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Welcome to the 36th issue of Windows Fine Arts Magazine! From the exciting 3-D front cover by Kristin Callahan, 
Assistant Professor of Art and Design at Lewis University, to the spectacular range of literary works, to the beautiful 
digital and visual art, your imagination is sure to be thrilled and your senses evoked as you absorb the award winning 
creative works of students, faculty, staff, and alumni on the pages ahead. Take your time and enjoy.

The online and print versions of this magazine were made possible by the support of Br. James Gaffney, President 
of Lewis University, and, most especially, the Dean of the College of Arts and Sciences, Dr. Bonnie Bondavalli. As 
editor, I am certain that all of the readers of this text are extremely grateful to President Gaffney and Dean Bondavalli 
for their continued support of Windows Fine Arts Magazine.

Gratitude is also due to all of this year’s administrators, staff, cover designer, and judges mentioned on the 
Acknowledgment page, as well as contributors, past founders, and past editors of Windows Magazine. These present 
and past visionaries have opened our minds, our internal windows of light and darkness, to the wealth of artistic 
expression that lies within the members of the Lewis community.    

The task of judging the talent found in the entries to the Windows Fine Arts Magazine Contest was a challenge. 
Winners of the contest were chosen from two groups, students or faculty/staff/alumni, in the genres of Art – digital or 
visual and Writing – essay (academic, creative nonfiction, fiction), poetry, and research report.  

The winning entries that appear in this volume are of superior quality! The rules specify that an individual can win 
only once in a category. If a category skips one of the levels of prizes, this is due to the quality of the submissions 
received.

Prizes are awarded based on the following scale:

 First Prize:   superior insight, imagination, technique, and knowledge of the genre
 Second Prize:   outstanding insight, imagination, technique, and knowledge of the genre
 Third Prize:   high quality insight, imagination, technique, and knowledge of the genre 
 Honorable Mention:  publishable quality insight, imagination, technique, and knowledge of the genre

Judging for the contest was a time-consuming, difficult task, but one well worth every effort. The contributors to this 
issue should be very proud of their accomplishment in their genre, and the entire Lewis University community is 
greatly enhanced by the talents of those graced in this publication.      

Sincerely,

Therese Jones
Assistant Professor Therese Jones                   
Editor, Designer, and Coordinator of WFAM    

letter from th e edItor
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First Place
“The Power of the Individual”

by
Rogelio Delatorre

Although The Bourne Identity takes on a theme about finding one’s identity, it also introduces a deeper insight on 
how one’s professional role can affect an individual and how one acts. In the movie, Jason Bourne is a CIA assassin 
who wakes up on a boat with no knowledge of his true identity. As he finds a clue leading him to a bank in Zurich, 
he finds passports and other forms of identification that he can use in order to find his true identity. While Bourne 
is focused on learning about who he really is, the CIA sends out other assassins to kill him. Soon enough, Bourne 
figures out that the CIA is trying to kill him and although he has no idea why, he does learn that he is part of the 
CIA. Bourne fights off assassins and searches for answers as he deals with the CIA. The film was released in 2002 
and is based on the first book in the Bourne series by Robert Ludlum. The Bourne Identity warns of the danger of a 
professional role in corrupting the individual while arguing for the power of ethical choice. 

Throughout the movie Bourne selectively uses violence in order to keep himself alive. It is in Bourne’s nature and 
skill set to use violence to protect himself, but he intelligently uses his skills only when necessary. In the film, Bourne 
is sleeping on a park bench when two policemen approach him. After being threatened, Bourne stands up for himself 
and knocks out the two policemen. Bourne recognizes that if he is to be taken into custody by the police then he 
might endure tough consequences for not having any sort of identification. Furthermore, if the police try to figure 
out who he is then Bourne’s life could be in danger, since the CIA is after him. Therefore, Bourne acts accordingly 
with violence in order to avoid a potential problem with the police and CIA and thus keeps himself alive and hidden 
from the CIA.  After Bourne finds some forms of identification, he discovers the address for his apartment in Paris. 
While at the apartment, an assassin breaks into his home and tries to kill Bourne. In that instance, Bourne uses his 
innate combat skills to fight off the assassin and then pin him down in order to squeeze information out of him. Any 
person who encounters a situation like this would fight in order to protect himself; however, the special skill set that 
Bourne possesses shows that he has been trained to fight and to be prepared for these types of situations. Bourne’s 
calm and collective manner lets him anticipate the situation before it occurs, and he even warns Marie before the 
assassin appears. As the assassin breaks in, Bourne does not fight like a mad man; he instead fights off the assassin 
with combat skills that seem to take years of training. When Bourne is threatened with violence, Bourne has a calm 
and collected manner and uses his cognitive skills in order to fight off potential threats.  

As situations present themselves, Bourne’s mental quickness keeps him ahead of his enemies. At no point does 
Bourne have to think about his next move; he quickly acts within a matter of seconds, which shows his mental 
quickness in a variety of situations. In the film, after Bourne leaves the bank, he quickly enters the U.S. Consulate 
in order to evade the police. Bourne’s knowledge of international laws and quick thinking help him evade the police 
and find himself safe in the consulate. His knowledge and experience as a CIA agent let him find safety in the U.S 
consulate, because he knows that the Zurich police has no jurisdiction in the consulate. Mental quickness not only 
deals with intelligence but also with second nature. In the film, when Bourne finally confronts Conklin, a group of 
CIA agents attack Bourne, and he quickly takes them out. In that situation, Bourne reacts quickly to the threat of 
danger and shows a set of skills that no normal person would be able to do without training. In a situation that deals 
with life or death, most people might freeze up or not react quickly enough. However, his mental quickness shows 
that he has been in many perilous situations in which he had to act quickly and figure out a way to stay alive. 

Although Bourne is a CIA assassin, he is very concerned over the welfare of others. Bourne’s skill set and 
professional role portray him to be a trained weapon without any feelings; however, he is very much concerned about 
the welfare of others who are around him. In the film, after the first assassin kills himself, Bourne and Marie drive 
away from the scene. After Marie begins to panic, Bourne tells her that she can take his passport and go to the police. 
Bourne shows a more humane side of himself by showing Marie that he doesn’t want to drag her into his problems 
and cause her to get into any trouble with the law. In addition, Bourne is less concerned with the consequences of his 

stu dent academIc essaY
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actions, but he is instead looking out for Marie, so that she doesn’t suffer because of his actions. Bourne gives Marie 
a way out of a difficult situation, and thus decides that he needs to take on the situation on his own. However, Marie 
declines to go to the police and instead decides to accompany Bourne. After Marie decides to join Bourne, another 
difficult situation arises. Then, Marie and Bourne flee to Marie’s step-brother’s home in rural France. The second 
assassin appears and wants to kill Bourne. Bourne becomes concerned with their welfare, and he helps Eamon along 
with his children and Marie flee the home in search for safety. As a result of the assassin appearing, Bourne doesn’t 
want there to be any collateral damage. Bourne knows he is responsible for what is going on, and he doesn’t want to 
put anybody else’s life at risk. Bourne understands that anyone else’s death would be a product of his actions, because 
he is the person the CIA wants to take out. 

Throughout the movie, Bourne’s main objective is to establish the truth of his identity. Since the moment that 
Bourne wakes up on the boat, he realizes he doesn’t know who he is but continuously tries to remember who he is. In 
the film, Bourne finds his first clue in a bullet that was lodged in his back. Bourne finds himself confused to find a 
gun and many passports from different countries with different names. Bourne wants to understand who he is, so he 
can live a normal life. Without knowing his identity, he has nowhere to go and nowhere to start a new life. The loss 
of his identity makes him an outcast in society, because he has no idea who he is. As clues begin to unravel, Bourne 
digs in deeper into the clues and is determined to find the next clue after he establishes where he must go next. He 
goes from one clue to the next, and as he learns new things he begins to piece them together, and his memory begins 
to come back to him. After a series of clues lead him to a new destination, Bourne finds himself at his apartment 
complex. As Bourne walks through “his” apartment, he doesn’t recognize his surroundings, but as he analyzes things 
he begins to piece things together. Bourne struggles to understand who he is, but Bourne continuously seeks to find 
answers. The more answers he finds, the closer he is to finding out who he really is. Although his first objective is to 
find out who he really is, he encounters dangerous situations that make him work hard to keep out of danger and stay 
alive. 

The assassination of any person is an immoral thing in society, but political assassinations are not necessarily 
amoral. The act of killing someone goes against the laws of society, but political assassinations are thought to be 
justified for the benefit of society. In the film, Wombosi, a corrupt African political leader was assassinated by the 
CIA in order to prevent him from revealing secrets about the CIA. The CIA has an important job as the intelligence 
agency for the U.S. Since Wombosi revealed he had CIA secrets, he became a target for the CIA. Instead of 
focusing on the politics of Africa, Wombosi focused his attention toward the CIA. In the CIA’s case, in order to 
keep their integrity and not demean the organization, their best bet is to eliminate Wombosi. However, the killing 
of Wombosi could hurt Africa’s politics and society, especially if some people felt he was a good leader. In the end, 
the CIA keeps Wombosi from revealing CIA secrets, and they get rid of a corrupt political leader. Furthermore, the 
CIA not only deals with external affairs, but it also deals with internal affairs as well. In the film, Ward orders the 
killing of Conklin, so he can shut down the Treadstone operation and tell the Senate Oversight Committee that the 
operation was just a game. In order to preserve the integrity of the CIA, Ward had to make a tough call and eliminate 
Conklin. However, Ward’s decision does not affect the CIA as a whole, because they soon forget about Conklin 
and immediately shut down Treadstone. Ward has no sympathy after killing one of his own people, yet he feels he 
has done the CIA a favor by getting rid of a possible liability. Conklin is viewed as an expendable person within the 
organization and although Ward is the director of the CIA, he has no problem sacrificing his integrity in order to 
keep the CIA working properly. 

While there is power in ethical choice, The Bourne Identity advises against the dangers of individual corruption 
because of the role in a professional setting. Unfortunately, throughout the world there are many examples of 
corrupt individuals and corrupt governments who ultimately jeopardize the well-being of society. With power 
comes responsibility, and it is often said that power can cause corruption. If people were to maintain a larger sense 
of integrity, than corruption would not be as prevalent in the world. However, the demands of a professional role in 
society compromise the ethics and decision making of people throughout the world. It is one thing to have individual 
integrity, but if you are not true to your beliefs and yourself then other things will decide whether your integrity is 
important or of no value to you. 
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Second Place
“Secondhand Takes Over”

by
Jessica Lofthouse

There are approximately 1.5 million apps available for usage around the world. One of those apps is Vinted. 
Vinted is a mobile app that serves as a marketplace. It allows the 11 million members to communicate directly to buy, 
sell, and even swap clothing items (Mitkute and Janauskaus).  The app has similar characteristics to a social network 
and mainly attracts teenage girls to young women. Although Vinted’s readability can be challenging at times, the 
app’s attractive design and the exceptional navigation makes a user’s experience of buying and selling clothes painless.

To begin, Vinted is a free app that is user friendly. Vinted serves users in eight different countries and gives 
them millions of clothing items to choose from by just clicking on their app. The company’s mission is to “make 
secondhand the 1st choice worldwide” (Mitkute and Janauskaus). As a seller on Vinted, people are allowed to give the 
clothing sitting in the back of their closet a second chance at life. Sellers get to create a free listing of items, and even 
get to sell them at whatever price they want. Seller are able to communicate with buyers if needed. Once the item has 
been bought, all the sellers have to do is print out the pre-paid shipping label and ship it within five days, and their 
money will be on its way.  As buyers, people are able to search through an enormous selection of clothing to find 
exactly what they have been looking for at a cheaper price than in stores. Buyers are able to chat with the sellers about 
the items they’ve listed and even negotiate on the price. Once they’ve found the right item and buyer, they are able to 
purchase it through Vinted’s secure system. After the purchase, they only have to wait a couple of days to receive their 
item. What was once out of style for one person is now another’s perfect outfit.

The design of Vinted is effective when appealing to a user. The app logo is of a dress in a message bubble, which 
is accurate with what the app is all about. Before even opening Vinted, users are able to get a sense of what it will be 
like. Once the app is opened, the color scheme is easily noticed. The background colors are appealing to the eyes. 
They are blue and white, which are not too simple, nor too complex. The color blue is known to help reduce stress, 
create calmness, and produce order, which is exactly what Vinted members will experience. Vinted users are able to 
search through millions of items in just one place, and it is very easy to do so. The use of color and design is used 

consistently throughout the app’s different tabs. The design of the shop tab 
is excellent. The categories are separated and have little designs next to the 
text to appeal to a user’s eyes. For example, the symbol for favorite items is 
a heart, the symbol for nearby items is a location marker, and the symbol 
for accessories is a ring. The use of these symbols helps the design become 
more appealing to the people who use the app. The only graphics on the app 
are the little symbols that help users navigate, and the actual clothing items 
that are listed. Since the app’s function is to help users buy, sell, and swap 
clothing, this design is quite fitting. Vinted’s design is simplistic yet effective, 
which makes it easier for users to navigate through.

Vinted’s Design
This picture shows the color scheme of 
the app, and it also shows the symbols 
used to attract the reader’s eyes.
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Not to mention, the navigation of Vinted helps users explore the app smoothly. Vinted is an app that can be 
navigated through by anyone. At the top right of the app, there is a search bar that provides members the ability to 
browse for items or other members on Vinted. There is also a browse tab on the top left of the app that lists all the 
categories of the items on the app. Once users click on a specific category, they are then able to pick the exact type 
of clothing they want. From there they are able to filter the sizes, styles, brands, condition, color, location area, and 
price of an item by just clicking the filter button that appears on the top of the page. Also, Vinted has a toolbar at the 
bottom of the app that allows users to simply click, and it takes them to the given page. This tool bar appears on every 
page a user goes to. On the toolbar there is a shop, sell, forum, inbox, and profile tab that helps users get to exactly 
where they want. The app is easy to navigate through, because of all the easily accessible tabs it provides. Vinted’s 
navigation is easy and consistent for users. The navigation upholds the less is more saying. It is effective because it gets 
users where they need to be in an easy manner.

On the other hand, the readability of Vinted can be difficult at times. The downfall to Vinted is that those who 
sell the items describe the items, which means there can be grammar errors in descriptions. Since the members selling 
the items come from various locations, there can be communication gaps. With Vinted being used by several people 
in eight countries, this problem of a language barrier cannot be fixed indefinitely. Users will either have to try and 
message the sellers of items if they do not understand certain aspects of the descriptions, or they will have to just 
not buy that item to stay on the safe side.  While Vinted lacks in some aspects of readability, the readability of the 
information provided by the Vinted staff is clear. The Vinted team does a good job of keeping their passages short yet 

Vinted’s Navigation
This picture is 
showing how the 
navigation works on 
the app. It lays out 
an easy step-by-
step process of how 
to find exactly what 
you want. 
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informative. Also, the text on the app’s tabs are all the same font and color, which makes reading it very easy.  
Vinted could be the answer to those who want to empty their closet of unworn clothes while also getting money 

for them in return. Despite Vinted’s readability being flawed in certain areas, the app still has great things to offer. 
The design throughout the app is appealing, which keeps users interested and keeps them using it. The app’s design is 
also consistent, which helps users navigate through it with no trouble. To make Vinted a more effective app, the team 
behind it could review descriptions and make changes in the grammar errors.  Vinted is an overall excellent app to use 
when trying to buy, sell, or even swap clothes. 

Works Cited
Mitkute, Milda, and Justas Janauskas. Vinted. Computer software. Apple App Store. Vers. 4.1.6. Vinted Limited, 21   
 Jan. 2016. Web. 23 Jan. 2016.

Third Place
“Will We Abandon the Art of the Past?”

by 
Kristen Brehmer

Standing in a dark basement, I find a pile of old black and white photographs of my grandparents from the 1940s.  
I am truly amazed at the beauty that was captured by a camera; the image holds emotion and displays that moment 
for anyone to view.  An instant that passes with the progression of time can be captured by the shutter of a camera; 
the power that a camera has seems astonishing: time can be paused, completely halted in an instant for all of eternity.  
When I view images of the past, I always admire the simple black and white photographs that were handcrafted by an 

Vinted’s Readability
This picture shows the grammar errors 
in the descriptions of certain items. The 
left description is inaccurate because it 
says, “bottoms down the middle” instead 
of “buttons.” The right description says, 
“wash once and never been wear” when 
it should say, “washed once, but never 
been worn.”
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artist from start to finish.  Film photography can be viewed as a form of art, one that offers someone both challenging 
and exhilarating aspects at the same time.  A manual, film camera photographer must focus on principles of design, 
angle, and lighting because when it comes to this type of photography, one does not photo-shop anything.  The 
film photography market seems to be dwindling down to its final years because of advances in technology; digital 
photography practices are much simpler and very convenient.  Although convenience has proven to be important in 
this fast-paced world, the beauty of a hand crafted photograph is much more important to me.  Film will forever be 
a classic, something that should not be abandoned in the past; it teaches an artist how to appreciate each photograph 
produced and understand the science behind the process—this is why we must not leave this beautiful process in the 
past—we must keep spreading the art. 

Using a manual, film camera, a photographer must be taught many valuable lessons that can be applied elsewhere.  
Patience, passion, and skill are all a part of the process of creating the perfect photograph.  Because of the many steps 
within, patience plays a large role; going through the entire process can take days to complete an image.  Because of 
how much time and effort is placed on one moment in time, an immense amount of passion that a film photographer 
has for each image is captured through the camera.  With film, redoes are not an option.  When the film is processed 
and can be viewed in light, the images can be seen, but not all of them will turn out exactly how they were intended 
to.  Because of the chances of the image not showing up, one learns how to appreciate every image that can be viewed.  
Chance and science are intermingled in this process; because of this, there can never be complete certainty that the 
final image will be produced perfectly.  Nothing in life can be perfect, but the delicacy of each step in the process 
complicates the situation.  Due to the endless amount of issues that one can face during this process, there will always 
be a chance that the result will not be what you intended, but that will be the time when a true artist heads back in 
the lab to try again.  In order to reduce the probability of a mishap, a film photographer must be transformed through 
study into a film extraordinaire. Perfection stems from a deep understanding of all the skills that must be harnessed.  
A one of a kind art form, photography is something else. Speaking from four years of darkroom experience, I can 
attest to the complexity that this process holds, but there will never be anything that can compare to its uniqueness.  

The many stages of film photography are very intricate and extremely interesting. This process requires a lot of 
different stages when the photographer decides what the subject of the image will be.  Principles of design, angle, and 
lighting are just a few examples of the elements that must be taken into account before pressing the shutter button 
of the camera.  A photographer is urged to move his body, not just the camera, in order to get the perfect image.  A 
digital photographer has the opportunity to use photo-shop and mend mistakes that were made while the picture was 
being taken; whereas, the film photographer does not, making the simple steps in the beginning even more important.  
After the shutter button is pushed, the intricate system inside the camera exposes the photosensitive film inside, but 
this step will just be the beginning of the magical process.  The film can be easily torn and can be ruined if exposed 
to the minutest shred of light.  The materials are light-sensitive and very fragile.  Extra caution and care must be taken 
when processing the film, which means exposing it to various chemicals in order for the image to appear and be seen 
in light.  The next step involves transferring the image onto a piece of chemically reactive paper. The negative image 
on the film is transferred by shining light through it onto the paper.  The paper used has been produced since the late 
1800s and will not degrade for years if the processing is done correctly, thus, an immense amount of care must be 
taken.  The paper in this process is like nothing else; it’s very delicate. There are many variables in this step that can 
also alter the product.  Once the photosensitive paper is exposed to the negative image shining through the film, it’s 
placed in multiple chemicals to make the image appear and to solidify the product for years to come.  Like nothing in 
2015, this process has many layers; it utilizes science and has a history that intrigues many.  Nothing, especially not 
digital photography, can replace the art that uses hand crafted materials from start to finish.  The process of creating 
an image from a film photograph is truly an art form that should be appreciated and taught even in a time when 
digital cameras are available. 

On an artistic level, the advantages of film over digital photography also include the quality of the overall image. 
Because of the placement of care on the priority list, the photographer will make sure to get the perfect image every 
shot.  When it comes to the developmental stages, the quality of the overall image, to me, seems much higher. With 
film, the producer has the ability to see the grain of the image and how focused the final product will be; this part of 
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the process ensures a focused end result of a beautifully crafted image. 
Because of the growing technological world, digital photography has begun to take over the past photography 

world. What once used to be an intimate experience has turned into something as simple as pressing a button on your 
phone.  The complexity has been taken out of the process, and the art that was once produced seems to have vanished 
with the progression of time and the advancement of technology.  Photoshop was created to be the crutch that people 
lean on when taking a picture. When one can tune the image later, why take the perfect image in the present? There is 
less focus on things like lighting, color, and composition in the modern world. As advances continue to be made, the 
creation of film photographs is dwindling down to an idea of the past.

The total appreciation for the art of photography diminishes every day that digital photography reigns supreme in 
the eyes of most people in 2015.  There are many differences between the process of photography in the present and 
the past.  When a photograph is taken using film, there is essentially only one chance to take the image; redoes are 
not available.  However, when using digital photography, an image can be taken multiple times, reviewed, and then 
photo-shopped.  When changes and “second chances” come into play, the photographer sees little incentive for getting 
something right the first time.  The independence one feels when switching from film to digital photography is lost 
in the present technology; there will never be anything like making something on your own from start to finish. The 
accomplishments enjoyed are immense and something that cannot be found elsewhere.

I fell in love with film photography over four years ago, and I have been enjoying the benefits and lessons I 
received from my appreciation of the process. This extremely important art form should be harnessed more often, 
because of all that can be taught from an art that can also be enjoyed. When learning becomes something cherished 
much more will be achieved, and the taught knowledge will hold more meaning to the student.  People my age, 
young adults, are unable to appreciate what the past holds because of technology’s ever-changing products.  2015 has 
proven to be a time of always wanting to possess the new thing; this seems to be the reason why the abandonment of 
film photography is occurring. Technology will continue to be altered with the progression of time, and some things 
are not worth holding onto, but film must not be abandoned, because of the beauty and knowledge that it brings to 
the world around us. 

Not only can the overtaking of technology be seen in the photography industry, but it also seems evident in many 
other aspects of the world around us.  Most objects, such as automobiles, safety services, telephones, etc., are at a 
level best suited for the time period we live in and have made the world a safer place.  There are advantages to moving 
towards the advances that the future offers, but we also cannot forget the beauty that the past has been able to offer, 
such as books and photographs that can be held, not just viewed on a screen.  In my eyes, not everything must be 
illuminated by the most recent technological advancement. Sometimes it is more worthwhile to admire the beauty 
that the past has proven to be able to offer. The future seems to hold a life that will be lived through a screen, and that 
does not sound intriguing to me.  As a lover of hand-crafted, timeless, pieces of art, I would prefer to not abandon the 
art that was once in the center of focus in the past. I would like to revive it and allow it to flourish.  Not everything 
from the past belongs in the present or the future, but some things are worth taking along with us.  
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First Place
“Picking Up the Pieces”

A Profile Written
by

Elizabeth Yolich 

  
“It was any game like usual; our Friday night men’s league, the ‘Silver Hawks,’ you know, cause we’re old,” Leo 

narrated. He spoke of his old hockey team with fondness and a sort of light-hardheartedness. Like a common anecdote 
or memory that you constantly recall, the more you reminisce about it, the softer the memory becomes. “See lately, 
I’d been working on my speed. I was always the quickest on my team, but we got this new guy who liked to show off, 
and I really wanted to show him up.” Leo sat on the sideline bleachers in the chilly hockey arena. He now seemed a bit 
stiffer, as if his story was going to take a more serious turn. “I was going in for a pass, and some other player checked 
me. I fell straight onto the ice on the back of my head. At that moment in time, I didn’t think anything of it. I think I 
may have blacked out just for a second, but when someone like me has been playing ice hockey for 25 years, you don’t 
stop to dread over a little stumble.”  

Leo Yolich, father, husband, avid hockey fan, and recovering alcoholic, began playing hockey when he was just 
eight-years-old. “I don’t have many fond memories of my father,” stated Leo sort of non-nonchalantly. “Growing up, 
though, the only thing we ever agreed on was hockey,” Leo pointed out. He continues to reminisce about his father, 
Bobby Hull, and how the Blackhawks won the Cup in 1961- the first Stanley Cup memory he can recall. “As a child, 
I remember hearing my dad cheer on Hull. He loved that guy—everyone did—and I wanted to be that guy.” Leo and 
I sat on the metal bleachers inside the Oak Lawn Ice Arena, where Leo was once a frequent player, but now spends his 
time here coaching. The arena smelled like fresh ice and had a dull chilliness to it. Despite the cold, however, Leo sat 
comfortably in a t-shirt. In the background, a zamboni buzzed lightly across the smooth ice, the only noise distraction 
that broke up Leo’s flashbacks. 

 “I loved hockey growing up,” Leo stated. He began fidgeting on the bleachers. The hockey arena was empty, and 
the words of his story echoed throughout the building, like the memories we spoke of echoed throughout his mind. 
“But shooting an old tattered ball with a taped-up stick in the back alley by yourself wasn’t really considered ‘cool,’ ” 
Leo recounted with an emphasis on the word cool. When I got a little older, my parents couldn’t afford to buy me all 
the equipment and sign me up for a league, so instead I did what all the other poor kids did; I drank beer, played pool, 
and got into trouble.” Leo began drinking when he was just 13, which wasn’t too uncommon for young teenagers in the 
70’s. The only difference, however, between him and his neighborhood buddies was that what was supposed to just be 
weekend-beer-can-fun turned into a serious addiction for Leo. “I would fall asleep in my car—running with the keys in 
the ignition—because I couldn’t figure out how to pull the car out, let alone actually drive home,” Leo was twiddling his 
thumbs. Behind the seated area where we sat, there were Blackhawks’ signs and Patrick Kane posters covering the walls. 
We were sitting right in the middle of Leo’s favorite place, yet his mind was running through the depths of his darkest 
nightmares. “Back then, the cops didn’t give out DUIs, at least not in my neighborhood. They just drove you home and 
left you on your front porch—a display for the whole town to look at and awe over your stupidity.” 

Leo’s drinking history continued on throughout his teens and early adulthood into his 30’s. “When my wife was 
pregnant with our second daughter, she gave me an ultimatum, ‘Shape up or ship out.’  I put her and our first daughter 
through Hell—coming home late, sometimes not even coming home at all, and blowing all our money at the bar. I saw 
how distraught my wife was at the possibility of going through that again, this time with a toddler and a newborn.” 
With the support of both his family and Alcoholics Anonymous, Leo finally sobered up after nearly 15 years of drinking.  

“The 12-step program teaches you that you are capable of removing yourself from your disease. Your addiction—
whether that be alcohol, drugs, gambling, sex, food—it does not define you. The first words I ever muttered in group 
were “Hello, my name is Leo, and I am an alcoholic.”  That line right there says so much that most people can’t 
comprehend. I AM an alcoholic. Alcoholism is something that I obtain; therefore, I am capable of giving it back,” Leo 

stu dent creatIVe non fIctIon
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speaks very passionately about his experience in Alcoholic Anonymous, like how you might speak fondly of an old 
friend. A lot of people have this notion of AA or NA (Narcotics Anonymous) that it is a religious program. That their 
goal is to put the fear of God into you, guilt you for your sins, and throw you back into the real world with a Bible 
sense of God, telling you to praise the Lord for granting you a sense of strength, yet use that very God against you if 
you relapse. Although AA, NA, and other non-profit programs alike typically have an underlying Catholic foundation 
and are often housed in churches, that religious assumption of how the Program works barely scratches the surface. 
Alcoholics Anonymous, Narcotics Anonymous, and other recovery programs do not focus on religion as a source for 
overcoming your struggle—whatever that may be. Rehabilitation programs are about reflecting and rebuilding—all 
of which are things that come from within your own self, not a second deity. Of course, recovering addicts have the 
option—and are encouraged—to choose a Higher Power, but that Higher Power can be whatever that individual wishes 
it to be, spiritual or not.

“A lot of drinkers I have met in the past were almost intimidated by the thought of Alcoholics Anonymous. They 
felt that maybe because they weren’t baptized or weren’t raised in a religious household that they can’t connect to the 
program, that the teachings wouldn’t be relevant to them,” Leo explains. Two young men walk by, hockey bags in 
hand, headed towards the locker rooms. One yells over, “Hey Coach!” Leo instinctively looks over and he waves hello, 
but his concentration is barely broken. “That’s a complete misconception,” Leo continues. “The Program is designed 
to help absolutely anyone. The 12 steps are all about willpower. They teach you that you have control over your body, 
and that the only way to heal is to first admit the wrong doings you have done. Of course, not only admit you have an 
addiction, but the Program helps you to look back on your mistakes with a sense of hope, so you can reflect and say, 
‘Yeah, I did this person wrong, but I am going to fix it.’ That’s the same outlook they have on addiction, that everyone 
has the capacity to fix it. ‘God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, the courage to change the 
things I can, and the wisdom to know the difference.’ That’s the Program. That’s AA.”  

Leo continues to speak of Alcoholics Anonymous and how he chose hockey as sort of his Higher Power. “It sounds 
dumb to pick a sport as your Higher Power. For me, though, it’s a little different. I needed something to distract myself 
with, something for me, just for myself. Depression comes hand-in-hand with addiction, and, at that time, I needed an 
outlet, both physically and emotionally. I needed something besides the booze to center my life around,” Leo clarifies. 
A few of the young men we saw earlier are now skating around on the ice. They don’t have all their equipment on, 
just street clothes and skates. “Hey, guys, put your helmets on!” Leo shouts across the arena. “Choosing hockey as my 
Higher Power was a great decision. Without it, and without AA, I wouldn’t be sitting here right now. That’s why when 
my accident happened and I couldn’t play hockey anymore, it hit me in so many more ways.”  

“Monday morning after my accident, I passed out right in the middle of the living room as I was about to leave 
for work. It felt like a semi-truck had run over my head; it hurt so badly. My wife woke up and took me to the ER,” 
Leo recalls the first few moments of what becomes a 2-year-long journey of skin grafts, doctor visits, and ultimately six 
different operations—all the after effects of a subdural hematoma—or, in other words, a brain hemorrhage. 

“When I finally made my way to the ER on Monday morning, they told me I had two inches of blood between my 
brain and my skull. They told me my brain was swelling up against my skull, and I wasn’t going to make it. They told 
me to say goodbye to my wife and my children.”  

“As I was coming out of my surgery, the second time, I was almost in a dream like state. Everything was so loopy but 
felt so real. It was kind of like those moments when you’re half asleep and you’re dreaming. You know you’re dreaming, 
but you can’t seem to wake up,” Leo describes, thinking back. His thoughts seem almost completely submerged, until 
his concentration is broken. There are more people on the ice now, all wearing their helmets, a strict rule that Leo—
understandably—enforces with all the young men he coaches. He quickly glances over at them before continuing his 
story. “I had this dream—if that’s even what you can call it—I was on a gameshow. I had to answer these questions; 
they were like number sequences. My family was telling me the answers—they were all shouting out different numbers. 
I knew if I didn’t answer correctly, I would die,” Leo takes a break again, regaining his grace. “Finally, my daughter, 
Lizzie, shouted out a number sequence—10-25-1992— the year I quit drinking, and I got the answer right,” Leo 
describes. “It’s all related. I worked so hard to not only become sober, but, more importantly, to stay sober. I worked so 
hard to be able to provide for my family and just be here; there’s no way I was giving up.” Leo speaks passionately about 
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his battles. Not only because he triumphed over them, but because, more importantly, he gained a unique sense of pride 
and perspective. Leo’s experiences in AA offered him a new outlook and granted him a new sense of serenity that his 
own willpower will help him fight his battles. 

Leo is standing on the sidelines of the ice, watching a group of about 15 high school students shoot the puck 
to each other between orange safety cones. “Sometimes it’s a little hard coaching a group of kids when I can’t be on 
the ice with them,” he admits, fondly watching his players glide smoothly across the ice, his eyes big with pride. “It’s 
frustrating trying to show them new drills or moves when I can’t physically demonstrate for them. They’re all pretty 
good about it, though,” Leo continues. “They all know everything I’ve been through, so if they see I’m having a hard 
time trying to explain something new to them, they’ll take it upon themselves to show one another that move or drill.” 
Leo stands right beside a bright red line with his arms crossed just inches from the ice. He stands by, knowing this very 
arena is where his fall happened and changed his life forever. Looking in from the outside, he uses his knowledge to 
help others. “Everything I learned in the Program, everything I learned during my surgery, and really everything I’ve 
learned throughout life in general really shapes what kind of coach I am and what I want to teach these guys,” Leo nods 
over to the group of guys, who are now skating around the perimeter of the ice, leaning in as the ice curves. “No matter 
what kind of shit life throws you, you just have to be strong. Yeah, of course, there are things out of your control, but 
what you have to realize is that what you can control, you have the capacity to fix it; you have the willpower to change 
for the better.”

 Leo is still watching his players skate around the rink, some of them passing pucks among each other, a few doing 
speed drills. “Whether it be an addiction, a bad habit, an injury, or even a weak hockey pass, it’s in your hands; you have 
the strength to fix it and pull through as long as you are determined to.” Leo blows his whistle, and the players begin to 
skate towards him. “Here I am, after all my addiction battles and health struggles, and I’m finally picking up the pieces 
to create a bigger picture. It’s all willpower.”   

Second Place
“To My Mother”

by
Carley Maupin 

To my Mother:

One of my fondest memories I have of you in my life as a child was reading together every day. Shelby, Kale, and 
I would cuddle up together on the couch with you and listen to you read a book with such passion and character. You 
made the story come alive, and I couldn’t help but think to myself that someday I wished I could be as admirable as 
you. We would take turns turning the pages and trying to sound out the words, but you were always the best. We 
would beg you to finish reading the story, because no one was as animated and lively as you. The voices you used to 
create the characters and the personality you put into the story made it all come to life. I never realized that all that 
time, you were actually teaching me to read. I would follow the words on the page while listening to you read. Who 
knew that after a while, I would end up being the one reading to you. Who knew that such an ordinary occurrence 
could be so special.

Fourteen years ago, I remember hopping into that little green wagon with Shelby across from me and Kale behind 
us. Butterflies filled my stomach as I waited in anticipation for the first day of going to Story Hour by myself. As we 
turned the corner, the big blue house full of books caught my eye. Shelby and Kale raced into the library, but I stayed 
behind, clutching your hand, torn between being scared to let go and excited to make you proud of what you, and 
only you, taught me to do – read.

Sitting in Story Hour with a smile on my face, I couldn’t help but think to myself, I bet no one else can say that 
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their mom taught them to read. I can’t wait to show everyone what I can do. I knew I was so lucky to have you teach me 
to read, and I couldn’t wait to show you that you did something that no one else could teach me. What seemed like 
an eternity finally came to an end, and I could not contain my excitement. I could not wait to go home and show you 
how well I did. I grabbed my favorite book off the shelf at home – Olivia. Curling up next to you on the big comfy 
couch in the family room was tradition, but today was different. I was the one who would read to you. As I turned 
to the first page, I read aloud, “This is Olivia. She is good at a lot of things. She is very good at wearing people out. 
She even wears herself out.” I looked up at you with wide eyes, and I remember seeing the pride on your face. Smiling 
from ear to ear, I could tell that you couldn’t be happier with how much I had learned from you, even if you didn’t 
know that you had done such a great thing for me. Reading is a huge milestone in a child’s life, and I was special 
enough to reach this milestone with you teaching me every step of the way. In that moment, I knew you were proud 
of me. But, what you don’t know, Mom, is that in that moment, you were the one who made me proud. You had put 
your heart into my life and made me fall in love with reading and learning. You made me proud to have you as my 
mother; someone who is passionate and loving and vibrant. 

After years of watching you read things other than textbooks and novels, I realized that reading and learning are 
not strictly for academic purposes. My curiosity in reading grew significantly, and before I knew it, I had found a love 
for one kind of literature in particular.

Your passion for God and the church bled through to me and made me gain an interest in learning about things 
other than those in the classroom. Growing up in the church, I remember going into the classroom in the basement 
of the church to play with the toys while you left with Shelby to go to Sunday School. You were the teacher for the 
older kids, and I couldn’t wait for the day when I could be in your class. I wanted to learn from you, because you had 
sparked a love for learning in me. Well, that day finally came when I grew old enough to be in the “older kids” class. 
The first day of class was one that I will never forget. The first thing we did was open the Bible to Philippians. I was 
so amazed at the beauty of the words on the page that I became lost in the appearance of the sacred book. “Carley…
Carley…,” you said. I realized that you had been saying my name. Looking up at you with wide eyes, you gently said 
to me, “Would you please read Philippians 4:13?” 

I looked down and found my spot. “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me.” In that moment, it 
was as if God was present in that room. I felt different. Something filled my body; something inside of me came alive. 
The words on that page started a fire in my soul. Those words tugged on my heart strings, and I realized the power of 
words. These were not just any words though. These words belonged to God, and you had opened up this new world 
to me. In that moment, I felt complete because you showed me the power of The Word. To this day, you have allowed 
me to live a God-centered life. You may not know it, but every day, every time I look at you, I am reminded that I am 
living for The One Above. I have you to thank for creating this passion in my life.

Words on a page had a whole new meaning to me, but who knew that you would be the one to spark a passion 
in me for numbers as well.  I still remember the day I walked into your class sophomore year. I have to admit, I was a 
bit skeptical about having you as my mathematics teacher. I did not know what to expect, as I was never really a fan 
of mathematics before. That all changed after spending an entire year with you in the classroom though. You may not 
know it, but you are the reason that I have a passion for math now. I have committed myself to being a mathematics 
major and an education major, because your passion has seeped into my soul as well. As if you had not done enough 
for me already, you inspired me to want to learn more and to help others learn more as well. Numbers on a page were 
not my cup of tea growing up, but you changed that for me. You made learning fun and simple. I cannot imagine 
being anywhere else in my life without your inspiration I witnessed in the classroom. The way you teach others is 
breathtaking, and I strive to be as dedicated to my career as you are. The time and effort you devote to your students 
is incredible. I have never had a better teacher than you – and I am not being biased! You treat your students with 
respect and care, and that is one of the best attributes a teacher can have. It comes natural to you. I have witnessed 
first-hand the way that you inspire people to work hard; the way you put your heart into the success of your students. 
Because you have raised me to have these qualities, I know I will be doing great things for my students as you have 
done for yours.

As I grew older, I became fond of writing, as you encouraged me to write about things that I love and that I am 
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passionate about. Throughout middle school, I increased my skills in writing with help from my teachers, such as 
grammar and content. Periods, commas, and capitalization were simple and logical. But, from you I learned how 
to turn complex thoughts and ideas into writing. In this part of my learning, you encouraged me to continue with 
this passion and push myself to get better. When I wrote, I was on top of the world, as if nothing could stop me. As 
high school rolled around though, my passion for writing went down the drain. Walking into class on the first day 
of AP English IV of my senior year, my teacher assigned what felt like thousands of study questions. As the semester 
progressed, the urge to give up grew more and more appealing. I felt as if I was suffocating from the workload of my 
final year of school. What is the point of all this busy work if I am not getting anything out of it? Why should I even try? I 
would come home from school and cry to you, trying to figure out how to get through it. 

This is where you stepped in. “Don’t dwell on it. Do your best, and I will be proud of you,” you always said. 
Your encouragement and support gave me the courage to stand up to the challenge, and you rekindled my passion 
for writing. You pushed me to stop looking at school as a chore, but rather to find my passion for reading and writing 
again. I overcame the discouragement that my teacher had instilled in my head, and I found myself and my purpose 
for writing. I just needed a little push from you to get me through this obstacle. Even though I dropped the second 
semester of AP English IV, I realized that I would have plenty more opportunities to use my passion for reading and 
writing. If you had not been there for me, I would still be stuck in a slump, searching for ways to express myself. Now 
here I am, writing this letter to you, and I could not be more thankful for the great things you have led me to.

You have built me up day to day with loving words. You could have been like every other child’s parent and 
spoiled me to no end, but because you chose to raise me with kindness and love, I became who I am today. You 
taught me that words are stronger than actions sometimes, and, to this day, I speak to others with words of love and 
encouragement. Money can’t buy happiness; instead, words can fuel happiness for a lifetime. Without you, the power 
of words would be lost within me.

Looking back at it now, I see that our relationship has grown through the power of reading, writing, and 
learning. A mother’s love is not all about the hugs and kisses, but rather about the passions you instill in me and the 
ways you have shaped me as a person. I hope that someday I can be just as passionate and vibrant as you. I hope that 
someday I can shape my child’s life in the same way you shaped mine. I will be lucky to be half the person you are, 
and every day I am thankful for all you have done. Everywhere I look, every time I read a book or write a paper or 
learn something new, I think of you. I love you, Mom.

Forever yours,

Carley Michaela
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First Place

“Leaves of Change”
by

Brittany Reath 

It was so warm when she awoke. The smell of fresh linen raised to the window from the backyard where her 
dainty grandmother was hanging the clean laundry. She felt as if she had slept forever, though the sun wasn’t high 
in the sky, so she knew it must still be early. The pristine room was so large and empty, almost hospital-esque. It was 
so bright from the sun glaring off the white, hand-knit bed linens that she had to squint to be able to find her house-
shoes on the old hardwood floor. The sounds of birds chirping cheerily and neighborhood yentls gossiping almost 
drowned out the city noise. The beautiful morning felt surreal.

Millie curiously peeked around the corner at the bottom of the stairs to see if her grandmother had left food on 
the stove in the kitchen for a nice mid-morning snack. A lustrous aroma filled the house now; the scent of crisp linen 
long gone. Indeed, her beloved grandmother stood at the stove stirring a large pot with the biggest wooden spoon. 
“The thing must be a billion years old,” thought Millie. “Why does she even keep it?” She proceeded to think about 
the matter whilst trying to creep up behind her grandmother to steal a better view of what was in the pot; she stepped 
on the floorboards ever… so… gently… Clang! Clang! Gong! Gong! The church bells rang their hourly melody. 
Discovered and startled out of her skin, Millie smiled. At least she knew it was nine o’clock.

The kind-eyed old woman in a calf length skirt invited the curious girl to peer into the enormous pot. Though the 
frail old woman stood knee high to an ant and was only a hundred pounds soaking wet, she picked up the girl with 
the strength and determination of a firefighter and sat her gently on the countertop beside the stove. This was a time 
when boiling pots were not considered a danger to children but a learning experience and a part of everyday life. The 
stove was so hot it made Millie sweat and shift uncomfortably in her nightgown until a cold bony hand took the girl’s 
sticky, plump little fingers. Millie’s amber eyes met Nana’s much deeper, much darker brown eyes. Nana wrapped 
Millie’s fingers around the handle of the old spoon. So old you would think it would crumble if you touched it, but 
to Millie’s surprise, the old spoon was sturdy and weighty. Each ridge of the wood felt abrasive against the new hands 
of a girl; the fear of splinters was instantly dismissed, however, by the oily coating on the large spoon. Millie turned 
herself on the counter to face the stove, so she could grip the monstrous spoon with both hands to stir the blood red 
contents of the mastodon of a pot. She was so near now that she could feel her disheveled braids becoming heavy 
with sweat and the magic white smoke coming from the bubbles in the pot. They made it hard for her to breathe. 
Millie struggled for a few minutes between balancing on the counter and the difficulty breathing with the steam in 
her face, but the pride she felt in getting to use Nana’s ancient spoon and being a part of this wonderful concoction 
made nothing else exist. It smelled so familiar and delicious. Her face began to glow with pride. This tiny girl with all 
her adorable baby fat perched on the counter, hair matted and sticking to her face drenched with sweat in her little, 
white-cotton nightgown, stirred that pot as if she had been doing it for forty years. Her tiny shoulders burned from 
the inside out, her seven-year-old-arms began to quiver, and (despite what to us might look like child labor) the proud 
expression that inhabited her flush, round face grew more intense by the second. She was so pleased with herself that 
she seemed entranced, as if she was one with the now loudly gurgling pot of Nana’s thick, red liquid.

Millie loved her grandmother more than anything in the entire world—Nana was Millie’s world. Moreover, 
Millie was Nana’s world. Millie had no siblings nor a mother, for she had passed giving birth. Nana loved children 
and teaching, and she was kind to every person she had ever met, most of all Millie. Nana was rather old-world most 
of the time; she preached that girls quickly grow into women, and all women need to be able to cook to support their 
families! Cooking had almost become a pastime in their house; if you were sad, bake sweets; if you are angry, crush 
tomatoes for sauce; if you are happy, let your heart guide you to your favorite meal. Even when not baking, Nana and 
Millie were nearly inseparable (and, it seemed, always in the kitchen). 

The three o’clock bell rang from the church at the end of the block. Millie’s head flew up and she became a statue, 
waiting to be unleashed from her pose. A rap at the back door sent the resident mouse catcher flying through the 
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house. Up Millie jumped and all in one motion, half-ran to the back door from the spot she had been playing on the 
cool kitchen floor, knowing-full-well her backyard neighbor was there to play, as she was every day. Nana’s feeble voice 
pierced the air, “No running in house! Bring me basil from garden!” 

Elizabeth was the little girl whose backyard shared a border with Millie’s backyard. Although she was a bit older 
than Millie and nearly six inches taller, they had much in common; their grandparents had lived in the same village 
in Italy when they were children then later met up in Chicago by happenstance. Both children remained with their 
grandmothers while their fathers and grandfathers worked. Because work was sparse, the adults were often out of 
town or worked for long durations. The girls were as close as they could get to being sisters. 

Elizabeth inquired, “I’ve never heard your Nana speak like that; she’s always so kind and gentle. Is something the 
matter?”

 Millie replied reluctantly, “I’m not sure. This whole day feels odd.”
 Elizabeth tried to lighten the air by agreeing and offering to help pick the basil for Nana. The girls enjoyed 

being in the garden with the sun on their face and the smell of warm dirt mixed with all the delicious garden food. 
They sometimes would sneak berries in the late summer, even though most of the food grown in the yard was for 
trading or selling. Millie’s favorite was the mint plant. She saw the mint as a majestic and noble plant. She admired its 
persistence. The mint had its own garden separate from the other plants, but its fresh smell sweetened the air of the 
whole yard, even during the times when she had to help fertilize. Millie wandered towards the mint as its zingy aroma 
crawled into her nose and mouth; the crafty mint was beckoning her. A startling “Craw!” shrieked from the beak of a 
blackbird sitting on the clothesline nearby, making both girls jump. Elizabeth chimed in:

Those things are maleficent creatures. Shoo, ugly bird! They bring bad luck wherever they go. Come on 
Millie, let’s bring this basil to your grandmother so she can continue cooking, mia nonna adora la sua salsa di 

pomodoro. We could smell it from our house! Then, we can admire the mint. 
Millie agreed, “You’re right. I nearly forgot about the basil. Nana’s tomato sauce is wonderful. I’m sure she’ll send 

you home with some for your nonna.” 
Millie’s grandmother had calmed down and accepted the basil generously. She offered the girls some fresh 

bread. It was so warm and looked soft and fluffy, so, naturally, the girls could not resist. Elizabeth had asked Millie’s 
grandmother what her secret was; why her sauce was so much better than anyone else’s was. Nana replied in her 
broken English, “Recipe is della mia famiglia. Has been passed down over many generations. Mia nonna wrote it for 
me and gave me her best spoon for mixing before I left Italia,” she gestured at a leather hand-bound book on a shelf. 
Nana looked caringly into Millie’s soul through her shimmering amber eyes. “It will be yours one day, sweet girl. 
Now run along—supper is soon.” 

Millie and Elizabeth headed straight for the mint patch in the far corner of the garden. The sun had begun to set. 
Elizabeth told Millie they would visit again tomorrow, but she needed to go home to help her grandmother. Millie 
stooped down, inhaled the scent of the soothing mint, and began to pluck the leaves one by one. She placed a small, 
fuzzy leaf in her mouth. “It is amazing—one tiny leaf can be so strong,” she thought to herself as the mint leaf bit at 
her taste buds. She took a breath and the mint cooled her lungs. In her own little seven-year-old world, she was happy. 
She gathered as many leaves as her little hands could carry to share with Nana. The sky turned shades of deep orange 
and moody purples; the air began to chill causing Millie’s skin to become taut. She turned to head inside.

The light in the kitchen was blinding after being outside in the dark; Millie had to squint to see and even still, 
everything was just a blur. As her eyes adjusted, she made out the grand pot now turned on its side, laying in front 
of the stove on the floor. Hints of garden picked basil, oregano, fennel, and parsley seasoned the warm aroma of 
homemade tomato sauce that filled the kitchen. A blanket of the beautiful red sauce covered a petite, silver haired 
woman laying eerily still half-in the spot Millie had been playing just hours before. Millie froze in shock, confused 
and unsure of what she was seeing. For a terrified little girl, time nearly ceased; each millisecond lasted for eternity. 
Millie’s cupped hands opened as they darted to hold her stomach, which was turning, and crawling its way up her 
throat; all at once the delicate mint leaves she had gathered drifted to the floor. The sound of each leaf hitting the 
floor (which, at any other time would be unnoticeable) resonated deafeningly as if a giant were stomping his feet. Her 
legs collapsed from under her; she fell to the floor. Now laying on the floor curled into her primal form, clutching 
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at her belly, her eyes focused through wells of tears on the mint leaves now scattered before her in the doorway 
blanketing Nana’s wooden spoon. Her mind began to race in a panic. What would she do? She felt orphaned. Had 
the only person that truly cared for her since she was born left her alone in this world? The still-hot sauce seemed 
to ooze across the room in slow motion toward Millie; from the spot where she lay, she could see strands of steam 
dancing on the surface. Time rushed back and blood refilled her cold and terrified-stiff, little extremities. Quicker 
than lightning, she sprang to her feet, snatching up Nana’s spoon on the way. She clutched it tightly to her chest as if 
she was to hold on tightly enough to this piece of her grandmother, she would not actually be gone. Within the blink 
of an eye, Millie bolted from the house running as fast as her legs would take her; she thought that if she could just 
get to Elizabeth’s house fast enough there might still be time, though in her heart she knew she was now alone.

Second Place
 “Sunlight Through an Animal’s Cage”

by
Haley Renison 

The first time he played me that song, we were young and stupid. We were beautiful and immune. We were 
invincible and un-callused. We were in love. I remember going on a picnic one afternoon — his idea; he was such a 
hopeless romantic. He found this little tree rooted in a patch of lush grass overlooking a small sparkle of a creek. We 
didn’t eat though.  We sat on a bright red blanket and drank champagne that he’d stolen from his parents. Then he 
began to play. His youthful, pink fingertips lightly strumming an Elvis classic on a worn ukulele while droplets of 
flowers rested in my delicate curls—right where he’d nestled them. “I can’t help falling in love,” he convincingly sang. 

And I couldn’t help but believe him. 

One wedding, two painful births and a new city later, it was he who couldn’t help falling — down…after a night 
of choking back liquor hard as his fist at the bar, in a city that did not give a shit about eliminating his job. I tried not 
to blame him; we never thought the automobile industry would crash. That is why we moved here after all, leaving the 
charming countryside, where we first confessed our love far behind. We gave up the safety of golden fields with rolling 
hills and oceans of feather-like corn tassels. We gave up our cozy three-room home that was like that sock you never 
want to rid yourself of—threadbare, hole in the pinkie toe, yet always there to greet your tired feet. We worked so 
hard on that house; I miss it. I especially miss that red door, but oh how Mike hated it. He liked most of my ideas, just 
not that one. We gave all of that up for this insecurity, for this…this…shack of a place to live, for this dump. The city 
slogan is “Speramus meliora; resurget cineribus,” yea, fucking right. 1

Like my mother always said, “Oh life will give you lemons all right, but if you’re not careful, Annie dear, they can 
go sour real fast.” Sour they went.  Hell, they rotted! Next thing I knew I was raising two children trying to make one 
end meet the other while watching the carefree man I used to love fall apart — each bruise bringing me closer to his 
own Picasso classic. 

“Ma’am, I need you to look me in the eyes and tell me the truth. You are safe here.”

I looked down at my chipped, crimson toe nails. When’s the last time I painted those? I wondered. Then I 
remembered: 

It was a particularly hot night. The air was saturated with dread. I had already put both of the kids to bed, and he 
was later than usual. In an attempt to calm myself down, I had decided to paint my nails, but because it was so humid, 
they just refused to dry. Consequently, I had to lay on top of my covers while I waited. I remember staring at the 
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cracked drywall. The ceiling was old and looked like lumpy cottage cheese — some odd finishing technique designers 
use. It’s cheap, but God I hated it. Anyway, I remember staring up while the fan spun as fast as it could, gravity 
threatening to free it at any moment. 

Sometimes I wish it would. Perhaps that’s why this was my favorite spot to lie. I must have fallen asleep like that, 
because I woke up in a deep sweat to his Scotch breath invading my nostrils.

“Oh hello, dearest,” I said as calmly as I could. Maybe I would get lucky and all he wanted was some rough sex. I 
could handle that. This wouldn’t be too bad I told myself. 

He began to pant—hard and fast — and I braced myself for what was coming. I had only kid myself. I knew this 
would possibly be one of the worst nights. I was strangely calm that night. He hit me quite a few times, and there are 
parts that I don’t exactly remember. But it was so late that I don’t think the children heard, so that was good. The worst 
part was when he got a kick of adrenaline. He lifted me so that my head was almost level with the spinning blade of 
the ceiling fan. 

“Mike, put me down. You don’t want this on your conscience,” I managed to choke out. I must have gotten 
through to him because he slammed me down onto the bed and then dropped his pants. 

*       *       *

“Ma’am?” “MA’AM!?” The policeman in front of me came back into focus. “You look really pale, ma’am.” “HEY! 
Could I get a coffee in here!?” the officer yelled out the door of his small office. 

I was sitting on a leather chair in front of a mahogany desk that looked more like a pack mule, it was so laden with 
paperwork and folders. I kind of pitied it. Someone handed me a chipped, navy mug that said, “Detroit Police,” and I 
gratefully sipped at its contents. 

“Look, the school called. We know what is going on, Annie? Your little Rosy walked in with a black eye. We know 
she didn’t fall down the stairs. Jimmy used that excuse a month ago when he broke his arm. We will make sure you 
three are safe and taken care of. I just need to hear the truth from you.” 

I sat there. His words were tempting. I could feel my lip quiver under the weight of the truth. But I wouldn’t give 
in. 

He hurt the children, Annie. You told yourself that once that began to happen, you would finally take action. He hurt 
them. Your angels. You have to confess. You have to think of them. 

But I couldn’t do it. I didn’t know how. He would go to jail, and I would have to live with the guilt. I knew I 
could fix him. There had to be something I hadn’t tried yet. There was still hope and I knew that if I just gave him a 
little more time, he could sober up and remember how it used to be for us. 

“I promise you, officer, Jimmy and Rosy are kids. They are accident prone. I let them go out and play, and 
sometimes they get hurt. Mike is not a violent man. He has a good heart, and he loves his family. Just because we hit 
some rough times doesn’t mean he’s a monster. I don’t know what the problem is.”

The officer shook his bearded face. He had cocoa skin and kind eyes. I noticed a gold band on his wedding finger. 

“Annie, I have kids, too. And I can tell you this: no matter how frustrated I get after a hard day of work, no matter 
what they do to disobey me, no matter what my wife says or does to annoy me, I have never had the urge or thought 
to take my emotions out on those that I love. Because you know something, Annie? That is not love.”

It took all I had to hold my tears back. How dare he talk to me like this? He didn’t know a thing about my life, I 
furiously thought. Not everyone leads perfect lives like him. This is the real world and reality hurts sometimes, and that is all 
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that there is to it. I will not end in a divorce like my parents. I had promised myself this when I took Mike’s hand. 

“Officer, I appreciate your concern, but I have it handled,” I said. 

“Annie, if he so much as scratches them or you in the next two weeks, your children will be put into a foster 
home. This is not a safe environment for them. You know my number. Call me any time before then if you would like 
to make this easier on yourself.” 

I silently got up and walked out of the run-down police station. I was only about a block away when the hair on 
the back of my neck began to stand up. 

Someone was following me. 

I picked up my pace and decided to duck into an ally to take a shortcut home. It was then that I felt a hand that 
could only be Mike’s snatch my boney arm. 

“What the hell are you doing, Annie?” he breathed down on my face. 

“I…I had to run to get food stamps,” I stuttered. 

“Bullshit. What the hell were you doing at the station?” He was getting scary. 

“Wha…what are you talking about, dear?” Fear swelled in my small chest.

“YOU TURNING ME IN, BITCH?! AFTER ALL I HAVE DONE FOR YOU!?” 

I began to tremble now. 

And that’s when I saw the blade. 

Before I could answer there was a flash of pain and all I could see was red. And I thought of the door, and the 
countryside, and the man I once loved and still did, and how my love had always poured out for him, as it did now, 
but he would never see it until this moment, and that I was sorry it had to be this way, but he had to know I loved 
him, and now he did.

“Oh Annie.” He sobbed. “I’m so sorry.”

I swear I could smell rotting lemons in a nearby dumpster. 

Third Place
“How You’re Gonna Wanna Build Your House”

by
Kaileen Beckman 

Everybody needs a house, but you’ll be twice the man if you build yours. You can show all your friends and your 
old neighbors and hell, even your mother-in-law to get her off your case for at least a year.

The first thing you’re gonna wanna do is drop the family off somewhere; wife, kids, whatever you got. This is 
man’s work, and they’ll only cut their fingers off or worse, break the new bathroom tiles. Once your family is shipped 
off, you’re ready to go. You’re gonna need a good pair of work boots. You’ll probably want some lumber, too. Just head 
on over to a Lowes or something and pick out the good stuff; the kind that won’t cost you three limbs. Get a lot— 
probably a truck full. If you don’t have a truck, don’t even waste your time; just go buy your house like the little girl 
you are.
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It’ll be a trek bringing your wood back. You’ve got one of those odd plots of land, a square on the side of the 
Rockies that no one else has had the willpower to wrestle with and make theirs. That’s why you’ll have all those buggy 
eyes staring at you from the road while you work; they’re admiring the sweat on your brow and the power in your 
back. They all live in cookie cutter houses; the kind some developer snapped together like Legos in a matter of six 
months. Just wait until they see your house, and the gaudy spectacle you’re gonna make out of their town. Keep that 
in mind when you look out at your land, and don’t let the red clay and stone intimidate you. Men have been taming 
nature and bending it to their wills since the beginning, and you’re smarter than they were; you have technology now.

Head back over to that store you were just at. This is your armory, and you need to load up. Elbow your way 
right past the squeaky voice teen, who thinks he can point you in the right direction, and if he starts following you 
around like a puppy, feel free to give him a shove. Head on over to the tool section. What you’re looking for is power, 
something with teeth and grit that smells masculine. You want something that can probably kill you. If the price 
tag would give your wife a heart attack, then you’re in the right place. You don’t wanna cheap out here; tools are an 
extension of the male body, and you’re building a house, so you’re gonna need the best. Get it all. If you’re not sure if 
you’re gonna need it, get it anyway. When you go to check out, just swipe your card; houses are expensive, and you’re 
doing a quality job. “No, I do not want help getting this to my car.” What makes them think you need help?

Your wife’s gonna get antsy around week two. Her dad and her brother will start harassing you with phone 
calls where Nick’s gonna throw his engineering degree in your face again, and the old man’s gonna mention some 
contractor buddies he knows. Neither of them have eyes for progress.

No doubt by now you’ve picked up a shadow who doesn’t seem to have a jaw hinge. He’ll creep closer and closer 
from the road, until one day you turn around to grab some more nails, and he’s holding it in the palm of his hand 
like an offering. He’ll have a dumb name that means too stupid to take a hint like Robert or Eugene… or Clarence. 
You could tell him to leave you the hell alone, or swing a hammer at his mouth full of duck teeth, and he’d return 
tomorrow, face nearly split in half with his grin like you two are brothers. Keep an eye on him. He was probably 
abandoned here and is looking to sleep under your truck.

“How’s it going, Rick?” the gawkers will call as they drive by. They’ll slow their car down and nearly stick their 
whole head out the window. One or two will even come to a complete stop in the middle of the road. The best answer 
is a curt, “Fine.” It leaves no room for them to ask if you need any help, and makes it clear that you’re in the middle of 
something and can’t be bothered with them. 

They’ll chuckle. “How’s it really going?” they’ll ask Robert Eugene Clarence.
 He’ll crack a grin. “He’s making progress,” he’ll say, like he’s your goddamn parole officer. You want to but you 

can’t hit Robert Eugene Clarence. He’d bounce right back up with a mouth full of blood, still grinning, and ask if 
you want a hand raising that wall. 

The phone calls are also gonna get more annoying. Now Nick will drop by on his way home from work, which is 
about an hour in the opposite direction, and will just happen to have his own tools in the trunk of his car. He’ll bolt 
together a couple things, (don’t let him catch you watching how he does it) and ask how you’re doing. The gruff one 
word answer won’t work on him, so you’ll have to put on a halfway decent conversation and assure him twice that you 
don’t want him coming down for the weekend before he’ll leave. Your mother-in-law will be craftier than that. She’ll 
figure out when your wife comes to see the house, and she’ll be sure to call then, acting all giddy to see how it looks, 
and then scrunching her nose at your work when you get her on video chat. She’ll say little “oh”s and “um”s and “Is 
that finished?”

You’re gonna learn that the second floor is where things get tricky. You never really thought much about it in 
the old house, but standing in your skeleton house, looking up and seeing only a milky mountain fog, it won’t make 
much sense. Why didn’t your bathtub fall right through the floor in the old house? Why didn’t you fall through? 
What the hell supports the second floor anyway? 

Columns. Put enough of them up so when you walk through the front door you’ll feel like Tarzan wading 
through a jungle. Your wife’ll find a way to decorate around them later. You can use the one in the living room as a 
Christmas tree – that’s good multipurposing. Nick wouldn’t have thought of that.

By the end of month six, you’ll be in a race against the winter behemoth every news station is bowing down and 
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First Place 
Student Digital Ar t: 
Adobe Photoshop,
“Native American Genocide”
 by Olivia Ward.
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First Place
Faculty, Staff, and Alumni Digital Ar t: 

Photography, “Empty Dock”
 by Graesen Arnoff.

Fi rst Place
Student Visual Ar t: 

Oi l Paint and Canvas Board,
“Morning Headaches”

 by Brennan Duffy.
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Second Place
Faculty, Staff, and Alumni Digital Ar t:

Photography, “Where Eyes Settle on Beauty”
 by Dr. George Miller.

Second  Place
Student Visual Ar t: 

Oil Painting, “A Shot in Space”
 by Larissa Barnat.

Second Place 
Student Digital Ar t: 
Video, “Implacable”

https://youtu.be/vLENylftO7g
 by Shabari Bailey.
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Third Place
Student Visual Ar t: 

Mixed Media, “Lullabye and Stay Out”
 by Alexander Turner.

Third Place 
Student Digital Ar t: 

Photography, “Untitled”
 by Elizabeth Hyland.

Honorable Mention  
Student Digital Ar t: 
Photography, 
“Downtown Chicago”
 by Dante Harrington.

Honorable Mention 
Student Digital Ar t: 

Adobe Photoshop, “Tri-Color”
 by Mervyn John.
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Honorable Mention
Student Visual Ar t: 

Ink Print/Wood Type, “Defy”
 by Kendall Dale.

Honorable Mention
Student Visual Ar t: 

Acrylic Paint on Canvas, “Playtime”
 by Stacey Johnson.

Honorable Mention
Faculty, Staff, and Alumni Visual Ar t: 

Oil and Acrylic Painting, “Riding Boot by Fireplace”
 by Karen Gail Brant Burke.

VIsual art categorY
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sacrificing virgins to. Snow-pocalypse twenty sixteen; get your shovel ready. You’ll find yourself most nights catching 
a nap in your truck, burning two seventeen a gallon keeping the heat on. Your wife’ll worry and send you out with 
thermoses of hot chocolate and a knit scarf. The only thing you need that scarf for is to wipe your sweat with. 
Embrace the cold and thicken your skin. If you can’t handle a little frozen water, then you have no business being 
out here doing man’s work anyway; let Robert Eugene Clarence finish it up. The only impressive thing about the guy 
is his thermal skin. He’ll rap on your window wearing nothing but a sport’s jacket, hands bare and somehow not 
blistering red. He’ll wiggle himself into the passenger seat, but you’ll let him stay when he passes you a hot meal in a 
Tupperware container; that and you’re damn curious about him.

“Alaskan native,” he’ll say when you ask, and there’ll be some pride in the tilt of his chin. “The cold runs in my 
blood. This is nothing! Everyone’s losing their minds over a little dusting.” You’ll like him a little more after that. Of 
course, then he’ll be encouraged to stick around more. You’ll find him holding the other end of anything heavy that 
you carry, and before Christmas you’ll have been to The Rook, a musky, halfway decent bar with him and both of 
your wives at least once. 

By Christmas you’ll be twice as smart as you were when you got started. You’ll know to invite the gawkers up, 
so you can use their headlights as work lights and save your own truck’s battery. And when they’re up at the house 
watching you nail down floorboards, they’ll be beside themselves trying to pass off their tools or scrap materials to 
you. The next day, your house’ll look like a Goodwill with all the stuff people have abandoned there. They’ll get like 
Robert Eugene Clarence, always eager to be at the house or get you to come over to theirs. This’ll thrill your wife; 
she’ll have five best friends by the end of the week, which is great for you. It means she won’t be calling her parents 
every other day or when you forget to plan for four bedrooms. Honest mistake; not your fault. The kid’s not even born 
yet. She’ll whine to them, but they’ll whine right back, and soon enough you’ll know all about their husbands. There’s 
brotherhood in that.

Mrs. Robert Eugene Clarence is your favorite of her friends. She works for the county and has been passing your 
permits without the century wait for an inspection. James Mackler is your wife’s favorite of your friends. He’s an 
electrician and will be happy to take a look at the house after you nearly send yourself to your maker trying to wire 
the front hall. He’s alright. He’ll keep his hands at his sides and say things like, “You know maybe you should try 
crossing those two.” Your wife’ll insist he’s there when you do electric work even though he never touches a thing. 
That’s the reason you let him hang around. 

Nick’s gonna have a week off of work somehow, and he’ll be determined to spend every minute of his vacation 
by your side. You’ll learn he loves the word we. “We can fix that.” “We won’t have any trouble with this.” “We can 
probably get that done today.”

When you’re questioning why you kept dating your wife after you met him, he’ll suddenly pat you on the back. 
“Nice job with the plumbing.” Guess they didn’t teach him that in engineering school. 

Between your brother-in-law and the half dozen guys Robert Eugene Clarence has introduced you to, you’re 
gonna hear there’s a lot wrong with your house. You’re gonna see most of it, too. They’re all gonna have ideas about 
how to fix it, and they’re all gonna start showing up with their own tools and their own learned lessons. Don’t take 
offense. You’re twice the man for admitting you don’t know what you don’t know. 

Honorable Mention
“The Hungry Orca”

by 
Melissa Gaston 

The water was heavy and murky blue. Even in those depths of the northern icy Pacific Ocean, there were 
glistening bright blue patches speckled throughout the water.  On the shore, the water lapped back and forth.  I was 
the ocean’s biggest terror and at the top of the food chain.  My body was sleek and made for swimming through 
deep ocean currents.  The black and white colors on my body were a stark contrast to my clever mind.  The two small 
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patches of white just under my eyes were a trick–a gimmick–which helped make the appearance that my eyes were 
weeping with sadness and vulnerability.  But I was a wolf in sheep’s clothing seeking prey. I needed the resemblance of 
the unthreatening kind, for my mission was to find food not a friendship.  The urgency for food was felt throughout 
the waters coming from all directions, as other sea animals united in collective thought.  It was life or death – it could 
have been my last meal.  I had to survive. 

I made my way through the water, swimming among small schools of fish and large batches of waving sea plants 
– not anything of interest or that would satisfy my intense hunger.  I was on the hunt for harbor seals, porpoises, and 
sea lions.  Sending out clicks in hopes to find anything to nourish me, amazingly–there in the distance–I received a 
reply from my calls.  It was the familiar returning echo of a sea lion with its blubbery body gliding and large black 
eyes staring in fear.   I launched myself toward the nourishment, but instantly, from just behind it, appeared my 
foe, my competition – another killer whale that looked just like me.  Within no time this mirror image of myself 
had the sea lion in its mouth.  It grabbed the large-eyed tasty treat and thrashed back and forth, back and forth, 
as blood seeped from the whale’s mouth, and its teeth clenched tightly around the flesh of the sea lion’s body.  The 
little streams of blood drifted through the water over into the area surrounding me.  The taste was overwhelming 
and unbearable to take in without having some of its flesh in my mouth.  I needed to live.  A final thrash from the 
other whale sent the sea lion’s entire body limp.  The lack of movement initiated the spew of the sea lion from its 
jaws, leaving the wilting remainders gliding through the water slowly past me, as to intentionally tease me or offer an 
undeniable flavor.  This other whale must have plenty to eat?  Why would a whale that is starving offer to play? After 
my observations of his hunting techniques, and the clear distinction of extra blubber around his midsection, it was 
clear and apparent that it was a bigger and healthier whale with no shortage of sustenance.  

The black eyes of the sea lion caught mine as it drifted by looking for help.  As if screaming for its life, it stared 
at me to do something, not knowing I was willing and able to thrash it too, to eat it and move on.  I floated passively 
as the situation unfolded in front of me.   Instantly and recklessly the other whale plunged and darted quickly 
toward the sea lion and had it in its mouth again.  The heavy burden of being without food, and being weaker held 
my instincts down, as I watched the slow motions of the sea lion’s body become lifeless.  I whistled toward the other 
whale in hopes to distract the unnecessary game of torture, yet feeling the overwhelming resonances of hunger and 
competitiveness.  

The conflicting feelings of sadness and anger were complicated and interfered with my original goal.  It was 
torture for the sea lion and it was agony to watch another just like me to have food – to have luck and timing on his 
side and the initiative to go faster and to be stronger than others to get what is a compulsion.  Thrashing back and 
forth, my high-pitched whistles communicated nothing to this superior whale, as it relentlessly attacked again.  Just 
kill it already!  Eat it.  The sea lion’s movements were absent except for one tiny motion from one fin – a bit of life was 
left in it–enough to feel the pain of dying.

With the last bit of its energy, the other whale flung the sea lion across the distance between us and took off in 
the opposite direction, dashing through the dark waters as fast as it appeared.  It was as if the other whale left his 
plaything behind, not enough of a delicacy for him to consume it, but enough to leave behind for the pathetic bottom 
feeder of our kind, me.  The innocent eyes of the sea lion were this time looking just past me or past everything.  Its 
body floated–drifting down into the darkness of the abyss– the unknown.  It sank down, down into the center of the 
earth, back where we came from.  

With awareness, I seized this opportunity using all the strength I could muster and I shot through the water, 
grabbing the floating meat dangling unconsciously in front of me.  I devoured it instantly with one healthy gulp.  The 
skin slid down into my gullet, killing it immediately. The fullness in my belly was not a common feeling but one that 
I yearned and accepted. Satisfied, I offered my thoughts of gratitude to the common sea lion for helping me to survive 
and never looked back with regret or wonder but only moved forward to find my next meal.
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Honorable Mention
“Pearly White”

by
Michael Cotter 

Is there anything more magical than a wedding?  A summer breeze surrounded the town of Boulder Hollow 
that wisped around the decorations and made the banner that said, “Congratulations Kathy & Melody,” dance on 
its tether. Kathy and Melody, who went by Mel for short, exchanged their vows under an array of paper lanterns that 
spiraled in their blue and white majestic fashion. Almost everyone in our small town came together to show love and 
support of the sacrament Kathy and Mel were a part of. 

The simple ceremony took place in the park, which was conveniently the heart of the town – complete with 
gazebo. Kathy and Mel were stunningly beautiful.  Kathy wore a beautiful, crisp white button up shirt with a pale 
blue boutonnière, and Mel wore a gorgeous pure white summery dress that seemed to float her down the aisle upon 
her entrance. The ceremony itself was much shorter than I expected, especially considering the intense amount 
of work Kathy and I had been putting into it to make sure it went smoothly for Mel. Everything from music and 
decorations and flowers were up to Kathy and I to take care of, and I’d say we did an effective job, considering we 
made the entire park smell of fresh roses and honey. 

In our planning, I suggested to Kathy that the reception should be more of a house crawl where her family and 
friends, all of whom lived within walking distance of one another and the park, could host segments of the reception. 
This would not only save Kathy and Mel a lot of money, but it was something unique and untraditional, which is 
exactly what Kathy liked. I recruited Kathy’s sister, Amy, and her husband, Will, to serve appetizers and drinks. Mel’s 
best friend, Barbra, took on the dinner portion with assistance from her neighbors and her children, and around dusk, 
I would take on the closing portion of the evening with desert where the toasts and dancing would occur.  

Before the ceremony, I had somehow managed to frame my six foot two body in a linen suit and matched it with 
a turquoise tie and smog grey oxford shirt. My hair was the color of fresh maple syrup and was doing that thing I 
particularly liked – meaning I was somehow effectively able to style it to look as close to the hair of a Disney prince 
but with the volume of RuPaul’s.

At the ceremony, I met up with my friend Maddie, whom I had met through Kathy many years before while 
working for our local church. Maddie and I had grown very close through the years of working together building 
houses, going on retreats, and growing into the incredibly close friends we had become. Today, Maddie looked 
adorable in her warm, weather pink skirt and cream-colored top. After crying over Kathy and Mel’s vows, Maddie 
and I had made a pact to stick together during the house crawl reception, that way neither of us would feel lost in the 
sea of guests.

At the first house, I took in the view of the assortment Amy and Will had provided. The smell of fresh fruit mixed 
in the air with freshly manicured lawn. Great summer fruits, dips, finger sandwiches, and more flooded the folding 
tables under a giant white canopy tent they had set up in their yard. Their garage had a complete bar and assorted 
drinks chilling while a stereo inside oozed out happy music among the many finely dressed guests that covered the 
yard. Maddie and I took plates and began to take our fill and mingle–occasionally exchanging pleasantries and “Yes, 
it really was a beautiful ceremony” with other guests. I took a couple sandwiches and an apple and made my rounds, 
trying to get near the newlyweds, hoping their intoxicating happiness would take over me as well. Apparently it did, 
because the rest is all a blur.

I remember walking out of Barbra’s house a little early to make sure mine was ready. Maddie was at my side as 
we began to walk the one block over to my yard when I had the craving to get the pulled pork taste out of my mouth. 
I was talking to Maddie about what needed to be done and making jokes about some of the people who came to the 
wedding – being that people watching is a frequent hobby of mine. I like awkward, unfiltered moments when I catch 
people doing things. I love to then tell everyone about them. 

I was reaching into my pocket of my blazer for the apple I saved from Amy and Will’s fruit spread and laughing 
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at the ridiculous outfit on Mel’s out of town cousin when I took a bite. The juices flowed against my taste buds, and 
I was surprised at how good the apple was. I was laughing and talking still. Rehashing the gaudy outfit of the cousin 
and her awkward smile in photos – why must you smile with your tongue? It has no place there. Stop it. I went in for 
another bite and cut my lip on something on the apple. Being that the sky was darkening and I wasn’t focused, I had 
to stop walking to look at what had made my lip bleed. 

“What’s wrong?” Maddie asked. There, embedded in the apple, was my left incisor. The sharp roots jabbed out 
at alarming angles and ripped my lip apart. Embarrassed of my situation and concerned about making sure not to 
disrupt the efforts Kathy and I had so tediously worked for, I plucked the tooth out of the apple and placed it in my 
pocket, vowing not to smile for the rest of the night, and praying a dentist could fix it in the morning.

I threw the apple away and convinced Maddie nothing was wrong but began to obsess over the taste of iron in my 
mouth. I ran my tongue over and over the exposed soft gums in my mouth while flooding myself with questions of 
how this could have happened and of all days, why today? In my compulsive state, I zoned out of reality and focused 
on the gap while running my fingers over the tooth that weighed in my dress pocket. I guess, somehow in my trance, 
we had made it to my house. I began to walk inside, still running my tongue through the gap, when the eyetooth next 
to it loosened. I prayed that it would stay, but between it becoming unstable by losing its neighbor and my obsessive 
tongue brushing of the space next to it, I had loosened it and lost it as I spat it out into my hand with blood laden 
saliva. My mouth began to pool with blood, which I was spitting out when Maddie found me. I began to panic and 
shake as Maddie screamed and with that, the world went black.
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First Place
“The Blind Eye”

by
Sabrina Parr 

Music ripped the church door open. 
Electric words echoing songs.
The altar confesses little to the bedraggled 
bride. Liquor blurs 
the unclean sheets. 

Criminal romance 
beneath the theatre’s 
trees. Fingers pass beneath cloth, 
piercing the body. Shadows cloud 
the chamber, words 
rasped old songs. 

Drunk lady falls, pitches 
the neglected body past the window. 
Early morning coffee lights the burning 
eyes. Ink word confessions ruin the heart. 
Words reverberate songs in the closed church.

Second Place
“Love Slam”

by
Sarah Elizabeth Ford

Love is not love slam,
body jamming body trap,

no tiptoe of teaking climax
cooing, “Hey, just relax, babe,”

no primrose scribbled muzzled prattle
ish kabibble, honeyed dribble,

no give and take take
of swears and scales and staples,

no pigment of possession
folding you into fatal phthalo blue.
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 Third Place
“Pushing Up Daisies”

by
 Haley Renison 

White as the dripping wax at a wedding,

the daisies grew out of her ears

and wooden floorboards.

The daisies grew out of the floor.

The flowers happily greeted her bare toes.

She inhaled burnt petals.

Bitter smoke.

The beautiful master of destruction 

fell to the floor—

everything the light touches is damaged.

The floor was full of death.

Shit.

A bitter ringing of soft, boisterous fields—

the flowers burn.

Auribus teneo lupum.

Velvet sunlight.

It is dark now,

so it is dangerous.

She ran, 

leaving a trail of ash behind her

and Gallatin.

One day, the petals will fall, 

and the earth will swallow them.

Full bloom.



33

Honorable Mention
“Written in Bone” A Cento

by
Amanda Gieseler 

Outside my clouded window—
The chrysanthemums,
this old melody
that will not declare itself…

What beauty and bruise it plays,
leave your shattered shadows by the door.
You dream, half-life, half-lit,
in dreams, I gave you eyes with a stop-less heart, cold, and dark.

I smile at the humming, as it thrums all around
a palace of ribs, soothing the broken;
dust-black feathers encased with skeletal legs
dancing in such tender absences,

this city made me smile, even as others wept around me.
Love to the very ended cloud filled eyes.
Form a fist until your heart beats again
you who always leans to one side…

Based on Poet’s Works:
Hadara Bar-Navda: “Thumbs,” “Lullaby,” “What Care the Dead for Day,” “Dust is the Only Secret,” “Palace,” “My 
Wife in all Things,” and “Zombie”
Spencer Reece: “Chrysanthemums”

Honorable Mention
“Snug Sundress”

by
 Rachel Steele 

The green sundress 
does not mind stocky 
white legs sanctioning the 
ground, among the blades of 
grass growing too long.  It does not 
mind its rough canvas sheath 
bursting like a bottle of Coca-Cola filled 
with mentos.  It does not mind 
not doing a jig in a summer’s 
breeze.  It does not mind being 
forcibly content as a size three.
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Honorable Mention
“Eulogy to Fallen Migrants”

by 
Elizabeth Lopez 

Eulogy to the hundreds of migrants who lose their lives each year in search of better ones.
 
Happiness, paradise, a family and health,
You dreamed,
You sought a future beyond the norm of bullet shells,
For freedom in your own country you screamed,
To go up north you wished, to bring your family well.
 
Desert: the heat, the thirst, so dry, 
The beaming sun hits your backs,
Hours turn to days,
As your basic needs you carry in sacks,
Gracias Don Enrique, the water was great,
I’ll try to make it last until the dawn breaks,
 
Night falls. Coyotes? A snake! 
Lights glare. Border Patrol,
Just hide, don’t stare!
Hearts pound, wrists shake, you tried to gain control.
 
Minutemen, militias,
You’re dying and they don’t care,
My daughter, mi hijo, my wife, 
They wonder. It isn’t fair.
 
A broken family: your bodies they lay out of sight,
Anti-immigrants pass you and stare,
But your families, they hoped to hear from you every night.
 
Fast-forward: December 2015,
Los Zetas, Los Narcos, you fled them but they’re still there,
Immigrants, no, they say “illegals,” 
Yeah… we’re still not wanted here.
They’ve labeled you as aliens, yet you don’t seem from outer space,
They claim that you’re not legal, so you work at a faster pace.
 
As an American Citizen, to all of you I apologize,
Yes, we are all human but not all think that’s fine,
For refugees, Americans hesitate to call.
Obama? He’s a compassionate guy,
But man this Donald Trump, he wants a “human-proof” wall,
Eh, don’t worry though, soon we’ll get through it all. 
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As long as Pena Nieto rules, all hail the American Dream,
As for Ayotzinapa, we’re still in search of those missing 43,
But until we meet again, next time in paradise,
I promise. I promise I’ll try to stop the cries.
 
Corruption. Oh corruption of those cops,
But I swear, one day,
One day, the loss of your great lives will lead to a stop. s
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First Place
“Teeth”

by 
Michael Cotter 

I spill rancid,
Vile words
Out of my mouth.

I tell half-truths,
Half-lies,
And entire myths.

Toxic speech
Wisps through gaps 
Of insincere smiles

Polluting air,
Rotting bone,
Pushing teeth

Out into my palm,
Forcing me to recognize
The damage I have done.

Second Place
“Saturday Night and Sunday Morning”

by
Dr. Michael Cunningham 

Saturday Night

This joint is jumping, really jumping.
ChickSatchmoFathaBillie
DukeKingBessieDizzy.

The clarinet points toward the sawdust floor, 
The trombone glide gestures toward the booze on the shelf, 
The boozy trumpet challenges you, my friend, the interloper.

Sinewy high-yeller dancers in mauve slither, 
Manic eggplant-faced black musicians in emerald green gyrate,  
The puma-eyed gambler in violent violet holds up a pair of kings.  
The almond-skinned waitress in not-too-hot pink endures the pimp’s poke. 
The pasty-faced white cop hauls off the miscreant.
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The clothing palette’s a bruise, an angry sky before the storm. 
The complexions as varied as the soils of the South.

The great migration delivered Lawrence’s children 
To Harlem and Bronzeville and the Black Bottom. 
The broken, forlorn tribe, now unchained, found jive and joy
In juke joints and speakeasies…and in pews on Sunday morning at 11 A. M. 

Sunday Morning

“Jesus…Saves” a declaration writ large
Above the swaying minister in the pulpit. 

The sheet music changes, only the piano remains…
The white dress has replaced the shiny, crimson one,
Yet the exuberance of the holy-roller endures.
 
The congregation writhes with pleasure at 
The delivery from the grip of the Pharaoh, 
Staggers at the story of that awful crown.

And in a garret above the store front church,
A crucifix hangs on the sun-sprayed wall.
Saturday night’s prostitute becomes naked  
On the model’s pedestal, an ethereal Helen.

The painter, brush in hand, begins. 

Third Place
“The Effect”

by
Dr. George Miller

Our family never does anything halfway.
If we go for a grade, it’s always an A; if it’s at the
end of the game, it’s not for the tie but always to

win; if it’s a moral quandary, we choose either the
road to redemption or the minefield of

condemnation.  And continuing the family
tradition with my youngest brother’s Parkinson’s,

it’s not just residing in one hemisphere of the
brain.  It’s camped out in both.
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His brain yells at his mouth to open,
His hands to move, his ass to get out of a chair.  But
The message is slow to get there, like the food from

An understaffed restaurant reaching the table.
When I am at the circuit breaker turning off the
Electricity in each room, I think of that disease
Shutting down my brother, one body part at a

Time, not all at once like a guillotine but slowly like
A dimmer, degree by degree, insidiously.  First he 

had trouble walking; then trouble sitting in a
  chair; then trouble feeding himself; then trouble

speaking; and finally trouble believing all the 
effort was worth it. 

Assisted Living—no longer an option because he’s
no longer capable of being assisted to do regular

things.  Encamped at a nursing home—manifestly
medicated and having everything done for him.
Still clear-headed among the frail and foggy, he
texts that he wants a strawberry milkshake and
Reuben sandwich, which I dutifully cut into a 

multiplicity of edible pieces.  Texting takes all his
effort and concentration, and four or five words
takes 45 minutes and then another few to hit

SEND.  Cause and effect are no longer inextricably
intertwined, but occasionally coupled like justice 

to crime.

Today he can barely squeeze my hand.  I do all the 
talking and wax poetic about the good old days
and support the hypothesis he whispered to me

when he could speak:
“All those anti-depressants over all those years

left an indelible mark on me.”

What’s left is what’s always left when the grass is 
no longer greener on the other side:  warm hand in
warm hand; sigh beside sigh; tenderness triggered

by vanishing time. 
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First Place
“Corn in Native American Literature and Mythology”

by 
Ashley McCann 

When I was 20-years-old, I haphazardly stumbled upon a book in my boyfriend’s bedroom. The paperback, 
American Gods: A Novel by Neil Gaiman, was substantially seasoned, besieged with dog-eared pages, scribbles, and 
the binding was exhausted from being bent, twisted, and apparently occasionally chewed by my boyfriend’s Labrador. 
I flicked forward a couple pages and sighted a quote inserted by Gaiman from Richard Dorson, an American 
folklorist. The inscription read, “One question that has always intrigued me is what happens to demonic beings 
when immigrants move from their homelands… When I asked why [the same demons] are not seen in America, my 
informants giggled confusedly and said, ‘They’re scared to pass the ocean, it’s too far,’ pointing out that Christ and 
the apostles never came to America” (Gaiman 1). Although comical, it immediately birthed an excitation for the 
following pages. I wanted to know what happens to demons, gods, legends, myths, etc. under the pressure of time 
and evolving societies? What solidifies one “fabled creature” or particular over another in the eyes of an entire culture?  
Also, if immigrants neglected to bring along their kaleidoscopic mythology, what, in turn, then takes up residence in 
the minds of those left without something to believe in or be troubled by?

When explorers like Columbus “discovered” what is now the United States of America, the land was already rich 
with people, beliefs, societal traditions, and rules for leading a moral life. If what Dorson said is true, then it is to be 
anticipated – at least to some extent – that the colonialists adopted some belief, mythology, and folklore from the 
Native Americans. This proposition aims a finger at one of the most influential economic and mythic foundations of 
Native American society, corn. Although an ear of corn may not initially indicate connections to legend and faith, the 
truth is corn was essential to Native Americans. One might argue that corn as food and symbol was firmly rooted in 
Native American literature. These texts, complemented by the writings produced by explorers, played (and still play) 
an essential role in the formation of corn’s significance and meaning for humanity.  

First, in terms of necessity in Native American society, corn reigned among the most imperative and essential. 
Corn provided nourishment for the Native Americans and continues to provide sustenance for many people today. 
Corn is not a wild plant; it has been domesticated via human intervention over a considerable period of time. 
“Originally cultivated in the Americas, corn was brought to Europe by Christopher Columbus in the late 1400s; 
thanks to other explorers and traders, it soon made its way to much of the rest of the globe” (Nix 1). With this 
historical context in mind, it is no surprise that this plant was much more than food to the Native Americans and 
colonialists; corn was equally significant in both Native American spiritual belief and in their literature.    

In the text referenced above, Neil Gaiman creates a world where multiple gods exist, and their survival is 
contingent upon people believing in them. If a god loses his or her “following,” that god ceases to exist. The gods 
in Gaiman’s books are not gods in any familiar sense in terms of religion; they are materialistic items that people 
worship and idolize in society. Corn, in a similar way, rose to the top of Native American literature because of its 
ability to provide sustenance, and Native Americans genuinely believed in its fantastical properties. Luckily for corn, 
its value has not decreased.

In terms of literary representation, readers can first take a look at Dine Bahane: The Navajo Creation Story. In this 
story, audiences encounter an explanation of creation, where two ears of corn, along with buckskin and feathers, are 
used in a ritual conducted by gods in order to bring forth the first human man and woman. As the ritual comes to an 
end, the “Holy People” lift up the top layer of buckskin, “And lo, the ears of corn had disappeared. In their place there 
lay a man and there lay a woman” (McMichael 66). Corn, along with other crucial elements of society, including 
the buckskin and eagle feathers, is responsible for the creation of human beings. To solidify the magnanimous 
significance of this attribution, readers can reference Christianity. In the Christian faith creation is attributed to the 
holiest of all, God. So, to assign the physical creation of all human beings to what many readers today might consider 
a common vegetable is a clear identifier of corn’s influence, power, and significance to Native Americans.
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Secondly, in comparison, audiences can look to explorer and author John Smith for a similar acknowledgment. 
Since this account is written from the perspective of a European, not a Native American, we can assume that 
Dorson’s assertion is at least tolerably true. Although John Smith did not run into the fields worshipping corn, he did 
specifically choose to identify and incorporate this element in his narrative, The Generall Historie of Virginia. Often 
times, readers will encounter a bias or an obscure view of a historical event due to perception and the opinions of the 
author. In this example, Smith acknowledges the significance of corn in his decision to incorporate it in his plan for a 
successful British colony in the “new world.” While describing a ritual that involved the strategic placing of corn and 
sticks performed by Native Americans, Smith testifies, “the circle of meal signified their country, the circles of corn 
the bounds of the sea, and the sticks his country” (52). Smith recognized both the economic and symbolic values of 
corn. It is important to consider that a non-native, European incorporated this incidental detail in a text. When an 
author solidifies information in a story, consciously or not, he or she establishes those elements as important, as pieces 
of time that assert value; every word, sentence, pause, etc., in a text is there because it apparently serves a purpose. 
To make this more concrete, in the words of Edgar Allan Poe, “In the whole composition there should be no word 
written, of which the tendency, direct or indirect, is not to the one pre-established design” (243). However, we have 
to assume that Smith’s reference to corn was intended for enterprise and not by belief in magic. The mythological 
significance here lies in the fact that the Native Americans chose to represent their land via food production; England 
was represented by sticks, elements lacking nourishment yet identifying potential weapons. 

The significance of corn and its reflective properties in literature is bolstered by three other stories from the 
White Mountain Apache, Hopi, and Tuscarora tribes. Two of these tribes, the Apache and Hopi, were very close in 
location, but were not close in other aspects of their societies. “The Apache were known for being powerful, brave, 
and aggressive,” [while] “the word Hopi means peaceful ones, or hopeful” (“Apache Tribes”). The third tribe, the 
Tuscarora, has a name that “derives from their use of hemp, meaning ‘hemp gatherers’” (Tanabe 1), and although 
they were not violent people, they are most commonly associated with the Tuscarora War. While these tribes seem to 
have embraced ethics and values that differ significantly, they do have one synonymous appreciation for corn. All of 
these tribes produced several stories about corn with mythological, and in some cases, lifesaving properties that have 
stood the test of time. 

The first tale, from the White Mountain Apaches, “Turkey Makes the Corn and Coyote Plants it,” begins with 
two children telling a turkey they have nothing to eat. The turkey shakes its feathers and corn falls out. The turkey 
then gives the children corn seeds to grow corn, ultimately, saving them from starvation, and the corn prospers. 
Seeing this, a coyote approaches the children and asks for some seeds, so he may grow his own. However, the coyote 
does not want to spend as much time cultivating, so he tries to cook the corn before he plants it, thinking this will 
give him an advantage. Because the coyote fails to follow the ritual, his family suffers, while everyone else is blessed 
with an abundance of food. “Coyote’s family lived poorly, and they never bothered to cook anything before they ate 
it” (Erdoes and Ortiz 354). In this example, the Apaches delineate the ever-lasting results of the coyote’s betrayal of 
corn’s nutritional properties, which results in misfortune and poverty for his family. The betrayal of a vegetable serves 
as a turning point in the coyote’s life, and while this may seem insignificant and highly improbable today, this tale 
serves as a clear identifier of how strongly corn was valued in Native American society. 

The second tale, from the Hopi tribe, “The Revenge of Blue Corn Ear Maiden,” tells a tale of two maidens, Yellow 
Corn Ear Maiden and Blue Corn Ear Maiden, who are supposedly friends. However, in this story, the Yellow Corn 
Ear Maiden uses her supernatural powers to turn her friend into a coyote. While the coyote is all alone and searching 
for help, she finds sustenance from corn in a farmer’s house. Later, after hunters capture the coyote, they discover her 
true identity, and a woman changes the Blue Corn Ear Maiden back into a human and nourishes her with corn. This 
woman, identified as “Spider Woman” (410), helps the Blue Corn Ear Maiden perform a spell (of course, involving 
more corn) that ultimately turns the Yellow Corn Ear Maiden into a snake that is killed by her own parents, not 
knowing they have slain their own daughter. In this example, corn clearly dominates the entire tale. It serves as the 
names for the main characters, the one thing the coyote finds comfort in when scared and alone, that satisfies her 
hunger and plays an instrumental role in leveling the betrayal battlefield. 

Lastly, a tale from the Tuscarora tribe, “The Corn Spirit,” animates a story about Native Americans who take their 



41

corn for granted. The Tuscarora become very careless with the corn, and they live “without showing any respect for 
the corn that gave them life” (“Native American Legends”). One man, Dayohagwenda, took great care of his corn and 
stored it properly for the winter. While reflecting on a walk in the forest, Dayohagwenda discovers a lodge with a man 
sitting outside. The lodge is full of weeds and damaged, and the man is dirty and crying. This man reveals himself as 
the Corn Spirit and tells Dayohagwenda that if his people cultivate their corn properly and remember to give thanks 
to him, they will not starve. So, Dayohagwenda returns to village, passes the message about his encounter, and their 
village is saved. Here, corn is represented in human form as a wise old man and is also represented as a being with 
magical properties. The Corn Spirit provides them with corn to make it through the winter, and from that day on the 
Tuscarora always remember to thank the Corn Spirit. 

In each tale, all from very different ancestries, corn clearly plays an important role. The Apache, Hopi, and 
Tuscarora illuminate betrayals against corn, and the significant repercussions that are produced. This literary 
fascination with illuminating the mythological properties and real life value of corn is not an infatuation, but a 
clear reflection of necessity and gratitude. The tales mentioned, including Smith’s, effectively identify and elevate 
the legitimate role played by corn; this portrayal separates corn from its vegetable counterparts. Corn was not just a 
crop for the Native Americans and early colonizers, but a central element of survival and fulfillment. Understanding 
the historical context, and coupling that with the literature of Native American tribes and early colonizers, clearly 
demonstrates that corn is valued in both Native American spirituality and literature. This identification attests to the 
significance of corn for humanity, but particularly for the Native Americans. 
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Second Place
“Can Satan Really be the Hero?”

by 
Julia Mach 

The idea of Satan being a hero remains unthinkable, especially if referencing works like The Bible, due to the 
typical stereotype of Satan being purely evil. Even more current references like “Beelz” from Stephen Lynch who 
makes fun of Satan describes Satan as being this horrible demon. Yet, John Milton in “Paradise Lost” strays away 
from the stereotypical Satan, allowing for the prospects of him being a hero to be created. Milton in “Paradise Lost” 
retells the tale of the Creation and the Fall of Man but with more attention placed on the actions of Satan. Satan, 
unlike the depicted wrathful and distant God, is portrayed as a leader that anyone would willingly follow, not only 
for his poetic speech but also for his humanlike characteristics. Satan becomes the hero of “Paradise Lost” partially by 
default, due to no one else fitting the exact standards of the typical hero, but also because in making Satan the hero, 
even with all of his faults, he allows humans to be heroes as well. In stepping away from stereotypical ideals of villains 

s
t

u
d

ent r
esea

rc
h r

ePo
rt



42

and heroes, this allows for the hope of understanding and analyzing the true villains and heroes.
 In creating the main characters in “Paradise Lost,” Milton does not ignore the characteristics given from The 

Bible, but he puts his own twist on them, allowing Satan to rise above them all. Adam remains an important role in 
The Bible as being part of the Fall of Mankind by eating from the Tree of Knowledge. In The Bible, Adam seems to 
carry equal importance to Eve, if not more, such as depicted in the painting of God and Adam almost touching in 
Michelangelo’s “Creation of Adam” painting. Adam is mentioned before Eve as written in the Book of Genesis: “Then 
the Lord God formed a man from the dust of the ground and breathed into his nostrils the breath of life, and the man 
became a living being” (Bible Gateway Passage 2:7). Once God creates Adam, Adam is placed in the Garden of Eden. 
Adam is left there to name all the animals and find himself a helper with the only rule being to not eat from the 
Tree of Knowledge; when no helper is found God makes Adam a woman. All of this revolves around the relationship 
between God and Adam, which highlights the importance of Adam. However, in “Paradise Lost,” Adam gets lost in 
the significance of God, Satan, and Eve. Adam even seems to be lacking in having an identity of his own, instead, 
needing other strong characters to guide him. Milton seems to want to draw more on Eve, God, and Satan to have 
a greater character development and to try to understand their underlying motives. However, Adam does struggle 
with Eve’s beauty often getting carried away by it, such as when describing her to Raphael he says, “her loveliness, so 
absolute she seems/And in herself complete, so well to know/Her own, that what she wills to do or say,/Seems wisest, 
virtuousest, discreetest, best;” (Milton 8:547-550). Adam’s struggle to ignore and be persuaded by Eve is what causes 
him to sin in the end; however, without Eve, Adam probably would have not sinned due not being a strong character. 
Due to his weakness for Eve’s beauty and his lack of character development, Adam cannot be the hero in “Paradise 
Lost.”  Eve, like Adam, remains close to the description given of her in The Bible, but Milton does make the change of 
having Eve be more selfish.

Eve remains very similar between The Bible and “Paradise Lost” in how she acts; however, the major contrast 
comes when Eve eats the Forbidden Fruit. In The Bible, Eve remains, as stated before, in Adam’s shadow, being called 
the woman until after they sin when Adam finally gives the woman the name, Eve. She remains insignificant except 
for when she is convinced by Satan to eat from the Tree of Knowledge. Eve’s sin is described in The Bible:  “When the 
woman [Eve] saw that the fruit of the tree was good for food and pleasing to the eye, and also desirable for gaining 
wisdom, she took some and ate it. She also gave some to her husband, who was with her, and he ate it. Then the eyes 
of both of them were opened” (Bible Gateway Passage 3:6-7). In committing this sin, both Adam and Eve must leave 
the Garden of Eden. However, The Bible only describes why Eve ate from the Tree of Knowledge, but it does not tell 
the reader why she gave the apple to Adam, or why he took and ate the apple himself. Unlike The Bible, Milton tries 
to answer these questions that led Eve to having a great and more complex role over Adam. “Paradise Lost” describes 
the actual sinful deed in a similar way to The Bible, the difference, however, comes after Eve eats the fruit when she 
debates having Adam eat it, too. She eats the fruit in the hope of becoming smarter than Adam. At first, Eve does not 
want Adam to eat the fruit, because he will then be smarter again. However, she then realizes that if he does not eat 
the fruit, God can kill her and just make a new Eve. She becomes jealous of this idea and instead presents the fruit to 
Adam. Adam contemplates eating the fruit saying, “Not well conceived of God, who though his power/Create could 
repeat, yet would be loath/Us to abolish, lest the Adversary/Triumph” (Milton 9:945-948). Adam ends up eating the 
fruit not for knowledge but for fear that Eve might die. He idolizes Eve so much that he puts Eve in front of God 
making her, in a way, a false idol. He eats the fruit to remain with her instead of remaining with God. After eating 
the fruit, they make passionate love and then quarrel about whose fault it is for eating the fruit. Eve cannot be the 
hero of “Paradise Lost,” because she remains selfish in wanting Adam for herself and gives in to the temptations of 
Satan, which was inevitable. Unlike Adam and Eve, who only make smaller changes in their characters between the 
two works, God transforms from a loving, caring God to one that demands some respect and obedience.

In the book of Deuteronomy, God is described as, “He [God] is the Rock, his work is perfect: for all his ways 
are judgment: a God of truth and without iniquity, just and right is he” (Deuteronomy 32:3-4). God has often been 
described as this powerful, loving, all-knowing God who made a world called for humans to live and thrive on. In 
more current times, people describe God as a friend or companion who is always there for them, or someone to carry 
you when you are at your lowest. Throughout The Bible, God is considered this nice, loving God who is willing to 
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love everyone—even those who betray him. God in the Creation of Adam and Eve is described in the same way as 
depicted in The Bible. He creates Adam in his image, which God takes his time with, and then makes Eve from one of 
the ribs of Adam. When God is done creating everything, The Bible describes God saying, “And God saw everything 
that he had made, and, behold, it was very good” (Bible Gateway Passage 1:31). God loves everything he created 
unconditionally, especially Adam and Eve. While God keeps his loving relationship with Adam and Eve in “Paradise 
Lost,” his personality is described in more detail and how certain reactions cause God to not be the hero. The Bible 
does not give much description on God when it comes to the story of Creation. Instead, The Bible focuses more on the 
creation of the world and the downfall of Adam and Eve. “Paradise Lost,” however, does spend more time describing 
exactly who God is according to Milton. Milton’s God is not a friendly God who seeks intimacy from his followers; 
instead, God is a powerful leader who will bless those who follow him unconditionally and cast rebels to eternal 
damnation. Raphael, an angel of God, describes God when he says to Adam, “Be strong, live happy, and love, but first 
of all/ Him whom to love is to obey, and keep/ His great command” (Milton 9:633-635). In order for God to love 
Adam and Eve, they must obey the rules he has given them. Those who go against the will or rules of God, like Satan, 
experience God’s wrath and are thrown out of Heaven for eternity. God can set these rules because he is God and 
does not need to justify himself to anyone. This causes for God to possibly be the most anti-heroic character in this 
whole epic poem, due to being presented in a way that readers come to fear and even resent God rather than see him 
in the traditional religious ways. Just as God contrasts greatly in The Bible and “Paradise Lost,” so does Satan in order 
for him to have the opportunity to be the hero.

Satan’s transformation in personality from The Bible to Paradise Lost allows him to gain the most characteristics 
of a hero all while justifying faulty human heroes as well. Very few heroes come without a flaw making them less of 
hero, yet even heroes with flaws are still considered heroes. There is definitely no exception for Satan being the hero 
in “Paradise Lost.” In The Bible, there is no room for Satan to be a hero due to him not having a backstory in the 
Creation Story or in the Fall of Adam and Eve. Instead, Satan is just depicted as the villain who tempts Eve into sin 
without any real explanation to why within these two stories. Satan just remains the scapegoat, or the person who 
caused sin to occur, leading to the banishment of Adam and Eve. The name “Satan” is not even referenced in the 
book of Genesis; instead, he is referred to as the serpent. God gives the serpent the worst punishment when he says, 

Because you [the serpent] have done this,/Cursed are you above all livestock/and all wild animals!/You will 
crawl on your belly/and you will eat dust/all the days of your life./And I will put enmity/between you and 
the woman,/and between your offspring and hers;/he will crush your head,/and you will strike his heel (Bible 
Gateway Passage 3:14-15).

Satan remains the symbol for evilness, causing God’s harsh reaction to be justified against Satan. Satan never gets 
a voice in The Bible; instead, the story of Creation and the Fall of Adam and Eve are based on having faith in God’s 
judgement of Satan. Without God severely punishing Satan, “the serpent,” people would not have found Satan to be 
so evil within the context of these two stories. God makes what Satan did more traitorous than the actual action that 
happened. The winners are the ones who get to tell the story and, in this case, the winners are God and his angels. 
Milton points out this fault, especially in not giving Satan a voice by allowing Satan’s side to be heard, leading him 
to become a hero. By giving Satan a wonderfully written voice, it allows him to tell his side of the story. Milton’s 
story of Satan is one elaborated through his imagination; however, this one of the few, if not the only version, where 
Satan’s or “the losing side” is given a voice. Satan remains the same in many ways, yet that should not keep him from 
being a hero. Regular everyday people are considered heroes even though they have faults as well. Satan does fill the 
requirements of being a hero just not always in the most positive way. Satan has a call to adventure by wanting his 
original life back, which is being in Heaven with God. He gets supernatural aid not only from his fellow fallen angels 
but also from his children, Sin and Death, and from the powers within himself. Satan makes a dangerous journey to 
the new world that God has created for mankind. Satan is challenged with trying to foil mankind and foils God’s 
plans. However, foiling God’s plans is exceptionally hard when God knows what will happen. Satan, while he is 
usually the temptation, does turn away from the temptation of going to Heaven instead of journeying to the new 
world. Satan makes an ironic resolution about his past in that he will never be able to go back to Heaven. He cannot 
ask God to forgive him, because he knows that he will keep trying to overthrow God. The big achievement for Satan 
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is being able to trick mankind into sinning and not having such a strong relationship with God. After he causes 
mankind to sin, he is forced back to where he came from, which is hell. Satan fulfills the requirements of being a 
hero, yet he is not a hero for mankind; instead, he is a hero for sinners. In a way, Satan is the imperfect hero in that 
he could be a hero for someone, but for most people he remains a villain because his actions as a hero caused suffering 
instead of happiness. As stated in Batman: The Dark Knight, “You either die a hero, or you live long enough to see 
yourself become a villain” (Heisenenferg). Satan believed himself to be a hero by trying to overthrow God, due to 
believing that he knew best, yet Satan became the villain when he did not die in the war between God and himself. 
Heroes come with faults and issues, yet when examined in the right light, anyone can be a hero, even if it is only for a 
small amount of time. 

 Satan being a hero remains a notion that is not easily comprehensible, especially when looking only at The 
Bible. However, John Milton’s “Paradise Lost” examines and explores a different type of Satan, one that is more 
human than demon. “Paradise Lost” brings a new light to the age-old story of the Creation and the Fall of Man with 
more emphasis and background on Satan. Satan, armed with his poetic speech, tells the tale of his falling out of favor 
with the distant and demanding God. Through the tale of “Paradise Lost,” Satan by default becomes the hero due 
to no one else qualifying, and also because even people or demons with faults can be a hero even if for only a small 
amount of time. A villain or hero cannot be easily defined because no one fits perfectly into a villain or hero; instead, 
it depends upon a multitude of factors and even then the true villains and heroes may not be recognized.
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Third Place
“Professionalism and Ethics in Criminal Justice”

by 
Patrick Conoboy 

People in society may struggle to understand the professionalism and ethical choices that Criminal Justice 
professionals must adhere to and follow. The answer is that Criminal Justice professionals follow the same set of ethics 
and professionalism as any other professional. The only difference is that the situations and the nature of the job make 
it difficult on Criminal Justice professionals to make the right decisions. Criminal Justice professionals are required 
to be both moral and ethical. Morals and ethics can often be used interchangeably, but they can differ based on how 
they are defined. Morals are the principles of right and wrong. Ethics is the discipline of determining good and evil 
and defining moral duties. In other words, ethics can be used as an adjective is describing whether an action is ethical 
or unethical. Morality can be used as an adjective to describe a person’s actions in other spheres of life. Just like any 
other profession, Criminal Justice professionals have duties that they must perform. Duty refers to required behaviors 
or actions that are attached to a specific role. In order for Criminal Justice professionals to carry out their duties in 
an ethical and moral behavior, there must be similar values shared amongst professionals within the system. Values 
are judgments of desirability, worth, or importance. When Criminal Justice professionals are faced with a situation 
in which they cannot decide which choice to make based on their morals, ethics, and duties, these are called ethical 
dilemmas and are the basis for which Criminal Justice professionals engage in illegal activities while on the job 
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(Pollock, 2014, p. 224).  
Professionals in the Criminal Justice field are put in situations that require a lot of critical thinking and decision-

making. Professionalism and ethics are two main elements that Criminal Justice professionals must always display 
and take into account when they put their uniform on and go to work daily. Although, contrary to what people 
may believe, the men and women who put on the police uniform and go to work are human and capable of making 
unethical decisions and not act in a professional manner. Some mistakes made by Criminal Justice professionals 
are humane mistakes and do not differ more than any other human being. It is the other more unprofessional and 
unethical mistakes that are made by Criminal Justice professionals that affect the way people in society view Criminal 
Justice professionals and the Criminal Justice System. There have been instances all around the United States across 
different departments regarding ethics and professionalism. A particular instance happened in St. Augustine, 
Florida that has been brought to the public’s interest through a Frontline documentary. A lack of professionalism 
and unethical choices surround this instance and portray how members of society respond to poor choices made by 
Criminal Justice professionals. 

In the documentary A Death in St. Augustine, Michelle O’Connell broke up with her boyfriend, who happened 
to be a Florida deputy sheriff. The same night Michelle O’Connell broke up with Deputy Banks, she was found dead. 
It was initially reported that Michelle O’Connell had committed suicide by shooting herself with Deputy Banks’ 
service weapon. While many people believed that Michelle had committed suicide, as initially reported, many people 
following the case seemed to show doubt after more facts and evidence were presented to the public. It is important 
to note that the police department that investigated the death of Michelle O’Connell is the same police department 
that Deputy Banks works for. Many questionable professional and ethical choices can be highlighted within this 
investigation. Deputy Banks made the call to 9-1-1 and reported that Michelle had shot herself. Authorities from 
Deputy Banks’ department arrived immediately and evaluated the scene. A sergeant from the department, Sergeant 
Beaver, arrived to the scene of Michelle’s body and was quoted saying, “Walked in and first thing that came to my 
mind was this is not good for Jeremy” (Silber, 2013).  Sergeant Beaver then talked about how he had prior experience 
in homicide investigation. He did not investigate any further after he had expressed doubt to himself about the 
possibility that Michelle had committed suicide. Why would a sergeant of a police department not investigate further 
into a situation that was being described as a suicide, especially when he had suspicion that it could have possibly 
been a homicide? Could it be that Sergeant Beaver was trying to avoid putting away one of his own coworkers behind 
bars? Sergeant Beaver’s choice coincides with the “code of silence,” also known as the “blue curtain of secrecy.” The 
code of silence can be defined as, “the practice of officers to not come forward when they are aware of the ethical 
transgression of other officers” (Pollock, 2014, p. 148). In Sergeant Beaver’s case, he is completely guilty of abiding by 
the code of silence. He admitted that Jeremy’s situation of claiming that Michelle had committed suicide was sketchy 
and not favorable in the eyes of a sergeant with prior homicide experience. If Sergeant Beaver were to not hold back 
his feelings towards the situation of Deputy Banks, it could have made an impact on the first initial investigation of 
Michelle O’Connell’s death. 

Other than Sergeant Beaver immediately doubting that Michelle O’Connell died by way of suicide, many other 
ethical and professional issues surrounded the first investigation. Another questionable form of professionalism that 
was demonstrated in Michelle O’Connell’s case was how Lieutenant Charles Bradley handled the investigation with 
Michelle’s family. Members of the O’Connell family were denied the right to submit any form of statement to the 
police department regarding their knowledge of the relationship of Deputy Banks and Michelle. This is a rather 
sketchy professional decision made by Lieutenant Bradley and raises a lot of questions. Why would the O’Connell 
family be denied a chance to submit individual statements regarding the suspected suicide death of their loved one? 
Do they know something about Jeremy that authorities may not know? All these questions are valid in figuring out 
how the determination of Michelle O’Connell’s death was done with such little and poor investigation techniques. 
Anyone could argue that the subpar investigative techniques that were used violated procedural justice, which is the 
component of justice that concerns the steps taken to reach a determination of guilt, punishment, or other conclusion 
of law (Pollock, 2014, p. 129). Lieutenant Bradley was documented through a voice recording telling the O’Connell 
family, “I’m aware of the accusation that Jeremy may have killed Michelle,” but backed it up by explaining that the 
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investigation is closed and that all the evidence that was needed for determining Michelle’s death was gathered. 
One particular person involved in the investigation that raised a lot of questions was Fredrick Hobin, the original 

Medical Examiner. Over the course of the two investigations, Fredrick Hobin changed the manner of Michelle’s 
death three different times (suicide, homicide, suicide). How often is it that a Medical Examiner changes the manner 
of death three times let alone twice? Fredrick Hobin’s uncertainty opened the door for yet another Medical Examiner 
to determine the manner of death for Michelle O’Connell. Predrag Bulic, the second Medical Examiner, tried 
explaining through the use of a diagram of Michelle’s crime scene photos how she held the gun when she shot it. 
Predrag’s diagram was proven to not match up or make any sense by professors from John Jay College of Criminal 
Justice. 

Cases such as A Death in St. Augustine portray Criminal Justice professionals as unethical and unprofessional. 
Although Deputy Banks was never proven to be guilty of killing Michelle O’Connell, he also was never completely 
proven to be innocent in the correct form of investigation. The Florida Department of Law Enforcement (FDLE) 
reinvestigated the Deputy Banks case for a second time. The FDLE is the main agency that handles domestic cases 
involving a police officer in the state of Florida. The investigation was brief but did gain publicity from social media 
after all the facts of the first case were publicly released and open for citizens to read. If the FDLE were to have been 
in charge of initially investigating the death of Michelle O’Connell, it might have been possible that Deputy Banks 
could have been investigated differently and the O’Connell family would have been able to put in their side of the 
story as well. The loopholes surrounding the first investigation and the unfair treatment to the O’Connell family 
terminated any possible chance for Michelle’s death to have been handled differently. As citizens of the United States 
view the case of Michelle O’Connell’s death and how it was handled, it is clear that there are ethical and professional 
issues in the Criminal Justice field. These issues lead citizens to believe that the Criminal Justice community is unjust 
and does not protect the rights of the citizens. It is an issue that is nearly impossible to prevent, but should be kept 
under close surveillance to try and minimize the issue as much as possible. The O’Connell family will never be able to 
view the members of the St. Augustine Police Department the same after the way the death of Michelle was handled. 
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“A New Relationship”
by

Brianna Harris

As time goes by, you realize your relationship with someone today cannot compare to the relationship you had 
many years ago. Growing up with my three older brothers, Joey, Stephen, and Matthew, I was undoubtedly the odd 
one out. Due to my constant prissiness, I was left out of board games, wrestling on the trampoline, and even burping 
contests. My relationship with my brothers was always far from perfect, given the fact that I was a sensitive little girl 
who could not withhold crying in any given fight. However, my relationship with Matthew was by far the worst. 
Only two years older, he was always picking fights with me and had given me a God-awful nickname, Jumbo Shrimp, 
to make fun of my heavy weight. In response to that, I would call him Peewee to make fun of his puny and bony 
body. Nonetheless, living with the two of us in the house was like living in the wildlife. If I could count the times I 
screamed, “I hate you!” to Peewee throughout my childhood, it would be an infinite number. Our parents and family 
members were always lecturing us explaining, “Someday you guys will get along and look back and laugh at all of 
this.” Hearing this way too many times, I would huff in disbelief. There was no way Peewee and I were going to have 
a good relationship in the future. He was too much of a tormentor, and I was just too sensitive to put up with it.

When my parents separated, our relationship became even more fragile. The fighting became more frequent and 
so did the crying. Not only was I dealing with the heartbreak of my parent’s separation, but I had become an even 
greater target for Peewee due to his own misery. There were days where I would do my best to avoid contact with 
him overall, afraid of what fight he would try to pick with me next. However, there were moments where he showed 
his concealed affection for me. During one of our regular summer trips to Wisconsin, my brothers and I, along with 
our friends, decided one day to go to Devils Head to do some climbing and hiking. It wasn’t until we got there that I 
realized the trouble I had gotten myself into as I studied with dismay the tall and rocky mountain. How in the world 
am I going to climb this? We each slowly made our way to the top as we carefully lifted ourselves from rock to rock. I 
kept on looking back down, pondering if I should just climb back down and take the easy route. Why was I always 
trying to keep up with my brothers when they wanted to do crazy things like this? Of course, I easily fell behind 
being out of shape and afraid of heights. It was the longest climb of my life, and I couldn’t wait for it to be over. The 
entire time, Peewee stayed right behind me and encouraged me to keep moving despite my longing for water and to 
take a rest. He would say, “Come on Bri, just take your time. I’m right behind you.” He even boosted me up a few 
times and caught me whenever I almost slipped. When we finally made it to the top, I realized I couldn’t have done it 
without him. It was moments like these when I began to realize that Peewee’s and my relationship would not always 
be bad. I found that after all, my parents were right. 

Flash forward many years later, my Dad and I went to go meet Peewee and his girlfriend, Lexi, for delicious pizza 
at Ed & Joes. It’s been a few months since Peewee moved out from living with me and my Mom, so I was eager to see 
him. As we walked into the restaurant while breathing in the fattening smell of cheese pizza, Lexi and Peewee were 
already seated at a table, sitting right across from one another. I ran up and hugged both of them and then took my 
seat across from Peewee and right next to Lexi. As we began to look at the menu to decide what foods could possibly 
satisfy the gurgling in our stomachs, Peewee, pointing to one of the pictures, suggested that we order pizza with dried 
tomatoes and spinach toppings, explaining that “It sounds delicious!” Instead of pleading my case of ordering my all-
time favorite pepperoni pizza, I put down my menu and said we could give it a try. Soon enough, we were all enjoying 
our pizza while listening to Peewee talk with his mouth full about his future trip to Colorado. Over the years, Peewee 
became very independent and adventurous. He was doing everything to anything, such as backpacking to Europe, 
living on his own in Wisconsin, and now deciding to hike by himself through the Colorado Mountains. Although I 
found him quite crazy, doing the things I would never do, I always gave him my support. I always admired Peewee’s 
spontaneous actions while I tended to stick to my own hole in the ground. 

As we finished gobbling down the pizza, we all sat back with our bellies full. It was just then that Lexi went under 
the table to grab something. Lifting up a baby blue gift bag, Lexi handed it to my Dad saying ever-so-casually, “We 
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got something for you!” My Dad looked at the two with disbelief as I wondered to myself what the occasion was. Just 
recently, Lexi had taken a real estate job under my Dad, so naturally I figured it was some sort of thank you present. 
My Dad then lifted up something from the bag: a yellow candle with colorful decorations. This didn’t surprise me, 
given the fact that Lexi was always decorating things. If you even put a black and white paper in front of her, you 
could expect that she would put color on it; that was just her colorful personality. As my dad observed the heavy 
candle carefully, turning it over in his hands, he asked, “What?” while I quickly questioned, “What is it?” Lexi then 
grabbed the candle away from my Dad and placed it in front of me. I felt my whole body freeze up. The word “baby” 
covered the candle and stuck out like a single white cloud in a blue sky. 

Peewee then said as he turned to my Dad, “You’re going to be a Grandpa!” My Dad’s eyes blossomed to red while 
tears began to fall down his face. I was still frozen in disbelief. The other people around us, unaware of what news we 
were just given, continued laughing and talking as they gobbled down their food. Hadn’t they felt the world stop? For 
the rest of the restaurant, they would be carrying on with the rest of their normal lives. As for us, everything would 
be different now. I looked at Peewee, gazing in his dark brown eyes, realizing what all of this meant. It seems like only 
yesterday that I looked at him as a bully, but now I was looking at him as a father to a new life. A new life that wasn’t 
even born, yet suddenly it changed everything. My stomach bubbled as the realization slowly sank in.  It was then 
I started crying and reached over and began to squeeze Lexi, absentmindedly forgetting that she could possibly be 
fragile. My thoughts spoke loudly in my head, making it impossible to get anything out but sobs. I looked at Peewee, 
speaking to him only with my thoughts. You’re going to make a great father.
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