, 
necessary, and relevant in these modern times, which sometimes appear quite bleak. It is necessary to ensure these 
times aren’t bleak, and if they are it is necessary to correct it, either temporarily or permanently. Public broadcasting 
can do that, and I believe in it for that. The time is now. The decision is ultimately yours.
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Honorable Mention

“Training our Criminal Justice Professionals”
by

Artrina Slabich

 In the United States, there are approximately 75 million individuals at a time with a diagnosable mental illness.  
This is a little less than a quarter of our population (McGrath, 2011).  In essence, if a police officer pulls over an 
individual for erratic driving on the highway, there is a one out of four chance that the individual has some sort of 
mental illness, which they may or may not be treated for.  In this instance, the officer is putting his/her life on the line 
simply by not knowing the impulsivity of the individual.  

So let’s say the individual from the previous situation assaults the officer and is convicted then sentenced for 
his attack at the local jail.  He was not sent to a mental health facility, and due to jail and prison overcrowding will 
most likely not receive the professional psychiatric assistance he needs.  The lack of treatment and harsh conditions 
of prison life are ultimately too much to handle, and the individual’s mental health slowly deteriorates so that upon 
release, he is in worse shape than he was going in.  This is a sad situation, but it is a primary example of what happens 
all too frequently in the criminal justice system.  With the special needs of some offenders, police and correctional 
officers alike need more training in order to deal with mentally ill offenders.  The treatment of these offenders is not at 
its best simply because criminal justice professionals are not all trained to the full capacity in order to understand the 
warning signs and proper ways to deal with a mentally ill offender.

In July 2009, a thirty-seven year old man was tasered in a store bathroom after not obeying store personnel or 
local police authorities when they told him to come out of the restroom.  He had been in the restroom for more 
than an hour when police knocked down the door, used pepper spray to tame the man, and then applied a Taser to 
ultimately subdue him.  He was taken in to the police station on account of disorderly conduct, where he showed his 
card saying he was deaf.  It was later discovered he was not only deaf but had the diminished mental capacity equal 
to a ten-year old. He was released once this information came out, but the officers stuck to their belief that the man 
was dangerous since he had, of all things, an umbrella.  The man, Antonio Love, later told the media that he had an 
upset stomach, which is why he was in the bathroom so long (theGrio, 2009).  It is understandable that the officers 
may have feared for their lives, but the extent to which they harmed the man was uncalled for.  Police are supposed 
to “serve and protect,” but with less knowledge being given to them about the mentally ill, they cannot be properly 
prepared for situations with this population.

Some situations can be extreme, such as the Antonio Love story, but many individuals that violate the law are 
mentally ill.  The de-institutionalization of the 20th century has had a huge impact on the way the United States deals 
with the mentally ill.  In the 1950s, medications for the mentally ill began to increase in popularity and the belief 
changed to the idea that the community could then care for the mentally ill instead of putting them in a large mental 
institution.  Former President Jimmy Carter shared the view when he stated, “the objective is maintaining the greatest 
degree of freedom, self-determination, autonomy, dignity, and integrity of body, mind, and spirit for the individual 
while he or she participates in treatment or receives services” (Torrey, 1997). The issue with this is then that the 
communities did not take the responsibility of caring for these individuals, and they were left on their own without 
the much needed help.  With the de-institutionalization locking the doors of almost all psychiatric treatment facilities, 
the mentally ill were left alone to face their disabilities.  Losing guidance, they began to break laws since they do not 
understand the consequences, ultimately increasing the chances of coming in contact with an officer.

Police officers understand there are a remarkable number of disorders that citizens are facing, but in any given 
situation of confrontation or arrest there is the possibility that the individual will turn and become violent and 
unpredictable.  Not knowing if the individual has a weapon can be a danger to the officers.  More training, therefore, 
needs to be added to the requirements of the officers.  Just a few weeks ago, San Francisco officers found that their 
training to deal with the mentally ill will be scaled back from forty hours yearly to just twenty-four for financial 
reasons.  This comes as a shock and disappointment, especially after two mentally disabled men have been shot and 
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killed by officers already this year (Carroll, 2011).  The economy may be going through an extremely rough time right 
now, but if training is cut, more innocent lives may be lost.  If anything, training should be increased.  This way less 
mentally ill individuals will be hurt by officers, increasing public opinion of the police.

So if police cannot continue their training of how to deal properly with the mentally ill, where do they go next?  
Prison. The largest mental facilities in the United States are New York’s Riker’s Island, Cook County Jail and Los 
Angeles County Jail (UPI, 2010). With the increasing number of individuals incarcerated who do have a diagnosable 
mental illness, more education and focus needs to be given to the individuals who deal with this population on a 
daily basis.  Those mentally ill inmates may not have certain privileges that they need, such as regular psychiatric 
evaluation, proper therapy, or rehabilitative conditions.  In some prisons, inmates may not see a psychiatrist face to 
face but actually through a computer program such as Skype (McGrath, 2011). This lack of personal communication 
can be detrimental to an inmate instead of helpful.  The inmate does not feel the compassion of another human 
being, which can be such an important part of improving the status of one with a mental illness.

At Stateville Correctional Facility, the average annual cost to keep an inmate is $32,693 (IDOC, 2011).  Because 
each individual costs so much and the budget is so low, the mentally ill population is not given the care that they so 
desperately need.  While not all parameters are given as to what money is allotted for what services, the strategy of 
simply training more correctional officers can be beneficial to the prisoners.  If a guard can understand exactly what 
the individual is going through, he/she can possibly comfort the individual more to decrease the prisoner’s hostility 
and improve jail/prison conditions.

It is important to note that the incarcerated population in prison should not be rewarded or serve their time 
lightly, but more consideration must be given to the special needs population within prisons.  If an individual 
becomes hostile because of their mental illness and surrounding conditions, he/she may harm other prisoners or even 
prison employees.  Correctional facilities need to implement more specialized training for their employees in order to 
better understand the individuals they are working with to provide a safer environment for all.

With the number of individuals committing crimes and the staggering number of these individuals with mental 
disorders, our police force and correctional officers must be provided with more information on how to deal with the 
mentally ill.  If they are unprepared, innocent people may get hurt and lives may even be lost.  There is no easy way 
to specifically prevent this population from committing crimes, and until the economy improves and more mental 
institutions can get rebuilt, a temporary fix will have to do.  In the future, hopefully individuals with special needs 
can be helped before they commit crimes, but if they end up breaking the law, our law enforcers will need to be 
readily prepared.
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Honorable Mention

“the eFFeCt oF Whey Protein suPPleMentation 
on stiMulation oF sKeletal MusCle hyPertroPhy”

by
John Avila

The seemingly innate desire to achieve a muscular physique has lead to an abundance of dietary supplements 
designed to enhance the results produced from resistance training. In order for resistance training to prove effective, 
the muscles must be immersed in an anabolic environment (Hulmi et al., 2010). If the rate of muscle protein synthesis 
exceeds the degree of muscle protein breakdown, the net protein balance is said to be positive and hypertrophy can 
occur (Hulmi et al., 2010). A review of whey protein, a common dietary supplement, was carried out in an attempt to 
analyze the benefits and potential risks derived from its chronic ingestion.

Whey protein has proven superior to other forms of protein supplementation, such as casein or soy, in its ability 
to elicit stimulation of muscle hypertrophy (Tang et al., 2009). A variety of commercially available whey protein 
supplements exist, varying in price and method of production. However, the difference in gastric emptying rates 
for whey protein hydrolysate, isolate, and concentrate proved insignificant (Calbet and Holst, 2004). As long as 
the residual nutrient content of the whey supplement remained under 30%, similar intestinal absorption rates and 
subsequent availability of free amino acids to skeletal muscle were generated across all options (Calbet and Holst, 
2004). 

Whey is comprised of a wide variety of protein components derived from bovine milk and b-lactoglobulin has 
proven to be the most abundant (D’Amato et al., 2009). This molecule comprises 55% of the protein content in 
whey and gives whey the high leucine levels absent in other fractions of protein (D’Amato et al., 2009). Research has 
suggested it is the high leucine content of whey that gives it an advantage over other supplements in eliciting muscle 
hypertrophy.

Supplementation of whey protein has shown to increase type-I, type-IIa, and type-IIx myofiber cross-sectional 
area greater than a carbohydrate control (Cribb et al., 2007). This increase in muscle mass was achieved even in the 
presence of a high habitual protein diet, likely a result of the enhanced leucine content present in whey. The severity of 
delayed-onset muscle soreness and level of fatigue following intense resistance exercise were also reduced in response 
to whey protein ingestion at the conclusion of the exercise (Yoshiharu et al., 2006; Buckley et al., 2008). 

A protein mediated insulin response was shown to occur with the combination of whey protein supplementation 
and resistance exercise (Power et al., 2009). Whey protein hydrolysate was more effective in generating a post-exercise 
insulinotropic response than whey isolate due to the greater levels of phenylalanine present in whey hydrolysate 
(Power et al., 2009). These findings suggest a clinical benefit of whey protein use in treatment of type-II diabetes. 

As suggested earlier, the underlying mechanism through which whey supplementation exerts the majority of its 
effect is related to its high leucine content. Leucine was implicated in a cascade involving the mammalian target of 
rapamycin, that ultimately generates the phosphorylation of ribosomal protein S6 kinase and an increased affinity 
of eukaryotic initiation factor 4E for eukaryotic initiation factor 4G (Anthony et al., 2000).  The increase in affinity 
between the two eukaryotic initiation factors and the phosphorylation of ribosomal protein S6 kinase allowed for 
increased translation of transcripts coding for enzymes involved in muscle protein synthesis (Anthony et al., 2000). 
The upregulated transcript levels of cyclin-dependent kinase 2, generated in response to whey protein ingestion 
following resistance exercise, complemented the increase in rates of translation initiation generated by leucine (Hulmi 
et al., 2009). 

A well understood hypothesis that high protein diets decrease bone material density, leaving the individual 
more susceptible to osteoporosis and bone fractures, stands to overshadow all the proposed benefits of whey protein 
supplementation. Fortunately, the cornerstone marker of this hypothesis, a decreased bone material density for 
individuals consuming a high protein diet, did not present itself in actual human models (Kerstetter et al., 2003). In 
fact, the opposite held true, revealing a positive correlation between high protein diets and increased bone material 
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density (Kerstetter et al., 2003). 
The benefits of whey protein supplementation are vast, ranging from increased skeletal muscle hypertrophy to 

possible applications in treatment of type-II diabetes. More research is necessary to further describe the extent to 
which whey exerts its effect on cellular mechanisms.  Through this research, the exact requirements to stimulate 
the greatest muscle hypertrophy will be described and, more importantly, potential therapeutic benefits of whey 
supplementation may be revealed. 
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Faculty, Staff, and Alumni Research Report
First Place

“laBeling seCond language learners: teaCher/adMinistrator intent, student 
PerCePtions, and MoVing toWard Consensus and PositiVe laBeling”

by
Jasmine Pacheco

Having read much about teaching second-language writers and academic discourse communities, I have become 
interested in the variety of labels used to categorize second language writers and wonder what students’ perceptions 
are about those labels. Some argue that labels are used only as categorizing mechanisms that have no intent to 
discriminate, but students have their own perceptions and reactions to the labels used to categorize them. As stated 
by Spack, “[Second language] writers are remarkably diverse, and thus no one label can accurately capture their 
heterogeneity” (qtd. in Cox, Jordan, and Ortmeier-Hooper xv).We need to discuss the labels we use, analyze their 
use, and work toward creating positive labels that students feel more comfortable with. Ena Lee describes the possible 
negative consequences of the proliferation of English when she asserts, “Literature has brought to light how the global 
spread of English has led to growing social inequalities amongst the world’s citizens” (Lee 95). Marshall believes 
that target learners in academic communities are still idealized native speakers, despite the multiculturalism seen in 
classes across universities. The label ESL is and was primarily used to categorize and talk about students, but over 
time it has developed negative connotations: “ESL is not only a linguistic state, a course, an abbreviation, appreciated 
by many, disliked by others; it is also as an institutional and learner identity that some students associate with 
nonacceptance, deficit, and even nonrecognition of their multilingual and multicultural knowledge and competence” 
(Marshall 51). Students often misinterpret what labels mean and take offense to labels. They recognize labels on a 
continuum in terms of strong or weak language abilities and feel insecure about their writing abilities using their 
second language (Costino and Hyon 63). The ESL label can be seen as a term that locates deficit in students: “For 
students summoned to this position, it may stereotype them and limit their possibilities” (Waterstone 54). According 
to Waterstone, despite criticisms concerning the negative connotations associated with ESL, ESL remains a major 
category for organizing students in academic discourses. Teachers too sometimes heavily rely on labels that can instill 
inaccurate predictions about their students. According to Pavlenko and Blackledge, language choices and attitudes are 
inseparable from political arrangements in all multilingual contexts and settings. The variety of multilingual contexts 
and range of identities available to second language students are available due to globalization, media, consumerism, 
transnational migration, and other global factors. Severino describes that the college population is becoming more 
and more multicultural, and it is becoming difficult to tell a mainstream student from a multilingual student. This 
causes difficulty in characterizing what types of traits multilingual students will express since their strengths and 
weaknesses can vary depending on their first language background, when they began studying their second language, 
what types of instruction they received in their first and second languages, and other variables. Because of this 
confusion, it is very important that we reexamine how we label multilingual students. Language and identity can 
either constrain or enable students. 

Issues of identity are common in nontraditional students such as multilingual students (Waterstone 57). Giddens 
believes that second language students are positioned in academic discourses and are constantly negotiating with 
languages and identities in the university (qtd. in Waterstone 54). When students are labeled or categorized a certain 
way, they are forced to either accept or reject the positions teachers and administrators make available to them. 
Waterstone makes the distinction that there are links between identity and academic literacy for second language 
writers: “By effectively marginalizing and silencing students through discursive identity constructions of the Other, 
classrooms become, as Lin (2001) observes, ‘a key site for the reproduction of social identities and unequal relations 
of power’” (qtd. in Lee 102). This lowers classroom participation and causes silence and insecurities. Hooks argues 
that “underrepresented students must be brought to voice in order to resist the structural inequalities that put them 
at a disadvantage” (qtd. in Cox, Jordan, and Ortmeier-Hooper xix). As stated by Waterstone, student identity is 
constructed in the process of writing. Lee believes that “student identities are in constant construction via second 
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language classroom discourses and practices” (91). Creating an “other” has consequences, and the ESL label has made 
students and some scholars feel that second language students have a deficit that needs fixing. For some students, 
feelings of shame and embarrassment can arise as a result of being labeled as an “other.” It is a struggle when identity 
options are forced on students or devalued, according to Pavlenko and Blackledge (1-2). 

One factor that can help students feel comfortable with labels and specifically with choosing classes is the ability 
to choose whether they take ESL or mainstream classes.  Student writing program placement is very important in 
the ESL field. Placing students in ESL classes as opposed to mainstream classes is a significant area of debate in the 
discipline. According to Costino and Hyon, some advocate for the combination of second language students and 
mainstream students in one class while others see a need to create separate parallel classes specifically for second 
language students (64). In either case, the classes should be credit bearing, even if they are designated as ESL classes. 
If they are forced into a class they are offended or embarrassed by, they might suffer academically. According to 
Costino and Hyon, even the way that writing programs name classes can cause students to avoid the course (64). 

Just some of the labels used to describe a multilingual writer include ESL student, ESL writer, ESL learner, 
ESL, LEP, EFL, ELL, ESOL, bilingual, nonnative English speaker (NNES), L2, and Generation 1.5. Research has 
found that some of the labels that students have positive connotations for are the following: native English speaker, 
bilingual, and multilingual. Some of the labels with negative connotations include ESL and ESL student. English as 
a Second Language Speaker and English Language Learner are terms described as having both positive and negative 
reactions from students (Costino and Hyon 70). Having so many different labels concerning second language writers 
can create difficulty in researching the second language composition field. Labels are always being created and 
changed in hopes of being politically correct and not offending anyone. Labeling in general is not necessarily negative, 
but because sometimes students are unfamiliar with the labels we use, or because they sometimes have negative 
connotations for the labels used to categorize them, change needs to occur to show our commitment to welcome and 
embrace multilingual writers. 

Labels can be incorrect/ limiting/marginalizing and can stereotype. The labels we use are overly simplistic and 
do not recognize the complexity of second language students. These labels have powerful effects. Marshall explains 
that students that are labeled ESL may actually use English as a third or fourth language instead of a second language 
like the label describes. The label might not even be representative of what students identify themselves as, which can 
cause students to hesitate when deciding to enroll in ESL or mainstream composition classes. 

There are other labels that can be analyzed. It would be interesting to explore how other nontraditional students 
feel about being labeled, or even discover how native speakers respond to being labeled. Looking forward, we need 
to expand possibilities in the classroom to multilingual writers and other nontraditional students through careful 
consideration of teaching practices and by thinking of ways for our practices to enable students instead of silencing 
them. We need to recognize and commit to the diverse identities of second language students and what they bring to 
the classroom, such as social, linguistic, and cultural knowledge. Being aware of this information can be extremely 
beneficial to teachers. Teachers and administrators should avoid labels that students are unfamiliar with or labels 
for which students have negative connotations. Labeling can be seen as a positive act and can be used to celebrate 
multilingual writers and all of the knowledge and experiences they bring to the classroom.  

Since composition teachers often encounter multilingual students in their classrooms and frequently use the 
labels surrounding multilingual writers, it is necessary that teachers have a clear understanding about second language 
students and their needs, which are different from mainstream students. Teachers must be aware of the needs, 
strengths, and weaknesses multilingual students have, and the variables that alter these characteristics. Only a small 
percentage of teachers have backgrounds or experience working with multilingual students, which is alarming because 
all writing teachers work with multilingual students. Teachers should be offered training and/or workshops to better 
prepare them to work with and understand the multilingual writers in their classes. Luckily, we are moving forward. 
Canagarajah and Gilyard have noted the shift from “considering linguistically diverse students to be deficient 
communicators to considering them fully capable of bridging differences between home and academic varieties” 
(qtd. in Cox, Jordan, and Ortmeier-Hooper xviii). Teachers need to be sensitive to multilingual writers. As Cummins 
suggests, “Schools should become more active in recognizing, challenging, and reversing social inequality, shifting in 
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the process from ‘coercive’ to ‘collaborative relations of power’” (qtd. in Pavlenko and Blackledge 15). Labeling does 
not have to be seen as negative. Labeling can be a way of celebrating diversity and finding a way to find support for 
multilingual students.
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Second Place

“Prayer and Meditation: Learning How Not to Bother God”
by

Dr. George Miller

[P]rayer entails a multitude of forms and aims. A recovering alcoholic reciting the Serenity Prayer, a 
Catholic nun telling her beads, a child crossing himself before a meal, a quaking Shaker, a meditating yogini, 
a Huichol Indian chewing a peyote button, a Zen monk in satori, a Lubavitcher dancing with the Torah, 
Saint Francis receiving the stigmata, a bookie crossing his fingers before the final race, Ebenezer Scrooge 
pleading for just one more chance.1

I am not suggesting God has more important things to do than to answer our prayers. What I am saying is that 
the number of requests coming in might seem like She’s being besieged by a pack of rapacious telemarketers.  You’ve 
got to think about all the telemarketing prayers from this planet alone, plus if there is life on other planets in the 
universe or if there are parallel universes, the influx must be enormous, especially without secretarial help, even for 
a divine mind to fathom.  And I don’t know whether it’s really proper to importune God anyway.  There should be 
some filter preventing frivolous prayers from getting to God, much as there are procedures for preventing frivolous 
lawsuits from going to trial. That filter, I suggest, is yogic meditation. What I am suggesting is that before we pray we 
might want to meditate. My ideas about meditation are inspired by The Yoga Sutras by Patanjali (500-200 BCE2), The 
Yoga Hatha Pradipika by Svatmarama (15th century CE), and the Bhagavad-Gītā (500-200 BCE). Though divergent, 
these texts share a common belief that detachment from external and internal distractions opens a pathway to a 
higher sense of sense and communing with the divine.

1 Phillip Zaleski and Carol Zaleski, Prayer: A History (Boston and New York: Houghton Mifflin Company, 2005), p. 10.
2 Highly problematic!
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In Prayer: A History, Philip and Carol Zeleski describe prayer as “at once spiritual and visceral,” stemming “from 
heart and gut as well as head,” a communication with spiritual beings and “a dynamic movement, an incursion into 
spiritual realms.” Prayer has also “been compared to a storm; a conflagration, a nosegay, a picnic in paradise. We 
may also liken it to an athletic event, such as the hurling of a javelin.”3 In prayer, “one may sit, stand, run, kneel, fall 
prostrate, sing, shout, mutter, groan, or keep silent. One may use nuts, beads, books, flags, wheels, shells, stones, 
drums, idols, icons, jewels, incense, flowers, blood, and fruit.”4 

 If prayer is dynamic, yogic meditation is absolute stillness. Body, breath, and mind are absolutely stilled. 
Their absolute stillness is required to allow for the annulment of craving, detachment from the world, and the 
single-pointedness or Ekāgratā (एकाग ्रता) inherent in the highest level of consciousness: Samadhi (समाधि ). Yogic 
meditation effaces both outer and inner distractions. Outer temptations can be thought of as temptations ranging 
from the neighbor bouncing around in a bikini to lusting for fame and fortune on American Idol. Yet the mind 
itself is tumultuous when unrestrained. Imagination never walks but runs wild, and memories materialize when 
least expected. Even if external temptations can be avoided, the rippling mind, the restless mind, produces many 
distractions.

 The idea of “gathering our thoughts” may be applicable to prayer, but is misleading when applied to yogic 
meditation. From the yogic meditative standpoint, thoughts are not gathered and then perhaps synthesized, but 
winnowed and eventually expunged. The constantly whirling mind cannot be quelled without freedom from 
attachment. Breath and mind must quell one another, as Svatmarana asserts: “He who binds the breath, binds the 
mind. He who binds the mind, binds the breath.”5 Restraint of once disparate and once diffuse thoughts focalizes to a 
single point. Only then is the mind prepared to receive the highest reality.

 It is important to understand the nature of the self that dwells in Samadhi. It is not the specific or particular 
self that is still controlled, influenced, and tempted by external and internal distractions. It is the universal self, 
Purusha (परुषु) or Ātman (आत ्मन ्). The single-pointedness of the mind speaks to the absence of those things. 
This is the “I” that is disconnected from and unencumbered by internal and external distractions. Cleared of all 
distractions, this state of mind is like a crystal, as Patanjali asserts: “Just as the natural crystal assumes shapes and 
colors of objects placed near it, so the Yogi’s mind, with its totally weakened modifications, becomes clear and 
balanced and attains the state devoid of differentiation. This culmination of meditation is samadhi.”6 Svatmarama 
describes this reality as “other than void and not void.”7 This might be understood as the mind unseeded with 
memories or expectations, fully immersed in the Now, devoid of the craving and the distractions that are the objects 
of craving. It is a void with respect to distractions but not a void within the presence of the true self.  One of the most 
important yogis of the 20th century, B.K.S. Iyengar describes this enigmatic situation: 

 By profound meditation, the knower, the knowledge, and the known become one. The seer, the sight, and 
the seen have no separate existence from each other. It is like a great musician becoming one with his instrument and 
the music that comes from it. Then, the yogi stands in his own nature and realizes his Self (Ātman), the part of the 
Supreme Soul within himself.8 

 In Samādhi, “the body and mind are at rest” in a sleep-like state while the “faculties of the mind and reason 
are alert” and keenly awake.9 Finally, according to Bhagavad-Gītā, the meditating yogi knows “well the difference 
between work in devotion and work of fruitive results.”10 Those following the consequences of their actions are still 
attached to the world. 

3 Ibid., p. 6.
4 Ibid., p. 10.
5 Savatmarama, The Yoga Hatha Pradipika, trans. Brian Dana Akers (United States: YogaVidya.com: 2002), p. 89.
6 The Yoga Sutras of Patanjali, trans. and commentary by Sri Swami Satchidananda (Yogaville, VI: Integral Yoga Publications, 1978), p. 64.
7 Svatmarama, p.93
8 B.K.S. Iyengar, Light on Yoga (New York: Schocken Books, 1966), p. 22.
9 Ibid,, p. 52.
10 Bhagavad-Gītā As It Is, 2nd ed., trans. A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupāda (Los Angeles: The Bhaktivedanta Book Trust, 1983), p. 165, 
237.
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 Yogic meditation is to be contrasted with even the quietest of prayer, for example, with Quaker “expectant 
waiting” described in the following way: “It is not a time for ‘thinking,’ for deliberate, intellectual exercise. It is a time 
for spiritual receptivity, so it is important not to clog one’s mind with its own busy activities. Nonetheless, thoughts 
will occur in the silence. Some thoughts will be distractions and should be set aside. (Make that shopping list later.) 
”11  In yogic meditation, there is no waiting. Waiting entails looking beyond the Now. If, for example, I am waiting 
for the pizza to be delivered or for the Savior to return, I am looking toward the future rather than focusing on the 
present. Not only must thoughts of busy activities be suspended, but all thinking. Thinking in any shape brings about 
rippling in the mind. Any sort of expectation, of imagining what will take place, results in worry or concern about 
whether this or that will take place. While prayer is predicated on craving for the divine, yogic meditation is the 
cessation of craving. 

Yogic meditation develops a distraction-free, craving-free mind. Like a jewel, the distraction-free, craving-free 
mind reflects the objects around it because of the absence of internal and external distractions. According to Patanjali, 
the way to realize calmness is to cultivate emotions that do not stir up the mind: “friendliness toward the happy, 
compassion for the unhappy, delight in the virtuous, and disregard toward the wicked.”12 Had Scrooge practiced 
yogic meditation, he would no longer crave money and would have had compassion for Bob Cratchit and all the 
Bob Cratchits of the world, and God would have not had to send the three ghosts out on a cold night; the alcoholic 
would lose his craving for alcohol and need not ask God for the serenity he already had; the bookie would no longer 
crave gambling and would finally have compassion for racing horses running on pencil-thin ankles; the Lubavitcher, 
Catholic nun, Shaker, Zen Monk, and Native American would eschew requesting anything from God because they 
would realize they already had what they needed: the divine within. 

As a peak experience, Samadhi cannot be maintained. Yet if even a semblance of Samadhi-like calmness of breath, 
body, and mind impacts our lives, the desire for prayer will be decreased. This is because the settled mind is less 
attached to the world and thus wants little from it. Samadhi is a disclosure of the divine, so why crave for and ask for 
more? Why bother an overworked, underpaid, and underappreciated deity?  The meditating yogi echoes the residents 
of El Dorado in Voltaire’s Candide: “‘We do not pray to Him [God] at all,’” said the reverend sage; “‘we have nothing 
to ask of Him. He has given us all we want, and we give Him thanks incessantly.’”13 The gift of meditation brings us 
the presence of the divine. The more we meditate, the less we have to bother the Almighty about things already given 
to us.

11 Quaker Information Center (http://www.quakerinfo.org/quakerism/worship.html) (accessed 2 November 2010).
12 Patanjali, p. 54.
13 Voltaire, Candide, Literature.org, http://www.literature.org/authors/voltaire/candide/chapter-18.html (accessed 21 November 2010).
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Third Place

“the iMPaCt oF a CatholiC uPBringing on FeMinine identity”
by

Heidi Glogowski

It can hardly be denied that religion, if it is a priority, plays a vital role in shaping one’s identity. Countless 
Catholics can vividly recall their childhoods through the lens of their religion. It is especially thought provoking to 
examine the effect of Catholicism on a particular gender. The expectations that the religion demands from males and 
females are often quite distinct. What follows is a reflection on three narratives found in Marilyn Sewell’s collection 
entitled Resurrecting Grace. They are written by three very different yet interconnected voices. The voices are female, 
and they offer a unique perspective on self-image. After an analysis of their sometimes startling accounts, the paths 
they each take toward enlightenment will be discussed. There seems to be one essential ingredient in a healthy 
Catholic faith:  maturation. All three women tell of the personal struggles they had to trudge through as Catholic 
youth. When they reached adulthood, however, and redefined their spirituality for themselves, they discovered 
something new and affirming. As women, they found relatable figures in religious history that filled them with a quiet 
sense of pride. The Catholic faith, once it is properly cultivated and aligned with personal truths, has an empowering 
effect on female identity. 

The intricacies of Catholicism can be daunting and confounding for anyone, but especially for the young. Mary 
Gordon, author of “Getting Here from There,” came from a pious family and felt she had to live up to her parents’ 
religious standards. The image of a nun in vibrant blue robes, kneeling in prayer, was the only connection she felt 
she had to the faith. She was surrounded by admonitions about the grave importance of entering eternal life. All 
decisions must be made, then, according to how they would affect the final judgment. Her parents, like many others 
at the time, gave Mary the impression that life must be taken very seriously. These warnings seemed to cast a dark 
shadow over every move she made, as if she would be severely punished if she slipped up. Mary observed and mentally 
gathered all of the church rules she could think of and proceeded to point her life in the direction of heaven. She also 
studied biblical passages and the lives of the saints. She came to the conclusion that she had to be saintly. Of course, 
this resulted in a somewhat misinformed sense of spirituality. Mary tried to inflict painful penances on herself, but 
something always interrupted or distracted her, so she felt they were done in vain. What terrified her the most was 
the possibility of martyrdom. Was this expected of her?  She wished to protect herself from this level of religious 
dedication, which burdened her with guilt (Gordon 23). It was when Mary explored the lives of the women saints 
that she became conscious of her real place in the Church. She did not have to be flawless like these heroic women. 
She could simply allow herself to be inspired by them and be aware of the great strength of the female. Moreover, 
she learned that the dreadful Old Testament stories did not speak to her like the words of Jesus did. She writes, “I 
always felt as if the narratives of the Old Testament were accompanied by a kind of rumble. The colors were dark 
and vibrant. I was drawn to them, but I wanted to get away to Jesus and the children” (26). Mary began to acquire 
a more mature faith based on the unconditional love of God rather than the threat of punishment. We can only 
extrapolate from where she left off how her faith progressed beyond this point, but it seems that she was able to shed 
her old, inaccurate beliefs and replace them with healthier ones. Although she looks back on her childhood with 
some bitterness, she recognizes that her religious background was a necessary force in her self-discovery. This fresh 
perspective on the Catholic faith is a prime example of the complicated and potent relationship between religion, 
identity, and personal growth.

“Holiness.  The idea of being consecrated, set apart, of being whole, pure, untainted by anything” (Harrison 
245). This sentiment pondered in “Catherine Means Pure” is what attracted the young Kathryn Harrison to a strict 
religious life. It is also what ultimately caused her to spiral out of control and endanger her own life.  Kathryn’s story 
comes with a twist; her faith was centered on her mother. Named after Saint Catherine, she came into the world 
with a potential burden.  But it was when she reflected on her mother’s perception of her that the dangerous seed that 
had been planted began to sprout. It was apparent to Kathryn that her mother resented her for her weight, so one 
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day she made a promise to herself that she would win her approval by any means necessary. Catholicism offered the 
harsh discipline she sought in order to remake herself. After all, self-torment was the only way to compensate for one’s 
inescapable sinfulness. The drastic actions that Kathryn took were the antithesis of nurturing a healthy self-image. She 
began to store away her weekly Communion hosts instead of eating them in an increasingly desperate effort to lose 
weight. In the drawer where she kept the wafers, she also collected disturbing mementos of her mother. Her mother 
was her God and these were her devotional objects. As she started to experience the effects of starvation, she felt in 
tune with Saint Catherine. She delighted in this secret sense of power. She recalls thinking, “Like Catherine’s, mine 
was not a happiness that others understood, for it was the joy of power, of a private, inhuman triumph. Of a universe-
-my body--utterly subjugated to my will” (247). All the while Kathryn was confident that her goals were justified by 
what she had learned about the Church. She seemed to be completely ignorant of the fact that God did not want her 
to harm herself. She later admitted that her rules were stricter than the Church’s. Eventually, Kathryn’s mother passed 
away and she realized that her “faith” was now an empty shell. She never did earn her mother’s affection. However, 
this event was the impetus she needed to slowly and painfully transform her faith. Once she matured and discarded 
the elements of it that no longer fit her inner being, she uncovered a stronger faith that was more real to her. Without 
the Church in her life, something was missing. The solution was not to leave but to redefine her understanding of 
God (251). Her identity, once buried under false ideas of beauty and purity, began to shine through again. Once more 
we see that religion needs to evolve with age in order to become authentic. 

Sandra Cisneros found herself juggling the various parts of her identity at a vulnerable time in her life. She was a 
Latina, a Catholic, and an insecure adolescent. In “Guadalupe the Sex Goddess,” she remembers that her own body 
was a mystery to her, as she did not have the privacy or courage to explore herself. Like many Latinas her age, she 
was too afraid to ask the important questions and only did so out of desperation. She felt immense pressure to be like 
la Virgen de Guadalupe, chaste and modest. In her story she explains, “Religion and our culture, our culture and 
religion, helped to create that blur, a vagueness about what went on ‘down there’” (Cisneros 158). Perhaps worse than 
the ambiguity was the inevitable shame and guilt. As Sandra understood it, her duty was to marry and then settle 
into motherhood. It seemed the boys around her were free from this predetermined lifestyle and were not instructed 
to be like Jesus (161). At heart, she was a career-oriented young woman who knew she would not be satisfied in this 
role that was neatly carved out for her by her religion. Her relationship with la Virgen was at first tense and distant. 
She reacted with a bit of hostility to the ideals she represented. When Sandra finally had intercourse for the first time, 
she discovered her feminine power. She describes, “I was no one, I was nothing, and I was everything in the universe 
little and large--twig, cloud, sky” (161). At this point she decided to research indigenous goddesses, specifically the 
goddesses of fertility and sexual passion. This led to a blending of Catholic and native beliefs, a religious conversion of 
sorts. As it turned out, there were other depictions of la Virgen that did not express her maternity or her passiveness. 
This meant that she really could see herself in la Virgen, a discovery that filled her with renewed hope. As an adult, 
Sandra made it her mission to fully embrace her identity as a Latino woman. She also found fresh insight into her 
writing. Her story is the perfect demonstration of reinterpreted faith based on what is true in one’s heart. When she 
looked at la Virgen on a different level, she realized she could relate to her as a female, as a minority, and as a sexual 
creature.

When comparing stories of human experiences, the common theme seems to be that there are more similarities 
between them than differences. The first two narratives are certainly comparable; both women grew up in devout 
families and went to extremes to be pure and holy. Both were confused about how to base their daily lives on Catholic 
principles. While Mary was influenced most by the faultless ways of the saints, Kathryn strived to model herself after 
her mother. Sandra’s experiences had the added complexity of ethnic identity. Her version of the Virgin was quite 
different from that of the other authors and American Catholicism. Yet all three shared the inherent hardships of 
being female and eventually learned to use Catholicism to their advantage.   

For those who consider their religious background a fundamental part of their lives, each step in life can usually 
be traced back to a religious milestone. These experiences can be humorous, sentimental, or downright painful. 
The three women discussed above are well aware that Catholicism in some way served to mold their behaviors and 
personalities along with their worldviews. They ended up with renewed ideas of what it means to be a woman. Even if 
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Catholic adults recall their faith as burdensome, many of them reshape these experiences into a new, more personally 
rewarding faith. Catholic memory will always contain its share of heartache and frustration, but if the faithful person 
looks deep enough, she will find in it some essential treasure that she would not trade for anything.   
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Honorable Mention

“the use oF literaCy narratiVes in esl CoMPosition Classes”
by

Jasmine Pacheco

Literacy narratives are often used at the beginning of composition classes as a way for teachers to get to know 
their students and as a way to get student writers comfortable with the act of writing. According to Wurr, educators 
have used personal writing as the basis for learning and literary instruction for almost a century (1). Oftentimes, 
claims Wurr, the writing of the personal stories typically found in literacy narratives are the source of anxiety and 
nostalgia, which concerns those in opposition to using literacy narratives in the composition classroom (1). Some 
supporters argue that although personal writing can be an emotional and difficult struggle, second language writers 
benefit from personal writing and are eased into writing in their second language by having the opportunity to 
write about personal stories in their literacy narratives. Although some argue that personal writing is not challenging 
enough, it does allow multilingual writers to reflect on their experiences in American society which can be an 
unfamiliar territory, and navigate through their second language while telling a story (Simmons 10). Kang claims 
that the literacy narrative is a genre found in nearly all cultures and one that is taught and understood at an early age 
(260). Implementing the use of literacy narratives into the classroom can be extremely helpful to second language 
students in several ways. 

According to Edstrom, second language students are more interested in the genre of literacy narratives than 
teachers might expect (343). Literacy narratives help writers gain confidence using their second language and help 
them create a written voice that is transitioned from their written voice in their first language (Hirvela and Belcher 
84). Simmons agrees and adds that avoiding personal writing in classrooms can silence students and turn writing 
into a tedious task that fails to engage and interest them (2). Some research has found that multilingual students 
incorporate their experiences with American life into their literacy narratives, which informs their cultural identities, 
as described by Young (63). Young believes that the process of writing literacy narratives is rooted in identity, and 
claims that identity can be created through writing literacy narratives (59). These narratives can help students feel 
like they belong, through building community in the classroom, and inform teachers about their students’ strengths, 
weaknesses, and overall linguistic competencies. 

Since multilingual and mainstream students can be combined in a class and managed in a way to best benefit 
the students, a literacy narrative should be relatively easy to incorporate when designing the class. This combination 
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offers a great teaching experience and the students are able to learn from each other. Although it is difficult to meet 
the needs of both types of students and a variety of writing strengths and weaknesses, American universities across 
the country are finding that their classrooms are more diverse than ever and that it is important to situate teaching 
practices around serving the needs of all students in the classroom. Looking at the use of literacy narratives in the 
classroom is a more global way of analyzing the use of literacy narratives. Literacy narratives, according to Kang, 
are tools able to measure strengths, weaknesses, cultural knowledge, and other linguistic competencies (260). These 
features offer good reasoning for assigning this type of assignment early in a term so that the teacher can become 
familiar with the students and their various backgrounds and experiences. Although there are other ways of collecting 
language background information from students, inviting students to participate in personal writing can provide a 
useful entry point into composition classes for multilingual students. Edstrom suggests that literacy narratives will 
bring culture into the classroom, which is one of the benefits of having a diverse group of students in a classroom 
(344). 

Through their contact with their second language, students become more familiar with the language and take 
more freedom in using features they might not have been familiar with before. According to Edstrom, code-switching 
is often found in second language writers’ literacy narratives and it should be welcomed (340). The process, Edstrom 
says, is a form of self-discovery and analysis that requires students to explore a new language. According to Hirvela 
and Belcher, style and voice can be created through the confidence students build and through their exploration of a 
foreign language (84). Once voice is created and incorporated into writing, Young believes that writing becomes more 
authentic and has more authority (59). Young states that literacy narratives even give marginalized people a chance to 
respond to stereotypes and misunderstandings about who they really are (37). Having this ability can be extremely 
powerful. 

One important issue for second language composition is that second language writing teachers need to get 
to know their students at the start of a class to distinguish what strengths can be developed and to assess what 
weaknesses need to be overcome. Assigning a written literacy narrative as a complement to other ways of getting 
information from students can help teachers and students understand each other. 

It is significant that ESL teachers recognize what multilingual students bring to their writing classrooms and 
remember that they have already written in their first language (Hirvela and Belcher 84). Multilingual students 
bring culture to the classroom as well as to the personal writing they do. Oftentimes, especially at the graduate level, 
multilingual students have had success writing in their first language (84). Multilingual students also bring with them 
their identity in their first language and usually need help complementing their first language voice with a written 
voice in their second language. Identity is especially important and evident in literacy narratives since they seem to 
have a private element to them. Young claims that identity is constructed through language when writing literacy 
narratives (59). The true self emerges and relevant memories and stories find their way into the literacy narratives 
written by second language writers.

Some research has been conducted to analyze whether using literacy narratives in the classroom can be 
detrimental to second language writers. Horowitz and others believe it limits what students write about and is so 
familiar a topic and task that it prohibits teachers from challenging their students (qtd. in Simmons 6). The focus, 
however, is on the idea that literacy narratives serve important purposes, especially at the beginning of a writing class. 
This is not to suggest we teach a class by only assigning literacy narratives.  

A great way of researching the use of literacy narratives in ESL writing classrooms is to analyze previous literacy 
narratives linguistically. Being aware of their features and understanding the genre of literacy narratives can supply 
teachers with the appropriate tools to decide if and how to use literacy narratives in their classrooms. Young looks 
at a series of literacy narratives written by multilingual students whose first languages are diverse, which offers great 
support for the use of literacy narratives for ESL classrooms since the students in ESL writing classrooms too will 
come with different backgrounds and different first languages (54). Since my focus is on the use of literacy narratives 
for ESL students, most of this research is specifically related to ESL writing, but understanding a genre’s purposes and 
functions can inform their use for all writing classes.
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