
Windows 
 Fine Arts Magazine 
   Volume 1 Issue 38, Year 2018



Cover Designed by Kristin Callahan 
Assistant Professor of Art and Design



1

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2018

Acknowledgments

Administrators and Staff:
David Livingston, President of Lewis University

Stephany Schlachter, Provost of Lewis University
Bonnie Bondavalli, Dean of the College of Arts and Sciences 

Randy Venzke, Assistant Dean of the College of Arts and Sciences
David Deitemyer Assistant Dean of the College of Arts and Sciences

Therese Jones, Assistant Professor of English Studies
Editor, Designer, and Coordinator of Windows Fine Arts Magazine

Kristin Callahan, Assistant Professor of Art and Design, Cover Designer of Windows Fine Arts Magazine

Karen Burke, Administrative Assistant for the Communications and English Studies Departments and the 
Foreign Language Program

Judges:
Art Category

Kristin Callahan, Assistant Professor of Art and Design

Writing Category

Jasmine Castillo, Lecturer III of English Studies
Jen Consilio, Professor of English Studies

Dominique Dusek, Alum of Lewis University
Sharon Houk, Lecturer II of Math and Computer Science

Jessica Jordan, Alum of Lewis University
Susan Mitchell, Lecturer II of English Studies
Simone Muench, Professor of English Studies
Madelyn Pedersen, Alum of Lewis University

Mardy Philippian, Assistant Professor of English Studies
Wallace Ross, Assistant Professor of English Studies

Rachel Steele, Alum of Lewis University
Jackie White, Professor of English Studies

Web Master
Sylvain Goyette

Layout and Design 
Ken Spiegel

Spiegel Associates, Inc.
 (815) 846-4212

Printer
Glen Conklin

J-M Printers, Inc.
 (815) 609-7041



2

Welcome to the 38th issue of Windows Fine Arts Magazine! From the engaging front cover by Kristin 

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

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

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

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

ston, President of Lewis University, and, most especially, by the Dean of the College of Arts and Sciences, 

Dr. Bonnie Bondavalli. As editor, I am certain that all of the readers of this text are extremely grateful to 

President Livingston and Dean Bondavalli for their continued support of Windows Fine Arts Magazine.

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

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

These present and past visionaries have opened our minds, our internal windows of light and darkness, to 

the wealth of artistic expression that lies within the members of the Lewis community.    

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

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

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

research report.  Entries were accepted in the categories of open submissions as well as the special 

category of “Happiness,” inspired by Lewis University’s Arts and Ideas series of lectures, films, and presen-

tations on the same topic.

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

vidual 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

The contributors to this volume should be very proud of their accomplishment in their genre, and the 

entire Lewis University community is greatly enhanced by the talents of those graced in this publication.           

Sincerely,

Therese Jones
Assistant Professor of English                   

Editor, Designer, and Coordinator of WFAM       

Letter from the Editor
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First Place

“Games Can be Fair but Life Isn’t”

by Kristen Leano

 Are individuals always entitled to an award just for showing up and trying their best, especially 

children participating in sports such as little league? Participation awards are the solution for children 

who are affected negatively when they do not win and when their peer wins a trophy. They are sup-

posed to make the child feel appreciated for participating. It is a reward for showing up, learning about 

teamwork, and trying one’s best no matter what the outcome is. There are many benefits associated 

with participation awards in youth sports; however, they can also provide disadvantages because they 

do not prepare the child for the future in any way.

 Overall, participation awards are used to make children feel appreciated for trying their best 

even if they did not win the game. They represent the idea that “Everyone’s a winner” and decrease the 

value of competition. However, they can also positively affect a child’s mindset and self-esteem. The 

distribution of participation awards has been present for a while in today’s society, especially at elemen-

tary schools for competitions like spelling bees, science fairs, and in class in general. They are mainly 

prominent in youth sports, when everyone on a team will likely receive trophies at the end of the season 

for participating. There have been many debates that are for and against this simple solution that helps 

make children feel appreciated rather than feel put down or degraded when they do not win a trophy.

 Participation awards reap benefits like boosting children’s self-esteem and making them feel 

proud of their commitment to the team. This helps avoid any mental health problems, due to feelings 

of not being good enough or low self-esteem issues that can be triggered when a child does not win 

and sees his or her peer earn an award. Although this kind of award does not directly represent the 

child winning, it can be linked to contributions the child has made for the team, which brings an overall 

sense of pride and accomplishment. The award itself can be kept forever as a memory of simple times. 

“My trophy was a souvenir – a physical representation of the experience – just like the medals and t-

shirts people get when they participate, but don’t win, marathons, 10 or 5Ks, bike rides and many other 

events” (Greenberg). Greenberg brings up an interesting point about participation rewards representing 

an experience just like any medal or t-shirt from an event that someone participated in. Nonetheless, 

trophies that represent participation can be equally appreciated as objects received in those kinds of 

events. Participation awards also work to avoid negative feelings in a child, such as low confidence and 

low esteem from not winning. When a child wins a participation award it can create a positive mindset 

for next year’s season and can possibly encourage the child to keep going and do better. Therefore, this 

can result in making the whole team show up and try its best at games. Even though not everyone on 

the team performs equally well, each individual makes some sort of contribution that deserves recogni-

Student Academic Essay

Student A
cadem

ic Essa
y
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tion. Some valuable lessons can be taught and reinforced with participation awards, “So, let’s not blame 

the trophies – let’s focus on encouraging our kids to try new things, and teaching them how to succeed 

with others while playing on a team” (Greenberg). This can spread the mindset that winning is not always 

important but trying new things, fully participating, and trying one’s best are always important.

 In the short term of things, participation awards are a solution that can work. However, in the 

long term and the big picture, participation awards can send out a dangerous message of “You’re all 

winners” or “Everyone’s a winner,” which does not prepare the young children for the real world (Wal-

lace). Participation awards can further coddle a child’s mind, which is an unrealistic way to prepare a 

child for the real world, especially since in the real world everyone is expected to complete tasks and do 

well without an award. 

I do concede that having something to remember the experience, like a medal or a t-shirt from 

the event, can be rewarding; however, I do not think it necessarily has to be a trophy. Although a child’s 

participation can be valid enough for an award, it does not need to be a physical trophy. If appreciation 

must be shown, there are other ways to show it such as through a certificate, or something as simple 

as the coach making a heartfelt speech for all the players at the end of the season pizza party. A physi-

cal award only increases the materialistic standard of today’s world rather than reflecting on what the 

child did well and what he or she did not do well during the season. I do understand that children get 

negative feelings when they lose a game, but normally those negative feelings do not stay and go away 

quickly, since children have short attention spans and there are other things in their lives to pay atten-

tion to besides the team they play on. Sometimes participation awards can encourage the children to try 

harder, but, overall, they may make them become lazy, since they know they will get an award if they try 

or not. Therefore, this is the opposite effect of improvement that should be happening, and the desire to 

win is dramatically decreased on both sides. 

 In the article that defends participation trophies, there are logical fallacies present that devalue 

the argument slightly. A hasty generalization is made about a child’s time to learn about the reality of 

sports and the world. “Our kids will have plenty of time to learn that sometimes cheaters do prosper 

and that sports can bring out both the best and the worst in people, but at this point in their competitive 

careers” (Greenberg). Greenberg quickly judges the number of children that need to grasp this concept 

and does not consider what would happen if children were not able to grasp this concept after youth 

sports. In this next quote, he is using a logical fallacy called begging the question. “Ultimately, partici-

pation trophies mark the fact that these kids kept a commitment and showed up to the games” (Green-

berg). He attempts to secure his claim with the use of the word “ultimately” in the beginning. This might 

make the audience think his conclusion is true when it is not logically proven.

This type of reinforcement gives into the idea that everyone who tries deserves an award. This 

is ideal and unrealistic, since in the real world everyone is expected to do everything they need to do 
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without any awards. Awards must always be earned. “While I am very proud of my boys for everything 

they do and will encourage them till the day I die, these trophies will be given back until they EARN a 

real trophy” (Wallace). This is said by NFL linebacker James Harrison, who is trying to teach his children 

about the value of earning and learning from their mistakes. Giving a trophy to everyone on the team 

further decreases the value of the trophy itself, as it does not signify the “number 1 winner” anymore.

 Overall, there are many benefits to participation awards, but the negatives may outweigh the 

positives. The coddling of the child’s mind and “Everyone’s a winner” concept can negatively affect the 

way the child will perceive the adult world in the future. Participation awards may be okay for a couple 

years in youth sports, but anything beyond that can affect the child positively for a moment and then 

negatively for the rest of his/her life. For psychological reasons, it might be beneficial towards a chil-

dren’s self-esteem, but it may also teach him/her that one does not need to work hard to earn an award. 

Life is not fair and everything you have must be earned are both important lessons for children to learn. 

Participation awards should not be given out because they can send a wrong message and possibly 

raise a generation of children who will think that they are entitled to an award whenever they participate 

in any activity.

Works Cited

Greenburg, Richard. “In Defense of Participation Trophies.” National Alliance for Youth Sports. 15 Sept. 2015. 

 www.nays.org/sklive/for-parents/in-defense-of-participation-trophies/. Accessed 31 Mar. 2017.
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Second Place

America’s Challenge” 

by Martha Rios

 In his book The Working Poor Invisible in America, David K. Shipler argues working families 

cannot afford basic necessities and struggle to strive for a better future.  In America, every head of the 

household must work a tremendous number of hours only to make ends meet. While some struggle 

to make ends meet, others struggle to find employment. Americans are constantly drowning in never-

ending debt. That debt becomes a burden on Americans and only haunts them as they try to get out of 

the hole. There are continuous examples of Americans who struggle day to day. The working poor in 

America have become an epidemic who are often over-looked despite the economic struggles they face 

living in a country that promises prosperity.    
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 Shipler engages his readers in the stories of working Americans. He mentions families who have 

struggled and those who continuously overcome their struggles, only to fall into them again. He empha-

sizes the “working America” as those who work numerous hours and flashes the spotlight on those who 

“are shaped by their invisible hardships” (Shipler 3). Shipler is aware that those who work are unnoticed. 

Many quietly are filled with burden as they receive collection notices and overdue bills. He focuses on 

the issues many Americans face. 

The working poor are those who live paycheck to paycheck. Their check is gone the moment 

they receive it. They live in a cycle of never-ending bills. They only dream to overcome their obstacles, 

but “their wages do not lift them far enough from poverty to improve their lives, and their lives, in turn, 

hold them back (ix).  Many of them work forty hours a week and only get paid minimum wage. People 

who work hard should be able to live above the poverty guidelines. However, many remain living in 

poverty. Shipler’s reference to the “invisible in America” emphasizes the difficulty to distinguish a family 

who lives below the poverty guidelines from others in society. Just as the rest of America, these families 

are composed of single mothers/fathers, united families, and the young and the elderly. There are no 

specific characteristics of the working poor; they range from a list of individuals who all share the same 

needs. Shipler is one of the few authors who believes their work should be noticed and that there is a 

need for an end to their devastating cycle of poverty. 

 In addition to Shipler’s claims, other authors contribute to tell the stories of those who live in 

poverty. In Carly Schwartz’s article, “Here’s the Painful Truth About What it Means to be Working Poor” 

from The Huffington Post, she describes the problems of those who have jobs yet cannot pull them-

selves from poverty. Schwartz interviews a diverse range of families who struggle financially on a 

day-to-day basis. She doesn’t want her audience to feel pity for these families, but she wants to inform 

her audience of the hardships the working poor encounter. One hardship is choosing between finding 

better employment that puts their public assistance at risk. Although she recognizes having a job is the 

first step toward getting out of poverty, she realizes it “can be expensive just to keep [a] job” (Schwartz). 

Besides those who can hardly afford their bills, there is also a population of the working poor who often 

make enough to not qualify for public aid. Ashley Schmidtbauer, a mother of three and wife, refers to 

her family as “in-betweeners – not making enough to live ’comfortably’ – but not ‘poor’ enough to get 

any assistance” (qtd. in Schwartz). These families are those who work extra hours at work in hope to be 

able to afford the month’s rent or hope to purchase their children a small toy. Although their intentions 

are good, they risk the amount of assistance they receive. This only makes it harder to live a desirable 

lifestyle. As they begin to make more income, they begin to lose the help they depend on to continue. 

Many see this as a punishment for striving to get out of poverty although it may seem reasonable to oth-

ers. 

 Many authors recognize the working poor are those who face economic troubles in their lives. 

The working poor are not making enough to live in America. The government’s poverty guidelines are 



11

      Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2018
Student A

cadem
ic Essa

y

determined by a formula Mollie Orshansky created. According to Orshansky, the formula she once cre-

ated consists of “the minimum food budget necessary for healthy intake for each member of a family 

and multiply by three” (qtd. in “ALICE. . .”). However, now many individuals realize this formula has only 

underestimated the issue of poverty. Charities have made efforts to help the working poor as they con-

tinue to strive for a better future. The United Way refers to the working poor as “ALICE population, which 

stands for Asset-Limited, Income-Constrained, Employed” (“ALICE. . .”). United Way of Greater St. Louis 

is one of the charities that focuses on helping the working poor. Although they depend greatly on their 

partners, they try to help those who struggle as well as educate them in opportunities they may offer. 

They might not be able to fully help these individuals survive the poverty levels they live in, but they do 

bring support in times of desperate needs.

 Altogether, various authors have agreed the working poor in America have become an evitable 

problem. Although the working poor cannot be distinguished from others, it is hard to avoid the problem 

many Americans live in. The wages for these working families is not enough. As many wish to continue 

beyond their economic level, they are constantly trapped in reoccurring bills and emergencies that 

endanger their job. Those who continue to be in the shadows of America are also those who continue to 

have hope for a better future.  

Works Cited
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Third Place

“Controversy of Digital Technology”

by Angelina Reyes

Today, many are using digital technology, old and young. Today, a toddler of twelve months of 

age is spending hours using digital technology. There are lots of controversies over whether digital tech-

nology is good or bad for children. Many say it can affect children’s social skills while others state that 

digital technology benefits children, because digital technology can be a resourceful way of helping chil-
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dren learn a variety of skills. It is hard to decide whether too much exposure is good or bad for children. 

Even though digital technology can harm children, there are many skills that can be learned from using 

digital technology. 

In “Parent Perceptions on How Technology Is Affecting Fifth Graders’ Social Skills,” Noelle 

Kathryn Eades emphasizes how technology is affecting fifth graders with their social skills. She provides 

background knowledge of other resources which indicate how technology is affecting children’s social 

skills and the benefits that technology provides for children. Eades then continues with a study that was 

done on the parents of fifth graders. The study provided an 18-question survey that was distributed by 

the teachers. The survey was given to “Sunny Elementary School parents about their students’ usage 

of technology to communicate and to understand their number and quality of friendships and relation-

ships” (Eades 27). Eades provides the results, and she concludes that even though the fifth graders 

were exposed to too much technology, there is still parental control over the use of technology and that 

the fifth grader had some social skills (51). 

Eades explains that technology is harming children’s social skills. There are several reasons 

that technology helps children avoid the interaction of face-to-face: “It seems that the main issue with 

technology could be that overuse could create an easy way out of actual face-to-face interactions” (21). 

Eades suggests that children are over using technology, which prevents them from interacting with 

others face-to-face. This can be an issue with the development of children’s social skills, because in the 

future they may not know how to interact with others. For example, they will have a hard time in college 

or work, because they will not know how to communicate with other “face-to-face.” Like Eades affirms, 

“Communicating with individuals face-to-face rather than via technology creates a different dynamic 

in the sense that in-person conversations involve not only the verbal message but also the nonverbal 

cues that go with the communication” (17). It is a whole different thing communicating through technol-

ogy than in person, because it is not just the “verbal message” but also the body movement and facial 

expression that have an impact in “face-to-face” conversations. Due to the excessive use of technology, 

children are not learning how to communicate with others “face-to-face,” which will affect them in their 

future. 

Even though technology can have a negative impact on the children’s social skills, the children 

can also benefit from technology. Many parents believe that technology can only harm their children. In 

contrast, technology can also help them learn different skills. MomItForward.com is a website that focus-

es on parenting and provides information about the benefits that technology has for children. In “Early 

Childhood Education: How Technology Benefits Learning,” Alisha Webb argues that the internet, tablets, 

social media and mobile devices boost learning for children. For the benefits of a tablet, she claims, “De-

spite starting out simply, the actual complexity that is needed to use the games and programs that are 

available through this medium means that children brought up in this way are much better problem solv-

ers and practical thinkers than previous generations ever were” (Webb). The fact that children are learn-
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ing how to use the “games and programs” that the tablets provide means their brain can solve problems 

better and can adapt to this new way of life that is surrounded by technology. Also, Webb exclaims that 

the internet can be a useful resource when children need information. On the internet, the children have 

access to reliable sources like the encyclopedia (Webb). Therefore, according to Webb, children should 

have access to technology, because they can use it as a resource for information, and it can help them 

be better “problem solvers” along with adapting to the use of technology in their daily life. 

Webb is not the only one who believes that technology can benefit children, but Sophie Curtis, 

a writer from The Telegraph news, feels this way as well. Curtis discusses how technology is changing 

children. She argues that technology is not all negative towards the children and that it also provides 

useful things children can use. For example, she claims “Tablets or smartphones allow children to ac-

cess a wide range of educational apps and services that can help boost their math and logic skills, 

packaged in the appealing form of a game” (Curtis). There are educational apps for tablets and phones 

that teach children math and logic skills. Apps like Mathletics and Minecraft are good for children (Cur-

tis). Even though Curtis argues that technology has a positive outcome for children, she also states that 

it all depends on the parents. She argues, “The responsibility also lies with parents to keep up with new 

technology and make sure their children are using it safely and sensibly” (Curtis). Therefore, if the par-

ent is not attentive to how much their children are using technology, their children can have a negative 

outcome such as a lack of social skills. 

Overall, technology has many outcomes; it can affect children in a negative way or it can help 

them. There is a lot of controversy with technology. Children should be exposed to technology because 

it has some good skills the children can learn, but the parents should be aware of how much their chil-

dren are using it. Due to the negative outcomes of technology, too much can affect their social skills. 

Therefore, when children use technology they should be supervised by their parents. 
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Honorable Mention

“Ethics, Values, Morals”

by Darryl McFadden

Introduction

Today, police officers are put into a spotlight in the public’s eye. The public highlights every 

detail of conduct that an officer makes when there is a complaint or misconduct on or off duty. This can 

weaken the reputation of police officers with society, especially if the officer is in the wrong. Today, of-

ficers can implement three important concepts to their jobs and in their everyday lives. These three con-

cepts would greatly help to limit misconduct that is being performed today. Ethics, morals, and values 

are three necessities that all police officers should possess. These concepts play a huge role in a police 

officer’s line of work. I will focus on these essential concepts of ethics, morals, and values and show how 

important it is for officers to keep these three models active on and off the job.  

Ethics

Officers’ ethics will be tested at one point in time during their career. Since officers are given a 

high degree of authority and trust, there can be times when they may fall prey to some type of unethi-

cal behavior. This behavior can range from minor acts of poor judgement to severe illegal activity. When 

dealing with many situations, officers will find themselves stuck in a tricky position in which they have to 

make an ethical decision. Their decision will depend on their individual ethics and the officer choosing 

what is right. This choice plays a key role on having an impact in their personal life and career. Officers 

can always refer to the Law Enforcement Code of Ethics, which is a code that shows everything that a 

police officer should be. The code of ethics was created in 1956 by the Peace Officer Research Asso-

ciation of California. The code has made its way throughout the United States to its officers and police 

departments. There are many police departments’ mission statements that have been taken from the 

words that appear in the code of ethics. Unfortunately, departments still find themselves with a few bad 

apples that weaken the trust between officers and the community. This can diminish the communication 

and obstruct the shared responsibility with the community when addressing crime. The code of ethics 

can be a moral compass for a police officer. It can allow officers to display qualities of outstanding char-

acter and give them a model to follow for their conduct. It can encourage the moral standards of officers 

within the community. The codes are often used as the oath of office during the ceremony for graduat-

ing officers. It gives the officers ethical guidelines that are designed to make sure that they can carry out 

their duties. It also includes that officers shall perform their duty without bias by treating all citizens with 

respect and dignity. The code of ethics requires that all officers apply the law without the need of dis-

crimination and prejudice. Moreover, officers should always be able to make the more ethical choice that 

can defuse conflict.  
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The characteristics of someone with ethics are good character, honesty, integrity, critical think-

ing, courage and having responsibility. Officers in law enforcement should show the highest level of 

ethical conduct off and on duty. Integrity is an essential that can gauge someone doing the right thing 

even when no one is watching. It helps to achieve trust and confidence. In the article “Ethics and Integ-

rity,” (n.d.), the author explains how “Police integrity and ethics are fundamental to effective policing and 

help build trust within communities. Sound conduct by police improves community interaction, enhances 

communication and promotes shared responsibility for addressing crime” (p. 1). All departments and 

administrators should ensure that their officers or employees understand and follow integrity as it’s vital 

for them to possess. It can damage the reputation of the department with on or off duty behavior of an 

officer.  

Another crucial trait is critical thinking. Critical thinking plays a big role in the relationship of 

professional behavior and ethics. It’s one of the main components when choosing between two differ-

ent claims. Critical thinking must be practiced as it’s a learned skill. During the critical thinking process, 

officers should remember their professional ethics for this will help them in making the correct decision.  

There are situations that involve ethics that don’t always happen in the workplace. Officers can some-

times be in a situation and know the ethical thing to do but totally ignore doing the right decision.  This 

is an example of an officer that has no ethics. It can have a department lose trust in the agency, mak-

ing it difficult for officers to do their duty effectively, due to the loss of trust from the community.  Once 

the trust from the community is lost, it’s very hard to gain that trust back. Ethically acting is harder than 

ethically thinking. Acting ethically takes follow through in action. Deciding the right thing to do is the first 

step, but if you do not follow through in action it may come back at a high price. Ethics are a necessity 

for police officers to do their job, especially when dealing with public service.  

Values

The second concept police officers should apply are values. Values are considered to be a per-

son’s principles or standards of behavior. They include a person’s judgment of what is important in life. 

Values are things that define who we are. They are some of the fundamental beliefs that guide our ac-

tions and behaviors. Values also influence the way we interact with others and the thought process that 

occurs. Values help to motivate us. If a police officer does not possess good values it causes a conflict 

while on duty. Values are of importance and are crucial for an officer to have. The term importance can 

be defined as being of great significance or value. These two terms can affect the conduct, decision 

making and conduct of an officer. Values are that building blocks that forms the basis of people’s under-

standing of ethics. Officers have societal values and personal values. Personal values can come from the 

upbringing, ethnic background, personal experiences and religious beliefs. These are unique to each 

person and inform how one might view or approach ethical behavior. Societal values are values that are 

held by society. These values are ideals that are held mostly by the current culture or groups. People 

get an understanding and expectation of ethical behavior and ethics from their societal values. Both of 



16

these sets of values are all-important qualities for officers because they include concepts of honesty, 

justice, hard work and bravery. These ideas help guide us toward ethical decision making and ethical 

behavior. They can inform officers about what is expected and what actions they should take. Officers 

that don’t show or have any values to their personal or work life can fall into corruption or do unethi-

cal things on duty. Stated by Rich Martin (2011), “Theories on the role of society in law enforcement, the 

negative influence of an officer’s department and a person’s own natural tendency to engage in unethi-

cal behavior have been offered as explanations of police corruption” (p. 5). By officers having values and 

applying them, they can stay away from developing bad tendencies. If officers hold good values on and 

off duty they have a tendency of staying out of trouble and doing the right thing.

Morals

The third concept is morals (to make good choices between right and wrong actions). Morals 

can apply to an individual and an organization. Citizens expect the police department to not only work 

legally but to act morally while doing it. Without having morals in consideration, policing especially 

would become both insupportable in a free society and inefficient. Police officers exercise daily moral 

choices with the use of discretion. They decide whether or not to make an arrest. The use of discretion 

requires officers to be educated and well trained. Having morals and ethics can help to make a sound 

and professional judgment on duty. Morals can play a big role in assisting officers by having a moral obli-

gation of a police department. This obligation should be placed in their mission and vision on what the 

department wants to become and how it should take action. A tone should be set for the employees in 

the whole department with keeping morals in the workplace as beneficial. By not doing so, it could lead 

to corruption in the department. According to Eldridge (2011), “Moral ambiguity can prove to be the first 

stop on the path to a pattern of unethical and illegal behavior by otherwise well-meaning officers” (p. 1). 

Those officers that have little or no morals are capable of doing anything without remorse. In addition 

to the lack of emotion or connection to things, the same officers can redefine the behavior in a manner 

of changing their perspective to see their behavior as less than what it is. In the movie Cops on Trial 

American Justice, convicted officers explained, “The lower and higher levels of the department didn’t 

care so much about their actions (1994). The convicted officers in this movie displayed that they had no 

morals as well as the department. The officers created immoral and amoral traits in the workplace and 

spread a corrupt atmosphere in the department for others to feed off of. Not only are morals important 

in the workplace, they are important in life. If people have never been taught morals then how can they 

choose between good and bad? Officers have to make different choices every day on and off duty.  

Morals are important not so that officers can understand a philosophy but so they can improve in daily 

living and on the job. 
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Conclusion

Ethics, values, and morals are all big ingredients that play a role in police work. Officers will likely 

be faced with different decisions over and over in their career that test these concepts. In many in-

stances, the decisions that officers make will either make or break them. These decisions help to either 

weaken or strengthen their ethical values. As time continues, the job policing will require officers to do 

and learn more with more attention being brought to police officers and their conduct. The use of ethics, 

values, and morals can be very valuable to officers and departments to keep the community safe that 

they have sworn to protect. 
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First Place

“Darlene”

by Elizabeth Yolich

My grandmother taught me how to paint—not painting as in dipping a plastic brush into a set 

of Wal-Mart bought Crayolas, but the real stuff. She taught me to create with oil paints, and about the 

different types of brushes; a fan brush used for creating light lines, like the foamy waves of the Pacific 

Ocean; a filbert brush used for blending, like when blending the night sky colors of a sunset; or a rig-

ger brush used for intricate detail, like the dark sparkling embers of a fire. She taught me about form 

and figure, and how to properly draw a human face, so the detail looked almost real enough to touch. 

She taught me how to shade and highlight, the importance of contrast when creating silhouettes be-

hind flower pots and fruit bowls, and the way the sun hits empty coffee pots and old picture frames full 

of dust. She rarely spoke during these lessons we had together, lessons where she showed me how to 

create texture with layered paint, or how to experiment with color. Instead, she just did. Her dainty hands 

flowed across the canvas like a Zamboni on smooth ice, and I followed along, mimicking the fluid passes 

of her hands.

 My grandmother could paint anything. She would often copy pictures from old calendars, pic-

turesque landscapes of lighthouses and seagulls, and photographs from National Geographic. She 

painted detailed portraits of lions protecting their dens, not for some grand purpose or competition, but 

just for the joy of doing it. Her talent was so much more than just recreating though. She would spend 

weeks perfecting mysterious snapshots of rainy nights and powerful impressions of ocean shores. My 

grandmother was a quiet, petite woman who liked to paint enormously powerful things. Small in size but 

big in mind, like Flannery O’Connor or Frida Kahlo. All of her energy and stature poured out through the 

coarse fibers of her brush and onto canvas. She almost never described the stories behind the art she 

created, because she didn’t need to. Her movements spoke for her silence. Her artwork spoke for her 

stories.

She painted pictures of elegant women riding bicycles, their long sundresses flowing behind like 

the tail suit of a pianist. They were tall and slender women beneath a sunny sky covered by umbrellas, 

shadowing the faintest hint of gray. Women carried iron bird cages, some of them empty and some of 

them with tipsy sparrows full of color and life. These women professed their love as they peered into my 

world while I peered into theirs. 

The women she painted looked like my mother, beautiful and soft with pale skin and dark brown 

eyes. They often had hints of glimmering smiles and happiness behind their irises. The women mirrored 

my mother, and I found comfort in them. As my sister and I grew older, I could see hints of our features 

Student Creative Nonfiction
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in the women my grandmother painted: a dusting of freckles on a young girl’s cheeks, similar to mine in 

the deep months of summer, or a set of uneven dimples hugging a joyous smile, like my sister’s when 

she laughed too hard. Growing up, I never saw paintings of men. Most of the artwork my grandmother 

created featured women, women who were strong and graceful, women who looked as if they had 

something to say. 

 Sometimes I would go into my grandmother’s painting room without her knowing. I would tip-toe 

around the canvases like they were treasured jewels and I was on a high-stake heist, searching for the 

coveted prize. I was fascinated by the intricate detail in her works, like how the smears of paint looked 

smoother than the inside of a papaya. The elegant women she painted looked like porcelain dolls up 

close; their apricot skin blended like cream.

 As I grew older, I began to recognize more detail in the women she painted—slender fingernails 

and deep set eyes. The more I studied these women, the more I started to notice unfamiliar things —

things that weren’t me or my mother or my sister. There was blonde hair that wisped past ocean shore 

breezes, and bright green eyes that shone like lighthouses in the violet sky that looked back at me. 

These features were beautiful but did not match the freckled faces and wide smiles that my mother and 

my sister have. I was reaching unsure territory of unfamiliar faces mixed with details that I knew. Maybe 

I became more aware of the features that did not match mine, because I was older, smarter, and more 

observant. Or maybe, I was never really aware at all. 

      I met the woman in my grandmother’s paintings. She has eyes the color of lily pads and hair as 

blonde as honey. Her name is Joanne, and she is my aunt. She was the woman who stood like a statue, 

holding bird cages and smiling at sparrows. She was the woman twirling an umbrella beneath dry skies. 

My grandmother never knew her, but she was somehow able to capture her. The women my grandmoth-

er painted were me, my mother, and my sister. But, at the same time, they were entirely not. She painted 

secrets and memories. She painted me on a wooden porch swing with sun in my hair. She painted my 

mother, face full of smile with lilies in her arms. She painted my sister standing in front of the mirror, 

her long hair sweeping over her shoulders. But in the other paintings, the ones I didn’t recognize, she 

painted someone else. She painted grief and separation and longing. With benches, lilies, and mirrors 

there was emptiness, shades of grey, and cream-colored skin. She painted what she wasn’t able to say.

Second Place

“Silence Is Not Golden”                                                                                                                                    

by Hannah Noxon

Second week of work. This is the week that I’m alone. No trainer to help me. I have to converse with 

patients by myself. I know I’m going to stutter or say the wrong thing. I’m trying to fill prescriptions and 
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let someone else handle the customers, but the other technician went on break. If someone comes, it 

has to be me. In comes an elderly gentleman with glasses and a striped sweater who needs to pick up 

his wife’s prescription. I ask the verification questions that I learned from training to make sure I have the 

right bag, stuttering on every other word. The pharmacy was cold, but I was so nervous I was almost 

breaking a sweat. He knew I was nervous and asked if it was my first day. I was so embarrassed. He 

could tell I did not know what I was doing. At that moment, I started to feel like I could not do it. I could 

not talk to people that I did not know, but then that day changed me forever.  

Growing up, I was always a very quiet, sheltered kid. I had glasses that looked like they belonged on 

Harry Potter. I had a haircut that looked like my hairdresser put a bowl on my head and trimmed around 

the edges. My neighborhood has lots of kids in it, but the ones I shared a backyard with were all boys. I 

can remember them teasing me on the bus and in my own backyard, so I learned to stay inside and 

away from it all. I became an introvert. I did not like to talk to people because I assumed all people are 

not friendly if you do not know them. Playing with my dolls or watching “Hannah Montana” in my room 

alone gave me comfort. I did not have to worry about saying something embarrassing or being judged. 

As I transitioned into high school, my personality began to blossom. I got contacts, I grew out my 

hair, and I made a lot of new friends. I played volleyball and went to extracurricular events, but I still was 

very quiet. My friends all talked over me, and I let them. I did not like being in the spotlight. The worst 

part was having to do public speaking exercises in English. My heart raced, I shook, and I stuttered on 

almost every other word. I could barely talk to people that I was acquainted with let alone in front of 

people I did not know. A positive side to my continued quietness was that I was focused in class. I really 

worked hard on my schoolwork and ultimately fell in love with my science classes. My silence got me the 

A that the talkative group did not get. 

One day, it hit me. I knew that I wanted to go to school to become a pharmacist. All of that focus in 

my classes got me thinking that I loved physiology, biology, and chemistry, and the perfect mix seemed 

to be pharmacy. At the age of sixteen, I decided that I needed a job. I applied as a technician at a few 

different pharmacies. 

After just one interview, I got my job as a technician at a local pharmacy just three minutes from my 

home. I was so excited; it was the start to my dream job. I took the job as a technician because I wanted 

to go to pharmacy school one day, and this job could be my ticket in. During my first week of work, I felt 

so inexperienced as I tried to learn my new job. It was a job that I was not sure I could handle, because I 

was so uncomfortable talking to customers. The second week came along, meaning that I did not have 

someone to help me at every step, and I was on my own. As I was counting pills, in walked Mr. Hayes, a 

tall, elderly gentleman with a sweater and a smile. I was very nervous going up to the counter, because I 

was not used to conversing with people I did not know, and I was terrified, and almost every “what if”’ 

went through my head. What if I give him the wrong prescription? What if I sound unknowledgeable? 

What if I’m not meant for this job? He noticed my name tag and remarked, “You probably don’t know the 

song ‘Hard Hearted Hannah’ from the 1920s,” and he started singing it to me, right there in front of the 
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pharmacy, and I started laughing. My laughter freed a side of me that I never knew I had—the side that 

allowed me to interact with others without the boundary of my discomfort. His kindness relaxed me and 

made me realize that I had no reason to be afraid to talk to people. Contrary to my prior beliefs, I now 

know that most people are nice. I grew up thinking every stranger was not kind, but that is far from the 

truth. This stranger helped me find my long-lost voice, and that moment released my passion to connect 

with anyone that comes my way. He is the reason I became comfortable conversing with patients, as 

well as other people outside of the pharmacy. I not only owe him for brightening my first week of work 

but for diminishing my fear of speaking to strangers.

Having a job that I loved changed me into a person that I love.  That day in the pharmacy clarified my 

love for the profession and my love for connecting with others. Ever since Mr. Hayes and his serenade, I 

no longer fear talking to anyone who comes my way, stranger or not. This I believe will help me one day 

become a compassionate pharmacist with the ability to connect with patients on a personal level, 

making me the best health care professional that I can be. 

Today, I love to talk to people—some even say I talk too much. Now, after two years of working in the 

pharmacy, I have become more of the person that I want to be. Silence is said to be golden, but after 

sixteen years of life, I had finally realized connecting with all people has brought a special joy to my life 

that I never knew was possible. To me, silence is not nearly close to golden. 

Third Place

“The Boy Who Wanted to Travel”                                                                                                               

by Daniel Dominguez

 “Mom, Dad, Cancun is having extcellent package deals for tourists! Can we go? I already knew 

the answer to the question, but it didn’t hurt to try again. I always questioned myself why we could not 

travel outside of the country. All of my 4th grade friends were traveling with their families to Mexico, 

Europe, and even China. My friends would bring back small gifts from the countries they visited and 

share them with the class. It always made me wonder why I wasn’t lucky enough to have souvenirs from 

all over the world. The only reason I could come up with is that we did not have the sufficient money to 

travel. 

 When I was living by Midway Airport, I observed all the planes that would come across the 

house. I would lie in the grass on a warm morning, staring at the size of the planes and wondering how it 

felt to be flying. My friends would tell me how the airplanes had small TVs in the back of the seats. They 

had a bunch of different genres of movies for the guests, and the flight attendants would provide them 

with headphones. They also distributed a small snack size of salted peanuts and a water bottle. The 

best part of hearing my friends’ stories was when the airplane would incline towards the sky and when 

it would decline to land. The intense feeling of their stomachs dropping was as if they were on a roller-
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coaster. I could never relate to the airplane feeling, but it temporarily comforted me knowing I was able 

to relate to their rollercoaster experiences. Even though I tried to keep my mind off of traveling, I found it 

difficult to understand why I couldn’t do what others were doing.

 As time passed, I had reached my high school years. I decided to seek a job in hopes of offering 

my parents financial support. Perhaps with this help, we could finally see ourselves in Cancun, soaking 

up the warm sunlight and feeling our toes dive into the sand. I started looking into jobs online, primar-

ily focusing on jobs that didn’t require experience where I could also be part-time because of school. 

I finally found out about a hiring opportunity as a cashier at K-mart. They were willing to offer flexible 

schedules to new members and pay them minimum wage. As I was filling my application out, I came 

across some questions regarding my parents’ information. The application required me to submit their 

social security numbers. I had never come across the idea of even asking my parents for their personal 

information. With a doubted mind, I asked my mother, “Mom, can I have your social security number for 

my K-mart application?” She looked stunned at my question. With a sorrowful look on her face, she said, 

 “Son, me and your father do not have social security numbers. We are considered illegal, and we 

are not fit to obtain a social security or any other legal document.” I stood there with confusion, because 

I did not grasp the idea of someone being “illegal.” My parents looked like every single person I saw at 

school or on the street, so why were my parents considered unfit? I knew I had to discover what made 

them “illegal.” Maybe I could help them get rid of that status, so we could all have social security num-

bers. I began to ask my parents questions and they seemed unprepared to answer them; however, they 

knew it was a matter of time before I needed to find out. 

 My parents sat me down and said they needed to explain their story in order for me to under-

stand the situation. I could see my dad’s palms were sweaty, and he kept shaking his leg from being 

nervous. My mother seemed embarrassed and couldn’t look at me with a delighted smile as she usually 

did. They began to speak and backtracked to when they were 18-years-old.

 My parents fell in love while living in Mexico. They dreamed of having a big wedding and a 

beautiful home where they could raise a family; however, the living conditions in their town were terrible. 

There was not enough money to provide a child a better life than the one they had. They decided to 

come to the United States and build their future. It all seemed worth it because when they arrived in this 

new country, they noticed so many opportunities for jobs. As hardworking and dedicated that my par-

ents were, they began to work two jobs while figuring other ways to earn extra cash. I was their priority, 

and to hear my parents explain how much they have suffered for me made me realize how much I love 

them. So with more reason, I wanted to take them to Cancun. 

 Immediately, I told my parents that I was getting a job and that I would save all of my paychecks, 

so I could pay for the entire trip! With a huge smile on my face, I awaited an excited response from both. 

However, all I received were looks of disappointment. My mother continued to explain that because 
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they were born in Mexico, they did not have the privilege to fly on a plane to and from another country 

as I could. My parents had to cross the border between Mexico and the United States on foot. They had 

to walk through deserts, sewers, rivers, and even sleep under trains to avoid being caught by border 

patrol. After hearing this part of the story, everything clicked and made sense. The reason they were 

considered illegal was because they came into the country illegally. They had to avoid being seen as op-

posed to when people arrive in the airports.  My parents have always feared that if immigration enforce-

ment officers found them, they would be sent back to Mexico. This is the reason why they could not take 

me to different countries. This is the reason why I could not have souvenirs to show off in class. I began 

to cry. I was mad at the fact that they risked their lives to come to this country and STILL got punished. 

My parents aren’t criminals, so why should they hide as such? Why couldn’t my parents be treated as the 

hardworking people they have always been? It all made sense but still wasn’t right. 

 All I wanted was to give my parents the opportunity to see a different land just as they wanted to 

give me the same opportunity to see a different land when I was born. I knew how much they deserved 

a vacation, but, at the same time, I understood that it was not possible. As unfair as it is, Cancun was not 

and has not been an option for us as a family. Of course, now that I am older, my parents encourage me 

to travel and explore the world. They always remind me to take advantage of the opportunity that I have 

just because I was born here. My parents are exactly like me –physically—because they have two arms, 

legs and a head—intellectually because they have a functioning brain and taught me every single thing 

I know— emotionally because they too felt restricted from living a normal life. There is no difference be-

tween an “illegal,” such as my parents, and a citizen, such as myself, other than the detail of being born 

on U.S. soil. From that day forward, I could not be any prouder of being the son of illegal immigrants. I 

can guarantee that all of their hard work and effort to give me a better life will be returned. I made that 

promise, and I will not stop until the day comes where we can sit in our beach chairs surrounded by palm 

trees and watch the beautiful sunset disappear into the ocean that belongs to the paradise of Cancun.

 My father began telling an important side of his story. He has not seen his mom and dad for 

18 years. Every day he wants to give up, pack his bag, and see his parents; however, he thinks twice 

because he is aware that if he leaves, he will not be able to come back. Unfortunately, when my grand-

mother passed away, I couldn’t help but stare at my father. I had never seen him so depressed and hurt 

in my entire life. What hurt him the most was that his brothers and sisters were able to attend the funeral 

and he could not. He cried for several days, and all he could do was stay where he was. He told me,     

“It sucks being restricted from places. I hope I get to see my father before it is too late.” I never felt so 

bad for anyone like I did for my parents. It is not fair that they have restrictions and are not considered 

citizens. 
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Honorable Mention

“What Doesn’t Kill You Makes You Stronger”                                                                                             

by Anonymous

They tell you that high school is the best four years of your life; they’re wrong. My high school 

career to this day is marred by what one boy did to me freshman year, because “he didn’t know any 

better” and “he was just a boy,” but that kind of bullshit is exactly what holds back society today; that 

kind of language fuels the rape culture in our society. Those sentences make light of a situation that only 

causes pain and depression to it victims. Still boys like him and many other say, “He didn’t know any 

better,” or “It was an accident.” It’s almost impossible for a freshman girl to cope when she hears all 

those excuses daily. With all of this, taking the joys and horrors of high school and keeping them bal-

anced is impractical, and for a while I only saw the horrors. Fast forward two years after freshman year, 

and I was starting to get better. Here’s my story of coping and how I got to where I am now: a strong 

woman pursuing a double major in the physical sciences with amazing, supportive friends by my side.

It was a mundane Monday morning, sitting in the locker banks, waiting for N__ to arrive, jamming 

to music through my earbuds. I watched him walking towards me. I took out my headphones. He eventu-

ally reached me and opened his locker. He got one of the older ones, and it creaked ominously as he 

opened it. The cold metal hit my bare arm as he opened it wide enough to grab what he needed for 

class that day. I didn’t see the coldness in his eyes as the locker slammed. I didn’t even see his eyes 

darting up and down my body. It was a Monday, so naturally I was wearing a t-shirt and some loose 

sweatpants. N__ slid down the lockers, eventually landing with a thud next to me. “Good morning.” That 

sentence left his lips the same way it did every morning. He slipped his arm around me as usual. Then, 

in a flash, his grip on my arm tightened, and I saw something in his eyes that I’d never seen before, a 

burning lust. I tried to move away, but his grip was too tight. This isn’t real. This isn’t real. He is just trying 

to show that he loves me a little more. He took his other hand and slid it down my pants, reaching to my 

vagina and feeling around. No, no, no, this doesn’t feel right. This isn’t love. This IS NOT love. His hand 

on my arm stayed planted, holding me tightly. It would leave a bruise, but I didn’t know that yet. This 

can’t be happening. This isn’t real. This is a nightmare. I’ll wake up in bed soon. I must. I didn’t wake up. 

Instead, when the warning bell rang, his hand slithered out. I jumped up and darted to class, skipping 

the usual goodbye hug we always shared. I didn’t remember my walk to class; all I remember was sitting 

in first period with a sinking feeling in my gut. That wasn’t a nightmare; that was real. I pinched myself 

under the desk all through first period hoping to wake up, coming up with these crazy excuses as to 

what just happened. No excuse could convince me it wasn’t real.

After my third period class, N__ slithered up to me just like a snake. He had the same look from 
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earlier that morning. When he walked up to me, he hugged me, tighter than usual--painful almost. N__ 

walked me to fourth period, and we stood outside the class. The warning bell rang, and as usual I made 

a move to go into class, but N__ grabbed the arm he had gripped so tightly earlier that morning. I held 

back a yelp of pain. The bruise would show up later. What he whispered in my ear next would stick with 

me forever. “Because of what I did, you will never amount to anything. If you tell anyone I’ll make sure 

you pay.” You will never amount to anything. 

For the next two years, I lived my life thinking he was right; grades falling, self-esteem lowered, 

everything fell so low. I was in a cycle of depression for another year and a half. There were days when I 

didn’t want to get out of bed. For the rest of freshman year, I was in an abusive relationship with N__; 

there was no sugarcoating that fact. Verbally and physically, I became very good at hiding bruises, both 

the mental and physical ones. The verbal abuse continued long after I’d broken up with him. “You are 

nothing. You are worthless. You will never become anything more than an object.”  The list goes on. 

Through it all, music was my escape, and through it all, I still came out on top.

They say what doesn’t kill you makes you stronger. That Kelly Clarkson song was my escape for 

the next year and a half. Every day I would listen to that song on repeat walking through the dingy halls 

of my high school. Sophomore year was a rough time.  After recently getting out of my abusive relation-

ship, being in school was a nightmare. I wouldn’t go anywhere alone.  Even just walking to the bathroom, 

someone would always come with me. If they asked questions I would make up a reason for why I 

needed someone to be there. Every morning during the entirety of my sophomore year, I would walk 

into school with my earbuds in blasting “What Doesn’t Kill You Makes You Stronger.” That song got me 

through sophomore year. Slowly my walk became more confident, my posture straightened up and 

puffed out, and my smile grew wider and wider. I don’t know if I could’ve done this without the help of a 

close friend. 

Although he didn’t go to the same school, I had always talked to him about whatever troubles I 

was facing. I didn’t know that later into my sophomore year, I would start dating him for three years. I 

didn’t know that when I was having a panic attack, because I had seen someone who looked remotely 

like N__, that he would be there for me. I didn’t know that he would love me despite what happened. I 

didn’t know that he would come to mean so much to me. I didn’t know that he would be there for me in 

every step that I took towards recovery.

Not being alone can make all the difference in the world. For the rest of my high school career, I 

made it through with help from my close friend, but also by knowing my own strength when it came to 

dealing with the demons. Everyone has demons, but what defines people is how they handle them. For 

a while, I couldn’t deal with my demons, but my friend helped me to be strong and independent. I 

coasted through junior year with help from him and all my other friends. The support that I got was 

amazing, but still I had to be the most supportive of myself. I had to make my own story AN (After N__). I 
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would make sure I proved him wrong. I would amount to something. I would make a name for myself. I 

just had to figure out in what.

It took a while, but eventually I made it. I’m writing this paper today for a College Writing class 

and to me that is amazing because had you asked me sophomore year what I was going to do with my 

life, I would’ve told you I had no idea. I would’ve been terrified out of my mind at the idea of going to 

college, because of the irrational fear that someone would find out what happened and would make my 

life a living hell, because of the shame I would feel whenever I would walk by them. Sometimes I still get 

scared, but maybe, in the end, this made me a better person. After hearing all the negative phrases that 

were said to me, it pushed me to work even harder, and it pushed me to prove N__ wrong.  I wouldn’t 

wish this on my worst enemy. Trust me when I say that. But N__ saying the degrading phrases he said, 

and molesting me, it made me want to work even harder junior and senior year. I wanted to prove to him 

that I was something, I was worth everything to someone. That someone was my best friend. Now, I am 

something. I am a strong woman pursing a double major. I am a woman who has accomplished great 

things in my studies. I know I will have so many other great achievements since I have defined myself. I 

have no regrets, and I don’t think I ever will. What didn’t kill me only made me stronger. 

Honorable Mention

“Rose Petals”                                                                                                                                                  

Lauren Klamerus

A cold, brisk breeze illuminates the air. The crowd shivers and Detective Dawson Wolf, dressed 

in his black suit, stands with his shoulders hunched with curiosity over a face down woman in the snow. 

She is as pale as the snow that is falling ever so effortlessly, covering the red bloody rose atop her back. 

There is the sound of radio chatter in the distance and sirens around the corner abruptly approaching. 

Detective Wolf is joined by his partner Charlie who states, “I radioed this in. They’ll be here any second,” 

along with a subtle look to acknowledge his partner. He continues to bend down to overlook the body. 

Confused by the rose, but also curious as to what happened to the woman, Charlie continues to… 

“Time to eat,” screams out Charlie’s mother. 

Charlie, upset with the interruption, closes his book, gets off his bed, and heads down for break-

fast, attempting to mentally remove himself from the cold scene. Charlie sits down at the table soon to 

be followed by his younger brother Alex. His father is already reading the newspaper and grabbing a 

cup of coffee. His mother is scraping the eggs from the pan onto the dish in the middle of the table, right 

next to the single blood red rose at the center of the table. Alex impatiently reaches for the spoon, and 

his mother slaps him on the hand. His mother reminds him that he must wait for everyone to sit down 
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and continues to bring food to the table. Once everyone is seated, Alex reaches again for the food and 

looks at his mother, as if expecting to be turned away but is undisturbed. Halfway through breakfast, 

Charlie brings his plate to the sink and says goodbye to his mother. This is the first day of his junior year 

in high school, and he does not want to be late. His mother quickly responds, “Why aren’t you taking 

the bus with your brother? It’s his first day of high school. I’m sure you could show him around.” Shaking 

his head, disgusted with the idea of his brother going to the same high school as him, he explains to his 

mom that he does not want to take the bus anymore and is meeting his friends before school. Charlie 

then continues to head towards the shed, drags his bike out, and sets off on his two-mile trip towards 

school…

“Hey, Earth to Charlie, you okay?” Dawson yells out to his partner. The sound of sirens is still in 

the distance gradually coming ever so close but still out of reach. 

“Yeah,” replied Charlie, “just remembering something is all.” Three squad cars with an Investiga-

tion Personal Team van come around the corner sirens blaring. Charlie mutters under his breath, “Finally, 

the IPT. Let’s go get coffee.”

Back at the Precinct, the elevator door chimes open and out comes Charlie and Dawson chat-

ting. The Chief of Police Thomas comes to interrupt their little clubhouse meeting to ask where his cof-

fee is. Detective Wolf juggles the coffees and hands the Chief a coffee. 

“Here you go, Thomas.” 

With a smart remark, Thomas responds, “If there is whip cream in here like last time, I’m going to 

whip you. Now go and write up that report.” 

Dawson acknowledges his boss and continues to his desk. 

“Don’t let my dad be so hard on you,” mentions Charlie still continuing his conversation from the 

elevator. He asks how Dawson has been and how the newborn baby is treating him. 

“I haven’t had a good night sleep since three days ago, and Sherry has been all over the place.” 

Charlie, without hesitation, follows up asking how Sherry has been. Cutting him off, Detective Wolf 

ignores the question and starts to write up the report about the homicide, asking some finalizing ques-

tions from his point of view.

After a long day of sitting at a desk and seeing a dead body for the millionth time, Dawson 

leaves the Precinct confused. Of all the things that he has seen in the line of duty—the unmarked John 

Does in the morgue, and the taxing unsolved puzzles—the rose is still on his mind. Not able to sleep at 

night with his mind focused on the rose and his hands holding his newborn baby, he gives his son to his 

wife Sherry and heads off to his study for the night. Obsessed with this rose, he begins to wonder what 

it means, what it has to do with the body, and why it was strategically placed. He goes into work the next 
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morning with dark bags under his eyes and coffee stains on his shirt. Charlie, worried about his part-

ner, asks Dawson why he looks like he just got done wrestling a bull. Detective Wolf whispers, “I think I 

found something—something big.” 

Charlie, ever so carelessly, screams, “What did you f”

Dawson, cutting Charlie off, responds aggressively, “SHHH.”

Detective Wolf continues to let Charlie in on what he found over the countless hours of research 

that he accumulated throughout the night. He goes on to explain that he did a little digging into the rose, 

and it so happens to be the M.O. or modus operandi. The M.O. here is a person’s habits in the ongoing 

investigation dating back thirteen years ago. This is an unknown killer who leaves his victims calmly rest-

ing as a sign of remorse to show that not all killers are brutal.  It is almost as if he is playing a game, and 

he leaves roses for those to find the body, representing a gift of some sort. 

Charlie leaves the room as Thomas walks in from eavesdropping around the corner. “What is this 

nonsense I’m hearing about?” 

Dawson begins to rant on about what he found and how it could be a potential connection to the 

cold cases he found on the department’s database. Thomas cuts Dawson off and in a firm tone states, 

“This has nothing to do with these cold cases. Ignore what you saw and read, and continue your day as 

if this never happened.” 

Confused with so many questions, Dawson fumbles on his words to ask why and thinks to him-

self, “Listen to your Chief. Ignore what you saw, understand?” Still confused, Dawson nods his head and 

agrees with no remarks.

Later that night after his shift, he heads home to his wife and newborn baby. “There’s my detec-

tive,” says Sherry as Dawson walks through the door. “How was your day?”

 Dawson begins to explain what had happened, how the Chief of Police basically dismissed 

him, and what he had found out. The two had a back and forth conversation about the situation, and to 

Dawson’s surprise, Sherry told him to continue researching and to stick to his gut feeling. So, that is what 

he did. Later that evening, he went on to his work laptop, which has access to the department’s data-

base. Dawson simply sat down with his cup of coffee and logged into the database, but his account was 

not working. So, he called up his partner Charlie and asked him if his account worked and if there was 

a scheduled maintenance. Charlie responded with a no to the maintenance, and his account worked. 

Dawson concluded that his account was terminated or placed on hold, so he went to bed with his con-

science awake. 
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Tossing and turning all night, he woke up in the middle of the night and realized that his wife was 

missing. He went downstairs to grab some water and saw his wife on the phone. 

“What are you doing up?”

His wife quickly put the phone away and responded with “Oh nothing, just work stuff. I’ll see you 

back in bed, Love.”

The next morning, Dawson stormed into the Chief’s office and demanded to find out why he 

could not log into his account. Thomas responded with “I told you to leave this alone, and go back to 

doing your job.” 

Dawson obviously ignored this and went on to argue his point, and, in the end, nothing changed. 

The only thing that was accomplished was two men getting hot-headed. 

“Anyways,” says Thomas, “before we rip each other’s heads apart, you just got a call. Go, you are 

needed.” Dawson grabs his coat from his desk and whistles to get Charlie’s attention. Charlie runs to his 

desk to grab his coat and quickly runs to the elevator.
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First Place

“Life”

by Anthony Gautier

In the summer of 2012, I stood on the end of a dock overlooking the bay of Sanremo, Italy. It was 

late in the evening. Looking up, I saw the numerous stars that shined bright in the night sky. Before me 

lay the dark rocks, and the water softly pushed against them making the soft, gentle noise of the ocean. 

As I gazed upon the horizon into the dark void of beauty but also uncertainty, the world seemed to tilt 

with time. The multitude of stars bloomed with bright, gentle greatness and with light that carried com-

passion and wonder. However, even the vast heavens that shined from above were not the epicenter of 

all this experience; it was the empty center in front of me. The darkness called out to me—just a black 

space surrounded by the line of the ocean floor and the sky that housed the magnificent sparks of life. 

Eyes stared at it, and my struck body filled with curiosity, love, and sorrow.  I tried to walk closer but 

could not. As I stretched out my hand and gazed upon the emptiness, a realization occurred. 

At that moment, my eyes closed and my nose took a deep breath of fresh air. I filling my lungs 

with the pure air of life and the complex but great smell of nature. A lonely tear slid down my cheek, fall-

ing and making its way to join the great water below my feet. When I opened my eyes the realization of 

life became clear to me, and, as a 15-year-old boy, the definition of it was presented. Life is but a dream, 

a vision of truths and beauty, but it is also a space filled with sorrow and pain. Therefore, life surrounds 

itself with many ideas, but love, pain, faith, and hope remain. 

Love

I was raised with love. The greatest thing about life is having a family there for you. They are 

people who push one another to obtain success in life no matter how difficult the times may be. This is 

a part of love that remains true from the beginning to the end, and it is so precious because this love is 

so great that it shows us all that within it, and there lies the meaning of life. When one is brought into this 

world the gentle touch of a guardian, a mother or father, presents itself. You are held with love because 

a family is born, and it is a group that stays till the end and beyond. All of this is how I was raised, and the 

idea of it remains in my heart now until the end. However, since life is like a dream and love is a part of it, 

this experience is not the same for all. 

Furthermore, a family is what people make of it. Many friends I know reach out to me because of 

the family I have and say, “Anthony, I wish I had a family like yours. There is no love in my house.” I look 

into their eyes and tell each one of them that even in the darkest hour and in the brightest day, those 

people are your family. Even then, love is both present in the greatest of moments and in the worst of 
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days. Such as how the rain falls on both the just and unjust (Matthew 5:45), so does love appear to the 

happy and to the ones who mourn. These ideas were presented from early childhood, and since then 

with the appreciation of the family I have, they raised me in such manner. 

Moreover, love not only takes the form of a family, but it is also perceived through the strength 

and sensation of the heart. It can be the greatest object one desires, or the most beautiful woman a man 

has ever seen, or vice versa. It is the sudden strike that penetrates the heart, and it is felt with great feel-

ing. It is a warm, mysterious sensation that surrounds the heart, and it welcomes this foreign but known 

feeling and coups with it through what the eyes see and what the mind thinks. In this very moment, as all 

will experience in life, nothing is heard or said. Nothing but great feeling lies within and causes everyone 

to stare back at the object or person that illuminates the very thing that causes the most complex, mys-

terious, and beautiful sensation in the world…love. 

 For example, in the high school I attended during the registration months of the year 2014, I was 

assigned to work in the bookstore. At the time this duty was given to me, I made my way to the work-

ing area. One step at a time, my body made its way to the place in which I would experience one of the 

greatest things thus far in my life. Once there, I saw a light in the form of an angel, so innocent and pure; 

so beautiful that my eyes stared, and love made its way into me. Just as how my hand stretched out to 

grasp the darkness that was surrounded by light in the port of Sanremo, so too did my heart reach out to 

her, but never did it have what it wanted. Instead of bringing her closer, I pushed her farther away. 

Even then, despite the outcome, the most important note is that love exists. How far will that love 

take a person to what is wanted is dependent upon the person, but we are all capable of having it. The 

feeling defines and strengthens everything. Yes, there will be times where love breaks us and causes 

the greatest of pain. Even the most beautiful things in the world can not only cause the most wonderful 

of feelings but also the worst as well. However, love in itself is the greatest way to achieve happiness, 

and that is why, regardless of the horrible feelings that may occur, it is important for love to shine as it 

did for me. This is because everyone is able to feel the greatest sensation in the world and cherish it in 

the heart to better grow and be happy. This being the case, love is the greatest of all, and for it to exist 

is the most wonderful gift of life. This dream can come true and is the goal which should be strived for 

by all.  “Love bears all things, believes all things, hopes all things, endures all things, Love never fails” (1 

Corinthians 13:7).

Pain

I have learned through pain. After losing the light, my heart sank like a black rock, falling down 

into the deep dark sea. Lost forever…forgotten by all. Every night soon after, once the sun disappeared 

over the horizon, the tears fell like a rainy day. I was surrounded by the darkness that welcomed me and 

kept me from being seen from the world. Love may exist, but it is not alone, for pain also thrives from 

within. It attacks the heart like a leech slowly sucking away at what is left of life. Compared to everything 
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in the universe, we are all but a speck of dust floating in the endless void of the cosmos, and yet, the 

feeling within a loved and broken heart holds so much weight. 

In the middle of the night, I would cry out to the heavens. Sometimes I would not even look up 

to God but instead bury my face in the pillow and scream against His name. “Why God?! Why have you 

given me this pain that is entrenched in my heart?! I love her! I felt you within me, but now I feel nothing 

but a thorn piercing my heart.” The watery eyes I had filled with tears of sorrow and pain; each one fall-

ing down making the silent noise of sadness. Then when I finally looked up to the night sky, the multi-

tude of stars shined even brighter through the crying I endured. This is when I learned why pain exists 

and why it is necessary in life. 

  There is no love without pain, but when the agony is present, it slowly kills the great sensation. 

It seems like a hopeless realm of uncertainty, sorrow, and despair. That is why the emptiness called out 

to me because it held the most weight of life. The darkness embodies the pain felt from within the heart 

and soul of a person, and, in those times, it is difficult to live. In those dark moments in life, one must 

realize that in order for good to exist in the world, the bad must be present also. This is what I learned 

from pain and the feelings it produces. In addition, it also made me realize more of what I am capable of 

and has given me the opportunity to learn more about myself.  Although I am human, sometimes I must 

hurt in order to grow. Sometimes I must lose in order to gain. Life’s greatest lessons are learned through 

pain.

Faith

     I was taught to have faith. I have felt love, and have been destroyed by pain, but what kept me alive 

was faith. I was taught to have faith; the belief that things will get better regardless of how deep the 

darkness may be in one’s heart. It is a strong weapon to have against the strong feelings of despair, 

because it allows people to have meaning in their life. Faith does not always embody itself with religion 

and the belief in a God or gods. Sometimes it takes the form of a hero, a friend, or a leader. The trust is 

given onto them who are in the front, showing the way to the path of life to what is perceived to be real. 

What is real is that no matter how rough the road may be, it is often the roughest roads that lead to the 

greatest of destinations. 

Moreover, faith is a feeling of conviction or a belief that is true. It is something we cannot lose 

but have it as the reason to move forward in life. Yes, faith may be hard to obtain in the blackest day, 

but “Without faith nothing is possible. With it, nothing is impossible” (Bethune). Therefore, do not let the 

heart be troubled. Have faith that good in this world still exists. One may ask, “What good is there in the 

world?” Look around. It is everywhere. Sometimes we are blind to seeing it. The truth is not always pres-

ent before us, but it is presented in the least of expectations. It can be as small as opening the door to 

someone or as big as giving a lending hand to the one drowning in the water. 
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Therefore, faith shall always be a strong feeling as the others, because it paves a way for the 

heart to understand why there is pain and why there is love. It also allows people to believe in some-

thing that is true to themselves, so that it can help patch the pierced heart or lead the great flock of light 

that produces love. My family has taught me to have faith in the almighty God. I still do to this day, but 

the faith has been strengthened by another realization:  where there is good, also evil lurks, and in life’s 

greatest defeats, having faith in things getting better helps the heart, mind, and soul.  

Hope

I was raised with love. Through it, I have learned about pain, and I was taught to have faith in 

order to never lose hope. As Sam once said to Frodo, 

___“ It’s like in the great stories Mr. Frodo. The ones that really matter. Full of darkness and danger 

they were, and sometimes you didn’t want to know the end, because how could the end be 

happy? How could the world go back to the way it was when so much bad had happened? But in 

the end, it’s only a passing thing…this shadow.  Even darkness must pass. A new day will come, 

and when the sun shines it will shine out the clearer. Those were the stories that stayed with 

you…that meant something, even if you were too small to understand why. But I think Mr. Frodo 

I do understand, I know now. Folk in those stories had lots of chances of turning back, only they 

didn’t. They kept going because they were holding on to something…that there is some good in 

this world Mr. Frodo, and it is worth fighting for.” (Lord of the Ring: The Two Towers)

Sam teaches us all that even in the darkest of days, even when all else seems destroyed and life 

hangs on the balance of utter devastation, hope shall always remain. I hold on to hope like a drowning 

person stretching his/her hand upward, waiting and believing that a person will take that hand. One day, 

I shall become more than what I am. I hope that all the good in this world continues to live amongst ev-

erything because life is filled with both love, pain, and faith, but hope in itself is what maintains them all. 

Hope is seeing light in spite of darkness, and it allows us all to believe in something greater 

for ourselves. I hope for my family to be happy, to be able to travel the world, and to do so many other 

things in this life. This feeling shall never be infringed upon because deep down all will be well. Yes, 

there is pain, and there is death, but even then life moves on. Therefore, to have hope is another weap-

on to be used against the evils of pain and despair. 

 In addition, when I attend class I look around me and see my peers. I observe what they do, and, 

in most cases, what I see is a generation lacking the most fundamental ideals of life. The ones already 

mentioned (life, love, pain, hope) are missing within them, because either they do not let the gifts each 

one carries sprout from within, or they attend to the ruler of the current world: the electronic device. 

Even then, I do not lose hope that they may all realize what life truly means. It is the connection between 

people face-to-face that defines what a relationship really is. I hope for them all to see the light I saw on 
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that day and feel what love is, not for the purpose of the pain but to experience life. 

 Despite this idea I have for others, hope still is strong enough to help everyone in the hour of 

need. Every time the sun rises, I take a deep breath knowing that life keeps moving forward. The ques-

tion is, “Will I move along with it?” In those days, I remember the things that have happened to me. The 

moments that I felt love or pain and sadness. But I never lost faith or hope that good shall rise from the 

broken shadows of my life. As I walked slowly away from the edge of the world that I stood on, I looked 

forward and saw the lights of the city beaming with greatness and wonder. Life may be hard to grasp, 

but it is not impossible to live. The sun will rise, and who knows what the tide will bring. For life is like a 

wave; first up then down, but eventually it resides.  
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Honorable Mention

“I Do?”                                                                                                                                                        

by Keanu Taylor

I can still feel the dirt under my nails; they are perfectly stained brown from the long hours he 

made me spend in his dead garden. My clothes are ripped and torn in places and decorated with brown 

and green spots, food residue, and splashes of flour from the pancakes he just had to have. The bags 

under my eyes could hold months of groceries. This life doesn’t let me sleep. He always needs some-

thing, whether it be cooked, cleaned, or a lifelike blow up doll to have his way with; he just needs his 

breathing puppet. Ugh! I can’t even comb through my hair; it’s in this permanent twisted, curled nest. 

What am I even looking at? I do this every morning. Why’d I expect this morning to be any different? I 

guess I’m hoping to see the straight haired, cat-lined, black eyed, mascara coated, eyelashed happy girl 

that I used to be, but the only person I see in the mirror is the person he erased and re-created with the 

ashes.

“What’s taking you so long?” he called out to me. His voice was like perfectly polished fingernails 

against a chalkboard.

“Coming,” I called back, drying my face. 

“Some people have to get to work, and you want to take your sweet time in MY bathroom,” he 

nagged. “Where is my lunch?”

I handed him his gourmet lunch in a brown paper bag. “Is it right?” He scoffed. I nodded. Of 

course, it’s right. I’ve been doing this for years. On Fridays, his lunch is baked chicken with light season-

ing; can’t forget it’s wings only, a side of mashed potatoes with only butter and two flicks of pepper; 

anymore would be too much, and a small bowl of fruit, but only pineapples and grapes. I can’t forget the 

Dasani water, because everything else was sewer water. 

“It better be,” he said zipping up his $200 Nordstrom jacket. 

Before he walked out the door, he turned and looked at me. He didn’t say anything at first. He 

just stared at me with his dark brown eyes—those same dark brown eyes that charmed me into a prom 

invitation. He smirked his sly smile that used to disassemble my heart. His lips clenched, and he took a 

deep breath. Are we having a moment? I tried running my fingers through my hair, but they got caught 

in my nest and in my ripped pieces of flesh from nibbling at my fingertips. I tried wiping off the flour on 

my two-day-old tank top, but it became a part of the design. I bit at my lip and tried to slow my breaths 

down to match his. 
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“Try not to sit around and watch TV all day using up my electricity. I’m the one that works, so 

technically everything in here belongs to me,” he said as he slammed the door behind him.  

I ran and hid from the imaginary audience, laughing at my stupidity to think about whether my 

high school sweetheart could still love me. What happened to us? Believe it or not, it wasn’t always like 

this. I used to be a trophy that he gladly showcased to everyone and gained pleasure from their aweing 

over me. I was like a flower in the transition from winter, dead but blossoming into something beautiful, 

as I was watered with love and refreshed with rays of reassurance, attention, and affection. Of course, 

there were days where we fought like siblings over the TV control, but name a couple that didn’t?  He 

did have a bad and short temper, and I always wondered how bad it could get. However, he wrapped 

gifts of apologies with a pretty little bow. He reminded me of the kingdom we would rule together, and 

how could I deny my happily ever after? When we were scheduled to get married, I wasn’t completely 

ready, but he gave me a cracked crystal ball glimpse of the future I would have with him, and the scen-

ery he painted was beautiful.

“Why waste time waiting for when you’re ready when you love me now,” he would always tell me. 

I figured that was true. Excuse me for wanting my big yard with the white picket fence guarding my brick 

house with flowers decorating the exterior. I just wanted to wake up cooking breakfast for the man that I 

loved and the kids we created in a home we would never abandon. I wanted to kiss him goodbye on his 

way to work and wave sadly to my children as they took the bus to school. I wanted to cook big dinners 

and indulge in stories about one another’s day. I wanted to tuck the kids into bed, kiss them on their 

foreheads, and melt in the arms of the center of my happiness. That’s how Lifetime movies started, but 

I guess I changed the channel too soon and missed the aftermath of an unstable relationship that was 

rushed into a marriage. 

  I wasn’t ready, but I married him anyway. In the beginning, we went on date nights to random 

restaurants. We held hands and giggled to one another during car rides, and we replaced energy within 

one another with loving strokes. Sometimes we stayed up all night binge watching movies, sneaking in 

kisses and laughing at each other’s random outbursts at the movie. God, I was so happy. I closed my 

painted eyelids one day though, and it all changed. I didn’t have children, so he was the one I kissed 

goodbye in the mornings. Well, only for the first month, and then those lips demanded a clean home or 

reminded me how I’m a lifeless seed in a garden he still wanted watered. I did get up early and cook him 

breakfast, but he typically ate in the living room and gave his loving attention to ESPN. I cooked big din-

ners, but after two months I ate them alone. I had to pretend not to smell the burning scent of Juicy Cou-

ture on his suits and become blind to the hickies on his neck he claimed were random bruises. Didn’t 

know a lawyer had it so rough.  I had to pretend like I didn’t hear the late bathroom phone conversations 

or him calling me Ashlee while we did the opposite of making love. I could’ve left, but where would I 

go? I was married to a man that told me I didn’t have to raise my finger to do a thing other than getting a 

manicure. Now all he did was throw that in my face for his own satisfaction when he needed something 
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done or when I started questioning my position. I had to stay. My days were spent cleaning the house, 

doing laundry, ironing his clothes, gardening, and just making sure his throne was perfect enough for 

him to sit, even he if didn’t. 

Here I am, trying to envision where I went wrong, and was there a way to save us? Why did I ac-

cept those long-winded apologies? Why did I make excuses for a man that didn’t even wipe the tears he 

made? When did I stop being the girl he told everyday how beautiful she was and become his punching 

bag? Why can’t I leave?

I heard the door swing open from the bedroom, and I could hear him quickly walking in my direc-

tion. I tried to get up quickly to make it appear like I was doing something effective, but there was his 

6’8” shadow in the doorway. 

“I have to tell you something,” he said never looking at me. 

I didn’t speak.

“I’m getting married tomorrow,” he said walking away. 

Is he serious? I could feel the wasted time punching at my heart and taking what was left of it. I 

couldn’t catch my breath; it was leaving as quickly as my worth when I stayed with him. 

“But I love you, and I’ve been the strongest and most loving woman for you. By vows, I am your 

equal half,” I said rushing after him, fighting back tears that wouldn’t mean a thing.

“Not anymore,” he said leaving with a hidden suitcase in the closet. 

I couldn’t believe what I heard. I sat on the kitchen floor looking at the rising tiles. What am I go-

ing to do? I sunk my head into my knees and cried until it put me to sleep. A slam at the door woke me 

up. 

“Get up! They’ll be here soon.” It was his brother. He stopped talking to me months ago. We 

didn’t have a pleasant relationship anyway. 

“Do you honestly think I am going to stay and watch this?” I asked him angrily.

“You don’t have a choice,” he laughed. 

I heard the cars pull up, and I could hear the laughter and cheers from scatters of friends and 

families. I was convincing myself that the moment they walked through the door I would say something. I 

didn’t deserve to be tossed to the curb when I stayed and did everything that was requested of me. His 

family walked in and all made eye contact with me. They laughed and shook their heads. They all were 

tall and round except the younger one. He was shorter and very slim; he used to be my favorite but not 

anymore. I rushed to the back of the house, trying to remove the crust from the tears on my eyelids. I 
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looked at myself once more and tried to find the person I was before he erased me—the girl who loved 

writing and performing—the girl who smiled contagiously and socialized enthusiastically. He took that 

away from me the day he decided I wasn’t worth a mustard seed. I could hear a series of congratula-

tions, and I knew they were in the house. I rushed out ready to defend myself. I wanted to see her face. 

I deserved to see what I was losing to. I deserved to see the new peasant that would take my place. I 

rushed to her in her fitted white dress, the one I picked out for myself. I swung her around like she was 

my rag-doll. I wanted her to get used to her new life of being thrown and tossed around. I froze in dis-

belief and fear, as I noticed the eyes looking back at me. I was looking at the me before I said, “I do.” 

She had my exact smokey eyes and dark purple lipstick. She had my favorite glitter and blue manicured 

nails. Her hair was perfectly straight and pinned to one side like I used to wear it. 

I felt faint and slammed onto my bed in my studio apartment. My alarm woke me up. I looked at 

the calendar on the wall and the date that was eagerly circled. I get married tomorrow. 
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First Place
“The Last Seduction”                                                                                                                                 

by Lois “Silver” Mintah

Brody had just left Laura when he heard the gunshot.  He thought for sure he had been hit. He turned 

and saw Laura lying on the ground.  A commotion followed; people ran from everywhere, all making 

the same call to emergency services. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the crumpled form on the 

sidewalk. The blood had stopped pouring out. Laura had shot herself in the neck. From far away, sirens 

pierced the hot summer air like a pin pricking a balloon.  Brody was in shock. If she was stupid enough 

to kill herself over a perceived failed romance with him, that was in no way his fault. He just wanted to 

walk away.  But there were three cops blocking his way. 

“Do you know her?” asked one cop.

“I knew her, yeah, but not very well.”

“What’s your name?”

“Brody McAdams.” He produced his driver’s license.  “Laura was a friend with benefits. I just told her I 

couldn’t hang out with her anymore, and then. . . “ He turned and looked. A crew of EMTs was working 

over Laura—a lost cause.

“How did she take the news when you told her?”

“I actually texted her. But she confronted me outside this coffee shop. Said she couldn’t live with what I 

had done to her.”

“Exactly what was it she thought you had done?”

Why wouldn’t they leave him alone? Was he not looking sufficiently distraught?  Brody didn’t even know 

what unaffected grief looked like. 

“I’m a little upset right now. Is there a way I could come into the station later to answer questions?”
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The cops looked at him, but Brody knew they were thinking whether to Mirandize him. Luckily, he was 

saved by the shrill screaming of another young woman.  A tall brunette knelt by Laura’s corpse. She 

looked right at Brody. “You bastard! You did this to her!”  She stumbled up to the cops. “Arrest him!”

One thing Brody knew was that cops didn’t like civvies telling them what to do. If the police were think-

ing pre-brunette about arresting him, they weren’t now. Here was someone much more interesting.

“What are you waiting for?” she screamed. The crowd that gathered had turned their attention on him. 

This was not good. He had to get control of the situation. 

“Ma’am, what is your name?”

“K-Kylie.”

“Can you tell me what happened, Kylie?” 

“Laura texted me that she couldn’t go on and to please forgive her. I rushed over here as fast as I could, 

but I was too late.” 

He took a good look at her. She was in her early twenties, legs for miles, shiny dark brown hair pulled 

back in a ponytail. She wore jeans that could barely hold their own against her curves. She wiped her 

shaking hand across her eyes, smudging her makeup. Looking at her face, he suddenly couldn’t breathe. 

It was her. It was his Kylie. He recognized her even though he had not seen her since he was ten-years-

old. Brody was a little boy again watching as she ripped up his valentine and threw it in the trash. No 

one saw her do it except him. He looked at his valentine in the wastebasket. Young Brody looked at the 

little girl who did it, the one who broke his heart, and she smiled at him. 

Suddenly, adult Brody in the present time was blubbering like it had just happened yesterday. The cops 

looked at him in surprise. “I tried to tell Laura I wasn’t good enough for her, but she wouldn’t listen. She 

was an angel—and now she’s a real angel!” He dissolved into tears. He started to hiccup; he was crying 

so hard, and Kylie had him wrapped in a hug, just like that. 

Then and there, in Kylie’s arms, he decided she would be his last conquest. He would make her love 

him, and he would leave her.  He had found his white whale. 

The cops looked at him and back at Kylie. The ambulance was leaving and a coroner’s van had arrived. 

The cops handed Brody and Kylie cards and told them to call to make formal statements. 
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First place
Digital Arts/Student

 “Find Happiness,” Madeline Janich
Digital Photo Composite 

Honorable Mention
Digital Arts/Student 
“Never,” Kylie Dryier
 Digital Illustration

Third Place
Digital Arts/Student

“Circuit City,” Israel Vega
 Digital Photography

Second Place
Digital Arts/Student

“Cycle,” Schuyler Staley
Digital Illustration 
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First Place
Digital Arts/Faculty/Staff/Alumni

 “Confluence of 3 Rivers: Yamuna, Seine, 
DuPage,”

 Dr. George Miller
 Digital Photography

First Place
Visual Arts/Student

“Beauterus,” Schuyler Staley
Collage

Honorable Mention
Digital Arts/Student

“Fire Rain,” Anthony Borowczyk
 Digital Photography

Second Place
Visual Arts/Student

“Devil’s Tooth,” Ashley Stajura
 Chalk Pastel
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Third Place
Visual Arts/Student

“Lock Screen,” Larissa Barnat
Oil Paint

First Place
Visual Arts/Faculty/Staff/Alumni

“Nail Polish Color Frenzy,” Karen Gail Brant Burke
Nail polish on Bristol board

Honorable Mention
Visual Arts/Student

“Hello!” Angela Morris
Soft Pastels/Colored Pencil

Honorable Mention
Visual Arts/Student

“One in Four,” Audrey Pearson
 Mixed Media

Digital/Visual Arts   •    Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2018
D

igital/V
isual A

rts



44
44

Digital/Visual Arts   •    Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2018

D
igital/V

isual A
rts

First Place
Special Category: “Happiness”/Student

“Find Happiness,” Madeline Janich
Digital Photo Composite  

Honorable Mention
Special Category: “Happiness”/Student

“L O V E,” Shannon Washburn
Charcoal
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He broke the embrace. “Come on, let’s go. I’ll take you home.” 

“All right.” He half-walked her to the car, his arm supporting her around her waist.

As he drove them back to his apartment, he looked at her sideways. No, she didn’t recognize him. Who 

would? He looked nothing like he did in elementary school. He had a swagger that belied his average 

height and build. Women tuned into it. 

He took Kylie back inside. “Here, I’ll make us a drink.” She walked over to the bottle of blue, grabbed it 

out of his hand, and took three big swigs. This was going to be easier than he thought. “Come sit with 

me.” He sat her on his couch, handed her a drink, and then sat down next to her.  Kylie wiped her eyes 

with a Kleenex and used the same one to blow her nose, loudly. She turned to him. She looked sweet, 

not a trace of malice in her.  She was really beautiful. Get a grip, Brody.  This girl was the reason Brody 

hated women—more than hated them, persecuted them.  He thought about that smile she gave him 

fifteen years ago. There was something in her eyes that wasn’t normal for a ten-year-old child. It was 

a complete understanding of her femininity, her sexuality, and the power over men that her femininity 

would give her. 

“I can’t believe she’s really gone.” Kylie started with a fresh round of tears. He refreshed her drink. Talk 

about vulnerable. He could take advantage of her right now. But that would not be suitable. Not because 

he was a gentleman—far from it. He would be a loser if he seduced a woman who was not in possession 

of her faculties.

“Laura was important to me,” he said. “Why don’t I take you home? Then tomorrow I’ll pick you up.”

“I have to work.” He said nothing—just kept looking ahead. Out of the corner of his eye he saw her face 

was still turned to him. It was going his way so far. He dropped her off. On his way home, he realized that 

maybe once this was over, he could take that trip he always wanted to. He could maybe meet someone 

and finally settle down. All the hate he felt inside would finally be gone. All he had to do was destroy 

Kylie. Why was he having doubts? Brody decided to go on his Masters of Seduction Forum. 

He went home and logged on. He scrolled through the discussion threads. He selected start a new 

topic.  He titled it:  Can I Go Through With It? 

I have an opportunity to get revenge on the original Jezebel. She broke my heart and showed me what 

liars and hypocrites women really are. Trouble is, I was in love with her before I became who I am today. 

Guys, I need your help. After this, I am hanging up the towel for good. 
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He went out to the gym, worked out for an hour, and then he grabbed Korean takeout. When he logged 

back on, he had five replies. They all said basically the same thing, that he should go for it, balls out and 

loaded. He had nothing to lose but his pride and manliness. But it was the last post that stayed with him. 

Bro., I know that if you mess with your OJ she will strip you of everything. She will basically cut off your 

Johnson and wear it herself. I’ve heard stories. Sometimes you just have to cut your losses. I’m not tell-

ing you to give up. It’s just that you already lost and don’t know it yet. Believe me I speak from experi-

ence. Leave her to an experienced Alpha. 

Brody chewed on some Bimibap. The poster was telling him to give up. He jabbed kimchi in his mouth 

with chopsticks.  Experienced alpha? He guessed the poster hadn’t bothered to read his posts. He was 

one of the ones who offered advice to hopeful beta males. He had 38 kills. He was one of the most ex-

perienced alphas on the site. Damned if he would. Damned if he would ever give up. 

His phone sounded a notification. It was Kylie. She was asking him over for a home-cooked dinner. 

When girls who didn’t cook offered to do that for you, it meant a lot. And Kylie didn’t cook. He read the 

text many times and did not respond. She texted him three more times before midnight. He responded 

after the third text, a nonchalant and noncommittal text, a hair after midnight. That sounds cool. I’ll see 

you then.  He looked at his phone. If she texted back it was time to reel her in. His phone chimed right 

away. Can’t wait! Xoxoxo Yes. She was ready. 

Brody was a little late to the dinner. His hair and clothes and cologne were on point. She opened the 

door. Her apartment smelled like lasagna. She looked beautiful; hair and nails done professionally. She 

looked slightly anxious, like she was forgetting to breathe.

“Hey!” she said.

“Hey,” he replied.

“Everything’s ready. I burned the rolls a little. I’m sorry.”

“It’s cool. Got anything to drink?”

“Oh, yeah. Got some red wine right there. Can you help me open it?”

Brody picked up the bottle and corkscrew and popped the cork. He came up behind her as she was stir-

ring tomato sauce on the stove. He put his hands on her upper arms and slid them slowly down to the 
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tops of her thighs. She dropped the spoon and turned around, and soon they were kissing. He turned off 

the burner before they had sex right there in the kitchen, then again in the bedroom. Twice.

He had done it. Now all he had to do was lower the boom and walk out.  He turned towards her. He felt 

light, as he did after every sexual encounter. It was difficult to move. He looked down and saw tiny ten-

drils affixed to his arms. He tried to talk, but they were attaching to his throat.  Brody looked at her face 

and saw that her jaws had separated vertically into insect-like mandibles. She looked at him with loving 

eyes.

As the tendrils sucked the life out of him, he finally understood what he saw as a child. What he saw in 

Kylie’s eyes wasn’t just abnormal, it wasn’t human.

He thought about all the girls he’d hurt, all the hearts he’d broken, the rivers of tears he’d caused to flow. 

Had it all been worth it? 

Yeah, it had. It fucking had.

Second Place

“Griselda”                                                                                                                                                     

by Dr. George Miller

As Griselda’s friend, I felt obliged to douse her with new ideas, so that she would vacate her nest 

of know-nothingness and start thinking on her own. Back in the day at Howard Johnson, knocking down 

ho-joes and playfully flinging menus at each other across water-marked tables, we’d quickly disagree 

over human rights issues and feminism, which she thought were different sides of the same counter-

feit coin. A raven-haired vixen with perfect posture, she maintained her ladylike poise in public (tightly 

pursed lips and irony radiating in her eyes), reserving her harshest feelings to missives, which she sent 

me on Hallmark cards in fine flowing, eloquent Gothic script:

Stop trying to convert me. The Crusades are over. If you want to burn your bra, not 

wear makeup, or shave your armpits, I’m not going to stop you, but I don’t like people 

going around trying to convert anybody. I don’t do that and neither should you or they. 

I wouldn’t like it if you tried to convert from my Jewish faith to Buddhism. I wouldn’t

like if you tried to convert me from eating oatmeal to eating cream of wheat. I like 
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Chanel perfume, and I don’t like people in stores rubbing me with that other stuff that 

smells like formaldehyde. I don’t like people telling me who to vote for. I am a Republican,

and I am going to vote for Republicans, period. Stop trying to convert me—I don’t try to

to convert you. Go ahead and believe what you believe. My girls (especially Arna) tell me

not to listen to you. I tell them I can be your friend without listening to all your crap.

In the very next Hallmark card, she changed her tone, and I could see there was some fire in her:

He won’t let me buy a new bed. He says the old one’s fine. But it isn’t fine. My back is killing

me. Ever since I fell in the bathtub, it hasn’t been the same. Whether he likes it or not, I’m just   

 going to buy a new bed. I have a right to be comfortable.

But then in the next missive, she’d revert to her old self: 

I will never be a feminist. One of the most exciting times in my life was when I really 

thought:  Hey, I was a grown-up lady—I could put on my bra without help. Attaching 

the hook to the eye didn’t come easy to me, and my girlfriends teased me because 

sometimes after gym it took me 15 minutes to hook it, and I’d be late to class. This

taught me to respect women who know how to make themselves up and present 

themselves to the world. But your people—these are exactly the women who need 

to wear makeup and wear bras. It’s the ugly women (you being the exception) who 

are feminists, just like it’s the unsuccessful people who are socialists. I wouldn’t ever 

go out without makeup. That’s offensive. I don’t need equal pay or equal rights. 

I am happy where I am. Maybe it’s you who’s unhappy. I don’t know why you just 

dropped Levy like that. He was a good guy: good sense of humor, good provider. 

What did you gain getting rid of him? To become an artist? I don’t even understand

what your paintings mean. Arna went to your exhibit and said there was a painting 

of the Last Supper but instead of men at the table, Jesus was surrounded by famous 

feminists. I can see why Levin left you. You just have way too much rage.    
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Griselda had her blindspots as we all do but was not stupid. There was so much she could have 

done, like be a scholar of English literature:

Arna left for college yesterday. She’s the last to fly the coop. That’s five kids I’ve raised;

two doctors, one lawyer, one studying to be a nurse, and now Arna off to become 

an accountant. I’ve started reading Chaucer and Dryden and Pope and Skelton again, 

and I have this deep urge to finish my degree. 

 After that missive, I didn’t receive another for several weeks. It was short:

But I can’t. He needs me to make him breakfast.

Another one came several weeks after that—even shorter.

He won’t let me.

 And finally, several months later after, I thought she fell off the face of the earth:

  

Bad idea. Forget I ever said anything.

 

 After that, she and I just went our separate ways and the Hallmark cards stopped coming. I 

thought she needed her space and rethought my attempts to bring her around to feminism. I came to 

the conclusion that I may have done her more harm than good. If a culture is autocratic for centuries, 

how is it supposed to become democratic overnight? Griselda’s chains weren’t coming off but tighten-

ing.

 I still looked for those Hallmark cards in the mail even after the friendship dissolved. I had exhibit 

after exhibit and enough of my paintings sold so that I could afford to open my own gallery in the sticks. 

I lost track of Griselda partly because I turned a deaf ear to the past and partly because I had my life to 

live. 

Then a Hallmark card came, but not from Griselda in her flowing Gothic style but from Arna in 

tight, angry prose. Griselda had died from breast cancer, and, for whatever reason, Arna wanted to meet 

me at Howard Johnson. 

 Arna was the spitting image of her mother with that red hair, pursed lips, and perfect posture like 

a yoga teacher or dancer.    

 “I never liked you,” Arna said as we sat down, “and you want to know why?”
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 “Not really, Arna,” I said. “And how is your flock?”

 “My flock is fine,” Arna replied. “And do you know why I never liked you?”

 “Why don’t you tell me, Arna,” I said.

 “Because you confused her,” Arna said. “She was perfectly satisfied being a stay at home mom. 

She had family values.”

 “I just introduced her to a new world,” I murmured.

 “You made her doubt herself,” Arna corrected me. 

 “Your mother could have been more than a mother,” I remonstrated.

 “You mean a crappy artist like you,” she said wickedly.

 “Arna, what your generation doesn’t understand. . .” I said.

 “What our generation understands is that your generation was wrong,” Arna boomed. “I want a 

husband. I want a family. I like staying home. You may think I am wasting my life, but what I and millions 

of other women do is extremely rewarding to us. My mother thought the same thing until you started 

your campaign of insinuation.”

 “I was your mother’s friend,” I said, placing my hand on Arna’s. “I wanted what was best for her.”

“You had a cause,” Arna seethed while she squeezed the blood out of my hand, “and my mother 

was just a means for furthering your cause.”

 “Your mother reached out to me,” I insisted.

 “Do you know that after talking to you she started arguing with my father?” Arna cried. “They 

never had arguments before she started talking to you. They argued about getting a new mattress, and 

she even talked about going back to school. She was making waves. First this wave, then a second 

wave, then a third wave.”

 “She wanted freedom,” I said.

 “But I talked her down,” Arna said. “I got her back to her sensibilities. By the end, do you know 

what she was saying about you?”

 “I am aching to know,” I said.

 “’I won’t let that woman and her ideas come between my family and me.’” That’s what she said. 

She knew how upsetting it was for us to hear how you were dividing our family. And she said she would 

never leave my father alone. She would always be there for him. And you know, she got rid of the new 

mattress you talked her into buying—“

 “So she ended up getting a new mattress,” I smiled.

  “But in the end,” Arna sneered, “they were sleeping on the old mattress, which she never got 
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rid of and kept in the attic. So you see, all your work was for nothing. You didn’t win a convert. You just 

caused a temporary rift in our family. She died a happy woman with her own values. Her last words 

were: ‘Does your father have his breakfast?’ Still caring about her family right to the end.”

 “Serves me right,” I murmured. “And is this lunch officially over? I need to crank out some more 

crappy paintings this afternoon.” 

 “I have this for you,” Arna said, standing and then handing me a Hallmark card with Griselda’s 

flowing writing on the outside. “My mother wanted you to have it. And although we have had our differ-

ences. . .”

 “Trying to end on a high note after a concert of low ones?” I smiled. “Don’t bother. Just go back 

to the bosom of your family.”  

 The card sat in front of me for several minutes. It looked different. It looked thicker, as if there 

was something more than a card inside.

 “Aren’t you going to open it?” Arna asked. “My mother wanted you to have it.”

 “But she didn’t say I had to open it in front of you, did she?” I replied.

 “A feminazi to the end,” she said.

 “Okay, Pandora,” I snapped. “Let’s open this.”

 This card was also different from others because it was heavily taped. I had no fingernails to cut 

through the sinewy tape.

 “Give it to me,” Arna said, slicing through the tape easily with her long, sharp fingernails.

 “Are you going to take the card out and read it to me?” I asked.

 “No, you can do that,” she said, pushing the envelope toward me across the water-stained table.

 I opened the card. Ashes fell out. In the ashes there were two tiny charred metal objects. 

 “What is this?” Arna asked, holding the hook and eye in her hand.

 “Her last will and testament, I believe,” I replied.
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Third Place:

“Tiro de Gracia”                                                                                                                                          

by Tim Honn

I want to tell you a story about how a corporate sociopath named Forrest Yates killed my father. 

He didn’t literally put a gun to my dad’s head and pull the trigger. No, he figuratively used his power to 

terminate my father’s self-worth. The words, “You’re fired,” can eviscerate just as efficiently as an assas-

sin’s blade.

My father, Frank Garcia, had his world cave in on him on December 4, 2009. His thirty-five years 

of faithful service at The Hercules Corporation were eradicated. Loyalty was no longer a two-way street 

at his job. He was the plant manager at the company’s Joliet, Illinois assembly plant. 2009 had a  distinct 

way of kicking my dad while he was down. His personal and family life went south fast. His second wife, 

Esperanza, divorced him back in July, and me, his son, a malandro—thug, only added to his woes.

I’m telling this story second-hand as it was related to me by his assistant plant manager and 

good buddy, Richie Petrella. This is Richie Petrella’s account of the events to me. I’m doing my best to 

paraphrase here, because I want you to know how these corporate sociopaths operate.

***

Frank Garcia knew men like him eventually grow despondent while the plant’s machines became 

outdated, and the indignity both man and machine suffered was obsolescence.

His boss, Forrest Yates, was hell-bent on pushing guys like him out of the business. Forrest was 

not one to wax nostalgic about the old ways of doing things. He believed in modernization, and he was 

replacing the Baby Boomers at the plant with automated manufacturing processes at every turn. Forrest 

preferred robots because they didn’t call in sick, and they didn’t complain about their pension plan.

Richie said that at approximately 5 p.m. was when my dad was paged on the overhead speaker 

system to go to his office because Forrest Yates was waiting for him there. Richie said dad was pissed 

that Forrest needed to meet with him that late on a Friday. They were put off because this unscheduled 

meeting was stymying their plans to head out on-time to celebrate Dolores Krazny’s retirement over at 

The Castlebar Irish Pub.

Knowing my old man, he’d been thirsty all day for an ice-cold Pabst Blue Ribbon and a shot of 

Jameson. He loved “putting a few back” with his co-workers at The Castlebar. He loved the banter, the 

commiserating, and the camaraderie.

Richie said he went with my father to this spur-of-the-moment meeting and stood just outside the 
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office listening in on the conversation. He heard Forrest say, “Come in Frank and sit down. We need to 

talk.”

Richie said my dad looked really angry, because Forrest was sitting in his lucky Steelcase chair-

behind his simple metal frame desk. He was in no mood to comply with Forrest, so he decided to stand.

“Frank, I’m going to be brief,” Forrest said, as he rearranged Frank’s desk to his liking. “I’ve been 

given a substantial budget by the CEO to fully automate this plant. This means progress!” He thudded 

his fist on the desk to emphasize his point. “The cost-savings and reduced downtime will be immeasur-

able. We have ‘to do more with less,’ because our shareholders demand it—.”

“Forrest, I thought you were going to be brief?”

“I’m getting to my point.” Forrest glared at Frank in a perturbed manne, because he wasn’t used 

to being interrupted. “Plant managers like you just don’t have a place in this next phase of manufactur-

ing excellence at The Hercules Corporation.”

“What are you saying?” Frank asked. He could feel his blood pressure rising rapidly, but he tried 

to calm himself because of his bouts with chronic hypertension.

“I’m letting you go. You’re fired—that’s what I’m saying—along with several other people on the 

maintenance and production teams.” Forrest seemed pleased with his directness.

“You’re freakin’ firing me?!”

“Yes, I am.”

“You axe me after thirty-five years of loyal service just like that?! That’s total crap, Forrest, and 

you know it!”

Richie was standing just outside the door to Frank’s office. He knew Frank; he knew he could 

be quick tempered. He was concerned that Frank was going to do something he might regret later. He 

eased into the office and got himself in position in case he had to pull Frank off Forrest.

Frank continued to step forward, each withering invective inching him closer to Forrest. Unrecog-

nizable shades of crimson were now emanating from Frank’s face.

Forrest sat unmoved while Frank continued his verbal assault. His eyes never left Frank’s. There 

was an unmistakable dearth in them.

“Rachel from Human Resources will call you on Monday to discuss the terms of yourseverance 

package,” Forrest said. “I suggest you stop your verbal attack on me before I call security.”
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“Go screw yourself!”

“No, you’re the one who just screwed himself. Let me repeat myself. You’re fired.”

Frank, fuming with rage, began to sway then list to his left. He glared at Forrest. His vision be-

came blurred. He proceeded to mumble something unintelligibly profane at Forrest. Losing his balance, 

he took two sluggish steps away from the desk. The office started spinning. A cold sweat started to 

glisten on his face, and searing pain shot down through his left arm. A crushing heaviness moored on his 

chest like an anchor. The fingers on Frank’s right hand, stained yellowish-brown from years of smoking 

unfiltered Camel cigarettes, yanked at his shirt collar; he began gulping for breath. Frank clutched his 

sternum as his chest heaved one more time—he lurched forward toward the linoleum floor.

Richie saw Frank crash to the floor. He yelled out for someone in the office to call 9-1-1, and he 

began to render CPR. Frank was dead seconds after he crumpled to the ground.

Oddly, Forrest never moved from Frank’s office chair to render assistance. He remained seated, 

teeming with depravity. Then, a smirk appeared on his face, because he realized it felt satisfying to ad-

minister the tiro de gracia—the kill shot.
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First Place

 “Education”                                                                                                                                             

For Steven Seum                                                                                                                                         

by Samantha Gennett

My chrysalis weakens as the grass grows its own fertilizer;

a motorcycle mashed my chrysanthemums into a stew.

My mother once told me stories of ladybugs that govern

a world where learning is painful.

Today I cashier at a grocery store &

customers complain of decomposing guacamole, 

but this thickens my chrysalis;

it expands it into one hundred, three hundred monarchs

that rule a world with sap & seedlings—

feeble, steeple, shrieking as I roam

free of crystalized containment.

I graze the earth’s mantle like earl grey tea,

flying through the tree flora of southern Australia.

I repeat:

See you space cowboy.

Note: last line is from Cowboy Bebop 
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Second Place

“Stuck in Traffick”                                                                                                                                       

by Zachary Klozik

Men run their teeth over flow charts and compare

livestock. Peering through microscopes at every enzyme

that smear the face of the cattle. They snare

a young girl and brand her as property just before play time.

What happens when the girl won’t let them trace

numbers on her arm? She gets lashed for not 

seeing through their lens. There is not much space

between her lacerations, but she still can say she fought.

The fruit of rebellion does not fall from the tree and bruise

on its own; she must shake the tree. Every lane

she walks is full of preying eyes. With anger as her muse,

she will be rekindled and tear at their hook and line.

They only care for her breasts and her thighs.

If the pounding would cease she could breathe one last sigh.
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Third Place

“Asphyxiation”                                                                                                                                                 

by Zakiya Cowans

 

Saltwater breaths seep into her eardrum,

hair follicles stand at attention, her skin is a coral reef as

sandpaper palms adorn her jugular,

thumbs tracing her trachea like braille on papyrus. 

Ripples of oxygen retreating from her windpipe,

slackening her facial muscles, a congealed mask.

Rigor mortis strangles her muscles,

crowbar-like ligaments, fascias, and phalanges.

Her eyes become cadmium.

Your pupils turn osmium as she begins to defecate. 

 

Honorable Mention

“Nefarious Reverie”                                                                                                                                   

by Ashley Zizich

I climb with alacrity, and joy,

and laughter.

Frightening lucidity

is wonderful.

A sorcerer lives in the desert of L.A.

conjuring illusion and illustration

while the wicked witches toil their brew,

sticky sweet with the
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smell of putrid corrosion, draped in charcoal frocks,

covered in soot; the scaly, warped hands

reach out in time.

I recall the premonition of old age as

my mother used to show up in my dreams.

I always equate her with the sea,

a mermaid splashing, looking for her next lure.

A siren filled with melody.

I don’t have to be logical.

The dreams, sometimes, are not my own.

It’s a mythical process of achieving information,

a deja-vu of reality

interbred with reality.

Add a dash of Fantasia,

transfuse together, and your unconscious

will prescribe the perfect antitoxin.

The enchantress has the distillation

for the perfect dream.

Honorable Mention

“TI”                                                                                                                                                              

by Eric Aguilar

Grandma o grandma, please don’t go.

Father, dear father, I’ll pay the toll.

Please God, forgive me.

I read all your readings.

You are the only thing I know.
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Mother, sweet mother, I’ll soon be home.

Brother and sister, please grow old.

And if God does leave me

And I die with nothing,

Do not attempt to save my soul.

If God Does leave me

And I die with nothing,

Do not attempt to save my soul.
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First Place

“The Star”                                                                                                                                                   

by Lois “Silver” Mintah

I missed a shooting star.

Just caught the tail flashing,

As it went behind a roof. 

I could have imagined it, but I don’t think so.

Instinct recognized its trajectory.

We tumble from our mothers. 

Some fall low and fast,

Neither seen nor missed.

Others burn bright and dazzle,

Catching the eye of everyone.

I can’t forget the star I almost saw,

Because I know the feeling of being brand new 

and suspended high above the earth.

Out of breath at being born,

Seeing everything wonderful and possible

But an invisible, inevitable arc

That will give you but a moment to say, “Look, I am.

I am a star; I will make the world a better place,”

Before it pulls you down to the earth.
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First Place

“The Absent Father in Sylvia Plath’s ‘Daddy’ and August Wilson’s Fences”

by Ashley McCann

Next to the “Ashley’s First Birthday” tab in a photo album, my mom glued a picture of me in North 

Carolina Tar Heel blue pajamas eating a pink Barbie cake. Next to the picture, she wrote, “Ashley ate her 

own cake with mom on the kitchen floor.” My mom has always had the best handwriting. Her cursive let-

ters curl and flick across the page like smooth potato skins through a grater. Smooth. She wasn’t a good 

cook though. Her elegance came through writing and speech. I wish I had handwriting like that. I wish 

I could remember myself like that – my feet stretched out across the linoleum, straddling a huge white 

and pink Winn-Dixie feast with one glorious focus: Cake. My mom must have kneeled down on the floor 

to take the photo. She’s a good photographer. Ashley ate her own cake with mom on the kitchen floor 

while mom kneeled and took 46 pictures until one stuck. That’s nice. Simple. Eating cake with a mother 

on the floor for your very first birthday. Birthdays, like funerals have too many expectations. Too much 

money to spend, too many family members and friends to impress. The who’s who and who has what 

and who can spend how much. Not my mom. She’s always been simple and sensible. She taught me 

how to do cliché parent-child things like write my name and ride a bike. How to pay bills, make a doc-

tor’s appointment, and how to plant perennials. She took a picture of me in a moment of happiness. She 

didn’t mention the time my dad drove the Chrysler (drunk) into our front yard with me in the backseat, or 

the time she held me in front of her to save her own life. There’s no tab for “That time mom had to take a 

bus back to Illinois and cried on the train platform, because she couldn’t get up the stairs with both baby 

and baggage.” Most albums don’t have tabs for stuff like that. 

 My father wasn’t necessarily a bad man – he just wasn’t a very good one. I like to tell people that 

when they ask. He wrote me a letter a couple weeks before he died, apologizing for breaking promises. 

He was addicted to drugs, you see, and he was weak, and he felt bad. He He He. He abused my mom – 

he knew that. He abandoned me – he knew that. I knew all of that. He wanted forgiveness, but I didn’t 

give it. He died before I could write back, and I didn’t go to the funeral. My family wanted me to wear my 

Dress Blues and parade around as the crown jewel of a bunch of hillbillies. Dance, Ashley. Dance. My 

tall, blonde, German, addict, abusive, lonely, sad, dying father died on August 4, 2007. He promised to 

bring me a car for my sixteenth birthday. He never showed. My grandmother bought me a Ford Focus 

when I turned eighteen. I only saw him once from the ages of two to nineteen. He was 42 years-old 

when he died. He was born on February 14, 1965. I don’t know where he got off ruining Valentine’s Day 

for me. That was rude. 

 Everything I’ve ever written has been a tragedy, partially because I find happy endings to be 
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cheesy and unrealistic, but also because I can’t seem to contain my own resentment for my father. It has 

taken me a long time to realize that. I used to tell people the villains in my stories were different people, 

but they’ve always been the same person. A heroin addict washing her face in the bathroom stealing 

people’s wallets; a distant mother pinching herself at the PTA meeting to fight the tiredness of a hang-

over – trying not to throw up; a goat that snickered about birds and doubted the existence of heaven. 

Sinners. They’re all my father. Humans are like that – we like to find a reason for our unhappiness and lift 

the blame and guilt off ourselves. Charles Bukowski: “Humanity, you never had it from the beginning.” 

You see, I thought I was being creative – innovative, but I just keep writing the same story over and over 

again. 1 Peter 3:15 says to always be prepared to give reasons for your hope, which is ironic because 

none of us do that. Hope, happiness, bliss – those don’t make for good stories. Ask Sylvia Plath. Ask 

August Wilson. Tragedy, loneliness, rage – now those are the bones of a good story.  

 The first time I read Sylvia Plath was in 2015: “Mad Girl’s Love Song” then “Daddy” then “Lady 

Lazarus.” One of my professors bought me a book of her poetry. Some “light reading,” she said. From 

the first word I knew I loved Plath, and I hated her. I hated her because she exposed me. Her secrets 

were and are my secrets, and why was she so blasé about it all? How could she just tell everyone every-

thing about what it’s like to be her or me or other people whose fathers left everyone lonely and full of 

spite? Then I encountered August Wilson and his Fences. He too, apparently, thought he had the right 

to hang up my secrets on the clothesline of publishing and air them out for the world to see. Plath might 

have been speaking about her own life in the 1960s, and Wilson might have been creating a fictional 

1950s family, but they were both really talking about me. Plath’s German immigrant father and Wilson’s 

fictional Troy are my disappointing father spread out across the decades. I resented Plath and Wilson in 

the same way I resented myself – for telling stories maybe I wasn’t completely ready for – and for a long 

time I secretly thought textual expression was fine so long as it didn’t penetrate the topics I didn’t want 

to talk about. But the thing is, I was talking about it. I was translating my life experiences into my own 

stories in a similar way (but most likely not the similar caliber) to those who have come before me, and I 

realized I had no right to be upset with them. I found my own story in the stories of others, and I quickly 

realized that the absent father wasn’t some strange phenomenon in my life alone. Both authors, Plath 

and Wilson, helped me identify a common theme in both texts, common experiences between both 

authors, and they also helped me discover that same theme in my own writing. 

Plath, particularly in her poem “Daddy,” identifies exactly what it’s like to be a lover and hater of 

a father who didn’t exactly live up to expectations, and from her poem, I was able to identify the way 

those turbulent and conflicting feelings shine through in her artistic work. Through writing poems such 

as “Daddy,” Plath identifies the issue of the absent father that transcends time and has the capability 

of touching many readers from many different generations. Although “Daddy” was written in 1960 and 

Fences was written in 1985, both texts showcase the complexities of families with absent, disconnected 

fathers. While I do not mean to imply that texts written during different decades rarely showcase the 

Student R
esearch R

eport



64

same themes, I do mean to emphasize the setting of Wilson’s Fences – the 1950s, just ten years before 

Plath’s – which more concretely connects the two pieces and also establishes connections between the 

two authors relative to their historical period. Wilson’s text showcases paternal instability through the 

creation of a complex father figure named Troy who exhibits problematic characteristics. While Plath’s, 

instead of creating a fictional character, speaks specifically about her own father. Both texts speak to the 

personal experiences of the authors with absent fathers and to the specific time frames in which each 

text takes place. 

The connection between the two authors resides within the realm of paternal relationships. Both 

authors experienced what it’s like to have an absent father, and the authors articulated their experiences 

through their art. Plath’s experiences are showcased in a poem while Wilson’s are portrayed through 

a play, and each genre displays an in-depth understanding and self-awareness of what it’s like to deal 

with unstable parental situations. Plath’s father died when she was eight-years-old. August Wilson’s 

parents divorced when he was a teenager. Wilson’s father died when Wilson was twenty in 1965 (“Au-

gust Wilson”). While both lost their fathers at different ages, severing the paternal lifeline affected them 

both dramatically. Plath wrote poems and a novel and eventually killed herself. Wilson took his mother’s 

maiden name and lived through his own situations with divorce. What do those situations mean? Many 

of the modern authors attempt to answer the question, “What world am I in?” (Wielgos). For Plath and 

Wilson, their worlds were defined by their experiences, particularly with respect to their relationships 

with their fathers. In an attempt to answer that question, both authors use art to discover and discuss 

their understandings of the world around them. Art allows readers like myself to make connections and 

discover themselves within the pages of someone else’s story. What world am I in? Many of Plath and 

Wilson’s readers may not have lived through a divorce, an attempted suicide, or had a father who spoke 

in baseball, but everyone has lived through hardship and feelings of insecurity. Feelings of desire and 

love. By looking at the fictional worlds constructed by these authors, readers such as myself can reflect 

on the world we live in and assess our own existence in relation to those around us. 

In her poem “Daddy,” Plath creates a picture of what her life with her father was like. The poem 

identifies considerable instability in the lives of Plath and her father, as the feelings Plath has for him 

seem to jump back and forth from a strange admiration and desperate need for closeness to bitter 

anger, resentment, and frustration. Plath says life with her father was like being a foot living inside his 

shoe. He was like a god – a god who died. She was like a Jew and he was a Nazi. He was like a devil, a 

swastika, and a vampire. Plath even likens herself to a Jew going to a gas chamber (ll. 30-35), and she 

often lashes out at her father as a result of her feelings of insignificance. Plath says her father is the man 

who “Bit my pretty red heart in two” (l. 56), and she relates his actions directly to her first suicide at-

tempt. Plath’s choice of the word “bit” establishes the aggressive, dominant, and controlling actions of 

her father and her subordinate role as the daughter of an oppressive father – a heart to be consumed, 

broken. The juxtaposition of their roles and interactions with each other, however, are immediately inter-
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rupted by a mention of Plath’s suicide. Here’s where it gets good. Pull up a chair. While all of the titles 

Plath ascribes to her father may seem negative, there are moments in the poem that push back against 

derogatory titles in powerful ways. In that same stanza, Plath states, “At twenty I tried to die / And get 

back, back, back to you / I thought even the bones would do” (ll. 57-60). Immediately after comparing 

her father to the devil and saying he’s the one who broke (bit) her heart in two, Plath repeats the word 

“back” three times to show how distressed she is about being separated from him. But isn’t he a Nazi? A 

Devil? The emphasis on reconnecting with and making it “back” to her father even if through her bones 

(maybe buried next to him or posthumously in the afterlife) showcases Plath’s separation anxiety. This 

anxiety emerges strongly in stanzas 11-12 and serves as a complement to stanza three where Plath says 

she used to “pray to recover” (l. 14) her father. The back and forthness of Plath’s relationship with her 

father recognizes the complexities of unequal father-daughter relationships, and while it may make this 

poem and Plath’s opinion of her father seem wishy-washy, it is precisely the turbulent love-hate, father-

daughter confrontation that identifies how damaging it is to have an absent father. Paternal absence 

leads to anger, hatred, and bitterness, but it also – as identified here by Plath – produces feelings of 

confusion, and love, and desire. 

Likewise, August Wilson also identifies what it’s like to have an absent father through the cre-

ation of text. Troy Maxson in Fences is a tragic hero with a very tragic flaw. Throughout the play, Troy 

does whatever he thinks is right and often fails to consider the feelings of others. He has an affair and 

a child as a result of that affair, and he continually fails to make loving connections with his son Cory 

due to his (Troy’s) own insecurities. Troy refuses to acknowledge how times are changing for African 

American athletes like his son, Cory, and because of his inflexibility, he destroys Cory’s dreams. While 

Troy claims to be protecting his son from the harsh realities of the world, most of his actions emerge as 

a result of his own stubbornness, insecurity, and jealousy. Cory confronts his father about not letting 

him play football, and in a heart-wrenching episode asks Troy if he even likes him. Troy insists that “like” 

is not a necessary element of a father-son relationship. “What law is there say I got to like you?” (Baym, 

Levine 947). Troy never made it past the Negro leagues in baseball, and because of his inability to con-

sider changing times, particularly in the realm of athletics, Troy loses his son for the remaining years of 

his life. Cory, Bono, and Rose all attempt to help ease Troy into the changing tides of the 1950s, but Troy 

stubbornly resists. Similar to his relationship with Cory, Troy also destroys his relationship with his wife, 

Rose. Troy never apologizes for his affair, and he even attempts to justify his actions by emphasizing his 

financial loyalty to Rose and by suggesting the other woman gives him a “different idea. . . away from 

thepressure and problems…to be a different man” (960). 

Both authors, aware of their fathers’ instability, created texts that showcase the struggle to love 

and be loved by a resistant father, and each author, though painfully I’m sure, has effectively pressed an 

imprint of his/her experiences into history through literature. My father never came back. He bought me 

a Barbie for my great grandma’s funeral. I was eight, and it was a knock-off. He didn’t know that I didn’t 
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like Barbie Dolls, and maybe if he wanted to give me something it could have been love or attention or 

more than five minutes of his time. Maybe Plath and Wilson felt the same, but that’s just speculation. 

Maybe we’d all be happier if our fathers didn’t leave us. Maybe not. Chuck Palahniuk: “Our real discover-

ies come from chaos, from going to the place that looks wrong and stupid and foolish.” My father was 

that chaotic place. He was wrong, and stupid, and foolish, and I’ve learned to love him for it. I finally 

learned to see him for who he was, and “I wanted to be just like him / One of the charm, of a bright 

orange smile / and muscular laughter / Bold brown eyes flashing fearless” (Bowker). The day my father 

died, he went to the church and told the pastor he messed up. Said he ruined our lives. I don’t know if 

he said it to clear his conscience or if he meant it for me and my mom and my never-born brother, but it 

seemed to have done the trick. He walked the entire town and preached to residents of Conover, North 

Carolina. “And then he told them, ‘Go into all the world and proclaim the gospel to the whole creation’” 

(29 Mark 16:15). Plath’s father broke her heart and Wilson’s abandoned him and his mother. The common 

thread between us might not be my first choice, but it is a powerful one. While there is much to blame 

my father for, there is much to thank Plath and Wilson for. Through analyzing their texts, I discovered 

myself and my struggles with having an absent father. By looking at the fictional worlds constructed by 

these authors, Wilson and Plath afford readers such as myself with opportunities to reflect on their own 

existence in relation to those around them relative to both their historical period as well as across the 

decades of modern literature. 
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Second Place 

“An Examination of the Ethics of Lieutenant Charles Gliniewicz”                                                           

by Brendan Kennedy

Across all professions, there is an expectation that professionals will conduct themselves in an 

ethical and moral manner. The profession where this is most expected is that of the police officer. At 

the most basic level, the police exist to maintain law, order, protect the members of the public that they 

serve and their property, prevent, detect and investigate crime, and they are expected to perform their 

duties in a manner that does not violate the rights and protections guaranteed by the Constitution, or in 

any manner that a reasonable person would deem unjust, unethical or immoral. But what happens when 

a police officer crosses the line from ethical public servant to unethical villain? In this paper, the actions 

of Fox Lake Police Lieutenant Charles Gliniewicz will be analyzed not only because of his unethical ac-

tions, but for the ramifications that will have a lasting impact on the community that he served, with a 

specific focus on how his actions violated the four major themes of the vast majority of law enforcement 

codes of ethics. 

Before Lieutenant Gliniewicz’s actions and ethics, or lack thereof, can be analyzed, it is neces-

sary to review the chain of events that led to his exposure as a corrupt and unethical officer. At 8 o’clock 

on September 1, 2015, in the quiet town of Fox Lake, a call went out over the police radio that every 

officer dreads to hear: “Send everybody you possibly can. Officer is down.” Fox Lake Lieutenant Charles 

“G.I. Joe” Gliniewicz had been shot and killed while in pursuit of three male suspects. He had been 

found in a remote part of town where he had previously called in to say that he was going to investigate 

three suspicious male suspects, later radioing that a foot chase had begun. What followed was a mas-

sive law enforcement turnout of nearly 450 officers from ninety-nine different agencies, which ended up 

costing the Village of Fox Lake nearly 1.2 million dollars during the course of the investigation (Rogers, 

2016, para. 2). The Lake County Major Crimes Task Force was put in charge of the ensuing investigation 

and manhunt for the shooter, or shooters, involved in Gliniewicz’s death. Two suspects were soon taken 

into custody shortly after the investigation was underway. Two weeks later, on September the 14th, 

sources told the Chicago Tribune that investigators were not looking into the possibility that Gliniewicz’s 

death may not have been a homicide, but rather it was beginning to look like his death may have been a 

highly elaborate suicide. On October 1st, the Lake County Major Crimes Task Force revealed that Glinie-

wicz had been shot twice with his own gun, but it would not confirm that the death was a suicide. It was 

not until November 4th, that the Major Crimes Task Force commander, George Filenko, and Lake County 

Coroner, Thomas Rudd, revealed that the gunshot wounds had been self-inflicted, and that this was an 

elaborately staged and meticulously planned suicide. 
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At the same time as Lieutenant Gliniewicz’s death, a village administrator, Anne Marrin, was 

conducting an audit of village finances and had run into trouble when it came to obtaining account 

records and equipment inventories from Gliniewicz, who was also in charge of the Fox Lake Explorers 

Program. According to Marrin, Gliniewicz would not answer any of her requests for documentation and 

instead would give what she stated as “the runaround,” which she later said were “all little red flags that 

wound up being bigger red flags” (Briscoe, 2016a, para. 15). In the same press conference, it was also 

announced that Gliniewicz had also been embezzling thousands of dollars from the Explorers program 

account and had been using it for personal expenses. Investigators said that he had been embezzling 

funds for at least seven years (para. 8). Marrin had not initially shared her information, and she was 

hesitant to do so with investigators because of the highly charged nature of the investigation.  Further 

investigation into Gliniewicz’s financial crimes would take place, which resulted in the freezing of seven 

accounts, one belonging to his wife, two to his children, and the remaining four belonging to him (New-

ton, 2016b, para. 5). His wife was indicted on felony charges of money laundering and the misuse of 

charitable funds. 

As the investigation continued, Lieutenant Gliniewicz’s image changed drastically. He had previ-

ously been seen as a hero in the eyes of Fox Lake and a superb role model for the youth who were 

enrolled in the Explorers program. He was an Army veteran and a dedicated officer in his community. 

Further investigation revealed that the image Gliniewicz had cultivated for himself was in fact a lie. Dur-

ing the investigation of his financial crimes, text messages from his cell phone had surfaced where he 

had attempted to contact a local gang member about the possibility of putting a hit out on Anne Marrin 

because he feared that she would expose him. Personnel and court records were also found where he 

had been cited for turning up drunk in public and that he had been sued for sexual harassment because 

of an affair with a female subordinate in the department, although it was also revealed that the case was 

dropped (Briscoe, 2016a, para. 8). Within the span of three months, Lieutenant Charles Gliniewicz had 

gone from being a fallen hero to the most vilified man in Fox Lake. 

The ramifications of Gliniewicz’s actions would also cause serious financial burden to Fox Lake 

as well. The investigation had cost the village at least $220,000 in response to the local police agencies 

who had responded, and an addition $1 million dollars has been quoted as the cost of the investiga-

tion itself (Rogers, 2016, para. 2). Further adding to the financial burden, Fox Lake also had to face civil 

suits in federal court. The suit was leveled against Fox Lake, unnamed officers of the Lake County Major 

Crime Task Force, former task force commander George Filenko, and an unnamed Round Lake detec-

tive. The basis for the suit comes from the arrest of Fox Lake residents Miguel Gonzalez and Hector Ra-

mos. They claimed that their house had been identified as the “home where police believed ‘the killer’ 

lived’” (“2 Sue Over. . .”, 2017, para. 2). At the time of the investigation, both Mr. Gonzalez and Mr. Ramos 

saw the news report in September of 2015 while they were in Colorado. As per the suit, they claim to 

have been arrested without authority, illegally searched, and “paraded in front of new cameras” (para. 
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2). Both men reported, as per the suit, that “as a result of the defendants’’’ misconduct, the plaintiffs 

suffered emotional distress, anguish and humiliation,” and further claimed that the misconduct by the in-

vestigators of the Fox Lake Police Department “maintained a culture of lax supervision, misconduct, and 

to discipline,” such violations, and that the Village of Fox Lake had a “de facto policy to ignore police 

misconduct” (para. 9). The plaintiffs in the suit have stated that they will be seeking unspecified compen-

satory damages, as well as punitive damages against the named defendants in an individual capacity 

(para. 10). A second lawsuit was filed against Gliniewicz’s estate, as well as Fox Lake. The plaintiff, Ver-

non Randolph III, stated that Lieutenant Gliniewicz had repeatedly pulled him over, searched his vehicle 

without probable cause, and had also threatened to “make something happen” to him (Briscoe, 2016b, 

para. 2). He also claimed that during the initial investigation and manhunt, he was targeted because of 

his race, as the dispatcher reported that Gliniewicz had engaged in a foot chase with two white men and 

one African American. The case was settled, and the terms of the settlement have not been disclosed. 

A financial burden would also be felt by those who had donated money to the Gliniewicz family. 

After authorities froze Gliniewicz’s accounts and felony charges were leveled at his wife, attempts were 

made by various donors to recover funds that had been contributed. One such donor was Joe Ahern, 

who contributed fifteen thousand dollars to Melodie Gliniewicz on behalf of the 100 Club of Chicago, an 

organization which assists the survivors of officers who are killed in the line of duty (Black and Zumbach, 

2015, para. 2). According to Maura Possley, spokeswoman for the Illinois attorney general’s office, it 

would be possible for those who donated to the Explorers program to obtain a refund of funds through 

the Charitable Trust Bureau, which is in charge of investigating the misuse of charitable assets that 

are considered public funds (Newton, 2016a.) However, she also did not know that those who donated 

directly to the Gliniewicz family have little legal recourse in the matter. Possley stated: “Although such a 

contribution might feel like a charitable donation, it’s really a private gift, which does not have the same 

consumer protections,” further noting that any money that is recovered by the attorney general’s office 

is donated to another cause that furthers the original charity’s mission (Zumbach, 2016a). 

The legal battle over what will happen to the remaining funds and what is going to be returned 

is completely expected. Financial restitution is expected to be paid to victims of fraud, but what about 

what happens to things that are not so easily returned or tangible? To be even more specific, how do 

you restore the trust that was lost during this investigation? That loss of trust is not something that will 

be easily regained from the public because that trust is not lightly bestowed.

 A police officer is expected to operate as ethically as possible by the community he/she serves, 

and rightfully so. The community must trust that the police serving them will not overstep their power 

or authority, and they will operate within the guidelines of the law and the protections laid down by the 

Constitution. According to the International Association of Chiefs of Police (IACP), there are four major 

themes that an officer must abide by if he or she is to be considered an ethical professional. The first is 

fairness. According to Joycelyn M. Pollock, fairness, in terms of police action, is the single most domi-
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nant theme in any law enforcement ethics code. She states that fairness is when an officer upholds the 

law regardless of an offender’s identity and refuses to single out specific groups for different treatment. 

There is one other aspect that Pollock lists that I think is the most relevant to the Gliniewicz case. Be-

yond being nonbiased, an officer must “not use their authority and power to take advantage, either for 

personal profit or professional goals” (Pollock, 2015, p. 128). Of those three elements, Lieutenant Glinie-

wicz violated, according to my research, two. He violated Vernon Randolph’s rights on numerous occa-

sions, as per the lawsuit, and he abused his position as head of the Explorers program to gain access to 

their funds, which he used for his personal benefit. 

The second theme Pollock lists is service, which concerns the idea that the police exist to serve 

their community. This is something that Lieutenant Gliniewicz, in my opinion, utterly failed to do. He 

failed his community the second he decided to take from his community. He failed his community when 

he presented himself as something he was not, an honest police officer. Still, in my opinion, what is 

worse is that he failed his community when he deceived, stole, and betrayed the members of the Explor-

er program that he led. He was regarded as a hero, someone to be looked up to by the Explorers under 

his charge. In an editorial entitled “Why Fox Lake Treasured Lt. Joe Gliniewicz,” written the day after his 

apparent murder, he was admired by former Explorer Kevin Gerresten, because Gliniewicz would use his 

own vacation time to take the group on training. He was also not paid to head up the program. On the 

surface, it seemed that Lieutenant Gliniewicz was one hundred percent locked in with inspiring a new 

generation of potential law enforcement candidates. He would lead by example, demanding more from 

his Explorers because he demanded no less of himself, and he got it. Gerresten was also quoted stating, 

“I think when someone asks you to do something for your community, it’s one thing, but when he leads 

by example and demonstrates that himself, it’s a different thing” (qtd in “Officer Down…”, 2015, para. 13). 

In reality, he had been embezzling and laundering money from the Explorer Post for seven years, us-

ing “thousands of dollars for ‘travel expenses, mortgage payments, personal gym memberships, adult 

websites, facilitating personal loans and unaccounted cash withdrawals” (“‘GI Joe’. . . “, 2015, para. 5). 

He had also been forging signatures on requisitions of “federal surplus equipment and official police 

explorer documents” (para. 5). 

The news of his “murder” galvanized both current and former members of his program, with 

some stating that despite the sobering reality of what could happen it “made me want to do it even 

more” (“Officer Down. . . “, 2015, para. 15). Two months later, in a follow up editorial in the Chicago Tri-

bune, after the posthumous indictment was announced, he went from being the “beloved and lionized 

‘G.I.’ Joe Gliniewicz” to the most loathsome, diabolical figure in Lake County (para. 2). 

 I feel that the very last paragraph of the editorial succinctly and eloquently shows how deeply 

his deception damaged his community, and how it would cause damage for years to come. We should 

instead let him be our reminder that the way to approach those mysteries is with our arms and hearts 
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open. Some evidently needy people will be cheaters. But many others will require the trust, resources, 

and love that G.I. Joe Gliniewicz stole on his way to the grave (para.15) . He had turned from servicing 

his community at the expense of himself to servicing himself at the expense of the community, and, as 

a direct consequence, the community was robbed of the fundamental trust they had bestowed him, and 

despite their best intentions, they will be weary to so blindly trust again. s

In my opinion, Lieutenant Gliniewicz operated using an ethical system known as egoism. Egoism 

in very basic terms is an ethical philosophy that “postulates that what is good for one’s survival and per-

sonal happiness is moral,” and taken to the extreme it is a personal belief that one should “operate on 

the assumption that they can do whatever benefits themselves” (Pollock, 2015, p. 42). In essence, those 

who live an egoist philosophy will do whatever they can to ensure their happiness and long-term well-

ness, which in turn means that they will view others as only a means to ensure that happiness with no 

recognition of the rights of others; the complete opposite of a utilitarian or deontological theory. Simply 

put, it is an ethical system that “would support the exploitative actions by the strong against the weak,” 

which is also considered wrong under any other ethical system (p. 43). 

The final two themes that the IACP suggests are the importance of the law and the officer’s 

personal conduct. These two themes are rather symbiotic when it comes to ethics. You will not find an 

officer who has conduct unbecoming of an officer but still behaves within the bounds set for him/her as 

stated by law, or vice versa. 

From an ethical standpoint, Lieutenant Gliniewicz, operating as an egoist, overstepped the 

bounds set by the law when he first began to embezzle funds from the Explorer Post and continued to 

do so when he would forge signatures for supply or document requisitions, and when he evaded the 

requests of an official in charge a village wide audit. His conduct did not conform to any dictation of the 

law, which in itself should be considered conduct unbecoming of an officer. 

As for his personal conduct, at least towards the end of his career, he did not uphold any be-

havior that the public expects their law enforcement officers to have. According to Joycelyn M. Pollock: 

“ ‘conduct unbecoming’ is one of the most often cited discipline infractions and can include everything 

from committing a crime to having an affair or being drunk in public” (p. 129). This quotation alone cap-

tures everything Gliniewicz had done by the time the investigation had ended. He had been reprimand-

ed for appearing drunk in public before and had also had inappropriate sexual relations with a female 

subordinate that resulted in a sexual harassment lawsuit. However, the biggest violation of personal 

conduct was his commission of a crime.

Under 720 ILCS 5/16-1, the Illinois criminal statue for embezzlement, he would be found guilty 

as he had “knowingly used, concealed, or abandoned the property in such a manner as to deprive the 

owner permanently of such use or benefits” (Illinois Compiled Statutes), and if he were caught, tried, and 

convicted, he would face Class 1 Felony charges as his crime involved the misuse of government prop-
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erty, i.e. government funds in the amount of $10,000-$100,000, which would have been punishable by 

an indeterminate sentence of four to fifteen years in prison and up to $25,000 in fines. 

Lieutenant Charles “G.I. Joe” Glineiwicz was a police officer who let his community down. When 

in a position of power and authority in Fox Lake, he violated not only the public’s trust in him, thus 

forever marring his image and memory, but he also violated the major themes of ethical conduct by a 

law enforcement officer: fairness, service, importance of law, and personal conduct. He acted in a way 

where his actions did not provide the greatest good for all, as a utilitarian would do. He acted in a way 

where his actions were not ones of good will, therefore, making him immoral by deontological stan-

dards. He acted instead as an egoist, focused more on his own survival and happiness at the cost of 

those he had power over. His actions will have a profound impact on Fox Lake for years to come, be it 

financial burdens, legal settlements as a result of his investigation, future investigations into his activi-

ties while on duty, and the loss of public trust. In my opinion, not every officer will be the next Lieutenant 

Gliniewicz, but neither will they be fully trusted or idolized again, not just in Fox Lake but nationwide. In 

a time when police scrutiny is at an all-time high, his actions have served to not only show a very broad 

spectrum analysis on unethical police conduct, but also provide an example of how those officers who 

may be the shining role models in their community and in their department may not be as trustworthy as 

they may lead us to believe.
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Third Place  

“Preserving Native American Tradition”                                                                                                        

by Alvi Renzyl Cortes

 Many believe that the photographs taken by early ethnographers in the first half of the 20th cen-

tury played a significant role in how Native Americans are viewed today. Among these ethnographers 

was Edward S. Curtis. Some of his images have become synonymous with the notion of Native Ameri-

cans. These images appear to blur the lines between tribes, exhibiting a single image of a Native Ameri-

can. This has been attributed to the Native American appropriation that continues to be prevalent in the 

media. Sports logos have come under fire for appropriating Native American symbols and propagating 

stereotypes by portraying Native Americans as red-skinned and wearing headdresses. Cultural appro-

priation is a longstanding issue that has become a national conversation only recently in the past few 

decades. This notion denotes taking certain aspects of a culture, such as a Native American headdress, 

and removing its cultural significance. Some historians and Native Americans have criticized Curtis of 

misrepresenting Native American tribes and culture. However, in a larger scale, Curtis’ work exhibits 

genuine interest in preserving Native American culture in a time when the group was being impacted by 

expansion and laws enforced by the federal government. Although Curtis’ work has been used to per-

petuate Native American stereotypes, his photographs at large and his literary works display a sincere 
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reverence for Native American culture.

 Edward Curtis began developing The North American Indian in 1906 upon receiving the finan-

cial backing of J.P. Morgan, a leading banker and financier of the 20th century (King). Many studies and 

ethnographic work had been released at the time by anthropologists, but unlike some of his fellow eth-

nographers, Curtis did not have an anthropological background. He recognizes this when stating, “The 

object of the work is to record…what the Indian is, not whence he came” (Curtis). His purpose was to ex-

amine the Native American culture and its relationship with nature, not to study the historical foundation 

of these customs. In his first volume, Curtis outlines the objectives of his work. He states, “…the story 

of Indian life will not be told in microscopic detail, but rather will be presented as a broad and luminous 

picture (Curtis). From the start, Curtis acknowledges the general view in which his volumes will por-

tray Native Americans. He explains to his readers that he does not want to repeat the works that many 

anthropologists have already done in detailing certain Native American tribes. Moreover, Curtis explains 

that his work is not meant to capture the current political atmosphere between the Natives and the white 

race. He does imply his stance when he states that the treatment received by the Native Americans “by 

those who lay claim to civilization and Christianity has in many cases been worse than criminal…” (Cur-

tis).  Instead, Curtis aims to rectify the concept that…the Indian has no religion and no code of ethics…,” 

which he believes has been asserted since the arrival of Columbus (Curtis). He wanted readers to under-

stand the complexities of Native American customs and ceremonies. The images and their descriptions 

were meant to display traditional Native American culture before the traditions are ceased by assimila-

tion into Western culture. 

Since Edward Curtis’ work was not independently funded, he relied on creating a set of books 

that was interesting enough to the common reader. In his introduction, Curtis hopes “neither the pic-

tures nor their descriptions will be found lacking in popular interest” (Curtis). When researching Native 

American tribes, Curtis corresponded with several anthropologists as well as the Native Americans 

themselves. During the creation of his books, Curtis also hired researchers and interpreters (King). His 

practice of self-teaching could be the source of some inconsistencies in his work, but some discrepan-

cies in The North American Indian can be attributed to the different understanding that a majority of 

Americans had about Native Americans in the early 20th century. The idea of the “vanishing Indian” was 

relatively popular during Curtis’ time as an ethnographer. This notion displays Native Americans simply 

as a feature of historical period of time rather than functioning members of society. Many argue that Cur-

tis perpetuated this notion by removing any signs of Western influence from his photographs. However, 

Curtis did not view the Native Americans as a vanishing race. In his introduction of The North American 

Indian, Curtis claims that his pictures represent people who are “losing the traces of their aboriginal 

character…destined ultimately to become assimilated with the ‘superior race’” (Curtis). A few decades 

prior to Curtis’ venture, several programs were organized by the federal government in order to assimi-

late Native Americans into the mainstream culture. This included the construction of hundreds of board-
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ing schools, usually with Christian ties, to which about 100,000 Native children were sent (PBS). These 

children were forced to cut their hair and were forbidden to speak in their native tongues. For Curtis, his 

ethnographic work was a race against time. This does not justify Curtis’ manipulation of his photographs. 

Rather, it provides a probable cause as to why he did not want to include evidence of Western influence 

in his pictures. 

 Edward Curtis conducted several studio portraits during his expedition. Professional cameras 

were much bulkier in the early 20th century. Moreover, Curtis utilized glass plate negatives, which were 

fairly expensive. A studio provided a safe environment for a fragile and costly camera. The image of 

“Horse Capture,” a warrior of the Atsina Indians, was taken by Edward Curtis in 1908 (“Wealth. . .”). The 

Horse Capture Family has since included prominent figures in Native American arts and literature. In his 

foreword for the novel Sacred Legacy, Joseph D. Horse Capture has said of Curtis’ work, “These price-

less images help modern Indian people maintain links to their past,” (qtd. in Curtis). Curtis’ ethnographic 

work, as well as anthropological studies and oral history, are the only source of information to maintain a 

culture that has not received much attention in history books. Although the image of “Horse Capture,” 

“depicted in Figure 1 appears to portray a stereotypical Native American, Joseph Horse Capture explains 

that the image actually portrays cultural staples of the 

Atsina Indians. He says of his great-great-great grandfather, 

“People recognized for their power wore pierced shirts, as 

he is wearing… A scalp lock is attached to his rifle, repre-

senting his exploits as a warrior” (qtd. in Curtis). 

 

  Most of Curtis’ images portray Native Americans 

dressed or performing ceremonial customs. It was Native 

American ceremonies that initially sparked Curtis’ interest 

in Native American ethnography.  When visiting Montana’s 

Peigan tribe with anthropologist George Bird Grinnell, Curtis 

witnessed the Peigan Sun Dance. He said of this moment, 

“It was the start of my concerted effort to learn about the 

Plains Indians and to photograph their lives” (King). This in-

terest culminated in 40,000 images and 10,000 recordings 

over the course of about three decades, and what began as  

      a highly lauded project phased into obscurity.
         Figure 1: “Horse Capture” — Atsina

Towards the latter half of Curtis’ expedition, J.P. Morgan died unexpectedly in Egypt (King). J.P. 

Morgan, Jr. reduced funds towards Curtis’ books. Consequently, Curtis was unable to conduct any field 

work for a period of time, having to work as a cameraman for the film The Ten Commandments and relin-
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quishing the rights to his books to the Morgan family before he could continue. When Curtis released his 

final volume interest in Native Americans had already decreased due to World War I and the Great De-

pression. The volumes of The North American Indian may not have garnered him much attention towards 

the end of his career and life, but his photographs have become artifacts in recent history. His work is 

displayed in several museums and even in some Native American homes. Although Edward Curtis’ work 

is shrouded with controversy, his sincere interest in Native American culture can be seen through his 

writing and through the hardships he endured during the course of his career.
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Faculty/Staff/Alumni Creative Nonfiction

Special Category:  “Happiness” 

First Place:

“Happiness is the ‘Hood’”                                                                                                                               

by Brother Paul Joslin, FSC

As I write about what took place in 2003, it seems like just twenty-four hours ago.  In late May of 

that year, Channel ONE, which is a student produced twelve-minute news program, automatically turned 

on in homeroom for its daily broadcast.  This particular “end of the year” production was a recap of the 

major news stories of the year.  When it came to the In Memoriam portion of the presentation, no sooner 

had the name of Mr. (Fred) Rogers been mentioned when all of the students in my inner-city, all-male, 

senior homeroom spontaneously and politely broke into singing his theme song: It’s a beautiful day in 

the neighborhood (please won’t you be my neighbor). 

What a joy-filled day in homeroom.  It was the first time I had ever experienced such a moving 

tribute to anyone.  In fact, I was stunned at this unexpected, remarkable, heart-felt accolade for the 

longtime, successful host of Mr. Rogers’ Neighborhood. Had the beloved Mr. Rogers been present, I am 

certain that he too would have been very proud of such a recognition for his positive thirty-three year 

legacy as accomplished producer, writer, and puppeteer of his award-winning program.  He had touched 

the hearts of these diverse young men very profoundly, bringing them visible happiness. On that unfor-

gettable morning, genuine cheerfulness permeated homeroom in quite an unforeseen way.  

There are not too many “Mr. Rogers’ moments” in teaching, but this was undoubtedly one of 

them. At times, there is a great deal of uncertainty about whether or not learning is taking place. Many 

long teachers’ meetings deal with determining learning outcomes—not so that particular morning. The 

joyful reaction was sincere.  I was in awe of that stirring response.  

Did the students know that the program Mr. Rogers’ Neighborhood was mild-mannered Fred 

Rogers’ chosen ministry as an ordained Presbyterian minister?  Did it matter? What he creatively com-

municated to them in a dignified manner was respect for one another.  Whether or not they were aware 

of it, he effectively taught them a lot about the source of real happiness. What a blessing Mr. Rogers was 

to them and to us.  
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Special Category:  “Happiness”

Student Poetry

First Place

“Education”                                                                                                                                                      

by Zachary Klozik

The teacher walks into the classroom

and picks up yellow chalk.

He scrawls a line across the board colored emerald.

The children find it beautiful. 

The children are calm 

as they emit vibrations with education.

With strength, the teacher grafts new knowledge 

into their skulls.

The children love to learn.

Willingly, they let the teacher stick his finger into their heads. 

He digs out what he pleases,

just as one would scoop out the meat of a pomegranate.

In the end, the children feel serene,

As if they were just sitting on the beach 

sucking on honeycomb.

What worries the children is that the seafoam is pink.
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Second Place 
 “Elegy of White and Sable”                                                                                                                            

by Jacob Volk

Swedish festivals,

McMansions, Italian cuisine;

Walking through history preserved

Taught in perfect, logical precision.

An elite community covered

In sidewalks freshly paved,

Dirtless Camaros and Sleek Mustangs,

Pure architecture of the highest caliber.

Lives encased, covered

In a mist, so bombastic.

Yet through a thin veil in the picket fence,

I see a full spectrum of color,

And from the outside, you will find,

Through that same thin veil, Geneva.
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Third Place  
“Escape of Sorrow: A Cento”                                                                                                                           

by Ashley Zizich

There’s a place where I go that no one else knows

where the sunlight soaks in the stone: the afternoon

constrained in ever shifting shapes that lead

as I lean in against the door of sleep.

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains,

and so, must Beauty bow her imperfect head, 

because a dream has joined the wistful dead.

I stand amid the roar

from the creasing flesh, filled

with tears, and torchers, and the touch of joy                                                                                                       

which first love traced—

Honorable Mention

 “Castles Made of Sand”  
(Thank you to Jimi Hendrix for the title).

by Samantha Gennett

Papyrus strangles me

every time I write.

Now I use sandpaper,

because it tastes

like the saltwater 

that I used to swim

in while you masked

a crowbar in weathered fabric
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on the shore. Your smile is melting

cadmium, cancerous to the toxic

waste that defecates into the ocean

where I float and pretend I’m a lily. 

Honorable Mention

“Statues”

by Hannah Chellino

There’s something sad about statues 

So sullen and so shy. 

She has so many admirers, 

Yet she never bats an eye. 

There’s something lonely about statues 

So cold and so alone. 

All of these people come and go,  

Yet she has no travels of her own. 

There’s something beautiful about statues 

So perfect and pristine. 

She outshines her surroundings 

With a white and shiny gleam.

“H
appiness”  Student Po

etry



82

Faculty/Staff/Alumni Poetry

Special Category:  “Happiness”

First Place

“On Tourism Along the Seine”                                                                                                                         

by Dr. George Miller

We did what we said we wouldn’t do 

When we visited Paris

The touristy things

On the ferris wheel above Place de Concorde

(Where the heads of King Louis XVI, Marie Antoinette, 

and Robespierre really did roll)

Nibbling on croissants 

Sipping Bordeaux 

Four months of Rosetta Stone leaving 

Me as fluid as a dried up river

I could speak French about as good as I could plié

Baguettes, fromage, and café [I know this!] au lait 

Double-decker hop-on hop-off buses

Boat rides down the Seine

Easter service at Notre Dame Cathedral

Montmartre for a crepe

La Tour Eiffel every blessed night 

And every bleary day

Crowding in, drooling over, taking selfies

With the Mona Lisa in her bulletproof

Glass cage and wondering aloud: which one of

Us looks better for our age?

I’m a tourist!

Oops! Sorry! Okay?

La Tour Eiffel

La Place Concorde
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Le Louvre

L’Arc de Triomphe

Musée d’Orsay

Musée d’Orangerie

Centre Pompidou

Champs-Élysées

I watch myself

Kind of passing through

Kind of 

Sort of

Tasting tidbits

Wading through predictable 

Mise-en-scènes

Sweet bitter

Bitter sweet

Sleeping waking

Waking sleep

Cheap expensive

Expensive cheap

And finally on the last day

As the tour de force of

Our touristy stay

We kiss under the arches

Of the Pont Marie

And make the customary wish

After kissing

I see myself wandering in

Realistic Rembrandt

Then sauntering in an 

Impressionistic Monet

My mind chain-smokes

My heart chassés

We take two concurrent journeys

In this single life

One as dumbstruck tourists 

Not knowing our way

The other as knowing natives

Deconstructing

What tourists say
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Second Place

“My Muse”                                                                                                                                       
by Lois “Silver” Mintah

My muse wears purple socks

And extra lipstick.

She graffitis “EUDAIMONIA” on the Colosseum,

Puts roses in her frizzy hair,

And parades around the ruined temples.

My muse loves technicolor Easter Peeps.

She licks the sugar off her fingers.

My muse is as golden and jealous as Hera.

At my own peril, I admire another’s work.

I’ve had more than one computer crash

And ink pens explode.

She may seem annoying, but if she leaves you—

If she leaves you for another writer—you will be

Forever and utterly lost.

Only when she is on another writer’s arm

Do you realize how beautiful she really is?

Luckily, she has a sister or two,

But don’t tell her I told you that.
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