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Some 20 Lake County high school students spoke of 
courage as they read their literary submissions at the 
Tenth Dems 8th Annual Poetry and Prose Contest 
Awards Night. Awards Night afforded all who entered 
the contest the opportunity to read their original 
works. Most of the honorees attended and read, as did 
many other student entrants.

The event was attended by local high school students, 
their families, friends, and classmates, as well as 
community leaders, including Waukegan Mayor Sam 
Cunningham. Waukegan Park District Board Vice 
President Marc Jones served as host for a touching, 
inspirational, and at times heartrending evening. 

This year’s contest drew approximately 100 entries 
celebrating, examining, and advancing courage in 
poetry and prose. Three submissions in each category 
were singled out by the judges, with first, second, 
and third prizewinners receiving $250, $150, and $100 
respectively. In addition, three entries in each category 
received honorable mention and a small cash prize. 

The twelve awardees and their inspiring works are 
featured in this Tenth News Literary Edition. 

Two of the published poets who judged the student 
submissions, Lois Baer Barr and Jacqueline Nicole 
Harris, who read an original poem, were present at 
Awards Night to congratulate and encourage the 
young people. Contest judges Gilberto Colin and Josue 
Pasillas, themselves contest award winners when they 
were students at Waukegan High School, also spoke. 
Video greetings from Wisconsin Congresswoman and 
poet Gwen Moore, who recited her original poem 
about poet Maya Angelou, capped off the evening.

This annual event demonstrates Tenth Dems’ belief 
that politics is about more than just elections. We 
believe that politics should be a means for improving 
our local communities, our state, and our nation. And 
what better way to realize these goals than to nurture 
the talent of young people?

Young Writers Move the Crowd with their Courage at 
Tenth Dems’ 8th Annual Poetry and Prose Awards Night
By Kendra Roberts 



5

Letter to Myself

I know you.
You’re watching the others bloom into magnificent roses
With the sweet scent of success filling your nose
While you sit there wondering when your
Petals will begin to blossom but please,
Just Breathe.

I know you walk in the halls amongst your peers
Watching each and every empty face
Twist and morph into something beautiful
And you pull your sweater closer to your body,
Hoping nobody will see the glowing passion Within your heart
But you need to Breathe.

I know you sit there,
Listening to the agonizing screams
Yelling in your ear to 
Keep quiet, Settle down,
But you need to breathe and Rise up
You cannot stay quiet.
You cannot let them Chain you like a 
Forgotten and Beaten animal,
You will not let them forget, You will show them your 
scars.

You will not let the voices in your head tell you that you are
Meaningless, Worthless
But you will breathe and Prove to them of your worth.
I know you read this,
Your heart racing, Your palms sweating,
And I know you’re scared.
You feel Disgusted, Humiliated with your voice,
But your petals will grow, 
Just Breathe. 

Bianka Lewis, Zion Benton Township High School
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In All its Shapes and forms

It comes and goes
In tiny bursts or an adrenaline rush,
From speaking without fear
To existing despite the circumstances. 

It is a beating heart and frantic hands,
Holding tight in spite of piercing glares. 

It is embracing culture 
In a world of xenophobes.

It is holding a walk-out in front of a school
For those students who can no longer return.

It is selfless.
It is self-preserving. 

It is for the faint-hearted 
and the strong-willed
In an outstretched hand
That is not always easy to grasp. 
 

It is in a firefighter putting out smoke
And a child taking the first steps. 

It is artistry and music 
Without parent approval.

It is changing a name that no longer fits, 
And tears of joy at a family bathroom. 

It is demanding green in companies
That only want gold.

It is a fight for today
To preserve our tomorrow,
For it takes the most courage
To want to live.

 
Karen Serrano, Waukegan High School
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Listen here, self : 

Don’t // look at yourself in the mirror and tell me you’re scared,

Let // me tell you I’m sorry for the way it ended, I know you cared.

Her // words used to soothe you and fill your world with warmth,

Take // it from me : she ran out of love for you, so go forth.

What // you had, was, and what you’ll have again, will be

You’ve // done something brave kid, you loved with every atom in you, in me

Had // you not, then you could feel this shame - THEN you feel let this pain overwhelm you

Since // you’ve learned from this, and grown from this, let me tell you one thing to do

Day // after day you remind yourself of how much I love you. Greater than any trips to the 

moon, greater than any number of flowers that bloom, greater than orchestras that’ll play 

music that will make one swoon. I think you’re so lovely.

One // day you’ll find another, so don’t forget your love won’t always be hurt

Don’t let her take what you’ve had since day one

 
Yaneth Rosas, Zion Benton Township High School
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Mamá Knows It Well

She

         searched 

                          and  

                                  searched 

                                                    for 

                                                             a 

                                                               better 

                                                                             life

                                                                                     in 

                                                                                            the  

                                                                                                   most 

                                                                                                        courageous 

                                                                                                     way

                                                                                             she

         and 

                                                                          so

                                                             many

                                                   others 

                                          knew 

                                 how 

                          ✖

                                                                                               

                                                   They all have dreams too.

Lissete Lopez, Waukegan High School
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My teacher in second period

After the shooting in

Florida, my teacher took

time to talk to us.

The teacher checks if 

the students understand or

have any questions.

We all express our

feelings and bewilderment 

about the topic.

My teacher’s like a 

warrior, strong and valiant.

She didn’t seem afraid. 

She once said aloud

she would do anything to

protect her students. 

In all my years of

school, a teacher never said

that to me before. 

Anali Mendoza, Zion Benton Township High School
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Materfamilias

My mom can dance her heart away
And teach me to move, to groove, to sway.
She takes care of me and also my pet
Like she has no problems that make her fret.

Ma praises me in times of success
And encourages me when the outcome is less
Than what she knows I can do
Because her intentions are always true.

In my heartbreak she helps me to get through,
Whether she knows what I’m feeling or what to do.
When I am scared, she may be too,
But she acts nonchalant like it’s nothing new.

I know the world isn’t as kind as it seems,
Even though she wants me to believe that it gleams.
She has patrons, clients, and corporate foes
That try to trip her, step on her toes.

Mommy cares, mommy gives,
Mommy shares, mommy lives.
She keeps me happy and content,
Worrying for me while she is spent.

Mama has pains, sadness, and sorrow.
I’ll never see it today or tomorrow.
She masks hurting in love and smiles,
With warm food and fashionable styles.

Her rose-pressing passport claims foreign identity
While to me she remains my own lady liberty.
Her independence is my freedom in this land,
From mountaintops to prairies, forests to whitened sand.

My mother’s courage is strength to go on.
She can do the impossible: have beauty and brawn 

Matthew Tantengco, Waukegan High School
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The Power Starts With You

It’s 9 o’clock at night and I just worked what felt to me as the longest shift of my life. I couldn’t 
wait to go home and see how my parents had spent their day. I didn’t know that within a matter of 
minutes my whole life would be flipped upside down. As I walk to my car, something didn’t feel right, I 
felt the presence of someone walking behind me yet when I looked, they seemed to have disappeared. 
It all happened so fast I don’t think I can say all of what had happened. Why was it me? What did I do?

Every day I am faced with difficult challenges. Feeling like this day will forever haunt me, how 
will I look past this? It felt as if the world was caving in, I couldn’t breathe, move, or even scream I was 
so afraid I didn’t know how to get away. How could I have predicted something like this was going 
to happen? How am I going to tell my parents? How am I even going to look myself in the mirror? 
Everyone is going to say that this was my fault. It was all my fault. I shouldn’t be such a nice person. I 
caused this. Now all I see is disgust.

I have nightmares of this night. They grabbed me from behind, pulled me to the dark alley and 
told me if I ever spoke of what happened I would regret it. With ripped clothes, shaking body, crying 
I ran to my room, shutting out the world around me. Beginning my depression and PTSD. My parents 
think it’s just a faze, they keep saying ‘she’ll get over it’, ‘she’s just stressed from school and work’. I 
want to scream at the top of my lungs ‘HELP! SAVE ME! I’M DYING!’, but what good would that do for 
me, they told me stay quiet or else. What about what I want, my feelings, my life? 

Mom, I just want you to know you didn’t cause any of this. Dad, I’m sorry I couldn’t defend myself 
the way you always taught me to. But this is my time, and I refuse to let the people who did this to 
me to have any more power over me and my life. This is where it ends, this is my life, and I’m taking a 
stand. You can’t control me anymore. I’m taking my life back.” 

There are over 60 million survivors of sexual abuse in America today, “90% never report their 
abuse to law enforcement and more 30% will never report it to anyone at all” It takes courage to take 
a stand and speak up for sexual abuse. It takes courage to tell your family, friends, or even the police 
that you are a victim of sexual abuse. You’re not alone. Take a stand and don’t allow your power to be 
silenced. You are courageous. Not many can say they know how you’re feeling or even what you went 
through but you’re not alone. Many rape victims are afraid to come forward, afraid to be shamed. We 
as a nation need to stand and make them feel safe to talk about these situations. Would you want to 
talk about your abuse if someone told you “why didn’t you just keep your knees together”? If you can 
talk about your life changing experiences you are courageous. Speak up. Keep your power. 

 

Itsamari Berrios, Waukegan High School
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I thought I was doing the right thing.

I was nine years old. 

My mom was pregnant with my little brother and I was so excited  to have a baby in the 
house.

I was in the car with my step dad waiting for my bus to come and I was telling him how I 
was so excited for the baby and he asked me “do you want one?” he said he could make me 
one, he turned around and looked at me with this evil in his eyes that scared me.

All I could do is beg that my bus would get there quickly. 

He ruined my day, he ruined everything for me.

He used to wake me up after my mom had left for work around 4am, I’d be terrified, I 
would just lay in the bed pretending to sleep. 

He would put on mtv so the music would play in the background, Set fire to the rain by 
Adele came on, I will never forget it because it’s when he started to get closer to me and I’d 
just try my best to move away from him. 

I can’t listen to Adele anymore without replaying that over and over in my head. 

He ruined me, I can’t wear shorts or skirts without feeling uncomfortable.

Last time I had shorts on I was on the couch sleeping and he got on top of me, I didn’t 
know what to do. 

All I could do was cry and try to process what was going on.

Why didn’t I tell my mom? She was so happy with him.

I’ve never seen her so happy before and we had just bought a house. 

I didn’t want to ruin her happiness.

I wasn’t the one who said something. 

It was my little sister she was 5 around that time she was also being raped by him she told 
her friend and they called the cops. 

continued on next page
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When my mom found out she asked me, “you didn’t tell me because you liked it 
right?” she kept on repeating it, I started asking myself what was wrong with me. 

She told me I was asking for it. 

I still to this day feel like I ruined her happiness that she was looking for.

After he went to jail my mom would visit him and they’d send letters.

On my birthday he sent me a birthday card as if he hadn’t raped me and my sister 
as if he hadn’t ruined our life. 

I still feel his stubble on my cheek and not being able to breathe.

He ruined me.

Kary Hernandez, Waukegan High School
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Day in a Life

    Beep. Beep. Beep. Ugh, five more minutes. I don’t want to go to school. I want to stay 
home, under my blankets, in bed all day. I hear my mom at the door. “Mijo It’s time to get up,” 
she says. I attend the best private high school in the state, according to the statistics. I was 
top of my class in middle school. Teachers said that I deserved better than just a public school. 
One of my teachers was an alumnus of the high school that I currently attend so he got me in. 

    I get up and start to get myself ready for school. You know the usual dress code for a 
guy, dress shoes, dress pants, dress shirt, and tie. I get there earlier than when the class starts 
because my mom drops me off. The school is half an hour North while my mother’s job is half 
an hour South, so her commute is an hour each day,  because of me. My dad could take me but 
he is too tired from working all night. Then he has to go work during the day. 

    I get to school before anyone else gets there. The usual routine, do some homework or 
read my book. My first period is U.S. Government and the main topic is this year’s upcoming 
elections, Trump vs. Hillary. Most of the time I just sit back and see all of my classmates say 
that Trump deserves to win. That all Mexicans are criminals and rapist. I’m Mexican, but they 
don’t know that because I blend in with the gringos. I don’t have an accent. I don’t look like 
the people that they are against. My people. Finally, the class is close to being over. 

    Mr. Smith says at the end of class, “Please finish up your presentations on why you 
think your chosen president should win. I would like to know why you think your president 
should win.” Of course, I know who they are all going to pick. The one that is going to end up 
deporting my parents. But to survive in this school you have to fit in. 

    The rest of the day is uneventful. During lunch, you hear the usual from the guys “Yeah 
we won last night.” or “I knew we were going to beat them.” or “Guess what, my dad got me 
that sports car that I wanted.” I don’t understand how this is the best academic school but all 
the guys here are idiotic. The only reason why they attend here is that their family has money. 
The girls thinking that they are all that. They are all privileged in this school. 

    I have yet to start on my presentation because I don’t know who should be my 
president. Should I just make the presentation that I am expected to make or make the one 
that I truly think should be my president? Might as well not start any commotion among 
my classmates. My mom walks into my room as I work on my presentation. “Mijo what are 
you…” she stares at my computer screen. Speechless. She just turns and walks out. That 
disappointment that I saw in her, I have never seen before. 

    The next morning we ride in silence on our way to school. No words exchanged. Then 
first period starts. 

     “Erick, you’re first,” says Mr. Smith. I know what I have to do even if my parents won’t 
know about it. 

continued on next page
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I begin “I know what you all expect me to say. ‘Trump is my president’, let me tell you 
something, he isn’t. He is a person that is going to deport all immigrants. The one that is going 
to be responsible for breaking up families. Families like mine.” I can hear a few gasps. Some 
hold their breath. 

    “That’s right. I am Mexican. I am one of those so-called criminals, drug dealers, and 
rapist. Not all are like that. We have normal lives. My mother works during the day. My dad 
works during the night and during the day. My parents work jobs so that I can come here. 
Tell me how are they criminals? They left their country so that they, themselves could have a 
better life. So they can give their children a better life than what they would have had in their 
own country. All they have done was live like just about any American in this the so-called land 
of opportunity. So tell me, is your so-called president a person that cares about other people? 
People that haven’t done one bad thing in this country. People that have lived by the rules 
and have lived an honest life the time that they have been in this country. Do people really 
deserve that injustice?” The silence was all that you could hear. I sat down listening. Nothing. 
Not a sound. I think even the teacher was unsure of what to say at that point.

    Things were just awkward after that. People looked at me differently, like if I had 
changed bodies or as if I was walking around naked. Some gave me dirty looks, but I don’t 
mind, I never liked most of the people here anyway. I don’t regret what I said. It was about 
time that spoke up.

Daniel Arizmendi, Cristo Rey St. Martin College Prep
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Diary of Afsoon Hafeez

December 14th, 2017
 Father has started again! He was going on and off earlier today about getting married. “I 
need you to be productive. You can’t just sit and eat in my house every day. You know we need 
money,” he said. By “we,” he means himself and my siblings. I can’t blame him. He earns 136؋ a 
day; that’s very low. All his money comes from the crops we harvest and the laboring job he has 
in the local market. We sold our last productive harvest seven months ago. Those destructive 
pests have made our produce quality very poor. It’s quite reasonable that people don’t want 
crops with holes in them. Father has been telling us that he was going to buy one of those things 
in cans that destroy those devilish pests. He speaks of them so highly like they are going to 
solve of our problems. Such nuisance! May Allah forgive me! Since it’s getting awfully cold now, 
there is no hope of getting our means of income from farming. Kazeem has started working as 
a laborer in the local market with father. Poor boy, Father never let him attend school. Being the 
only boy, Father trains him to be the man of the house. His tiny hands already have calluses, and 
he’s only ten. Aisha, Aliyah and Abiba attend school though. It took a lot of convincing before 
Father finally allowed them to attend school. Although Aisha is about to be pulled out of school, 
Aliyah and Abiba have a pretty bright future in school. Their teacher speaks highly of them, but 
father never like them, at least not as much as Kazeem and I. He pretends to treat them well, 
but I think he still blames them for Mama’s death. The moment Abiba was born, Mama kicked 
the bucket. I have been taking care of the twins since they were born. It is one of the reasons 
why I do not attend school. 

December 15th, 2017
 I had to go to the market to get some warm clothes for Aliyah and Abiba. They both 
grow like beanstalks. It was a very long and tiring walk to the market. One of the things we do 
not have in Khewa is good transportation. I also had to get water from the well, cook Pulao, 
wash the plates, and study. I don’t attend school, but I practice everything I learned in school. 
It’s the only way I can help Abiba, Aliyah and Aisha with their homework. I actually like studying, 
but it’s very hard to do when you are more or less the mother in the house. I took some time 
to listen to the afternoon news on the radio. I also listen to some music and a few buzkashi 
matches. Father got the radio for us when he had to work in another village. He claims it cost 
him a lot of money, though I doubt it. It was in very poor shape when he brought it, even in 
worse shape now. It still works though, and that is all that matters. When I got home, father told 
me that he wanted to talk to me. He said, “The Ibrahims are making a marriage deal with me. It 
seems like Rasheed is ready to tie the knot.” My head was filled with a very strange noise. I was 
not ready for this, but I couldn’t say no. It is against Allah to disobey Father. I bent my head and 
said, “Yes, father. I have heard you.” He dismissed me, and I went outside to watch the kids play 
football. They are about twenty of them chasing after a tiny football. Kazeem is very skillful. 

continued on next page
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Sometimes he fantasizes of being a football player or buzkashi player. I went to bed that night 
thinking of all the dreams we have, all the dreams that we know can’t come true.

December 25th, 2017
 I am tired. I don’t want to get married. The Ibrahims were really serious about their offer. 
Father is raging about the marriage. He says that the Ibrahims are “rich.” They live in a better 
village than we do. Hazeezat, my friend suggested I leave. We have a lot in common. She has 
seven siblings. She doesn’t know any of her grandparents because they are dead just like mine. 
My friend was going to help me escape to Turkey. I don’t know how she’s going to do it, but she 
told me people leave all the time. “You wouldn’t be the first,” she said. I don’t know if I’m going 
to leave yet, but I really want to. I don’t think I am brave enough to leave. If I go, how would my 
father and siblings survive? They need me. The twins do not need another person out of their 
lives because they have endured a lot already. I would not be able to live with myself. Would I 
even come back? If I do not leave, I will have to marry Rasheed, give birth to as many kids as I 
can, and take up the job of a full housewife and mother. I will have to give up my dreams. I think 
I have made up my mind

Toluwanimi Akinlade, Zion Benton Township High School
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iT

In a land far far away there lies a small town called “Euphoria.” There lies a bunch of our 
deepest thoughts and fears. The President has placed the town under quarantine due to the 
break out of a malicious virus that can cause even the meekest of humans to take action to 
defy social norms and live their true life. 

*chatter amongst the crowd*

Mr.President: As we are gathered here today to discuss the current state of our beautiful 
home. I know you’ve all heard the rumours and it is true.. We have been struck by this … 

*a sudden outburst comes from a young boy in the crowd* 

Young Boy: In the beginning it is faint,dull and lifeless- It scares me nonetheless- the very 
idea of possessing such a trait as this. I trembled with fear..when I heard the adults discussing 
in secrecy.

Mr.President: Get that young boy out of here!!! 

*The crowd suddenly breaks out into a chant* 

Crowd: LET HIM SPEAK! LET HIM SPEAK! 

Young Boy:  How could something so pathetic,weak and feeble minded like myself muster 
up the might to conquer this. It moved in silence. It struck wherever there was fear. There 
were once fables of this thing-this big,bold,beautiful thing- that made people conquer their 
insecurities and realize that they were destined for greater things in life. Once there was 
a boy who realized that he loved another boy and do you know what happened next? The 
next day he woke up and realized that love is ... beautiful regardless of society’s dictation 
and eloped with his lover. And it gets worse…there’s this girl who after her suicide attempt 
gathered all her strength and asked for help! … This thing is really powerful. Silent almost 
kinda like snow… exactly like snow. Once you slip, you slide down the slippery slope and 
there’s only two options. One: stretch your hands out and gain traction from those around 
you for help. Two: Hit the bottom where there is no one else there to help. Its kinda like 1vs1 
the answer will always be itself-you-. You become your worst enemy. My mom says it strikes 
each person while they’re asleep. In order to wake up we have to acknowledge its presence. It 
can even go unnoticed if not treated. 

A young mother in the crowd: So what can we do?! There’s gotta be something we can do 
to stop it… My cousin Jimmy is strong. He fights the biggest and the toughest guys I’m sure 
this virus is no match for him. 

*The crowd begins to talk among themselves* 

continued on next page
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Mr.President: Silence! Everyone please. I know this will not be easy for many of us and 
unfortunately this thing is incurable there is no way to prevent an attack. 

A middle aged man in the crowd: IF YOU CAN’T PROTECT US? WHO CAN! WHO WILL 
SAVE US! WHO!? 

Mr. President: I understand your anger and your fear. The only thing that can protect you 
is fear and even then the virus can mutate into something stronger and defeat our fears. The 
only thing we can do is wait. We all carry a trait for the virus. It only takes a matter of time 
before it blooms. If you see anyone-.. neighbors,friends,family,infants even…- persevering in 
the face of adversity,embracing the unknown or even attempting to stand up for themselves 
please tell your local officials. This virus cannot go unnoticed. Thank you.

 

Racquel Reid, Waukegan High School
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Worth It

She walks into the back of the line and gets into place. Knowing she will be slow, she tries to 
stay out the way. She can feel the adrenaline and tension that seems to come out the pores of 
the competitors and her own team.

Everyone is all trying to fit on the white line and gain an advantage on each other. The girl 
looks around at the people she is going against. They’re all skinnier, faster, and have more 
experience than her. She looks down, regretting joining the team. She spots the starter 
walking to the front. He has a microphone in hand and starts to tell the rules of the meet. 

“If anyone pushes anyone down then everyone will have to stop running, come to the starting 
line, and start the race over.” The starter says.

I hope someone does that. She thinks to herself. 

The starter finishes up the rules, moves out of the runners way, and lifts his gun in the air. 
Here we go. She notices that the other runners are getting into a certain position and she 
copies them.

“Ready! Set…” POP! She takes off with the other competitors.

Surprisingly, she’s keeping a steady pace with the other runners. She isn’t in the front, but she 
isn’t in the back either. She gets excited and a flicker of hope settles into her heart. But, she 
gets tired quickly. She didn’t set a pace and overexerted herself. 

The girl starts to think back to when she first announced her wish to join Cross Country. 
People had laughed at her. She remembers people telling her that she couldn’t do it and how 
she believed them. She believes them now.

With all the negativity running through her mind, the girl starts to panic and air is barely 
getting to her lungs. She can’t seem to block out the people’s voices that doubted her. 

She’s praying for air to come back into her lungs. With every wheeze that passes through her, 
another negative thought slams into her. There’s squawks to her left and the girl snaps her 
head in that direction. She sees a flock of flying birds that seem to be running with her. She 
knows they are flying away from her, but she uses the birds as her motivation. They said I 
couldn’t do it, but I won’t let them be right.

She starts to focus on her breathing. She thinks of anything but the throbbing of her legs and 
being in last place. Her grit is proving the unbelievers wrong. She refuses to give up now when 
she has gotten this far.

Soon, she sees the upcoming finish line. Her team cheering her on-along with her coach-
pushes her to keep going. Let go. She thinks and she gives the ending distance her all. Her 

continued on next page
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team can feel her determination and they run beside her. With the support of her team, 
coach, and even the other competitors she makes it to the finish line.

People come and pat her on the back. Some tell her how proud they was of her, what a good 
job she did, and how brave she was to keep going. She’s overloaded by emotions. She was in 
last place, but she finished and she couldn’t be anymore proud of herself. 

She starts crying. When people constantly tell you you can’t win and you’re stuck in that place 
in the middle of your journey when you start to agree with them, but you keep going and you 
make it to the end; that is when you know that you can do anything.

Asante Solomon, Zion Benton Township High School

“Dad” Solomon reads on behalf of his daughter, Assante Solomon, who 
was visiting colleges and unable to appear.
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Meet the 2017 Judges
These published writers read the original work submitted by the students and 

selected the prizewinning entries.  The manuscripts the judges read were anonymous, 
identified solely by randomly assigned numbers.  Thus, the judges knew absolutely nothing 
about the student authors when they made their selections.

Gizella Meneses is Associate Professor of Spanish at Lake Forest College. She teaches 
language, literature and film. She has published various articles on Latinx literature and 
creative work, both prose and poetry. She has produced and directed two short documentary 
films and her most recent academic publication is Argentine Cinema: from Noir to Neo-Noir.

Lois Baer Barr is an emerita 
professor of Spanish at Lake 
Forest College and a literacy 
tutor at the Waukegan Public 
Library. She has been nominated 
for the Pushcart Prize for poetry 
and fiction.  Her books, articles 
and reviews on Spanish and 
Latin American literature have 
appeared here and abroad. Her 
poetry chapbook won Poetica 
Magazine’s 2013 contest.  Her 
chapbook of flash fiction will be 
published in 2018 by Red Bird 
Press.  She likes to bike and write and studies Spanish dance in her spare time. 

Gilberto J. Colin is a graduate of Waukegan High School 
(Class of 2013) and DePaul University (Class of 2017) 
where he earned a Bachelor of Science in Finance with a 
Minor in Philosophy. Today, Gilberto is a financial analyst 
at CNH Industrial and an incoming student at Marquette 
University’s Graduate School of Management. In his 
spare time, he serves on the Waukegan to College Alumni 
Board, participates as an active member in Toastmasters 
International, and volunteers with Congressman Brad 
Schneider’s campaign.  In 2013, Gilberto’s prose “Fitting In” 
received an honorable mention in our Annual Poetry and 
Prose Competition.

Jacqueline Harris, lead judge for prose, and Lois Barr, lead judge for poetry, 
with Elizabeth Albert, one of the originators of the competition, listen intently 
to a student reader.

Gilberto Colin shakes hands with MC 
Marc Jones as Marc gets ready to hand 
the mic to Gilberto..
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Josue Pasillas is a graduate of Waukegan High 
School (Class of 2013) and Pitzer College (Class 
of 2017) where he earned a Bachelor of Arts 
in Urban Studies and Environmental Analysis 
with a Minor in Spanish. Today, Josue is the 
Communications Specialist at the Waukegan Park 
District where he oversees all digital marketing 
efforts and implements bilingual community 
relations strategies. In his free time, he serves 
as precinct committeeman for the Lake County 
Democratic Party and volunteers with various 
community organizations and campaigns. In 2013, 

Josue’s prose “A Sunny Summer Day” received third place in our Annual Poetry and Prose 
Competition.

Jacqueline Nicole Harris is a performance poet and writer/blogger from North Chicago, 
Illinois. She has self published five poetry chapbooks. Her fifth book, ON LIFE, won the 
Black Caucus of the American Library Associations Ebook Award for 2017.

MJ Gabrielsen is a writer and poetry editor. She has a forthcoming pamphlet, Watching 
Earth (Red Bird Press 2018) and has published in The Avocet. Her work has been described 
as a voice that conveys intriguing images and beauty. She is co-founder of Library Poets 
workshop (Deerfield, IL) and President, East on Central Literary Journal (Highland Park, IL). 
MJ was also writer-in-residence (2017) at WriteOn Door County, WI.

Paid for by the Illinois Tenth Congressional District Democrats (www.tenthdems.org). 

Josue Pasillas welcomes the crowd in Spanish




