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Welcome to the 40th issue of Windows Fine Arts Magazine! From the engaging front cover by 
alumnus Javier Solorio, to the spectacular range of literary works, to the beautiful digital and visual art, 
your imagination is sure to be captivated and your awareness of our world enhanced 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 
Livingston, President of Lewis University, and, most especially, by the Dean of the College of Humani-
ties, Fine Arts, and Communications, Dr. Laura Franklin. As editor, I am certain that all of the readers of 
this text are extremely grateful to President Livingston and Dean Franklin 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 Fine 
Arts Magazine.  These present and past visionaries have opened our minds 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.

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

Please note: The rules specify that an individual can win only once in a category. If a category skips 
one of the levels of prizes, this is due to the quality of the submissions received.

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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Second Place:
“Self-Discovery Through Education”

by 
Loren Pala

“Every living organism is fulfilled when it follows the right path for its own nature” (Goodreads). 
This quote, made by Marcus Aurelius, demonstrates the void that can be felt when one is not 
satisfied with the path one’s life is taking. Tara Westover’s publication, Educated: A Memoir, was 
trying to reach an audience that may deal with the same struggles as her, like getting out of the loop 
our parents may keep us in, in order to establish our own identities. Westover’s intent for writing this 
memoir was to tell a reality that some people may not know is out there, to depict the dysfunctional 
aspects of her family, and to capture her story of self-discovery. After reading Educated: A Memoir, I 
will summarize the story, analyze reoccurring themes, and reflect on the book as a whole.

Tara Westover’s book Educated: A Memoir, published in 2018, follows her tribulations and how 
she overcame many obstacles to receive a higher education. Westover started the memoir off by 
giving the audience an insight into her childhood. She realized that her life was not exactly normal; 
there were several aspects of it that were quite unusual. Growing up, her life was heavily based 
upon the beliefs of her paranoid father, Gene; he believed the U.S. government was corrupted by 
the Illuminati. Social institutions that had anything to do with the government, such as medical 
establishments and public education, were thought to be corrupt as well. Her family stressed the 
idea that education was a brainwashing institution; therefore, her family adopted the self-sufficient, 
survivalist lifestyle and did not depend on the government to live. Spending countless years living in 
isolation, she was mentally and physically abused by her father and her brother, Shawn. Her father 
had a lack of understanding of what was dangerous for her age, with no intention of putting her in 
any danger. He truly believed he would never have put his children in any danger that he would not 
put himself in. Alongside that, Shawn always insisted that the violent, physical, and emotional 
torment on Tara was just fun and games. This pattern continued for years on end. Tara slowly began 
to realize that the only way to escape her manipulative family would be to go to college, causing her 
to be faced with a great internal battle of betraying her family. With encouragement from her 
brother, Tyler, who had already studied hard enough and left the mountain for college, Tara did all 
she could to prepare. She applied to the most prestigious universities, despite the fact that she 
never received a prior proper education. This was where most of her self-discovery took place, 
along with the development of a different outlook on her upbringing. Her perseverance led to the 
ability to understand the world around her; it felt very big to the point where she began to wonder if 
moving back was really what she wanted. She first entered Brigham Young University, then later 
received a master’s degree from the University of Cambridge. As time passed, she headed to 

Student Academic Essay

Student Academ
ic Essay



8

Harvard to receive a Ph.D. There was a moment where her parents visited her to give her one more 
chance to save herself from the corruption of education. At that moment, she tried to accept it but 
realized that the daughter her father had come to reclaim no longer existed. Ultimately, being 
estranged by half her family, she had grown her own mind and that mind had no tolerance for 
violence. In the end, she made a difference for herself and nobody else. 

Although Westover emphasizes that this is not a story about any religious belief, there still 
seems to be a common theme of delusion through devoutness within the memoir. Gene had some 
concerns that the federal government was targeting them, so he used strong religious beliefs as a 
way of coping with it. He convinced himself to go against the government. Tara stated, “God told 
Dad to share the revelation with the people who lived and farmed in the shadow of Buck’s Peak” 
(Westover 11). Gene believed that public education was a trick used by the government to separate 
children from God, so it was his duty to spread the word and save them. His beliefs skewed Tara’s 
way of thinking and led her to believe that taking part in public education would be an abomination 
to God. It shocked her when she found out that Tyler had gone to college. She never believed that 
he would abandon the mountain to join the Illuminati until she did the same. Likewise, Tara’s mother, 
Faye, is yet another person that held a set of delusions disguised as religious devotion. She 
believed that healing was a spiritual and limitless concept that needed to be practiced among their 
family to survive in their isolated world. Tara stated, “Muscle testing, she explained to me, was a kind 
of prayer, a divine supplication. An act of faith in which God spoke through her fingers” (Westover 
78). This self-sustaining ability- responses through hand motions to a question she believed was 
controlled by divine forces- helped her heal any injury, even the most life-threatening. Alongside 
this, Faye practiced herbalism- a natural way of healing- so they didn’t have to rely on the use of 
hospitals, doctors, and medicine. As can be seen, both parents had a set of delusions that were 
based off their religious beliefs.

With the desire to learn, Tara Westover went on a journey of self-discovery, transforming her into 
an independent woman who becomes educated and thinks for herself. Family betrayal was 
something that Tara had to come across in order to find out her passions and who she truly was. 
Under her father’s belief, she had to be kept safe, sheltered, at home and away from the corrupt 
world. However, her eagerness for knowledge led her to escape her dysfunctional family, 
experience life outside her father’s domain, and pursue an education for herself. Tara pondered, “All 
my studying, reading, thinking, traveling, had it transformed me into someone who no longer 
belonged anywhere? I thought of the girl who, knowing nothing beyond her junkyard and her 
mountain, had stared at a screen, watching as two planes sailed into strange white pillars” 
(Westover 335). Having gone to college, she realized she was not the same person she was who left 
the mountain years before, and she began to realize just how big the world around her was. This 
new life had truly changed her as a whole, but it was something that took time for her to realize, and 



9

Student Academ
ic Essay

disconnecting from her family was the hardest thing for her to do. Tara remarked, “I shared my guilt 
when I accepted my decision on its own terms, without endlessly prosecuting old grievances, 
without weighing his sins against mine, without thinking of my father at all. I accepted, finally, that I 
had made the decision for my own sake. Because of me, not because of him. Because I needed it, 
not because he deserved it” (Westover 335). She came to the realization that being estranged by 
half her family was best for her because it meant that she got to take part of what she desired the 
most. It was a nice way to heal herself from the distress that they’d put her in.

After reading this book, I’ve learned that anybody can receive an education if he/she remains 
persistent, proactive, and patient. Tara Westover endured many traumatic difficulties throughout her 
life in order to achieve her goals. She felt that she couldn’t be her true self confined in the mountains 
with her unstable family. Persistence drove her to take matters into her own hands. She didn’t have 
the same opportunity that her older siblings had, like home schooling. For this reason, she was left 
on her own to use the tools around her to educate herself. Tara was able to achieve as much as she 
did because she remained proactive; her mind was growing and expanding with the hunger of 
knowledge. Education is something many of us take for granted, but this was not the case for Tara. 
Moreover, she showed us how important it is to learn about the world around us as much as we can 
and depicted ways on how to better ourselves. These essential steps in our development take 
patience, eventually making us who we are.

Due to her lack of formal education and her parent’s survivalist values, Westover did not seem to 
be a candidate to pursue a Ph.D. However, she proved us wrong as she unraveled her journey to 
success. With tremendous inner strength, she was able to break away from her toxic family and 
unleash the ability to develop her own thoughts and ideas about the world and her role in it. Overall, 
this summary, analysis, and response have helped me better understand the common reader.

Works Cited

Aurelius, Marcus “A Quote from Meditations.” Goodreads, Goodreads, 13 Jan. 2013,

     https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/705074-every-living-organism-is-fulfilled-when-it-follows-the-    
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Being a woman can be interpreted many different ways, but it is most often an image painted by 
society in shades of pink.  In order to be the epitome of femininity, a woman is typically expected to 
sacrifice her strength. But for many modern women and myself, there is a human desire to balance 
our intrinsic femininity and strength.

Young women grow up with an interesting set of contradictory expectations.  We are to be 
modest but not frumpy. We are meant to be firm yet fair as mothers.  We are not supposed to be 
vulgar, but we are supposed to accept vulgar behavior without opposition.  We are supposed to 
walk feminine, talk feminine, and be feminine, but no one could ever truly fulfill femininity ideals, 
even if she were able to walk the line of expectations with the skills of a veteran acrobat.  What 
makes this balancing act a real shame is that at an early age, young girls are being taught to uphold 
these feminine ideals, which make them inferior to men. 

As a young woman myself, I am all too familiar with these expectations to be a “lady.”  Whether 
these instructions are deliberate or not, I know that we girls are constantly being told what we 
should do with ourselves, and the same goes for boys.  One of the major components considered 
important to a woman’s femininity is her emotional intelligence. Awareness of other’s emotions and 
one’s own feelings are extremely important skills that all children can learn from family, friends, 
mentors, and teachers.  Unfortunately, since women excel in these interpersonal and intrapersonal 
skills, they are viewed as melodramatic and weak, guided by their emotions too easily. On the other 
hand, men are expected to be stoic. This unemotional persona men are meant to uphold is also 
supposed to represent their strength, but again, it is unrealistic and needless gendering of behavior.

Growing up, my own emotional intelligence was built by my family and my interest in popular 
culture.  My parents taught me my religion, my manners, and anything that falls under the canopy of 
sensitivity.  The sympathy and empathy I have for others was built at home, especially when my 
parents coached me on how to treat my sisters.  Popular culture like the children’s entertainment I 
watched and the music I listened to showed me how to have compassion and the kind of standards I 
should hold myself to.  Watching Disney’s Lilo and Stitch and Brother Bear taught me a lot about 
how I should value family in all its forms and to consider the perspectives of others.  PBS’s Barney 
and Friends, on the other hand, taught me how to handle my friendships and how to cope with my 
feelings.  In short, my emotional education was all done among the people or even characters and 
artists I love the most, and I expect that I am not the only girl to obtain the emotional portion of 
femininity in this way.

A young woman’s perception of what she should do with her life is also shaped by society’s 
ideals.  It is not that far off to say that kids have a tendency to follow what they have seen or heard; 
monkey see, monkey do.  Children often imitate what they witness, and, in our society, they see 
adults going to college, getting a job, entering a prestigious career, getting married, and having 
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families of their own.  This pattern is a conventional one and, while not everyone does it in that 
particular order, many people follow it and may even repeat a few steps before they meet their 
ultimate demise. For young women, these conventional milestones are more than just suggestions.  
There is a great deal of pressure to enter an ideally feminine career, get married, and have children 
and raise them in that ever contradictive firm yet fair manner. Girls are often encouraged to play 
“house” and act out scenes with dolls, instilling some practice for their upcoming ladylike lifestyles.  
By the time these girls are old enough to make their own major life decisions, the idealistically 
feminine milestones society has ingrained in their minds can be reflected in their choices.

No woman seems to be free of these ideals, myself included.  Society’s feminine milestones 
have affected my own life goals, and while I am proud of what I would like to accomplish, I am 
slightly ashamed of my conformity of such idealistic feminine milestones.  My goals include earning 
my BSN and getting a position as a pediatric nurse.  I would like to get married someday to 
someone who will make me the best version of myself and love me as I am, and I will reciprocate.  
When the opportune moment arrives, I would like to have children as well. These milestones are the 
trinity of a feminine lifestyle, and without thinking, I have come to hold them as my own goals.

Despite my conformity to some feminine ideals, I still have ambitions that do not fit the ladylike 
mold or are simply human aspirations.  I want to learn self-defense or some kind of martial arts. I 
would like to learn how to play an instrument, like the piano, the guitar, or maybe a fiddle.  I want to 
be able to speak more than one language. I want to learn how to fix a car if something goes wrong. I 
want to own a large library of all kinds of books and read them all.  Likewise, I want to have a movie 
and music collection that reflects who I am and what I enjoy. But I still would like to learn how to do 
traditionally feminine things. I want to know how to sew anything I decide to make.  I want to learn 
how to make copy-cat Portillo’s chopped salad and Simon’s Restaurant’s legendary cream of 
chicken and rice soup. Teaching myself how to make traditional schnitzel, boxty, and cinnamon rolls 
would be nice. I want to figure out the best way to make mac and cheese and fudge and orange 
chicken and ice cream and pies.  Also, I would really love to raise some truly good human beings.

I am not the only woman who has these sentiments.  To reiterate, society has trouble accepting 
how “ladylike” a woman may or may not be.  Femininity in any capacity is never good enough and is 
often seen as inferior to masculinity; femininity is considered too weak.  A challenge for any woman 
is balancing femininity and strength. To manage this dilemma, many women neglect balance all 
together and choose either one or the other.  Some people label those who make this decision as 
girly girls or tomboys. The rest of us are in this limbo between maintaining part of our identity as a 
female and applying a unique brand of strength to ourselves.  Many times, this strength is silent, one 
of emotional resiliency. Part of this strength is independence, where we take care of ourselves and 
we take the time to help those around us. It is more than acceptable for women to exhibit their 
femininity while carrying their strength.
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As a young woman, I strive to accomplish that balance between femininity and strength.  I want 
to be a woman that people look to when they are in need and when they just need someone to lean 
on.  When I am not helping my young patients feel comfortable and healthier, I want to be the kind 
of woman that can help a friend replace a tire when he/she has a blowout, and invite him/her over 
for hot chocolate and a slice of oreo pie. I want my home to be open to people in a way where they 
can rely on me to recommend a good book for them to borrow, and where they know they will be 
well taken care of and a little overfed.  I want to be a wife that improves the mood of my husband 
through my existence, and to be a mother who is strict enough to have her children appreciate the 
way they were raised when they are old enough to understand. Overall, I want to be a woman who 
is a force to be reckoned with, but no one is afraid to come to me with a problem.  That will be my 
balance.

Femininity is not weakness; it is simply a sensitivity and gentleness that has been labeled as a 
specialized female trait.  Likewise, strength is not a purely masculine trait. No matter what any 
woman chooses, if she prefers to display one side of herself more than the other, there is nothing 
wrong with that.  Regardless of her choice, she possesses both immense strength and femininity. As 
for me, I will hold on to my feminine strength as a part of my human identity. But to all people, I offer 
this piece of advice: wherever your identity lies, make an effort to become who you always wanted 
to be, for you might just love yourself and the world a little more.
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First Place:
“Marks Engraved”

by
Jacob Volk

I shudder a wee bit whenever I am in a cemetery.  Standing here, now, with a nearly over-
whelming smell of freshly mowed grass (the maintenance crews missed a patch to my right, just like 
a Mohawk), I have a few minutes with my maternal grandfather before I return home.  My visits are 
infrequent; I will savor each moment.  Today is a perfect day to visit as the sun is near high-noon, 
the temperature feels like 70 degrees, and there’s a light breeze lifting the hem of my right shirt 
sleeve; my ears are filled with the notes from a dozen cicadas.  

Crouching on my haunches, I get a better view of my grandfather’s gravestone.  The mower 
deposited a few clippings I brush aside, for they partially veil my grandfather’s name.  I forcibly 
exhale a short breath; though I know the location of my grandfather’s remains, only a few marks 
remain, marking his permanent residence, marking his life.  These marks are all I have of my 
grandfather; the marks are all I have to recall memories of our time together; the marks seem to 
shout my grandfather’s existence to the world.

I wonder, when I die, what will the marks on gravestones say to the world?

Personally, I don’t like the classic “Here Lies….”  I know who lies beneath the stone, for a name 
resides immediately below the statement; it’s completely redundant.  Besides, I won’t be “lying” 
anywhere.  My plan is this: upon death, surgeons will harvest my organs for donation (I won’t need 
the organs), cremate my body (caskets are expensive), and place my remains in a tree urn (I like the 
idea of giving back to the Earth – dust to dust).

However, my tree will require a marker, but how shall I craft the voice of my marks?

Perhaps I can model one of the headstones within this cemetery.  Cutting my visit short with my 
grandfather, I self-assign a quest: find inspiration for the perfect gravestone, the perfect marker, the 
perfect set of marks that will correctly voice my existence.

Returning to a standing position, I place my hand above my Aviators to block the light from 
obstructing my view: a captain’s look.  Three heads to my right and one row up, my eyes are drawn 
to a Mrs. Leticia Gonzalez.  As I shimmy past my grandfather, I try to remember if I ever met 
Gonzalez.  After checking the date of birth and date of death, I confirm it impossible to have known 
her, for she died before I was born.

Nothing significant to note on the front of her marker – just her name and two dates.  The stone 
itself is about a foot tall and two feet wide.  The stone is roughly hewn concrete; I can still see the 

Student Creative Nonfiction
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grooves from the carver’s trowel.  Upon circling the stone, I take a step back to better view the 
message on the posterior.  In clear, engraved writing (serif font mirroring the front) is a recipe for 
Gonzalez’s famous chocolate chip cookies.

Gonzalez, the famous chocolate chip cookie baker.

I make good Irish brown bread.  Perhaps I should place the recipe on the rump of my headstone.  
Then again, one of my grandchildren might take the recipe…open a restaurant…earn four stars 
based on my bread.  Improbable…but possible.  Do I want to be remembered as a baker of brown 
bread?  It’s not really my defining quality.  As for gravestone use, placing a recipe on the rear of the 
stone is unique.  Thank you, Gonzalez, for the inspiration; it’s time I look elsewhere.

Once more, I place my hand on my forehead.

As I scan the rows of gravestones marking the dead people surrounding me, my eyes are drawn 
backward: four rows back to be precise and seven heads to my left.  Passing by my grandfather’s 
grave again, I stride down to visit with…“Our Beloved / Mother, Grandmother & Wife / Mary 
McCarthy.”

The words are beautifully scrawled out on a plaque firmly fixed to a white marble slab – the top 
right corner of the plaque has sunk below the ground.  I know McCarthy had at least one spouse; 
she could have had several partners.  Maybe McCarthy was on husband number four when she 
perished.  Perhaps she was a gold-digger!  

Stop.  Speculation does not serve my quest.

For certain, McCarthy had a spouse, at least one child (sex unknown) and at least one grandchild 
(sex also unknown).  She is (was?) survived by two or more people in her list, for the epitaph states 
“our,” which is curiously followed by “beloved.”  Was she beloved by all members in the list of 
relatives?  Was she loved at all times?  I’ll never know, for all that follows her name is “Nov. 28, 1949 
– Jan. 16, 2007.”

What I can ascertain from the marks is McCarthy lived a classy life; at least, she is living a classy 
death; her name is elegantly carved out of a simple stone perfectly smooth – sandstone by the 
looks of it.  McCarthy doesn’t use anything flashy: just a simple stone carved by an expert.  It’s 
unfortunate – the stone is beginning to crumble.  The maintenance crew should spend time 
repairing McCarthy’s marker.

I may need to add an extra line into my Final Will and Testimony stating my gravestone will be 
properly maintained.  Perhaps I’ll even leave the workers an extra twenty between the pages of the 
will.

Curious the dash between the dates thrusts me into a memory.  Didn’t someone once share a 
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poem about the dash?  If I am to trust my memory, the speaker discusses how the dash symbolizes 
all of the time, the journey, the years between birth and death of an individual.  Ellis the name of the 
poet is Linda Ellis!

It’s a lovely sentiment to tell grievers of the dead.  I, however, only see a dash.  A simple little line 
carved into stone.

I’m sure all buried here would be able to share some amazing stories about their adventures 
toiling through the troubles of life.  I know each person buried here is important to at least one 
someone, but I will never know what he/she did during the years for his/her dash, for all I see is the 
dash itself.

It’s a funny little mark, the dash: it symbolizes much, yet it says nothing.

McCarthy is surrounded by stones of people who lived some years of life at some time.  Some 
lived for eight or more decades.  Some lived for just a few decades.  One lived for less than a 
decade…

I wonder who these people were in life.  I wonder if they had hopes and dreams for the future.  I 
wonder if they lived a fulfilling life.  I wonder what adventures they took during their years on this 
earth.  Did they have pride in their life?  What have I done in my dash?  Will people know what I’ve 
done in my dash?… What’s the worth of these questions?  The dash can’t answer them.  Enough 
questions.  Thank you, McCarthy, for sharing the classiness of your stone.  

For a third time, I salute and search for more inspiring marks.

Two rows further down and four columns over, I am completely struck by a brilliant shine my 
Aviators are hardly able to filter out despite being both polarized and mirrored.  Intrigued, I 
methodically move over to the spot.  Without a doubt, this stone has the highest gleam of any 
epitaph in the cemetery.  To get a better look, I remove my sunglasses.  The epitaph reads: “Here 
lies (redundant!) Robert Cook / 1982-2018 / He was an optimist.”

Good for you, Robert.  I’m sorry your optimism failed, seeing as you’re here quite young.  But I 
must ask, why were you an optimist?  Your gravestone doesn’t mention any beloved relatives.  Did 
you have a partner?  Personally, I don’t think so because of the high shine of this perfectly smooth 
marble, which, I believe, is Alibaba marble.  Because of the high shine, there is a double reflection in 
the base of the headstone, which extends about one foot from the end of the vertical stone.

Robert, that’s a bit narcissistic, don’t you think?  Were you really that important in life you need a 
reflection of a reflection from the high-shine of Alibaba marble stone?  Alibaba is quite expensive 
– starts at $1500 dollars.  It’s interesting that you spent so much on the gravestone, yet the message 
is so short – did you exceed your expense budget?
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For certain, I do not want to appear narcissistic, but I do like the simplicity of the message – 
Robert’s marks speak.  The simple line tells me you enjoyed life.  Those marks are far more telling 
than the damn dash.  They feel personal.  I feel like I know you, Robert.  Gonzalez may have been a 
baker of chocolate chip cookies, but I know nothing of how she lived her life outside of baking 
cookies.

How can I make my epitaph speak, tell my life story, reveal a secret or two?

A bead of sweat falls from my head and traces a path down my back following the flow of my 
spine.  It’s time I depart.  Thank you, Gonzalez, McCarthy, and Robert.  I know how to better craft my 
marks.  Walking to my car – though only about 40 feet to my right – I am afforded some time to 
consider the marks that will distinguish my remains apart from all others. 

The stone is the easiest decision: I’ll purchase fieldstone; it’s natural to this area and blends with 
the landscape.  Fieldstone is matte; no high-shine for me.  I do not want to appear narcissistic like 
Robert.  As for the tree, I’m thinking a white pine.  It, too, is natural to the area.

As for the epitaph, I want it to tell of my life and my personality.  It’ll be something simple and 
sincere.  Perhaps the epitaph can read, “He enjoyed Bailey’s on the rocks / He loved his family, 
especially his cats / He was an obdurate pessimist, yet content.”

Arriving at my car door, I realize I have plenty of time to think about my marks, but it is something 
I will continue to ponder, to map-out, to explicitly state in my Final Will and Testimony, to ensure my 
family understands my final wishes, to create a voice that will speak to the world.

What do you want written?

Honorable Mention:
“My Reading Journey”

by
Rachel Fosler

Reading can be many things to different people. It can be an escape, an adventure, an 
accomplishment, a task, a burden, a learning experience, or however else it’s interpreted. Reading 
can also lead to a lot of different conclusions - the love of it, the hatred of it, a neutral understanding 
of it, or simply pure imagination. When I was at my prime in reading, it meant a great deal to me. I 
would sit by myself in my room on a summer day with the rain pattering against all the windows that 
lulled me into a state of calm seclusion while I was cuddled up in my big sofa amidst soft almost too 
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warm blankets. I would read for hours and hours at a time with a cup of hot chamomile tea, hardly 
leaving to eat or even shift position. Books enthralled and inspired me, not just the stories 
themselves, but the feeling reading a truly good story gave me. Even the smell of the pages when I 
flipped through them and the way they felt between my fingers were just as much a part of the 
experience for me. Even though my reading history started out in such a fantastic way throughout 
my childhood and positively soared in my adolescence, it has recently taken a decline, but in its 
place imagination remains. 

My journey with reading began when I was a very small child. My parents read to my brother and 
me over the span of our entire childhood. Every single night, we were guaranteed at least one story, 
no matter how late at night or what sort of day we’d had. Let me paint a picture for you, so you can 
experience a taste of my childhood. We lived in our one hundred-year-old farmhouse rented from 
my grandparents; toys scattered all about, hot wheels tracks looped around the bookcases and 
across the floor, and the short industrial carpet stretched across our living room. There was the floral 
velvet furniture we had gotten for free along with the very aged television where my brother and I 
watched Saturday morning cartoons. The baby blue popcorn paint colored all the walls and ceiling 
of the house, cardboard boxes crafted into what we saw as spectacular rockets, a ridiculous amount 
of stuffed animals from various dumpsters and thrift stores, as well as action figures and small 
plastic dinosaurs scattered all about the house. The house was miles away from any other person, 
gravel roads stretching on and on in a seemingly endless grid. The stars were incredibly, 
unbelievably bright away from all the city lights. The cornfields had a way of quietly rustling in the 
warm summer breeze that conjured up feelings of contentedness. And, on long hot summer walks, 
we would eat from the mulberry trees scattered across the wildflower covered pasture, and the 
mulberries we picked would stain our fingers and shirts different red and violet hues. This is the 
setting in which I grew up. We were very poor but very happy, and we were going to read a story 
together. 

Typically, my dad would gather us up into my small bedroom with the red carpet and murals on 
the wall that my aunt painted. All four of us would sit on my bed, so that we could each see the 
pictures, if there were any. Then, he would start to read. Everything else melted away until all that 
was left was the story. The words he read from the page were so vibrant and so palpable it was as if 
the story came into the room itself. My father was an amazing reader, and he had a knack for putting 
real emotion into the characters’ voices, which made me develop a love for his reading voice. You 
could clearly hear the curiosity, the kindness, the confusion, or the excitement and know which 
character he was speaking for by his tone of voice alone. He read to us from all sorts of reading 
levels as well. We would read a chapter a night of The Lord of The Rings, starting when I was five 
and my brother was seven. When there was not enough time for that, we would pick out a different 
story, typically from Dr. Seuss. Because of these diverse skill levels, my brother and I had a pretty 
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large vocabulary at a young age. The two of us quickly became very skilled readers. I actually do 
not remember a time when I could not read because I was exposed to reading at such a constant 
pace and at such a young age. 

This exposure to reading affected my childhood because it helped my imagination to grow at an 
incredible rate. Living on such a big farm with an equally big imagination was interesting because 
there were lots of places to go to pretend and imagine. For example, there was a forest with dry 
twisting riverbeds that only filled after a heavy rain that I was particularly fond of. It was in between 
two cornfields and next to a gravel road; the road I lived on. There were really old rusty car doors 
and beds and wheels and old tools buried in the dirt if you were to dig around in the fallen leaves 
for them. It was like a treasure hunt for me. I would carve myself into the stories I had read and 
pretended I was Frodo Baggins or Spiderman and things like that. This forest was an excellent place 
to do this because there were lots of fallen trees to climb on and run across and ravines to jump 
over. One day, my brother Tim and I discovered a very large tunnel that went underneath the gravel 
road. Even today, it is taller than I. The tunnel was musty and long and dark but with crisp sounds. 
We walked through it, avoiding spider webs and deceptively deep puddles. Our footsteps made 
thumps that built and built on each other, so that it sounded like many children walking instead of 
just two. We liked to yell and sing in the tunnel because it was made of metal and it had amazing 
acoustics, so that the sounds echoed around for eternity. My point is, being read to and having so 
many ideas and stories in my head helped me learn how to imagine and pretend and have the 
amazing childhood that I did. 

The next big point in my reading journey that occurred in my childhood was the summer reading 
program at our library. Our library was located in the nearest real town to us, Milford. Milford had red 
brick roads, family owned businesses and restaurants, a swimming pool, one school, and three 
parks. One of these parks belonged to the library. It was one of those old parks with a merry-go-
round, a tall, straight red slide that spat you out at lightning speed, and a yellow tube slide. There 
were also those little diggy things, of course, because there’s nothing small children love more than 
digging holes, I guess? I mean, I always loved those things. Anyways, the library was on this big 
square block of land with that park. When you walked into the library, it smelled like new carpet, 
book pages, sunlight, and the lobby of a dentist’s office. The ceilings were really high and there 
were skylights everywhere. There was a long and low half circle bookcase filled with children’s 
books on one end, and the rest of the library had tall, straight bookcases and several computer 
desks. In the middle of it all sat George, the librarian, who was probably about thirty-years-old. He 
was a very friendly, happy guy with a shiny bald head, black framed glasses, and his signature black 
or dark grey shirt fitted around his muscular frame. He was such a friend to me when I was small. He 
was always so enthusiastic about my reading endeavors and never shushed me when I spoke even 
though I was probably a bit of a rambunctious handful. This meant a lot to me then, and it sticks with 
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me even now. Another thing he was responsible for was introducing me and my family to the 
summer reading program. I was given this little purple holographic card with lizards on it, and I 
would get a hole punched in it each time I reached a certain reading checkpoint. This gave me two 
more incentives to read, aside from the reason that I simply enjoyed it. The first incentives were 
small plastic prizes that I, being the child I was then and still am now, was completely enthralled by. 
The second incentive was free pizza, which was quite a powerful driving force for a young kid. If I 
could complete all the checkpoints, I could go to Pizza Hut and get a free personal pan pizza. This 
totally blew my mind, and I was so down for it. I mean, we had basically no money, so we did not go 
out to eat hardly at all, which made this a really special thing for me. When I completed all the 
checkpoints, we would get in our car and drive down the gravel roads with dust billowing out 
behind us and rocks clinking against the car, going further and further into civilization where Pizza 
Hut stood. I would run up to the counter, my head barely visible to those behind it, and expectantly 
slap my holographic lizard card down onto the counter. We would sit at the very back corner 
because there were toys, crayons, coloring books, and a tiny table hidden away behind that 
particular booth. I would eat my pizza in sweet, sweet victory. This experience subtly reinforced my 
love for reading. Even if this was achieved by using small plastic prizes paired with free pizza, I’m 
pretty certain I associated reading with rewards for a long while, and even now reading holds a lot 
of nostalgia by reminding me of this time in my life.

A while after this, my teacher read an absolutely beautiful story called The Tale of Despereaux 
written by Kate Dicamillo. It was a truly wonderful story about a mouse, a princess, rats, light and 
dark, forgiveness, and soup. But, I had to move to another state before she finished it. So, after we 
were mostly settled into our new home, I was at a library and happened to see the book. I snatched 
it up, checked it out, and zipped out of there as quick as I could. I got home and read the last one 
hundred pages in a single sitting. I was so very enthralled by this one single book. I loved the voice 
of the author, loved the characters and their development, and loved how the message was not 
crammed down your throat but just lightly evident in the way the story unfolded. It was a brilliantly 
told story, and it was such an inspiration to me of how a book is meant to make a person feel. I have 
read it about ten times since. 

From third grade up until my sophomore year, everything was peaches and cream, but 
something occurred during my sophomore year of high school. I thoroughly and suddenly lost all 
interest in reading. I did not have a “bad teacher” that disheartened me, nor had I read an awful 
book that caused me to lose interest. In fact, I’ve only ever had grand experiences with reading. I 
used to take a book absolutely everywhere I went, even if I knew I would only have a few minutes of 
spare time. I had looked forward to those special rainy summer days where I could spend five hours 
at a time cuddled up in my room with an excellent and compelling story. There was not any 
particular event that spurred me away from the intrigue of books. I just simply stopped reading all of 
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a sudden. One moment I was reading one novel each week, and the next I was struggling to finish a 
simple picture book. It took me a solid nine entire months to read A Bear Called Paddington, which 
is a whopping sixty pages. In the past, my wish to read was nearly unquenchable. I would read on 
average four books a month. Now, I have read a total of four books in the last four years. If I’m 
feeling particularly motivated, I’ll read the first few chapters, maybe even make it halfway. However, I 
rarely finish a book that I started. It can sometimes feel disheartening, but despite this I do not take 
it as a loss.

The place my reading journey has taken me may seem like some sort of a defeat, as if I’m just 
another student who’s lost her fervor for books, with her mind slowly dulling. I promise you this is 
not the case because reading always makes a lasting impact on people no matter how long they 
keep it up for. Reading introduces new vocabulary and promotes learning about new places and 
ideas. Reading also helps sharpen people’s minds. These are not things that simply go away 
because one stops. They are skills created by reading, not skills needed to be maintained by 
reading. The act of reading books always leaves something positive behind. For me, even though 
the desire to read has left me, imagination remains. Reading over all those years has made me the 
sort of person who is always thinking and imagining, which merely takes a different form now. 
Instead of reading other people’s books, I create my own art and am an illustration major. I make 
stuffed animals, sculptures, and I paint. And I honestly believe that if it weren’t for my past love and 
pursuit of reading, I wouldn’t be half the artist I am today because I would not have had nearly as 
much imagination instilled in me, or the exposure to the illustrations from picture books that 
influenced me so much. I will always have a great love and respect for reading and for those that 
pursue books, but I am not one of those people at this point in time, and that is okay. I do hope that 
one day my desire to read comes back, but even if it does not I will always have the imagination that 
reading gave me.
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First Place:

“A Black Boy’s Guide”
by 

Andrea Rodriguez
After Jamaica Kincaid’s “Girl”

Let your chest heave when your brothers parish, accept meals cooked by seasoned hands, learn 
to locate the jaws that clench when you walk into a room, and then, unhinge yours. Always touch 
glasses when drinking, and salute to the gift of old age. Don’t wander down streets with your hood 
on your head, and only sleep with women who are blind. Settle your weight into your heels, let your 
ancestors hold your shoulders back because my tender black boy, you too are God’s son.  It is yes 
sir, or no mam, but only when earned — remember, reverence comes as a result of labor. Fill your 
belly in places that smell like home. Dream in arms where your skin is relished, and keep company 
that shelters the sounds of your soul. Leave the housing projects that built you, feed your crackhead 
mothers, but abandon gold teeth uncles, who stick their fingers in the pink innocence of your sister’s 
youth. Look a man in the eye when you shake his hand — Know justice was not made for you. Help 
your grandmama pick herbs from her garden, never sit with your back facing the door, and take the 
time to soak your greens well. Remember those fathers robbed of air, remember those fathers split 
with lead at traffic stops, remember those fathers beat on concrete curbs because my brittle black 
boy, you are them. Take your shoes off when you walk into someone’s home, wash your face in the 
morning, dance in kitchens while pots simmer, and laugh when poverty raids your home. Lay your 
head in laps that raised you, and acknowledge harsh truths with your sobs because it is well-known 
my divine black boy, this world does not yet love you. 

Second Place: 
“Slippery Slope of Corruption”

by 
Austin Eby

April 6, 2018- First day on patrol. I’ve waited for this day for years. I hated working in that prison. 
Just hours and hours of dealing with degenerates with no hope. At least on the streets I have some 
control over what happens. I’m going to still deal with degenerates, but at least now I can have more 
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control. Nothing too exciting today besides a few traffic stops.

April 21, 2018- This week marks my second week on patrol. My second week of driving around 
doing absolutely nothing. My training officer, basically my partner, seems like a pretty relaxed guy so 
far. I guess I would be pretty relaxed too if I never saw any action. I respect the guy, but he gives out 
too many warnings. Maybe that’s just the prison guard in me talking, but I won’t be as soft on people 
when I’m finally out on my own.

May 10, 2018- After a month of patrolling, I got some adrenaline. My partner and I were 
responding to a possible thief at a Macy’s in the Joliet Mall. When we approached the suspect he 
took off running. Once we cornered him, he started swinging his backpack at us and calling us not 
so creative names. My partner tazed the hell out of the guy. But hey, he’s in charge, and the guy 
definitely had it coming. Other than that, nothing much else happened, except some dude jumped 
in front of a semi on the highway. Not a lot we could do about that.

May 16, 2018- Today was even more exciting than that mall thief incident a week ago. We were 
providing back-up for the SWAT team as they raided a known drug dealer’s house. I was just on the 
perimeter making sure the perp didn’t make a break for the tree line, but it was pretty cool to see 
the team do their work. No shots fired, unfortunately. Not that I want anyone to get shot, of course. It 
just would add a little more adrenaline. The dealer didn’t put up a fight coming out but used a lot of 
four letter words. I’ll get to watch his interrogation tomorrow behind the glass, so that should be 
interesting.

May 17, 2018- This guy took forever to crack. He did not say anything for like an hour, but he 
never asked for an attorney. Eventually, he couldn’t take the pressure and spilled everything. 
“Bulldog” was one of the main dealers in a local “cartel” that is responsible for pretty much all of the 
cocaine in the county. He would receive his shipments from another guy, “Wolf” and then distribute 
the coke to dealers he was in charge of. This dude was making like TWENTY GRAND A MONTH. 
Sounds like I got into the wrong line of work, ha ha. He wouldn’t give us the name of the leader of 
the whole operation, but it sounded like the department has been dealing with the low-level dealers 
of this group for a while. Bringing this guy in was a big win.

May 19, 2018- Woke up with another nightmare. They’ve been happening more often. I’m always 
back in the prison. I could never take a second to breathe when I worked there. There was always 
screaming, day and night. Couldn’t walk too close to the cages because you might get grabbed. We 
had to break up the fights even though we ourselves would often get hurt in the process. Really 
glad I’m out of there.

May 21, 2018- Another week of nothing happening. We pulled over a guy for speeding and he 
reeked of weed, so we took him in. Didn’t put up much of a fight since he was stoned, so we didn’t 
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rough him up or anything. He got off with a ticket and has to go to traffic school, which I was not 
pleased with. I have no respect for people who get behind the wheel under the influence of 
anything. Makes me wish I’d let him have it when we arrested him. We could get away with a lot 
more working in the prison. No one would believe an inmate if they tried to come forward. Oh, well. 
Next time I guess.

June 8, 2018- We made a pretty big arrest today. We caught a lower level dealer named 
“Chihuahua” making a deal in the street. Did not seem too bright and was not exactly a large dude, 
so the name fits. I drove him back to the station alone since my partner was helping track down the 
buyer who made a run for it. I did an interrogation of my own in the squad car, and this guy gave me 
everything I needed. He told me the location of Wolf, who is the head of the local cartel. Sounds like 
Bulldog didn’t quite tell us everything. I did not tell any of the other officers this. Still deciding 
whether I should. If I report all this then the case will probably get handed off to the feds. If we want 
our department to get credit hell, if I want to get the credit, I need to handle this myself. I have got a 
lot to think about. Had the nightmares again.

June 9, 2018- I have decided to proceed with this on my own. The only way for us to get the 
credit for this bust is if I go at it solo. I think I am going to go observe the drug lord’s house and see 
what info. I can gather before going in guns blazing, even though that would be pretty cool. I made 
sure that Chihuahua wouldn’t talk to the other cops with some gentle persuasion. Don’t have to 
worry about him talking. 

June 18, 2018- Went into the “Wolf’s Den” today. It didn’t go as planned, I guess. I ended up 
talking with Wolf for about an hour without making an arrest. 

June 20, 2018- I don’t think I’m going to take Wolf down just yet. He made it sound like he 
wanted to cut a deal with me. Obviously, I can’t take it. It just caught me off guard. I’m going back to 
the house tomorrow. Maybe I’ll arrest him then.

June 21, 2018- Wolf wants to pay me off to forget about the whole situation. I know I shouldn’t 
take the money because it’s “wrong,” or whatever. I don’t even need it, really. It just would be nice to 
have some extra cash. He’s giving me a week to think it over. He mentioned something about 
paying me for some other jobs, but I don’t think I’m up for those. Would make things exciting. Had 
the nightmares again.

June 28, 2018- I took his offer. Why shouldn’t I? The department doesn’t pay me nearly enough, 
and it’s not like I’m doing anything that wrong. Everyone would have taken the money, and not 
everyone is a cop who can get away with it. I’ll be going back to the house every two weeks to 
collect my payment for “forgetting” the house exists. It sounds like he has some other jobs he would 
appreciate me doing, and he’s willing to pay extra as long as I don’t ask questions. 
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July 5, 2018- All I had to do this week was give Wolf a heads up when officers would be 
patrolling near his pick-up spots. Pretty simple work, and it doesn’t bother me as much as I thought 
it would. Not that I’m really doing anything immoral. That’s all he asked of me. That, and make sure 
other cops in the department aren’t sniffing around where they shouldn’t be.

August 10, 2018- I’ve been working with Wolf for a little over a month now, and he has finally 
asked me to do something different. He wants me to arrest one of his guys. I don’t think he’s one of 
their normal dealers, but they want me to arrest him for dealing. His name is “Fang,” and I’m 
wondering if he’s a friend of the guy Chihuahua. They said, “Chihuahua is getting lonely.” Not sure 
what that was about, but the less I know the better. 

August 28, 2018- Fang tried to kill Chihuahua in the county jail. Almost choked the life out of him 
before the guards broke them up. I don’t feel bad for the guy. He shouldn’t have gotten mixed up in 
the crime world. I am a little worried they’ll somehow trace it back to me, but I should be okay. I’m 
telling Wolf I’m done the next time I see him. It’s getting too complicated.

September 2, 2018- My Sergeant called me into his office today. He told me that Chihuahua 
began talking to the police officers while hospitalized. I do my best to not throw up when he tells me 
Chihuahua told them everything. My blood is ice cold, my heart is racing, and my hands are 
sweating. He tells me I forgot to read Chihuahua his Miranda rights before interrogating him in the 
patrol car. He asks me if there is anything I need to tell him. I play it cool and say “No, he didn’t 
disclose any useful information.” My Sergeant says, “Okay, make sure it doesn’t happen again,” and 
sends me on my way. It sounds like I’m in the clear. This will complicate Chihuahua’s case, but I 
shouldn’t face any repercussions. They trust me. I’m going to the Wolf’s Den first thing tomorrow to 
tell Wolf I’m out.

September 3, 2018- Wolf wasn’t there. No one was. The place had been cleaned out, and I have 
no idea where they went. All the cabinets were emptied, the walls (where they would hide the coke) 
had large gaping holes in them, and the place was just torn up. My guess is they moved their 
operation and skipped town. Doesn’t bother me; the less I know, the better. My Sergeant needs me 
to come in today even though it’s my day off. Someone probably called in sick.

September 18, 2018- They had me locked up for two weeks while they sorted out the charges. 
And here I thought cops were supposed to look out for each other. My Sergeant sat me down and 
accused me of a lot. He said I was the most despicable cop he has ever worked with, which I find 
hard to believe, honestly. I’m just waiting for my court date now. The nightmares have gotten worse.

April 17, 2019- They had that little rat Chihuahua testify against me, saying I threatened to kill him 
if he told anyone else where the Wolf’s Den was. Even my own partner testified against me. He 
claimed I was too eager to use my authority. I also found out they had become suspicious of me 
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when Chihuahua talked to them in the hospital. Turns out he spilled more than my Sergeant told me. 
They followed me to the Wolf’s Den the day I walked in and found it empty. DEA agents and SWAT 
raided the place and took everyone and everything out of that house the night before. I’m still in 
awe that my partner would stab me in the back like that. He could’ve talked to me.

June 8, 2018- I’ve been in here a month, and it’s not as bad as I remember it. I can’t remember 
the last time I consistently slept this well. I’ll be out in no time.”

Third Place:
“The Art Exhibition”

by
Jack Gordon

On the 5th floor of the Parch Community Hospital, John sat across from his psychiatrist. 

“What brings you here tonight?” asked the doctor, who decided to skip the usual introductory 
small talk. John slunk in his chair. The doctor then added, “Having nightmares again, I presume?”

The inside of the doctor’s office looked as if it had been recently moved into, despite the doctor 
having inhabited the office for several years. The entire hospital building was similarly bare. 

“That is why I’m here,” muttered John. “Although I don’t really know where to begin tonight.” 

John knew where to begin, but it was not going to be easy to let the words out. His insomnia 
had returned. The nightmares were getting worse. Stringing together coherent thoughts had 
become increasingly more difficult for him. 

He froze. 

“It’s better if you let it out, John,” chimed the doctor. “Maybe… we can start with what happened 
in your latest nightmare that brought you to my office tonight.”

And then the room seemed to shrink a little bit in John’s mind, as if there wasn’t enough space 
for the subject material to surface. He hadn’t shared this nightmare with anyone. Lines of worry shot 
across his face.

John paused before speaking. “I dreamt that I was back in my childhood home, sleepwalking like 
I used to. But I wasn’t a child in the dream; I was my age now. There was this boarded-up door in the 
basement that I was always afraid of.” After another pause, he continued. “In the dream, I wanted to 
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look behind the door to find out what I was afraid of all these years. And so, I did.”

The doctor interrupted, “And what about this door frightened you as a child?”

John gulped then shook his head. “I don’t remember exactly. I just felt that there was something 
menacing behind it.”

The doctor reached for his pencil to jot down a few details of John’s dream. He normally didn’t 
see patients this late, but John was a friend. 

“What was behind the door, John?” 

 “You’re not going to believe it, doc.”

The doctor smiled. “Please.”

John didn’t respond. Instead, his head ducked as if to dismiss the conversation altogether. 

But then, John murmured, “It was an art exhibition.”

“An art exhibition? You mean that’s what was behind the door?” 

“Yes, but it was no normal exhibition. All throughout the exhibition, I was the subject.”

The doctor winced. “How do you mean?”

“The exhibition was entitled ‘Past, Present, and Future,’ and I was the subject of each artwork. In 
the first room of the exhibition, there was a wonderfully crafted sculpture of my wedding night 
entitled, ‘Drunk Regrets (1994).’ In the next room, there was a watercolor painting of my first 
speeding ticket entitled, ‘Don’t Tell Mom.’ Next, there was a 4-minute black and white film of when I 
made my girlfriend cry entitled, ‘Senseless (1990).’”

John paused to collect his thoughts. “But the final room of the exhibition was what really 
disturbed me.”

The doctor, now thoroughly confused, asked the inevitable, “What did you find?!”

“The final artwork was in a darkened room and entitled ‘Unforeseen (Events).’ A film began 
playing of me, driving to therapy this evening. It started as a very uninteresting film, actually. I left 
your office like usual and started driving home…,” his voice tailed off, “and I saw my own death. It 
was a man who killed me.”

The doctor was taken aback. “You saw someone kill you? Did you see the man’s face?”

John looked disappointed. “No.”

As the doctor turned around in his chair, he noticed the time. “John, I’m afraid we have to wrap 
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up for the evening. It was, after all, only a nightmare. We’ll resume session next Thursday.”

The doctor walked John to the door, and then he shut the blinds.

Next Thursday arrived, but John did not show up. In fact, he would never attend another therapy 
appointment as far as the doctor knew. John had disappeared.
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First Place:
“LOL”

by
Dr. George Miller

Once again, we’re on the brink of financial ruin. Please chip in your fair share so that everyone 
can partake of this free encyclopedia.

This article has many inconsistencies and mounds of misinformation. Its lead section may not 
sufficiently encapsulate its contents. This page has not been thoroughly vetted by the community 
and represents a minority viewpoint. But we’re publishing it anyway. Enjoy.

LOL (nee Lawrence Oscar Lazarus 1959-2059) is was a philosopher, poet, yogi, dancer, and 
photographer. In ethics, he is credited (often by himself) with discovering the idiosyncratic essence 
of personhood. In metaphysics, he argued that all language was value-driven. In philosophy of 
education, he worked out a model integrating physical and intellectual activities. His final work in 
philosophy of education usually receives the most attention. 
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! This article has many inconsistencies and mounds of misinformation. Its lead
section may not sufficiently encapsulate its contents. This page has not been thoroughly
vetted by the community and represents a minority viewpoint. But we’re publishing it
anyway. Enjoy.

LOL (nee Lawrence Oscar Lazarus 1959-2059) is was a philosopher, poet, yogi, 
dancer, and photographer. In ethics, he is credited (often by himself) with 
discovering the idiosyncratic essence of personhood. In metaphysics, he argued 
that all language was value-driven. In philosophy of education, he worked out a 
model integrating physical and intellectual activities. His final work in philosophy 
of education usually receives the most attention. 

MISINFORMIPEDIA
              2059

Once again, we’re on the brink of financial ruin. Please chip in your 
fair share so that everyone can partake of this free encyclopedia.

What?
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In a number of interviews with the BBC, LOL waxed prosaic about his first 23 years of his life in 
Chesapeake Bay, Maryland. He left his hometown forever in 1983, explaining: “I never saw a person 
of color, gay people were closeted, and the highest art forms were the Rubik’s Cube and the special 
Hawaii episode of The Brady Bunch. I loathed summer crab feasts on newspaper-clad picnic tables 
hobnobbing with my parents’ friends: Phyllis Steen (who boasted she had never been to an art 
gallery in her life); Farrah See (a rich widow who rhapsodically recounted her good deeds); and the 
Manicheans (a strange extended family that always wore black pants and white tops and only said 
‘yes’ and ‘no’). Worse that that, people sat around and ate until they fell asleep with food in their 
mouths; I saw the Heimlich maneuver performed more times than I care to remember; most of my 
parents’ friends had diabetes and died prematurely from heart disease. In rebellion, I danced, did 
yoga, and ran marathons. I felt energized, clear-headed, more affable, and happy after exercising, 
but it wasn’t until the mid-point of my teaching career did I have my Eureka moment. In class one 
day, facing more yawns than any abyss could endure, I sprung into a headstand. Ten minutes into it 
and feeling glorious it hit me over the head: exercise could be a very good thing in the classroom.” 

Personal Life [edit]

Married 70 years to Norma Lazarus (nee New-City). Vows renewed on mile 18 of a marathon. His 
two daughters remember: “We couldn’t run away from home because he could catch up with us.” 
Survived by two brothers and a sister, who now run his singalong yoga franchise. Orthodox Jewish 
parents frustrated by his bar mitzvah speech, where he wondered how many calories were burned 
while racing across the parted Red Sea.  

Educational Philosophy [edit]

The Headstand: A Beginning without Foresight

On February 1, 2005 (as noted in his extensive teaching journal), LOL did his auspicious 
headstand in class. “That was a beginning without foresight,” he liked to say. Influenced by Paulo 
Freire, LOL valued teacher-student equality and space for authentic dialogue. When he broke from 
Freire, LOL realized each era must craft a philosophy of education that removed unique obstacles 
for a unique set of students. In the first part of the twenty-first century, students were plagued by 
anxiety, depression, stress, alienation, declining attention spans, obesity, diabetes, and substandard 
social skills and the deterioration of human communication stemming from the intrusion of new 
technologies. Rather than ignore these realities, LOL addressed them in his pedagogy. On the one 
hand, LOL believed that individual students and the learning environment as a whole would benefit 
by addressing these issues. Students would be better learners without these obstacles in the way. 
Secondly, removal of these obstacles would allow students to be more joyful people.
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When students entered LOL’s classrooms circa 2011 and beyond, they found the tables and 
chairs pushed to the side of the room. This was more than a symbol that the past had been pushed 
to the side. It was in LOL’s mind the only way to teach: to remove the tools of oppression.  He taught 
without chairs way before it became widely known that sitting was unhealthy. He taught dancing to 
improve social skills in the face of alienation. He interjected yoga and meditation to address 
depression, stress, and anxiety. He taught to the full person according to seven principles:

We’re even broker than we were when you started reading this article. Please chip in your 
fair share NOW.

The Seven Principles

 1. Mind/Body Fusion

If human beings are a mind/body fusion, then all aspects of schooling should reflect this fact.  
Learning is always intellectual and physical.

 2. Intellectual Activities/Physical Activities Fusion 

If mind and body are fused, then physical space for schooling must reflect this fusion. Classroom 
activities must be physical as much as they are intellectual. Intellectual optimization depends upon 
physical optimization. Energetic minds come from energetic bodies.

 3. Joy-Orientation

Human beings are not programmed to be miserable. They have not yet discovered the way to 
access joy. “Our educational systems,” LOL claimed, “optimize misery and mitigate joy.” 

 4. Vitiating Violence

Self-destruction occurs because human beings are unaware of how to operate effectively in the 
human condition. LOL used yoga and meditation to teach students how to find and sustain planes of 
existence unaffected by the vicissitudes of existence.

 5. The Ten-Minute Rule and Dwindling Attention Spans

When LOL implemented his pedagogy, student attention spans averaged 8 seconds. At the 
beginning of each semester, he requested only 10 cumulative minutes of full attention per class, 
which steadily increased to 25 by the end. Students discriminated between distracted thinking and 
focused thinking. Infusion of meditative rest periods helped students reclaim and increase their 
attention spans. 

 6. Socialization Deficiency

LOL noted how relationships with new technologies interfered with basic human communication. 
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His pedagogy addresses what he called “the deterioration of human communication.” The 
introduction of dance marked a return to community, where through physical interaction basic 
socialization could be reinvented and revitalized.

 7. Energy and  Open-Mindedness

Energy and open-mindedness are related. The more energy and oxygenation created by 
individual students and in the shared experience of learning, the more momentum created, 
encouraging students to be more receptive to and more willing to share their ideas. Oxygenation 
promotes open-mindedness. 

Critics [edit]

Numerous critics dismissed LOL’s pedagogy as superficial and irrelevant. For ten years running, 
he received Hennepin University’s “Quack of the Year” award. Critics charged:

“A diversion from real learning,” wrote a colleague in The Chronicle. 

“Teach philosophy, not this other stuff,” read an op-ed in The Naperville Sun. 

The most serious critique, written by a person who went under the penname of Optimus, 
consisted of an imaginary dialogue between two students after attending one of LOL’s classes.

John: What did you learn in Philosophy class today?

Jane: How to do the Cha-Cha.

John: And last class?

Jane: How to do down facing dog.

John: And the class before that?

Jane: How to breathe.

John: What do you think Socrates would say about this?

Jane: Who’s Socrates?

 Politics [edit]

“I never found a party I liked,” LOL said. “Any political view I support reflects my moral 
perspective, which in a nutshell is: our fundamental duty is to teach people how to function 
optimally in the human condition. I am fully committed to my moral perspective and only temporarily 
attached to political groups and their icky ideologies.”
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Death [don’t edit]

LOL died in class while attempting to do an unsupported headstand (head only, no hands), a 
pose he had never been able to execute, even after 50 years of repeated attempts. His neck broke, 
failing to support his body. Repeated attempts at resuscitation by students and medics failed.

Impact [edit ‘til your heart’s content]

By 2019, the corporatization of higher learning transformed the classroom into an office 
environment with a distinctive business ethos. LOL thought such an environment, with its emphasis 
on endless quantitative analysis that replaced genuine human interaction, stifling rules that 
destroyed the flow of dialogue, and its intrinsic sedentary nature, inimical to educating the whole 
person. His ideas impacted education in the following areas. In the 2020’s, meditation, yoga, and 
dance became staples in almost all classrooms. “A joyful student is a good student” became a 
mantra in the 20s. In 2035, Congress enacted “The Whole Educated Person Act” that made it illegal 
to educate people only so they could become cogs in the machine. In the 40s, the CDC attributed 
the marked decrease in anxiety, stress, depression, and social ineptitude to educational policies that 
developed the whole person. 

You didn’t chip in. We’re bankrupt now. Thanks for nothing. Literally. Because you didn’t pay up 
here, you’re going to have to pay for misinformation elsewhere.

Second Place:
“Bulldog in Black and White”

by
Dr. Maria Fischer

We hung a black and white picture postcard on the plain white walls of our first apartment.  The 
postcard was of a black and white English bulldog, his tongue in shades of grey but hanging out 
over that adorable underbite in complete and utter relaxation. A nubby polyester 1950s lounge chair 
was visible in the background of the photo, not unlike the hand-me-down chairs we inherited from 
dead Russian aunties. A man was seated in that chair behind the picturesque bully, only visible 
below the waist, his button-down shirt buttoned up, his belt cinched tight, his dress slacks riding 
high up his calf, argyle socks mocking the Kodachrome the photographer couldn’t afford or didn’t 
want to use, choosing black and white to color the world we built together, my first boyfriend and I, 
with our postcards and bookshelves made out of unpainted cinder blocks and plywood sheathing, 
thrift shop clocks and family left just outside of the frame.  The black and white picture postcard was 

Faculty/Staff/Alum
ni Fiction



34

framed in a dumpster dived find from outside a Hallmark Cards store, a plain black frame we were 
surprised to find in the detritus of Sweetest Day’s pink and red envelopes, spoiled candy hearts, and 
colorful flowers crushed under the weight of not being Valentine’s Day. 

Thirty years after the break up, when we’d all made up new lives with husbands and wives, when 
nothing much was black and white anymore, when I found that English bulldog postcard on the 
basement floor because a file cabinet full of college poetry and old tax forms finally rusted through, 
spewing my monochrome former life all over the gray concrete, I looked for my ex on the internet. 

Google Earth showed me his yellow shingled house with, I’m not kidding, a white picket fence 
and what looked to be pink, mauve, and lilac corn poppies, flowers and colors we never planted.  
Facebook revealed his wife wears bold prints, has blonde hair, and paints her nails blood red. 
Instagram gave me his preteen daughter in a flower girl’s pale pink dress but with those oh so 
Eastern European white socks and sandals, surrounded by a multicultural family – does he have a 
Latino son-in-law and an adult stepdaughter? I will have to search some more. 

And really, it’s not the new house, new wife, new life that I see on social media that so stuns me. 
It’s the thrift shop clocks that we collected, scattered throughout his home pictured for sale on 
Zillow and Realtor.com; clocks I can see on every surface in every room, on walls painted green and 
light orange, around art prints instead of black and white bulldog postcards, stacked on shelves 
made of real wood, next to new furniture upholstered in what looks to be brown leather. There were 
the clocks we bought at St. Vincent DePaul, Goodwill, and garage sales, all on display like the 
theatrical scenery in the second act of a poorly written play. 

Or perhaps it’s a very well written play in which the characters have changed but the 
chronographs in the photographs remain, remain, remain. 

Third Place:
“The Jungle: A Short Story, The Beginning”

by
Michael Jamaal Harris

Chapter 1: The Jungle Doesn’t Forgive

We grew up here. Every night is a nightmare, and the days are the same. Once I woke up to 
gunfire, and my family had to be on the run. “Toby, we must survive. You have to learn the way.” My 
father, Toku, said this while handing me an assault rifle. I was ten-years-old. Ten-years-old! In the 
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 First Place:
 Student Digital Art:
“Destruction in a Suit”
 by Loren Pala

Honorable Mention:
Student Digital Art:

“Homecoming”
by Sol Llanes

Digital/Visual Arts   •    Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2020
D

igital/Visual Arts

Second Place:
Student Digital Art:

“Shut Up”
by Rebecca Spencer

Third Place:
 Student Digital Art:
“Journey of a Star”
by Maryam Zaffer
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Honorable Mention:
Faculty/Staff/Alumni Digital Art:

“Silhouette of Beauty”
by Tracy Baldys

Second Place:
Faculty/Staff/Alumni Digital Art:
“Our New Planet”
by Cathleen Solorio

First Place:
Faculty/Staff/Alumni Digital Art:
“Personal Space”
by Javier Solorio
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Honorable Mention:
Faculty/Staff/Alumni Digital Art:
“The Propellers of Tomorrow Land”
by Michael Jamaal Harris 

Third Place:
Faculty/Staff/Alumni Digital Art:
“The Irish Countryside”
by Ashley Stajura
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Student Visual Art   •    Windows Fine Arts Magazine 2020

First Place:
Student Visual Art:
“War of Thoughts”

by Delaney McDonnell

Second Place:
Student Visual Art:
“Reflection”
by Andrea Holm 
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midst of this Civil War, we lost so much. Just this last week while going to school, my brother was 
gunned down. 

I was woken up by my younger sister, Anwuli who said, “Toby, wake up! Bako was gunned down 
by Absalom.” Tears stung her eyes, and I felt like I was in a nightmare. My breathing was cut short as 
I tried to comfort my sister, hugging her, patting her back, rubbing her hair. My tears stayed inside, 
but I felt a fire like pain on the inside.

Bako was strong willed and an older brother that paved the way. He taught me a lot more than 
just shooting and fighting. He taught me about life and wisdom. “Toby, this war is senseless. We are 
killing ourselves and for what? We don’t make the guns.  The pale people give them to us. They 
come and pretend to help us find peace but label us as if we are monsters as we use what they 
gave us. There is more to life than fighting. Live; laugh with love.” My brother told me this as we 
were on a raid of a city called Lamlech. We were sent in to attack the people, but instead we went 
against protocol and saved some of the Lamlech children being trained as child soldiers. We 
brought them back to our village, and after that our people outcast us. My family kicked us out for a 
while, and here we are, talking. I admired him, and now I’m angered. Bako is this what you wanted! 
Where is the love, big brother! Where is the peace you preached? I just don’t know.

Slowly I rose to my feet. Anwuli still clinging to my body, I felt like a zombie. Looking at me with 
teary innocent eyes, my sister asked, “But brother, what are we going to do?” I wanted to talk right 
away, but my throat felt as if thorns were piercing it.

I managed to say, “Anwuli…, we will get through this.” It was going to be a fight and truthfully, I 
just wanted to lie down and cry.

Downstairs our family had a quiet dinner. All you could hear were utensils clicking our plates as 
we ate. The silence was dreadful.  My father was the one to break the silence, and I was not 
surprised. Before he spoke, he cleared his throat, and we looked at him. My face bore no emotions. 
“Family, it has been a week since Bako’s death, and it’s time to fight back. Toby, you’re going to be 
in charge for this mission.” After my father spoke, he went right back to eating as if the silence was 
not interrupted. My mouth dropped, and my eyes met those of my mother and sister’s. 

“Toku is this the best thing to do right now?” My mother questioned my father, and I was getting 
nauseous. My father’s face grew with fiery anger.

“Sade, our son, their brother, was killed by the hands of an evil man!  Toby, what about you?” 
Father spoke with a venomous growl. Now I was in the hot seat. What should I do? I couldn’t move 
or hardly think. 
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“Dad, I don’t think we should right now. Bako preached about love and what if it is time for us to 
all change.” I tried to give my best sales pitch.  It felt like I was about to pass out. My father did not 
buy into my way of thinking.

 “Love? What does that have to do with anything? That was Bako’s one flaw. He loved our 
enemies almost more than us! I’m not having two soft sons. Either you help us fight or the fight 
comes to you!” My father roared as he slammed his bare hands on the table, making us jump. He 
left to go to his office, leaving us with our own daunting thoughts.

Anwuli tried her best to comfort me. “Hey, you’re right Toby. Love can be the way, but you have 
to lead us all to it. We won’t be void of fighting, but it’s the price we must pay to get to peace.” Our 
mother nodded her head, and I was thankful for what was said. It allowed me to breathe more easily. 
I smiled and kissed their cheeks, and they jokingly shoed me away. 

Returning to my bed, I took a banana and found the secret spot where I placed my Bible. Bako 
gave it to me, and at first, I wondered what it was. I was ten when he gave it to me, and ever since 
we had our private services. Our family is atheist, and even now with what happened my faith is 
slightly dwindling. Hopefully, the love God is offering prevails, but anger and devotion to my father is 
keeping me caged. God what would you do if you were me?

Chapter 2: The Past Bleeds Red

I woke up early trying to get my mind right. I’m in charge of a dangerous and pointless meeting. 
The irrational thinking of my father led us all to this point. As my eyes became glossy with tears, I 
vividly remembered Bako’s suit as he laid in his casket. When I saw him that last time everything 
paused. All the dreams we had rushed back. Now I have to live those dreams out for him. Either win 
the battle or runaway to a distant land and start anew.

The verse I stumbled across today was Matthew 5:44. “But I say to you, love your enemies. Pray 
for those who hurt you.” My face frowned thinking about this passage. Absalom did more than just 
hurt me; he hurt my whole town. Down the block our team was meeting. The time was ticking until 
we attack.

During the ride to the meeting hall, the only thing I thought about was how it would feel to kill 
Absalom. “Toby.” When my dad said my name it made me jump a little, and he chuckled. “Son, I did 
not mean to shock you. I just wanted to chat.” I wasn’t expecting a story time, so I straightened up 
and tried my best to focus on what my dad was about to preach to me.

He went on to tell me about his youth. When he was nine-years-old my Uncle Azi and him were 
playing fútbol in the streets. They grew up admiring Pelé, Sandro Mazzola, and Eusébio. They were 
playing fútbol in the streets when they saw a trail of blood and heard gut quenching screams. Like 
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any young ruffled haired boys, they unwisely went toward the chaos. What they stumbled upon 
made their mouths drop, and they stood there frozen. This large man, standing 6’7”, about 280 
pounds, was pulverizing a man’s face. They saw the whole theatrics play out. He then put his bear 
like hands on the man’s throat. The man kicked and pawed, but he did not loosen his grip. Finally, he 
dropped him like a heap of potatoes, leaving him lifeless like the dirt he fell upon. Slowly his gaze 
rose up. Hair drooping over his eyes, black cloth mask on his mouth, all you could see was some of 
the red of his left eye. “You boys came right on time. You want to be next?” The man’s voice 
sounded like thunder.  He then took out a katana sword from his long bag that slung across his 
body. My father and uncle snapped out of their trance and ran throughout the neighborhood back to 
their town. The man stopped as he reached the trees, peering through with red piercing eyes and 
an evil grin. The two brothers saw him and anger swept across their faces, and the village hearts 
broke. Like my father told me the other night, the fight was brought to them.

“Father, I never heard this story before. I thought grandfather died from a heart attack.” My voice 
cracked as I spoke, trying to wrap my head around what I just found out. All this time I thought this 
war was for no reason. Now I know. This is the first time I saw my dad cry and, to be honest, he is 
stronger now than ever before. 

“Son, none of us wanted this war. Your mother and I kept things away from you all to preserve 
your joy and innocence. Yes, you were in a battle without knowing why, but that is life at times. But 
now is time for you to know. The man who killed your grandfather, my dad, is none other than Faruq 
Okafor. He is Aminu Okafor’s father. Absalom is his son.” My dad spoke with a slight tremble in his 
voice.

I wanted to say something, but my mouth would not open. My thoughts danced around as I tried 
to wrap my head around what I just heard. The Okafors are the reason for this war. They are the 
reason for Bako’s untimely death. The only thought going through my mind is revenge and guilt. I 
should have gone to the store with Bako that day, but I told him I had to write my story. All I did was 
watch movies while my brother was gunned down.  The unfortunate truth about the past is that once 
it is written, it cannot be unwritten. 

Finally, we pulled up to the meeting hall. As we got out of the van, we were welcomed by cheers. 
Men, women, and teens fighting with us cheered us on. I saw the children we saved from Lamlech; 
now they are teens freely choosing to fight with us. We went over and hugged them, and we were 
about to cry. I continued to walk with father through the crowd. He stopped me at the podium and 
reached down for this box. What was going on?  He opened it and inside was a dark purple cloak 
and a brown wooden staff. He looked up and his glossy eyes showed that of a father’s love and 
approval. “First son, I want to say sorry for how I spoke to you last night. This world is an evil place at 
times, and I did not want harm to come toward you. The day before your brother passed, he gave 
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this cloak and staff back to me. I asked him why he was doing it. I was very confused. He told me 
that when the sun sets on his time that you will be the one to lead us to the Promise Land. After that 
night, I was searching for answers and stumbled across this book. As I opened it, the pages opened 
up to that of a man named Moses. I couldn’t put it down. Although his mistake caused him not to 
enter the Promise Land, he still saw it. Your brother did not want to make that same mistake. He 
wanted to be patient and listen to God. I gave my life to God that night; then the next day Bako died. 
I was at a crossroad.  I wanted to curse at God and prove that I never needed him, but I couldn’t do 
it. Something deep down told me that it was true and that Bako is going to see the land through you. 
So, this cloak symbolizes royalty, and the staff symbolizes a leader with the heart like a Lion but – 
also – a heart of a dove. Son, I will go to any battle with you.” After he spoke, he did the craziest 
thing; he knelt down in front me. 

Time froze for a moment as my father was kneeling there, tears hitting the ground, hands 
holding up the cloak and staff before me. Others joined in with cheers and crying. Yet, I heard none 
of it. I was not worthy enough to receive this. My father accepted Jesus into his life. My mind was 
spinning, and I felt sick. Time came back, and I grabbed the cloak and staff from my father’s hands. 
He quickly stood to his feet and brought me in for a hug. I couldn’t remember how warm and 
comforting his hugs were, but this one made me feel as if I was — worth something more. Tears 
leaked out of both of our eyes. We looked at each other with no words said but nodded. I turned to 
go up the steps of the podium and before I spoke, I wiped my eyes.

“Hey family, we are not crying.  It’s just something in our eyes.” Everybody laughed, and that 
helped me breathe a little. “So, here we are. Nobody wants this war, yet we are still in one. I know 
that some of you do not believe in God, but that’s none of my business. 

In 2 Chronicles 20:17, King Jehoshaphat was going through what we are facing now. He needed 
answers, and he wanted a victory. Did he retreat? No, he did not. He spoke to God and God said, 
“But you will not even need to fight. Take your positions; then stand still and watch the Lord’s 
victory.” 

“Don’t you all want to be able to chill and watch the victory?” Again, cheers and some laughter 
broke out. “You who are laughing now will eat your words and your laughter. It does not tell us that 
when we are lazy we will see a victory. Not far from that. Jehoshaphat had to make an action. He 
had to choose to stand and walk to the battle. We must do the same. Whatever we do in life, we 
have to do it unto the Lord. The Okafor family and their allies are not ready for this! We must stand 
together, we must fight, and we must watch the Lord’s victory! Thank you.” 

As I walked off the stage, there was a mixture of cheers and boos.  I was in a group consisting of 
my uncle, my father, my cousin Banjoko, and his sister Oluchi. This man shouted out, “You are 
ridiculous if you think God is real, and you will never be a true leader.” My dad and I smirked, like 
man, come on, we are the ones that help your family eat.  

Bako, my brother, we will bring our families and friends to the Promise Land. Whoever is against 
us will be wiped away. Bako, I love you, Big Brother.
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First Place:

“First-Person Shooter”
by 

Zachary Klozik

The electric purr of the trigger pull

sends pixeled bullets to rend a body.

A red spray as shots connect, as code

connects, as I slag a stranger. A person

with no face, just pixels, just plasma. 

They are digital mannequins fragging

and lagging. They are my enemy. They

are bodies made up of bonus score. 

I exhaust a mag; they exhaust a body. 

Over and over, I learn the quick twitch.

The impulse to destroy their movement

on the electric screened sliver in my home.

Eventually, I am choked in red spray.

My body is penetrated by pixels.

I see my body die. I feel a vibration.

Then, from the tech womb, I respawn. 
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Second Place: 
“When I Was Six”

by 
Payton Emond

When I was six, my mother made an elegy

out of stitched pictures punctured

straight through the corkboard

in our front hallway hanging

beneath the sign that read

“For I Know The Plans I Have for You 

Declares the Lord.”

 

I asked my mother if those “plans”

had anything to do with why the neighbor

lost his mind to Alzheimer’s

or why the cherry tree we planted outside

our house could poison humans but not 

animals and she said she didn’t know.

Or maybe it was “Lord only knows.”

At Sunday School I asked my youth pastor

the same questions: “how is it that our physical 

bodies can choose to give out on us and who 

decides how many cherries kill humans 

because I had three and my lungs are still 

pumping.” He said God delivers all his children 
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from darkness into light.

I then asked God my bigger questions:

 why do some people get to forget?

 how come the cherries didn’t poison me?

 will you punish the three older kids who 

 told me I was a pussy if I didn’t strip 

 down and play along with them?

 will you still let me into heaven?

1 Corinthians 6:9-10 “Do you not know

that the unrighteous will not inherit

the kingdom of God?” but I was six

and there was already a little girl hiding

behind the white door of the basement 

closet when I realized how dirty my bare

body looked in the dimmed basement lighting.

Sunday School teaches you that sexual immorality

is not of God but they don’t tell you

when you’re six how to make more room

in the hallway closet or that sometimes

your elders are more corrupt than you so

you probably shouldn’t listen to them when

they say just pretend it’s a dream.
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Instead, you find out through newspaper

headings that: “Local Youth Pastor

Cheated on Pregnant Wife” and you can’t help

but thank God because when you’re six it’s

nice to know that cherry trees and Alzheimer’s

don’t kill as quickly as putting faith in the wrong

people.

Third Place:
“The Truth”

by
Ana Alejandra Pantoja

He cried as the blood dripped down his face, 

sitting there shattered and afraid,

wondering when the next strike would hit.

His life was over, and he knew it.

“I know you f***ing did it!” the man yelled. 

“I could never,” he sobbed.

The man, infuriated, grabs him and punches him in the nose.

With his nose now broken and throbbing, he pleads, “Okay,

okay, I did it. But please make it stop.”

The man smirks and says,

“That’s what I f***ing thought.”

He smiles as he cleans his hands, adjusts his badge, and

walks out the door, leaving the innocent kid in the cold, dark room.
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The kid crouched in the corner, crying in silence. 

His heart pounding, he whispers, “why me?”

Honorable Mention:
“Natural Distraction”

by
Jacob Volk

Sniiiiiif

Huh…it’s been a while since this smell was around

The sweet aroma of decay

Most trees have dropped their leaves and flowers

My personal favorite is…

Well, I don’t have a personal favorite; there are simply too many options

Ahhhh

Oh…it’s been way too long since I felt such a cool, crisp breeze

So very familiar

It must be just about that time when the seasons shift:

Summer to autumn

And then autumn to winter

Ohhhh

Wow…there is nothing quite as amazing as a sunset in autumn

This one is particularly awesome:

The last rays of orange yellow light
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They lead right into a ruby red – a bit like a fine Spanish wine from Granada

The red gives way to even darker colors

Crisp blues and subtle greys

Mhmmm

Cool…have you ever noticed the dying light of day through foliage

And here I was thinking the sunset was the lone beauty

Yet, but following the light through the foliage,

I see so much more:

The sharp blades of grass…

The still damp stones reminiscing last night’s rain…

Oooo

The last plangent note from a cicada

It’s an incredible distraction

Soon the crickets will chirp and the frogs croak

So many wonderful phantom sounds

I know they have a source, but I can never seem to capture one

Cough, Cough

Cough, Cough

Mea culpa!

Damn…the distraction is over

I forgot about the fowl fumes streaming out from cars

I forgot that the night sky is crowded with planes
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I forgot that the grass is sliced by asphalt

I forgot that trees are being removed to make room for a new building

I forgot that every night, the world is set on fire by a sea of lights:

Lights from buildings

Lights from vehicles

Lights from street and parking lot poles

Lights from the millions and millions of screens

Hmph

Do you remember the last time you just sat outside and did nothing?

Do you remember the last tree you climbed?

Do you remember the last time you took a walk…just for the sake of walking?

Do you remember the last time looking at a natural beauty not through the lens of a camera?

Do you remember the sky filled with the light of a million billion stars?

Do you remember a time when you were not at the mercy of the latest and “greatest” gadget?

Oy vey

I want to be distracted again!
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Honorable Mention:
“Ignorance is Bliss”

by 
Loren Pala

Today marks the day when I could no longer breathe.

Only we could stop this from happening and we didn’t care enough to put in the collective effort, so 
now we’re here...

Gasping for fresh air that no longer exists because we’ve polluted it with chemicals,

Effectively wiping out species that have been around for generations,

Tainting our oceans with garbage.

Harassing the ones we rely on to fix our issues was never enough;

Eradicating the possibility to rebuild our only home.

Relocation to a foreign planet for what - so we can wreck it too?

Was all the destruction worth it?

End of times creeps up faster than we even realize.

Bury your pride and open your eyes.

Use them to see, really see, the damage you have dealt.

Reform your foolish ways before it’s too late.

Never again will you step foot on a pasture so green and fruitful without remembering that of which 
you helped exterminate.

#TeamTrees
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First Place:
“An Unseen Gaze”

by
Dr. Jasmine Huynh

For you crazy kids caught up in a game,

playing amid a field of rye- you who’ve

contemplated crossing the flashlight

bridge:

One sole luminescent pearl of a pupil, as if

stranded in an oceanic expanse of

endless iris, watches over the solitary

stroller- their stumbles and struggles,

their paid silent pains and porcupine-

pillow muffled screams, sees through their

deceptive testimonies at the court trials of

the Public podium they themselves often

don’t see, attends your theatrical Play

where you’ve been cast as the villain, the 

extra, the mute woman- as Bottom- and 

realizes when you’re being real in your

acting and acting in the reeling Real—gaze

of an unseen seeing mother.

If the day ever arrives when you return her

gaze, I imagine that from the chrysalis of
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your past suffocating and submerged

scream’s shell: that long slumbering- that

scathed- that now soaring Song shall ring

out and resound with an awakened and

augural ruddy daughter’s Dawn.

-This, your crafted Catcher’s mitt.

Second Place: 
“Two Degrees”

by
Dr. George Miller

after Christopher Marlowe, Ogden Nash, Jeremiah, and 97% of climatologists

come my love

take my hand

and let us walk

and adore the sights

sounds and scents of nature

the golden meadows

deer romping through the brush

the chirping of robins

the fragrance of honeysuckles

yet beware the path we take

this early morn

this path winds through the human soul 
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which has long since been on remote control 

can’t see the forest from the spindly trees 

or truth from what’s 

on Facebook or reality TV

notice how power lines

strung from tower to tower 

as far as the eye can see

spoon energy to

refrigerators & ovens & washers & dryers & furnaces & air conditioners 

& water heaters & dishwashers & lights & computers & TVs 

voracious 

machinery

ensconced

in fast-approaching 

neighborhoods and factories

a coyote prowls for prey 

like a dreamer seeks the will o’ the wisp

we stumble into a hollow

where a brook used to flow

as a bumblebee curls up and dies

on the leaves of grass

a single question 

echoes through the trees

can you guys keep it 

under two degrees?
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II

I prefer to build Lincoln Log cabins and 

put the pieces back into the box

rather than taking land belonging 

to the owl cricket or white tail fox

in other related news

Miami New Orleans Houston but probably not Topeka Kansas

are going the way of Atlantis

rain forests are cheerily chopped down 

icicles hanging from my gutters weep

for their homies in the north and south

more floods and more droughts

and more acting out

from a dazed and confused Mother Nature

if consumers wore shoes according to their carbon footprints

they’d start at size 613 extra extra extra extra wide

strange weather we’re having wouldn’t you say 

is no longer a cliché 

but a commentary 

on our collective mortality

like mass shootings 

that once traumatized

polluting the planet has 

become quite normalized

while we deny divert delay

and play games with our 401k’s  
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ecological catastrophe

is well on its way

can you hear it love

what’s ringing

through the trees

can you guys keep it under

under two degrees?

III 

in case you haven’t noticed things have changed quite a bit here in the forest even on a 

mythological level the wood nymphs and satyrs frolic in the flames

dart through the smoke and cry out for Greta Thunberg and anyone else who will listen

O! Great Multi-National Corporations can you see beyond the bottom line

O! Great Shoppers can you give your closets a break

O! Great Automobiles can you smell your own fumes

O! Great Ideologues can you change your mind or at least your tune

O! Great Procrastinators can you comprehend that later has become quite soon

is this where you and I want to celebrate our love what for Marlowe and Spenser would have

 been hallowed ground is for us the killing fields 

a Supreme Court Justice once said I know pornography when I see it

how much climate change do we have to witness before we know what it is

how much does it have to hit us over the head and bite us in ass until it dawns on us THIS IS IT

REGARDLESS I declare my love to you on this sullen day as the pounding of hammers and

 screeching of circular saws yammer through our ears and a chipmunk looks at me like WTF this

 marriage I am proposing is not just between you and me 

but with the whole interdependent community 

but first a return to common sense
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and shortly thereafter 

an Amber alert 

for our innocence

we will be married to everything the sun the moon the clouds the dirt 

co-existence biospheric egalitarianism intrinsic worth 

we’ll till our souls and grow our hearts we’ll beat the drums we won’t sit still

we won’t let our children or children’s children foot the bill 

in this forest our love will be consecrated a love for the ages your gown will be like gossamer 

our wedding vows sung through tears of joy and I will lay you down on a bed of lilies we’ll bless

 the Monarch butterfly panda penguin coral reef elephant polar bear and a myriad of other 

endangered species

but love if you still can’t hear the question

which by now is screeching

like an obscenity over a loudspeaker at Walgreen...

I’m not for you and you’re 

definitely not for me

whether in this lifetime

or for blessèd eternity

Third Place:
“Sun Moon Haiku Couplet”

by
Lois “Silver” Mintah

The moon is a cat

Chasing milk across the sky

Silver paw print stars

The sun is a dog
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Growling at all shadows

Crackling orange fur

Honorable Mention:
“Disunion”

by
Tim Honn

An early November squall rose off Lake Superior;

its gales whinged through cracks

in her bedroom window.

Before undressing for bed, 

she placed a wilting posy of wood violet on her nightstand,

then watched as hapless flower petals 

rained silently down on the cold, bare hardwood floor—

short-lived—

like her fumbled attempt tonight 

to rekindle his capacity to feel for her again.

She cried herself to sleep,

not fully knowing,

too much was lost months before tonight’s disunion:

Four deployments to hell—

and then the IED—

cleaved away the last benign vestiges of him,

no longer allowing him to love her like before.
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First Place:
“Ending Violence Against Native Women”

by
Cassidy Fontaine-Warunek

Dear Senator, I am addressing you today to discuss the much needed reform of the laws in place 
that protect Native American women on their reservations across the nation. The increasing number 
of Native women who are affected by domestic or sexual violence is a problem that cannot continue 
to be ignored. According to Jana L. Walker, project director of Safe Women, Strong Nations, “More 
than 4 in 5 American Indian and Alaska Native women have experienced violence, and more than 1 
in 2 have experienced sexual violence” (Walker). These numbers are staggering. Not only is the 
violence against these women out of control, but the rate of Native women missing and murdered in 
the United States is a massive problem that our government continues to overlook. This epidemic 
must come to an end; the only way to put a stop to the unspeakable violence Native women, 
children, and the elderly experience on their own land is to implement long-term solutions, such as 
the funding and placement of law enforcement on reservations.

The problem lies first in the jurisdictional state of Native nations: non-native people are unable to 
be prosecuted by Native people themselves. According to the Census Bureau, non-Natives 
comprise seventy-six percent of the population on tribal lands. So, unironically, non-Natives commit 
ninety-six percent of the sexual violence against native women (“Ending Violence Against Native 
Women”). This statistic bluntly shows the problem in itself, as Natives cannot prosecute the 
perpetrators who commit these crimes; therefore, they are rarely brought to justice. Even on the 
basis of justice, between 2005-2009 sixty-seven percent of U.S. attorneys declined to prosecute 
Indian country matters, specifically those involving sexual abuse (“Ending Violence Against Native 
Women”). This alone shows the lack of concern for the Native communities among those who are 
supposed to protect the citizens of this country. This disinterest stems from the widespread history 
of violence against Native women in the United States, violence which is a characteristic of 
colonization and the broad social norm that leads to devaluing the lives and well-being of women 
and girls. The absence of criminal justice for the Native communities is the first issue that must be 
addressed in order to break down the power dynamics that are set up by non-Natives.

The justice systems within Native communities have several holes in them which enable the 
flawed, biased U.S. government to dismiss the crimes which take place in them. Throughout the 
U.S., there are over five hundred and fifty federally recognized tribes sovereign over U.S. laws. 
These tribes hold a “government to government” relationship with the United States government. 
Yet, Native nations have a weak jurisdictional authority in comparison to their broad legislative, 
which is due to systemic barriers set in place by the U.S. government (“Violence Against Women”). 
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These barriers are most noticeable in the complex relationships between the federal, state, and 
tribal governments. Three factors determine which system will have authority to prosecute against 
crimes, specifically sexual assault and domestic violence: if the victim is a member of a federally 
recognized tribe, if the accused is a member of the tribe, and if the offense took place on tribal land. 
Between these interrelations, many laws and regulations are set to undermine tribes and make it 
more difficult to respond to sexual assault in an “effective manner” (“Maze of Injustice”). Within the 
tribal governments, tribal prosecutors cannot prosecute non-Natives, and tribal courts cannot pass 
custodial sentences. Based on the Tribal Law and Order Act, the maximum prison sentence for any 
crime, including rape, is three years, in contrast to non-Native state and federal courts, where the 
minimum is at least eight years (“Maze of Injustice”). This again shows the bias, which favors non-
Natives within the U.S government.

In tribal communities, the circumstances are not much better. Tribal law enforcement is severely 
underfunded and higher governments provide less resources for Native lands than non-Natives. 
The lack of training in Native police forces leaves room for error even in the act of filling out a police 
report. In cases such as rape, survivors have limited access to examinations, also due to under-
funding of health services, which are crucial to making a case (“Maze of Injustice”). On the federal 
level, the laws aiding Native women are heavily flawed, especially regarding the Violence Against 
Women Act (VAWA), which was enacted in 1994 with little being done for Native women. In 2013, 
Obama reauthorized it with provisions to prosecute non-tribal members for domestic violence 
(Gilpin.) Yet, these provisions left out much needed changes in consequences for crimes like sexual 
assault, rape, and child abuse. These blank spaces show the government’s ignorance of the 
problems that affect Native women, and provide loopholes for which perpetrators can get away with 
these crimes.

The reform of laws protecting Native Women must be changed in order to reverse the 
dangerous epidemic that has taken place in the existence of Native women and girls. The first 
change that must be made is on the federal level. The VAWA must be reauthorized to protect Native 
women against crimes that have been previously left out, such as rape and child abuse. The 
implementation of these provisions would mean more safety for these women from crimes that are 
so damaging to survivors. Another reform would be at the tribal level, where long-term funding for 
tribal courts, jails, and law enforcement would increase the ability of Natives to protect themselves.

While there are already some steps being taken, such as the Tribal Domestic Violence and 
Sexual Assault Coalitions Grant Program (Gilpin), which builds coalitions to raise awareness of these 
crimes, there needs to be a long-term response, which allows for physical prosecution of 
perpetrators. Therefore, Native and non-Native abusers can be prosecuted all the same on Native 
lands, and survivors of these crimes can find the justice they deserve (“Tribal Affairs”). Another 
change can be the extended support of Native survivors, due to the fact that many abusers are not 
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prosecuted and remain on reservations. Places for women to stay other than shelters are crucial to 
their safety. Permanent options that are affordable must be made available in order to create 
communities for survivors to reclaim their lives and have support (“Facts On Violence Against Native 
Women”). More funding to Native Health Services is also important in the health care setting in 
order to aid in justice and even prevent future abuse. Funding in this area makes survivors’ access 
to examinations increase along with a greater likelihood for early identification of perpetrators in this 
critical situation (“Facts On Violence Against Native Women”). The availability of these services to 
Native women is the deciding factor in decreasing violence and allowing Natives to govern 
themselves effectively.

The lives of Native women are affected by the fear of being sexually assaulted every day, due to 
the lack of resources and protections to bring justice against their perpetrators. Native women feel 
invisible and unheard, and, while I will never know how Native women feel, I can advocate for a 
better future. The patriarchal and colonial attitudes of the U.S. government are shown in the laws 
and policies that continue the pattern of violence against Native women. The allowance of tribal 
lands to govern themselves without intervention from the federal government is crucial to the safety 
of Native women. The United States has had many opportunities to change legislation to allow 
Native governments to have jurisdiction over their own lands. Yet, they still hold harmful power over 
these governments and continue to ignore the epidemic statistics that illustrate how large the 
violence against Native women has become and continues to be. If the United States continues to 
hold this power over Native governments, then resources and funding, such as law enforcement, 
health services, and housing must be allocated to Native jurisdictions in order to create an 
environment where Natives can have their own identity within the United States. Therefore, I ask of 
you, Senator, to push for these reforms to be implemented on a national scale to ensure the safety 
of Native women and the functionality of Native jurisdictions.

Works Cited

“Ending Violence Against Native Women.” Ending Violence Against Native Women | Indian Law

Resource Center, indianlaw.org/issue/ending-violence-against-native-women.
www.browsermedia.com, BrowserMedia -. “Violence Against Women.” NCAI, 
www.ncai.org/policy-issues/tribal-governance/public-safety-and-justice/violence-against-women.

Gilpin, Lyndsey. “Native American Women Still Have the Highest Rates of Rape and Assault.”

Native American Women Still Have the Highest Rates of Rape and Assault -, 7 June 2016, www.

Student Research Report



62

hcn.org/articles/tribal-affairs-why-native-american-women-still-have-the-highest-rates-of-rape-
and-assault.

May, Genevieve M. Le. “The Cycles of Violence Against Native Women:  An Analysis of Colonialism,

Historical Legislation and the Violence Against Women Reauthorization Act of 2013.” PSU 
McNair Scholars Online Journal, Vol. 12.2018.  pdxscholar.library.pdx.edu/cgi/viewcontent.
cgi?article=1177 &context=mcnair.

“Maze of Injustice – Amnesty International USA.” Amnesty International USA,

www.amnestyusa.org/reports/maze-of-injustice/.

“The Facts on Violence Against American Indian/Alaskan Native Women.”

Futures Without Violence, www.futureswithoutviolence.org/userfiles/fileViolence%20Against%20
AI%20AN%20Women%20Fact%20Sheet.pdf

“Tribal Affairs.” The United States Department of Justice, 28 Jan. 2019,

www.justicee.gov/ovw/tribal-affairs.

Honorable Mention:
“Permanent Disbarment”

by
Ayanna Squires

As a profession, lawyers have an ethical code that they must follow called the Model Rules of 
Responsibility created by the American Bar Association (ABA). Although there are repercussions a 
lawyer faces for not abiding by the code, often times these repercussions are not heavily enforced. 
This leads to an abuse of power and authority as lawyers take advantage of knowing they can get 
away with continuing unethical practice. While there are instances in which lawyers were caught 
and punished accordingly for their professional misconduct, it is not common. Why do lawyers that 
commit the same unethical act not receive equal punishment? What are the ethics behind a 
disbarred attorney petitioning to be reinstated? Overall, it is clear that lawyers caught unethically 
practicing law do not receive the proper punishment of disbarment and if they are disbarred, it is not 
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permanent. 

Repercussions lawyers face for breaking the professional ethic code can range in severity from 
mild to harsh punishment. Typically, these punishments can range from just a warning to temporary 
suspension to disbarment. Disbarment is the highest form of punishment a lawyer can receive and, 
according to Cornell Law School, disbarment is defined as, “the revocation of a lawyer’s license to 
practice law, usually as a result of a violation of professional ethics” (Cornell Law School). Even 
though the ABA regulates all lawyers within the United States, each state has their own bar 
association as well. While each state’s bar association rules and regulations stem from the ABA’s 
they can vary a bit from state to state, thus making disbarment a little more complicated. Each state 
bar association regulates the ethical code for attorneys; they have the power in deciding what 
sanction is fit for attorney misconduct and whether to keep the situation private or open to the 
public (Pollock, 2015). This, in part, provides some explanation for the disparity in range of severity 
and punishments given to lawyers found guilty of the same misconduct. 

Since disbarring a lawyer is very serious, it is an extensive process. In order for the possibility of 
disbarment, there first needs to be a complaint against a lawyer. These complaints come about 
because the complainant believes that the lawyer acted unethically in his/her duties. There are 
many possible acts that can be the reason for filing the complaint, but according to the author of 
Ethical Dilemmas and Decisions in Criminal Justice, Joycelyn Pollock, “one of the most common 
complaints against attorneys is that they allow deadlines to pass or miss court dates” (2015). To an 
average citizen, missing deadlines and court dates might not seem like a big deal, especially not a 
big enough deal to end your career, because you can just reschedule. In reality, deadlines and court 
dates are critical in the practice of law. They can be the difference between the ability to file suit due 
to the statute of limitations or due to missing a thirty day deadline one generally has to appeal a 
case. Nonetheless, disbarment is uncommon despite the number of lawyers that receive other types 
of sanctions for professional misconduct. Even when a lawyer is disbarred, in most states and cases, 
there is a possibility for the lawyer to ask for reinstatement in order to legally practice again. 

There are various punishments or sanctions given to lawyers when they engage in professional 
misconduct. The types of sanctions vary depending on what happened in a particular case. Before 
giving such sanctions there is a process used to take various factors into consideration. The 
American Bar Association states that they are:

(1) whether the lawyer has violated a duty owed to a client, to the public, to the legal system, or 
to the profession; (2) whether the lawyer acted intentionally, knowingly, or negligently; (3) the 
amount of the actual or potential injury caused by the lawyer’s misconduct; and (4) the existence 
of any aggravating or mitigating factors (2017). 

The issue with these lighter sanctions is that they are not required to be publicized, as opposed 
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to the more severe sanctions like disbarment. Not disclosing past unethical acts of a lawyer raises 
ethical concerns because the public is unaware of such acts. If lighter sanctions were publicly 
disclosed that could deter lawyers from unethical practice. Giving a choice of whether to make 
these sanctions public or private and keeping them private or withholding important information 
regarding the lawyer’s professional misconduct can seem suspicious to clients and the public. 
Concealing unethical practices that lawyers engage in says a lot about that profession as a whole. 

Even when a lawyers are disbarred, they have this opportunity to get their law license back, 
which allows them to continue practicing. Allowing a disbarred lawyer to potentially practice law 
again defeats the purpose of having disbarment all together. If reinstatement is even a possibility 
then why should disbarment exist if it is not permanent? That would just make disbarment a long-
term or extended suspension. Lawyers that knowingly and willfully engage in unethical practice will 
continue to take advantage of the system since it is so lenient. Disbarment being rare only allows for 
more corruption and misconduct within the legal profession and the legal system. Another problem 
with the various punishments a lawyer can receive for unethical practice is that they are not strictly 
enforced. According to Pollock, “a range of potential responses to prosecutorial misconduct have 
been offered or implemented. Many of these have weaknesses that prevent their effectiveness” 
(2015). If unethical misconduct is not enforced it allows lawyers to continue unethical practice and 
misconduct without there being serious consequences for their actions. 

While disbarment may sound like it is a permanent punishment, in many instances it is not. That 
is not to say that there are cases in which lawyers cannot petition for reinstatement or are denied for 
reinstatement. Only a few state bar associations do not allow disbarred attorneys an opportunity to 
ever be reinstated. According to Daven Mark from the Arkansas Law Review, “a minority of states 
maintain a procedure that permanently prohibits attorneys from gaining readmission to the bar” 
(2013). This procedure is a good incentive for lawyers to continuously do their job correctly and 
ethically. If a lawyer in the specific states that enforce permanent disbarment knows about this 
procedure he/she should not engage in professional misconduct knowing the severe consequence 
of losing his/her job and never being able to practice law in that state again. The strictness of states 
that do not allow for reinstatement helps gain more trust between the lawyer and client in the 
attorney-client relationship. 

Just like the serious process when deciding a lawyer’s fate of disbarment or not, there is an 
equally serious process when deciding whether a disbarred lawyer should be granted 
reinstatement. According to Mark, “permanent bars to readmission have five general justifications: (1) 
the risk of recidivism; (2) protecting the public’s perception of the bar; (3) fairness; (4) saving judicial 
resources; and (5) deterrence” (2013). Although there is the argument that permanent disbarment is 
too severe, these main points said by Mark justify the severity. A disbarred lawyer cannot continue 
unethical practice if he/she no longer has a license. If such a lawyer petitions for reinstatement and 
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it is granted, that allows the lawyer to continue unethical practice in the future, in turn leading to 
more harm done that could have been prevented. One of the most important aspects of the legal 
profession is the high need for lawyers. Law plays a role in many aspects of life in both personal and 
work related matters. Due to this, the relationship between lawyers and the public is important and 
needs to be constantly attended to. If a disbarred lawyer is granted reinstatement, that diminishes 
the public’s trust in the law and in lawyers. 

While I think that disbarment should be universally permanent, there are some potential benefits 
to reinstatement. First off, a lawyer cannot petition for reinstatement until a maximum of five years of 
disbarment is up (Lacey, 2001). This is good because that gives the lawyer a lot of time to reflect on 
his/her actions, make amends, and change his/her ways. The reinstatement process is taken very 
seriously, and according to author Kimberly Lacey with the Georgetown Journal of Legal Ethics, “the 
ABA has developed eight criteria for the evaluation of petition for reinstatement” (2001). This means 
that the ABA takes the reinstatement process very seriously, and there are many requirements and 
factors to evaluate when considering each disbarred lawyer’s reinstatement petition. Considerations 
that the ABA takes into account according to Georgetown Journal of Legal Ethics author Brian 
Finkelstein are, “the state bars look at a variety of factors before approving a candidate for 
readmission, including whether underlying causes for the misconduct have been rectified, whether 
debts have been repaid, and the likelihood of future misconduct” (2007). The reinstatement process 
takes many of these important factors into consideration, which helps when it is time to evaluate 
whether to grant reinstatement or not. 

As I mentioned earlier, disbarred lawyers can petition for reinstatement. States have different 
laws on whether disbarment is permanent or if there is a possibility of reinstatement (Finklestein, 
2007). This is problematic because it is not uniform. Through state bar associations, lawyers are 
typically licensed to practice in only a specific state. When a lawyer commits an act that results in 
his/her disbarment in that state, that lawyer has the opportunity to move to another state, take that 
state’s bar examination, and go back to practicing law. Ultimately, this opportunity creates a 
loophole for lawyers to continue unethical practice and does not resolve the underlying issue of 
completely stopping unethical lawyers from practicing. Finkelstein refers to a case in which a lawyer 
was disbarred, granted reinstatement, and continued unethical practice. According to Finklestein:

in 1975, Silverton was disbarred for the first time by the state of California. In 1992, after three 
unsuccessful petitions for readmission, Silverton seemed an unlikely candidate to rejoin the legal 
profession. But surprisingly, 17 years after his initial disbarment, the California bar apparently felt 
that he had redeemed himself. On October 6, 1992, he was once again permitted to practice law. 
In less than two years, Silverton would again begin violating ethics rules (2007). 

Finklestein (2007) provides an argument on the other side that disbarment should not be 
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permanent depending on the specific circumstances because “once lawyers have made a recovery, 
there is arguably no benefit to denying them reentry to the bar.”  I argue that is incorrect. Although 
the case with Silverton is only about one lawyer, the actions that took place can happen and be 
relevant to most disbarred lawyers. Why risk the growth of unethical misconduct in such an 
important profession that affects the lives of others? 

In summary, lawyers that engage in unethical practice need to be permanently disbarred. There 
should not be an opportunity for unethical lawyers to be able to practice in the future. Doing so 
would strengthen the relationship between society and the legal profession. While reinstatement 
seems like a positive thing, as it gives lawyers another chance, it causes more harm and more 
ethical issues within the legal profession. Reinstatement defeats the purpose of permanent 
disbarment. Disbarment should be completely permanent. 
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The Glass Castle is a memoir penned by world-renowned writer, Jeannette Walls. Her story 
illustrates her life as a child living in poverty with her parents and three siblings. Throughout the 
memoir, the story reveals the family’s dark secrets, broken promises, numerous challenges, and a 
struggle to maintain values and ethics.

Jeannette was born in Arizona in 1960 to her mother Rose Mary, an unsuccessful artist, and her 
father, Rex, a man who struggled with paranoia and alcoholism. Throughout the entirety of 
Jeannette’s childhood, Rex uproots the family dozens of times in an effort to “outrun the mob or the 
FBI” a figment of Rex’s imagination, settling in trailer parks or shacks in rural, deeply impoverished 
areas of America from California to Arizona to Nevada. A shack with no electricity or plumbing in 
West Virginia became the longest-running “home” for the Walls family, until Jeannette’s older sister, 
Lori, decides to leave the family and move to New York City. Jeannette recalls after completing her 
junior year of high school, she discovered her love of journalism. After finishing her junior year, 
Jeannette leaves West Virginia and joins Lori in New York. Jeannette is later accepted into Barnard 
University, becomes a full-time writer for a prominent magazine, marries, and lives on Park Avenue. 

Jeannette recounts many memories of her father as a child, most notably, memories of Rex and 
her fierce loyalty to him. In her youth, she recalls how Rex promised the family he would strike it rich 
one day and mine gold in one of the towns they settled in. Once he struck it rich, he said, he would 
build a “Glass Castle”: “All of Dad’s engineering skills and mathematical genius were coming 
together in one special project: a great big house he was going to build for us in the desert. It would 
have a glass ceiling and thick glass walls and even a glass staircase…” (Walls, 2010). Of course, it 
becomes central to her story that her father could not and would not build such a thing. Jeannette 
realizes this as she matures, struggling to remain a loyal believer in her father. The “Glass Castle 
“itself becomes a symbol for broken promises and dreams and Jeannette’s lifelong struggle with her 
values and ethics. 

Rex is one of the most influential people in Jeannette’s life. As she illustrates in painstaking 
detail the memories of living with her father and how difficult it was, she also describes his yearning 
to raise Jeannette to be strong. One key event in Jeannette’s life that illustrates this point is when 
Rex tries to show Jeannette how to swim. She writes that she was deeply afraid of open water and 
swimming. During one particular family vacation, her father takes them to a hot spring and 
Jeannette recounts how she clung to the edges of the hot spring. Rex dives into the hot spring, 
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pulling Jeannette away from the side of the spring and to the middle of the water and throws her in: 
“My arms flailed around, and I sank into the hot, smelly water. I instinctively breathed in. My lungs 
burned. My eyes were open, the sulfur stinging them, but the water was dark and my hair was 
wrapped around my face…” (Walls, 2010). Rex saves her, and then repeats the process again for the 
second time and saves her once more. She is finally able to propel herself away from him and get 
out of the water. When she gets out of the water, her father is apologetic but firm: “Dad kept telling 
me that he loved me, that he would never let me drown, but you can’t cling to the side your whole 
life…” (Walls, 2010). She implies further that this experience ultimately built her character and taught 
her the importance of resilience, a value she holds to throughout the rest of the memoir.  

Jeannette’s other values include loyalty to family and maturity. Jeannette illustrates the value of 
loyalty to the family through her siblings, Lori and Brian. After living for many years in West Virginia, 
Lori and Jeannette decide that they are going to work together to move out, save money, and go to 
New York. When the time comes, the two girls follow through. Lori and Jeannette remain loyal to 
each other and the plan they created together and eventually extend the offer to Brian, telling him 
that he can also come to live with them in the big city. Their ultimate goal was to look out for one 
another and set the foundation for a better life for themselves. Jeannette’s value of maturity is 
demonstrated numerous times throughout the book, but most of all when her mother has to leave 
West Virginia for weeks and leaves Jeannette in charge of the money for the household. At this 
point, Jeannette is only 13 and works out a budget: “Before Mom left, she gave me two hundred 
dollars. That was plenty, she said, to buy food for Brian and Maureen and me for two months and 
pay the water and electric bills. I did the math. It came out to twenty-five dollars a week, or a little 
over three-fifty a day” (Walls, 2010). Simply because of her family dynamic, Jeannette learned the 
value of maturity early in her life.

Jeannette consistently uses an ethical reflection process throughout this memoir but is unable to 
apply it when it comes to matters involving her father. Jeannette reflects on the values she has, 
including family, loyalty, and maturity, and tries numerous times to make tough ethical decisions. 
One example when she tries to do this is when she is left in charge of the money at 13, and her 
father asks if he can have five dollars for beer and cigarettes. Jeannette realizes that giving him five 
dollars would cost the family two days’ worth of food. Jeannette reflected on the value of family and 
maturity but ultimately gave into her dad: “I took out my green plastic change purse and pulled out a 
crumpled five and passed it over slowly…Giving him that money pissed me off. I was mad at myself 
but even madder at dad. He knew I had a soft spot for him…” (Walls, 2010). Although Jeannette used 
the ethical reflection process, it failed. She knew the ethical thing to do was to save the money so 
the family could eat, but she is in a tough position as the child of a father who struggles with 
alcoholism and mental illness. 
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Another example of Jeannette struggling to use her ethical reflection process is when she is 
living in New York as an adult. One evening, Jeannette is on her way to a party when she looks out 
the window of the cab she is in and sees her own mother rummaging through the trash, looking for 
something to eat: “I slid down in the seat and asked the driver to turn around and take me home to 
Park Avenue” (Walls, 2010). Days later, after reaching her mother through a friend by telephone, she 
offers to take her mother out to eat to talk. While they are together, Jeannette tells her mother she 
saw her rummaging through the trash when she was in the cab. She goes on to say that she does 
not know what to tell people, like friends, co-workers, and love interests, about her parents because 
she is too ashamed. Jeannette is illustrating here that her ethical reflection process is failing. 

When she does offer to help her mother by giving them money, her mother smartly says, “I’m 
fine. You’re the one who needs help. Your values are all confused” (Walls, 2010). She is not able to 
help her family because they do not want help, but she is also not able to be honest with the people 
in her adult life in New York.

Jeannette’s ethical response to her group, in this case, her family, fails at the beginning of her life 
as demonstrated in her memoir; however, the compilation of this memoir demonstrates the shift in 
her ethical response. Instead of choosing to continue to hide her past from the world, she chose to 
return to her values of family, maturity, and loyalty, and writes an entire book about her life: “It was, I 
had thought, a shameful story, one I’d hidden for years, a childhood filled with poverty, alcoholism, 
and homelessness…People understood, sometimes better than I did” (Walls, 2017). Jeannette 
comes to understand that in being honest and sharing her life story, the outcome was her ability to 
cultivate an open forum for others to share their stories about their families. This is proven through 
the success of the book, which has been translated into 22 languages and become a feature film. 

The most appropriate normative ethical theory that fits Jeannette is virtue ethics because she 
“develops certain values or characteristics over time that are considered to be moral…” (Fidelus, 
2015). Jeannette’s character and intentions are good throughout the entire memoir, but it takes her 
years to develop strong virtues, like honesty, through her experiences. This is also a point Aristotle 
echoes: “Virtue of thought arises and grows mostly from teaching, and hence needs experience and 
time. Virtue of character results from habit; hence its name ‘ethical,’ slightly carried from ‘ethos’” 
(Ciulla, 55). In Jeannette’s story, it could also be argued that the deontological theory is also very 
similar, in that both of these theories do not focus on the consequences, but rather on if the actions 
themselves are right or wrong. However, these two theories differ when duty comes into play: 
“Kant’s ethical theory emphasizes the importance of acting on principle or doing something 
because it is the right thing to do, regardless of the consequences” (Ciulla, 93). Jeannette does not 
adhere to a duty to act morally and does not feel the need to act morally for the sake of a divine 
obligation. 
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Finally, consequentialism in this story does not apply. Jeannette’s main issue with dishonesty is 
not a morally right action that does not produce a morally good end. However, this could be 
contrasted with her choice later in life as she opts to eventually write about her experiences, which 
produces a great end for many people. Her choosing to write this memoir also demonstrates 
concern for doing the most social good. Jeannette created a channel in which those who feel 
ostracized because of their family dynamics can now feel included and understood. Both of these 
examples fall in line with John Stuart Mill’s concern for “decisions based on the consequences of 
giving the greatest good for the greatest number” and John Rawls’s theory that “the consequence 
of an act must be fair, just, and show equality for all concerned from a liberty, economic, and social 
standpoint” (Fidelus, 2015). 

Through the retelling of her life, Jeannette Walls and her memoir, The Glass Castle, demonstrate 
an important central idea: No matter what background you come from or what life you lead, you are 
always in a position of ethical leadership. Leadership and its ethical dilemmas know no bounds, but 
these dilemmas are paramount to the human experience of growth and development. The Glass 
Castle, while illustrating the importance of leadership in Jeannette Walls’s own unique experiences, 
continues to be a symbol of hope, resilience, family, loyalty, love, and healing. 
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