


The Worlds Within Us  
Kelly Lynne Donnelly   

Editors’ Notes
The Chestatee Review has withstood a consolidation, staff  changes, and I would be lying if  I said creating a magazine 
was easy, but working with The Chestatee Review staff  has been an eye-opening experience. I have much respect for 
the past editors and staff  who have consistently collaborated and produced a beautiful magazine, and I only hope 
my contribution over the past year lives up to the legacy that is this magazine. 

I must offer my greatest thanks to our faculty advisors, specifically Dr. Donna Gessell and Mr. Ezekiel Black, who 
have offered support and guidance over the year. Your help has been immeasurable, and I mean that. I also must 
acknowledge my fellow Editor-in-Chief, Kelly Donnelly, whose experience and determination has saved me hours 
of  headaches. Thank you—you have been amazing.

And last, I want to acknowledge UNG and the students who support us, without even knowing. This magazine is 
for all of  the students who participated in our contests and who attended our events, the faculty who encouraged 
students to submit, and anyone who supports and appreciates the arts. This is for you.

Thank you for making my last year memorable, and I hope you enjoy the work UNG students have created.

 
Diane Jagels
Editor-in-Chief

Spring 2017

Working on this magazine was difficult, not only because of  the work itself, but because I didn’t know if  I could 
do this. I couldn’t have done this without supportive family and friends. I am also grateful for the support of  The  
Chestatee Review staff  members and faculty advisors. 

Even though we had many new staff  members this year, we still formed a group of  organized people who were 
determined to make this year’s magazine the best it could be. I didn’t know I’d meet people who would offer to 
help before I even needed to ask. However, I am not only thankful for the support, I am also thankful for the 
challenges, which helped me grow.          
 
I am thankful for the writers—new and old—who have submitted their work to The Chestatee Review, knowing that 
they might not be published. 
 
But mostly, I am thankful for you, the reader. This magazine is for people who still place importance on good  
writing and art. This is for people who would rather read a book than watch television. Without you, there would 
have been no reason to do any of  this. 
 

 
Kelly Donnelly 
Editor-in-Chief

And rising one morning with the dawn, he stood before the Sun and spoke to it thus: 
 
“You great star! What would your happiness be if  you had not those for whom you shine!” 
 
—Friedrich Nietzsche, Thus Spoke Zarathustra

This project originally started as an astronomy and astrology assignment for  
Dr. Macklin Cowart’s Chaucer class. For my final project, I created multiple 
illustrations of  the Aristotelian Ptolemaic universe in photoshop. Little did I 
know that two years later, I would end up revising the project for the cover of  
The Chestatee Review. 
 
In the geocentric universe, the earth does not revolve around any other planets, 
and it is composed of  four elements: Earth, Water, Air, and Fire.  Each sphere 
revolves around the Earth, carrying the other planets. The first sphere is the 
moon, which is closest to Earth, followed by Mercury, Venus, the Sun, Mars, 
Jupiter, and Saturn. The remaining spheres hold the “fixed stars” which do not 
move relative to each other, and beyond the fixed stars lies the kingdom of  
heaven. 
 
The geocentric system was plausible because it reflected our observations: the 
Earth does not seem to rotate, while the the moon, the Sun, and the stars seem 
to revolve around us.
 
The only major revision I did to the project was to add a ram’s head, which is 
the animal that represents my astrological sign, aries. Aries is the first symbol 
of  the zodiac, representing spring and the beginning of  the life cycle.  
 
The title of  the piece “The Worlds Within Us” signifies the different  
perspectives each writer and artist brings to this magazine. That is one benefit 
 a literary magazine offers—each piece has a different writing style. Instead of  
one voice, we hear dozens. 
 
When I look at the stars, I’m reminded of  how miniscule we really are, and 
then, many stressful events in life become less worrisome. For someone with 
an anxious personality, nothing is more calming than looking at the stars at 
night.
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Poetry 
First Place: “Good Will” by Ethan Howard
Second Place: “The Man Who Came with the Rain” by Anna Maria Little
Third Place: “A Foundling’s Blues” by Keza Kasende

One-Act Plays
First Place: “A Happening Scene” by Brandon Day
Second Place: “Im-PROP-er Dinner” by Gregory Hirsch
Third Place: “The Collectors” by Adrian Huff

Fiction
First Place: “Home Again” by Quentin Morgan
Second Place: “The Fallen” by Sydney Smith
Third Place: “I’m Not Rose” by Amanda Niemann

Creative Non-fiction
First Place: “Six Memories of  My Father” by Anna Maria Little
Second Place: “The Depth of  Humility” by Megan Nichole Broome
Third Place: “The Ghosts Who Carry Us” by Elizabeth Devine

Formal Essays
First Place: “Shadowed Memories” by Megan Nichole Broome
Second Place: “A Feminist Reading of  The Brief  and Wondrous Life of  Oscar Wao”  
 by Marcel Cantu
Third Place: “Redefining Reality” by Haley Shea Barfield

Contest Winners Visual Poetry
Art inspires art. Sometimes it’s 
a song inspiring a story. Other 

times a book will inspire a 
play. In this instance, our staff 

members inspired our UNG 
art students with their poetry.  
The resulting works of art are 

beautiful visual representations 
of the words our staff presented 

to the artists. 

“Speckles dance upon your eyes.
Moonlight shoots across the sky,

reflecting off our tears.” 
Diane Jagels

“Cosmic Eyes”

Spring 2017
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Fireflies
Claire Foley

The fireflies of  summer had their first performance tonight. 
The sun sunk slowly, raising the curtain, starting the dance of  light. 
They flitted through the trees, the world as their stage, 
Twinkling without toes, tripping across the page.
Gracefully, they graced me with jetes and chaîné turns. 
They pihrouetted prettily, and I began to learn.
Round and round they flew, searching far and near,
Looking for loves that were lost to chill and some to fear.
Never ever tiring of  their noble quest,
Lightning bugs go dizzy as the sun sets in the West.

As I watch intently this beautiful search of  theirs,
My attention’s stolen by a smile a little girl wears.
Light’s reflected in her eyes and deep within her soul,
The joy I see inside her fills me up and makes me whole.
Laughter bursts into the air as she spins and twirls and chases.
Heaven is delighted as her heart is filled with praises.
Whirring through the air, the dancers blink their lights,
Something in the little girl lifts into the night.
The dots and dashes of  the code speak into the child,
The action I observe seems so random and so wild.

But in the eyes of  the young, there’s order everywhere. 
There’s beauty in the silence, there’s art in what is bare.
Chaos is removed, forming patterns made of  love.
The twinkling lights surround me and make me look above.
Through the eyes of  one so innocent I find a faith renewed,
Sarcasm and snark replaced by a brand new attitude.
The Light transforms, restores, and graces,
Illuminates our path and lights our faces.
The music of  the wind frames this new ballet
Whisking all our shame and fear far away.  

Fireflies
Tara Browning
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A Study In Sunrise
Amanda Gardner

The sunlight shining from the east
Made the child wonder
And knit together little brows
And turn to look at mother
“Why does the sun go up and down?
Why can’t it stay still?”
Mother pointed far away,
Far beyond the hill
Where they stood sitting, looking out
Watching daylight come
As birds were singing lovely tunes
And wind let out a hum
Then mother said, “The sun just looks
As though it moves that way.
It’s Earth that moves, spinning round,
And bringing night and day.”
The child grinned. “So we are turning
Toward the sun right now?”
Mother nodded, and the child stood
And gave a little bow.
“Good morning, Sun!” the child called,
Waving at it too.
“I’ve missed you while I was away
And travelled all night to see you!”

The Beauty
Amber Beauchamp

The Beauty of  a man well spent-
Body smooth and hanging like a drape,
All his Fruit laid out like succulent,

Grasping and plunging into Innocence
of  a soul one cannot escape,
Sounds and motions, divine essence
flowing from a body of  landscape—

Converge and diverge—
The Ending is like, feeling a Rainbow 
you’ve never seen emerge.

Adam
Zoey Fleck

A Child’s Sun
Tierra Steadham
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Cosmic Eyes
Diane Jagels

Wispy colors, green-blue curls
Ebony light behind a mask of  swirls
Comet tails like rippling streams,
shoot above our heads.

Dust forms around your hair.
The sky’s nebula blanket, red with dye,
Soaks into our skin. 
Leaning next to you,
Silver lines, blackest light.
Galaxies turn in absent space.

Speckles dance upon your eyes.
Moonlight shoots across the sky,
reflecting off  our tears.
Brilliant grey eyes echo gleaming suns.
Our cloudy breath lingers in the night.

Your hand cold in mine,
Turn your face toward spiraling hues.
One last time, to say farewell
To shooting stars, exploding in your heart.

Grasp my hand, please don’t go
Cosmic eyes; Tear stained stars

Cosmic Eyes
Katie Manna

When I Rise
Diana Battleson

When I Rise
Madison Suchonic

When I rise,
Show me the way
The morning doe spies
And the bear cubs play.

When I rise,
Teach me how
The forest bird cries
And the brown bucks bow.

When I rise, 
Allow me to see
The wolf ’s piercing eyes
And the woodpecker’s tree.

When I rise,
Help me learn
How man can traumatize
And watch life burn.

Does he know?
Will he care
When the world doesn’t glow
And the ground grows bare?

But tonight, I’ll pray,
To see one more day
Of  clear blue skies
Tomorrow, when I rise.
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Window
Kelly Lynne Donnelly

Window
Maria Starr

Through a window 
I saw his brightest eyes
And his darkest lies

He won’t remember
The clouds that day
The rain that slayed
The flowers on the ground 
That drowned my soul
The streets where sound
Becomes memory
Are like fire under my feet

Behind a door
He heard a girl
Withering in her cocoon

She won’t forget
The stars that night
The lips that might
Have kissed her more
If the storm continued
The sky that pours
Becomes memory
Fueling the air under my wings
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Poetry

“let me be the record you care for–
no scratches, nor scrapes–
cared for like a prize possession.”
Keza Kasende
“A Foundling’s Blues”

Good Will 1st

“These are the supplicants of  dead hands,”1  I say to myself,
every time the thrift store is full,
packed to the brim with grave stones of  style,
the full-sized globe that must have accented
the bookcase full of  Foucault that I found so attractive,
a treasure cove of  guilt haunts me through the shop,
that these grave ornaments
can be had at such a price.

I can imagine that faux wood stereo 
playing on your coffee table,
with Bessie Smith crooning
“T’ ain’t nobody’s business, if  I do.”2  

We wear a matching lonely, 
dressed in your worn suit jacket,
the one with the frayed pockets that
unravel how you picked your words carefully 
left the pronouns out of  your love songs,
danced around restrooms and lunch counters.

I shrug my shoulders into your second-hand guilt,
The same way your shoulders shrugged off  every side glance
the first time that ill-fitted vest wrapped up your
stone-butch blues.3

Friend, I’ll never fit into that starched set of  rules you had to follow,
tight-gripping your way through that 9 to 5 
for the chance to hold your love tight in the club on Saturday.
They say we trans-trend those dark days you had to transcend.
But as I look out on this corpus tagged for sale,
evidence of  a life not seen,
I wonder if  the price was right,
or if  we were both cutting off  the hand that offends4

to fit it into a heaven that was never open to us anyways.

Ethan Howard

Spring 2017The Chestatee Review
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Like the four dollar SuperRiter on my desk
whose space key locks up, spilling letters out in mass blocks,
my words pour out together like a stream of  consciousness
from that thesis that you wrote on Woolf.
You never got a room of  your own,5

Why you cut the ribbon to this life
of  stringing up poets’ words around your cell
I’ll never know, only that it makes me
want to rummage through the closets 
of  everyone who needs a fresh start,
to donate the burden of  believing that
tomorrow will never change.

I want to tell them,
“Drop off  your old table talk
I’ll take it home, sand down the
scratches on its legs, smooth the lines
with the same silver tongue.

It’s time to resurface the lies we’ve been told,
like the one my mother used to hum over her coffee,
“The only good queer is a—”
“Allison Bechdel,” you’d say.
“But the others are alright.”

You always talked about the Over-soul.
Maybe your family knew that
the passion you left behind was so big
that it couldn’t be contained in one place,
so they had to speakeasy your voice,
mete it out piece-by-piece,
sprinkle your little ashes
out into the world so that the sum of  it all
might finally be worth your good will.

1  T.S Eliot, The Hollow Men, 1925
2  Bessie Smith, “T’aint nobody’s business if  I do,” 1923
3  Leslie Feinberg, Stone Butch Blues, 1993
4  Mathew 5:30, NIV
5  Virginia Woolf, A Room of  One’s Own, 1929

The Man Who 
Came with 
the Rain

Ethan Howard is a senior at UNG, majoring in Writing 
and Publication with a minor in Spanish. His work 
focuses on the intersectionality of  social issues affecting 
modern society and the themes of  isolation and alienation 
of  “the other” that often appear in modern fiction.

2nd

Anna Maria Little

The first evening we spent together, we sat on my porch
and watched the rain hurling itself  into the earth

you did not try to touch me

I looked at the right side of  your face, illuminated
by the dim, yellowish light
and began to fall in love the way an artist does:
haphazardly

I have since smoothed out the edges,
and filled in the gaps:
I love the left side of  your face, too

and I love the parts of  you
still left in darkness

Anna Maria Little, the offspring of  Irish-Italian 
immigrants, is a mountain child born of  Appalachia. 
She is pursuing a Bachelor’s in Writing and Publication 
in Nowhere, Georgia. You may find her reading, doing 
homework, pushing her radical feminist agenda, or 
pouring drinks in the coolest pub south of  the 
Mason-Dixon.

Spring 2017
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let me be the record you care for—
no scratches, nor scrapes—
cared for like a prize possession. 
and if  you, the musician,
cannot produce any music
of  your own,
i will be there to play your
tormenting problems away
as David did for Saul—
o, Father God, do they
even hear me at all?

i’m cryin,
and i quit on these hopeless pursuits.
Lord i’m cryin blues
like mingus’s blues and roots.
no woman, nor man 
to go home to—
no man, nor woman
claim me this time—
i mean how many minutes do you need
to hear these blues of  mine?
can’t they hear 
a foundling’s blues?
o, can’t they hear
a foundling’s blues?

A Foundling’s Blues

Keza Kasende is a freshman at the University of  North 
Georgia on the Gainesville campus. She majors in 
biology, yet she has a passion for poetry, creative writing, 
and English. To her, both subjects play a role of  being 
her left and right foot — can’t live without the other.

The Chestatee Review

3rd

o, where art thou mother?
my intrinsic cries made
an ebon hue of  natives jive,
but it seemed to have strung
a wrong note for her.
i’ve never received no praises 
from my father either,
he should’ve known once you enter
an instrument of  such a delicate worth,
music is undoubtedly going to be created.

as i flow through this world,
some will love me
but will not want me,
and i will continue to collect dust
just like the all the unclaimed and unwanted
sheet music written by their duo.

now hear me while i bellow of  blues,
no ensemble was ever
amused with a fellow like me.
am i too difficult to perform,
or do i not fit into the genre of
anyone’s mellifluous taste? 
if  so,
inform me.
if  so,
tune me into whatever you want,
so i can finally be credited by
someone who’s willing to
harmonize my name.

Keza Kasende



The Chestatee Review
22

One-Act Plays

“It’s tough, but I’m still breathing. 
That’s what matters. When you’re 

homeless, everything is tougher.  
I had to go through hell and  

back just to get this apple.”
Adrian Huff

“The Collectors”

Spring 2017
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Im-PROP-er 
Dinner 2ndA Happening Scene 1st

Brandon Day
(Five characters dressed in black named ONE, TWO, THREE, FOUR, and FIVE, from left to right, stand side by side on an 
otherwise vacant stage. THREE, the middle character, steps forward. A spotlight hits THREE.) 
 
THREE: (with arms outstretched) I am the Flower, beautiful, young, and proud. 
 
(FOUR steps forward, shaping itself  next to THREE.) 
 
FOUR: I am the Bee. Here to retrieve your nectar so that I might please my Queen. 
 
(FOUR swarms around THREE for a bit, then scurries off  stage. THREE droops.) 
 
THREE: I am the Flower, put down and malnourished.  
 
(TWO steps forward and stands by THREE and sprinkles its fingers over THREE’s head.) 
 
TWO: I am the Rain. Here to shower you with my natural nutrients. Drip, drip. Drip, drip. 
 
(THREE rises up. TWO goes off  stage. FIVE steps forward, raising its hand above its head, making a circle.) 
 
FIVE: I am the Sun, bright and warm. Here to relieve you, Flower, of  the excess water so that you may not drown.  
 
(FIVE then walks off  stage, leaving only THREE and ONE on stage. ONE steps forward. THREE falls to the ground. ONE 
places its foot atop THREE’s body.)  
 
ONE: I am the Man. Here to conquer and destroy beauty without a thought of  the repercussions. 
 
(ONE walks off  stage. THREE lies alone on stage. The spotlight dims on THREE to darkness.) 
 
THREE: I am the Flower. Dying. 
 
(All five return to their starting positions and bow slightly and silently. Repeat until detained by the authorities. 
Then arrange an encore performance for your fellow inmates to not let the Man put you down.)

The Chestatee Review

Brandon Day was born and currently pursues living 
until... you know, he doesn’t, so it goes. He appreciates 
this publication opportunity and usually avoids 
characterizing himself  in the third person. His better 
works include “My Dog,” “Seriously Funny,” and the 
acclaimed “Tales Alone” — all due out in due time.

Gregory Hirsch

(For the purposes of  this scene, a character raises the object that corresponds to any pun that he or she is making at that moment. 
There is a light on two tables at Downstage Right and Downstage Left. The nerd, Desmond, is at the Stage Right side of  the 
Downstage Right table, and the environmentalist, Jenni, is at the Stage Right side of  the Downstage Left table. The waiter enters with 
Jenny, the cheerleader, and approaches the Downstage Right table.) 
 
Waiter: Well, Ms. Lawrence, it is good that you arrived here when you did; your date was beginning to seem like a 
(pulling a chair out from the table) “chair”-ity case!  
 
(He and Jenny laugh.) 
 
Jenny: Like, don’t you mean a (waves a pom-pom) “cheer”-ity case?  
 
(The waiter laughs as he exits.) 
 
Desmond: (roughly) Well, it’s just fandy-dandy you don’t find it improper to run ten minutes late; it’s not like some  
of  us are “booked,” studying for finals.  
 
(He slams his book and resumes studying.) 
 
Jenny: Well! (aside) Like, OH MY GODNESS, this jerk is, like, so totally lame, and he doesn’t even look  
anything like his profile pic! 
 
(The waiter approaches the Stage Left table with Derek and a fruit basket.) 
 
Waiter: Hello, again, Miss. Here is the fruit basket you ordered, and I assume this young man is the blind “date”  
you mentioned. I am sure you will make a wonderful “pear.”  
 
(The waiter laughs as he exits.) 
 
Derek: So you’re Jenny? 
 
Jenni: That I am. And I hope you don’t mind, but I already ordered since you ran late (takes an orange)…  
“Orange” you going to have some? 
 
Derek: A fruit basket? But we’re eatin’ at Fil-A-Steak. Why didn’t you wait for me to get here before you  
ordered? I’d think this is the kind of  thing you “candle”-ay (can delay). 
 
Jenni: “Water” you talking about? (handing Derek a banana) Fruits are nature’s gifts. Steak and other  
over-processed meat products are just the Man’s way of  saying that life is expendable!  

Spring 2017
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Jenni: (grabbing Derek by his shirt) How would you like it if  your stomach was on the other side of  the digestive 
process!!! 
 
(Jenni is frozen and gripping his jacket.) 
 
Derek: (aside) What’s up with this chick? Her profile made her sound like a normal cheerleader who likes  
cheeseburgers, but this girl is “bananas!” 
 
(The waiter is at the Stage Right table, setting a plate of  vegetables. The smaller vegetables such as the peas are held in little bowls.)  
 
Waiter: I apologize for the wait for your Farmer’s Garden Platter, but I hope that your stomachs can now be at 
“peas.”  
 
(The waiter exits after a giggle.) 
 
Jenny: Like, OH MY GODNESS, veggies are, like, so totally yucky. You should have totally asked me what I  
wanted if  you could “carrot” all! 
 
Desmond: (grabbing a pickle) Do you not understand the importance of  brain food, or are you just  
“dill”-irious? (aside) What is going on? First, her profile assures her to be a straight-ticket vegetarian, but now she  
is repulsed by the very idea. There must be a “leek” in her brain! 
 
Derek: I “fig”-ured this chick would have a few quirks, but there’s something “berry” wrong here. 
 
Jenni: So I saw on your profile that you and I both signed up for next year’s Advanced Placement  
Environmental Studies course. 
 
Derek: What? I can’t even “beet” the tests in low-level science. Why would I go into that? 
 
(Poetry begins. Each character stands during his or her poetic part.) 
 
Jenni: He lies about his I.Q., 
and his diet leaves me reeling. 
Why can’t he give me the truth? 
This jerk is so una-“peeling.” 
 
Derek: Is she trying to make me feel dumb? 
I’d ask, but her head might explode. 
My fear of  this chick makes me numb. 
I’ve come to a “fork” in the road. 
 
Desmond: Her self-absorption leaves me in rage. 
How does she dare to arrive here late? 
Why can we not be on the same “page”? 
She can see I have much on my plate! 
 
Jenny: Like, this lameoid is homework and wedgies, 
He hasn’t complimented me once. 
Oh, my Godness! Why’d he order veggies? 
Why can’t he just “lettuce” have fun? 

Desmond and Derek: Her profile’s only truth is her label. 
 
Desmond: Ms. 
 
Derek: Jenny 
 
Desmond: Lawrence, 
 
Both: Your lies are unstable (bang on table).  
 
Jenny: He lies and eats such icky food! 
 
Jenni: And keeps me waiting before he can show. 
 
Jenny and Jenni: No compliments! Instead, he’s rude! 
 
If  he makes one more mistake, then I’ll blow! 
 
(End of  poetic genius.) 
 
(The following two sets of  stage directions occur simultaneously.) 
#1 (At Jenny’s table, Jenny reaches her hand across the table and attempts to hold Desmond’s hand; however, Desmond brushes it off. 
Jenny, full of  frustration, stands up, slamming her hands on the table.)  
#2 (Derek takes an excessive amount of  napkins from the napkin dispenser, wipes his face with them, and tosses them aside.  
Appalled, Jenni stands up, slamming her hands on the table.) 
 
Jenny: OH MY GODNESS! What is wrong with you?! 
 
Jenni: I’m sorry, but I just can’t take it anymore! 
 
Jenny: I get that I didn’t come on time, but what kind of  person orders veggies for his date?! 
 
Jenni: I may be a bit over-assertive about the food we ordered, but at least I was on time! 
 
Jenny: You didn’t compliment me once– 
 
Jenni: Not one thing that you said was smart– 
 
Jenny and Jenni: You lied on your profile! It’s like you’re an entirely different person! 
 
Jenny: But the worst part was... 
 
Jenni: The very worst part... 
 
Jenny: You wouldn’t even let me try to hold your hand! That should be an honor for someone like you! 
 
Jenni: How dare you use that many paper towels just to wipe a smudge off  your face?! You are killing the  
environment! 
 
Jenni and Jenny: I don’t even know why I’m still here! I deserve better! … I’m Jenny Lawrence! 
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The Collectors3rd

Adrian Huff

Characters:
 
Jimmy: The eldest brother, his family’s “guardian angel,” and a father figure to his brother
 
Nick: The youngest brother, idolizes Jimmy
 
Henry: Homeless boy
 
Mary: The mother, estranged from her husband
 
Thomas: The father, struggles with alcohol abuse
 
Jennifer: The young daughter, very innocent and simple, doesn’t understand the meaning of  the word poor
 
Police: There are two local police officers, typical dumb New York Cops
 
Broker: The man who buys stuff  off  the boys, very deceptive. He should either have a very heavy Italian or Russian accent
 
Announcer: Voice heard over radio in scene four 
 
Time: Mid 1930s to early 1940s
 
Setting: Urban New York City. Many scenes take place in an alley or on empty streets. The play doesn’t require a complex set; a  
simple street light would do. Two dumpsters are required for the opening scene. There are two different settings for the family’s home.  
The first setting is simple and used when the family is still very poor. The second setting is more complex and features three doors: one 
which leads into the family room, another which leads into Nick’s bedroom on stage right, and another which leads backstage. There 
should be a bridge in the background during the entire play. The bridge should be built to where the actors can walk on it.  
 
Lighting: The lights must convey mood and time. Simple lighting can be used. Kerosene lanterns will be inside the home. The final  
setting inside the second home must have individual lighting for each room. The bedroom must be dark when the living room is lit.
 
Style: These are New Yorkers. Even though they have fallen on hard times, they could never leave the city they love. The family’s main 
goal is to have a better life. The boys grow older after every scene. 
 
Scene I: (Sounds of  the city echo across the dark stage. Two pin spots reveal two open dumpsters on each side of  the stage. The  
lights brighten when Jimmy and Nick reveal themselves standing in each dumpster. The sounds fade into their conversation.)
 
Nick: (jumping out of  the dumpster) Jimmy! Jimmy! Look what I got! Look what I got! 
 
(Nick holds up an old wooden plane.)

(There is a short pause as Jenni and Jenny turn to look at each other.) 
 
Jenni and Jenny: Wait, you’re Jenny Lawrence! But, I’m Jenny Lawrence! ... Wait a second! 
 
Jenni: (to Derek) What’s your name? 
 
Derek: Derek. 
 
Jenny: (to Desmond) And what’s your name? 
 
Desmond: Desmond. 
 
Jenni and Jenny: (turning toward the audience) Oh, my God. I’m on the wrong date. 
 
Jenny: (approaching Derek) So the waiter paired us up wrong because of  our names, and you actually are a hot and 
chill guy? 
 
Derek: Heh, heh. I guess. 
 
Jenni: (approaching Desmond) And does that mean that you really are a smart, fruit-loving guy? 
 
Desmond: To be honest, I lied about my diet– 
 
Jenni: What?  
 
Desmond: I said I loved fruits because I wanted to be cool, but I actually like vegetables more. 
 
(Jenni takes him by the shoulders with seriousness.)  
 
Jenni: Never leave me. 
 
Derek: Hey, guys, I bet the waiter will get a laugh out of  this. (into wing) Did you know that you mixed up our dates? 
 
Waiter: (laughing) Is that so? Would you say that I made your evening im-prop-er?

Spring 2017
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Jimmy: (jumping out of  the dumpster) What’d you find?
 
Nick: A wooden plane!
 
Jimmy: Attaboy!
 
Nick: This looks just like the planes they flew in the war.
 
Jimmy: (smiling) Yeah, I’m pretty sure they model ‘em after the war planes.
 
Nick: Wow.

Jimmy: It’s a nice lookin’ plane.
 
Nick: It sure is! Why do you think someone would wanna throw it out?
 
Jimmy: I’m not sure.
 
Nick: It was probably one of  them bastard Germans.
 
Jimmy: Watch your mouth.
 
Nick: Sorry.
 
Jimmy: But you’re right. It was probably a German.
 
Nick: (holding up his plane) Woah!
 
Jimmy: You know, I’m gonna take you on one of  those planes someday.
 
Nick: How are you gonna take me on a plane?
 
Jimmy: I don’t know the details yet. All I know is, I’m gonna take you flying one day. But for now, I guess this  
toy will have to do.
 
Nick: Do... Do you think I should keep it?
 
Jimmy: If  you want it, then of  course you should!
 
Nick: (pause) No, I don’t need it.
 
Jimmy: You haven’t gotten a new toy in a while. Why don’t you keep it?
 
Nick: ‘Cause I feel bad. 

Jimmy: You shouldn’t.

Nick: But I do.
 
Jimmy: Why? 

Nick: There’s a lot of  reasons.
 
Jimmy: (sitting on the ground) Well, hit me with ‘em.
 
Nick: Well first off, I’d feel bad going back home with a new plane for myself  and nothing for Jenny or Ma.
 
Jimmy: We can still find ‘em somethin’. The day ain’t quite over yet.
 
Nick: What if  we sold it? That way we could buy dinner for everyone. They’ll be so happy—

Jimmy: We couldn’t get more than five cents for that plane, pal.
 
Nick: Are you sure?
 
Jimmy: I’m pretty sure.
 
Nick: I just want everyone to be happy for a change. It’s been so long since we’ve all sat down and had a hot meal 
together at home—
 
Jimmy: (squatting down next to his brother) I want everyone to be happy too, Nicky, and we will. But trust me, you  
selling your plane won’t get us there. I love that you want to help Ma and Pop, but it’d go to better use if  you just 
kept it.
 
Nick: But I bet we could get thirty cents for this from the broker. That’d be enough to buy us some—
 
Jimmy: Money isn’t your concern, Nicky. You’re too young to worry about it! Just leave that to me. You shouldn’t 
get yourself  upset over it. The last thing I want is for you to feel accountable for everyone’s happiness. You  
understand?
 
(Nick nods, and Jimmy continues.)
 
Jimmy: Good. Besides, what about your happiness? Even if  we could get three bucks for that toy, I wouldn’t sell it.
 
Nick: Why not?
 
Jimmy: Because I saw how happy you were when you first found it. That’s worth more than money to me.
 
Nick: (hugging his brother) Thanks Jimmy, you’re the best brother ever!
 
Jimmy: I’m sure there are better ones out there.
 
Nick: Well, I wouldn’t trade you for any of  ‘em.
 
Jimmy: I love you, Nicky.
 
Nick: I love you too, Jimmy!
 
Jimmy: Okay then, so what do you say? Should we try and find something for Jenny now?
 
Nick: Sure thing!
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(Jimmy and Nick both jump back into the dumpsters, looking for more items. Henry then enters from stage left. He is barefoot. 
He looks to see if  anyone is around. Once the coast is clear, he sits on the ground and pulls a fairly polished apple out of  his jacket 
pocket and eats it. He eats as if  he hasn’t eaten in days. Before Henry finishes his apple, two police officers enter from stage left as  
if  they are tailing him.)
 
Officer 1: (looking at Henry) Whatcha got there, kid?
 
Henry: An apple.
 
Officer 2: It looks pretty tasty. Where’d you get it?
 
Henry: Why do you care?
 
Officer 1: Have you been down on King Street today?
 
Henry: No.
 
Officer 1: You sure about that?
 
Henry: Yes.
 
Officer 2: ‘Cause a vendor from down there said a kid about your age stole an apple from his cart this afternoon.

(Jimmy and Nick eavesdrop on the conversation from inside the dumpsters.) 
 
Henry: I didn’t steal this apple.
 
Officer 1: Then tell me where you got it.
 
Henry: I paid for it.
 
Officer 2: With what?
 
Henry: Money…
 
Officer 1: Baloney!
 
Officer 2: (grabbing Henry’s sleeve) I think this kid wants to spend a night in the big house.
 
(Henry looks frightened.)
 
Officer 1: I think so. 

Officer 2: You wanna go to jail, kid?
 
Officer 1: You wouldn’t survive prison, son.
 
Officer 2: Depends on how strong he is. If  he can take a punch, then he’ll do alright. 

Officer 1: I don’t know. He looks kinda scrawny.

Officer 2: Can you take a beating, kid? Do you have what it takes to survive?

Officer 1: I don’t think he does.
 
Officer 2: Then tell me where you got that apple, kid!
 
Henry: I traded him for it!
 
Officer 1: What?
 
Henry: I traded him something for the apple.
 
Officer 2: What’d you trade him?
 
Henry: My shoes…
 
Officer 1: Your shoes?
 
Henry: Yeah.
 
Officer 1: Gee kid, I… I didn’t know.
 
Officer 2: We’re sorry if  we scared ya.
 
Officer 1: We’re a couple of  dopes. Enjoy that apple.
 
(Henry nods.)
 
Officer 2: See ya, kid.
 
(Henry continues eating his apple. Jimmy and Nick slowly approach him from the dumpsters.)
 
Jimmy: You alright there?
 
Henry: I’m alright.
 
Jimmy: What’s your name, pal?
 
(Henry looks surprised by Jimmy’s politeness.)
 
Henry: Henry.

Jimmy: Pleased to meet you, Henry. My name’s Jimmy, and this is Nicky.
 
Nick: I tell ya, I was so close to knocking them two bulls out. I’d of  given the fat one a right hook, and then I’d  
of  kicked the tall one right in his boys.
 
Jimmy: But my brother knows how much trouble he woulda gotten in if  he’d of  done that. 

Henry: Well, thanks anyway.
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Jimmy: Where do you live, pal?
 
Henry: Nowhere… But also everywhere.
 
Nick: So you’re like Jesus?
 
Henry: Nah, I’m homeless. I ain’t got no family, so every night I find a clean gutter, a low bridge, or a warm 
porch to sleep on.
 
Jimmy: Woah.
 
Nick: So you’re a hobo?
 
Jimmy: Nick!
 
Henry: (laughing) No, he’s right. It’s tough, but I’m still breathing. That’s what matters. When you’re homeless,  
everything is tougher. I had to go through hell and back just to get this apple.
 
Nick: Did you really have to trade your shoes for that?
 
Henry: Nah, that’s just what I told them two idiots.
 
Jimmy: Then how’d you get it?
 
Henry: I stole it… Like I said I ain’t no Jesus.
 
Nick: Then why don’t you got no shoes?
 
Henry: Well you see, that’s one of  the drawbacks to being homeless. But, sometimes you gotta do whatcha  
gotta do to make it. It does get a little cold at night…
 
(Jimmy and Nick both look at each other. Nick nods, then runs and suddenly jumps into the stage left dumpster.)
 
Henry: Did… Did your brother just jump into that dumpster?
 
Jimmy: Like you said, sometimes you gotta do whatcha gotta do.
 
Henry: So are you guys homeless too?
 
Jimmy: No, but we’re close to it. My dad makes barely enough to feed us, so the rest is up to me and Nick.

Henry: You two live in a dumpster?
 
Jimmy: (laughing) No, we find useful stuff  that people don’t want no more, and we sell it. Or in some cases,  
keep it.
 
Henry: So you’re dumpster divers?
 
Jimmy: We like to call ourselves collectors, but that works too.  

Henry: That’s a pretty smart idea.

Jimmy: Well, we like to think so.
 
(Nick climbs out of  the dumpster with something behind his back. He walks towards Henry.)
 
Nick: He-Henry…
 
Henry: Yeah, pal?
 
(With an excited look on his face, Nick hands Henry an old pair of  shoes.)
 
Henry: For me?

(Nick nods.)
 
Henry: (sliding on the shoes) Wow. They’re a perfect fit.
 
Nick: Now your feet won’t get cold no more.
 
Henry: I… (pause) I’ve never had someone give me anything so thoughtful before.

Nick: Don’t mention it.
 
Jimmy: Well, we probably should be heading over to the broker. He usually closes up shop around six.
 
Henry: Hey uh, would you boys ever need some extra help, collecting?
 
Jimmy: Sure, we could always use an extra hand.
 
Nick: But if  you wanna use your whole body, that’d be fine too.
 
Henry: (chuckling) Alright, well I guess I’ll see you boys tomorrow. Thanks for the shoes.
 
Jimmy: Hey, why don’t you come with us to the brokers?
 
Henry: Really?
 
Jimmy: Yeah, since you’re gonna be helping out. It’ll do you good to learn the ropes.
 
Henry: Alright then. 

(The boys exit towards stage left. The broker moves his counter on center stage as the boys walk out.) 
 
Nick: Henry, you ain’t a German right?
 
Henry: Nah pal, I was born in a place called Albany.
 
Nick: Wow!
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(The boys exit. The broker’s shop lights up on center stage. The boys enter from stage right with a few objects in hand.) 

Broker: Ah, the infamous collectors. Looks like you’ve added another member to your team, eh? So, what have 
you brought me today?
 
Jimmy: (pulling things out of  his pocket) Today we found a hockey puck, a pearl necklace, a switchblade, and a deck 
of  cards. Only the seven of  hearts is missing.
 
(The broker does not say anything.)

Nick: So, what’ll you give us for this?
 
Broker: Eh… Ten cents.
 
Jimmy: Ten cents?
 
Broker: Are you hard of  hearing? Ten cents!
 
Jimmy: That’s nothing.
 
Broker: Too bad.

Jimmy: Why so low?
 
Broker: The puck is worn, the pearls are fake, and the deck is missing a card. They are useless.
 
Jimmy: Well, how hard is it to find a seven of  hearts?
 
Broker: It is the rarest card they make.
 
Jimmy: You gotta give us more than that. You’re being unfair.
 
Broker: Oh, you want to talk about unfair? How about I take this switchblade and make you give me all of  this 
for free? How would you feel about that?
 
Jimmy: I have a family to help provide for.
 
Broker: Why don’t you put that mother of  yours to work? She seems to be good with her hands.
 
(As time passes, Henry becomes more and more frustrated.)
 
Jimmy: Excuse me? 

Broker: You heard me.
 
Jimmy: (collecting his items) Come on Nick, come on Henry, we’re going.
 
Broker: I am keeping the switchblade.
 
Jimmy: Not unless you’re paying us.

Broker: How about if  you don’t leave my shop right now, I will gut your little brother in front of  you!
(As the broker threatens them, Henry jumps on the counter, knocks the switchblade out of  the broker’s hand, and grabs him by his 
shirt.)
 
Henry: How about this? You give these boys the money they deserve, and I won’t beat ya to death. Wouldn’t that 
be a funny headline? “Local broker beaten to death in his own shop with a hockey puck.”
 
Broker: Alright, take your things, take them!

Henry: No, now instead of  ten cents, you’re gonna give these boys five dollars for their items.
 
Broker: Five dollars?
 
(Henry grabs the hockey puck.) 
 
Broker: Okay, okay! 
 
(The broker gives them five dollars.)
 
Henry: (mocking his accent) We won’t be coming around here no more, and also, we are keeping the switchblade.  
Now get out of  here!
 
(The frightened broker pulls his counter off  stage as he flees.)
 
Henry: Sorry you boys had to see that. I just can’t stand when good people are taken advantage of.
 
Nick: That was… That was incredible! You made that guy soil his britches!
 
Jimmy: Thank you, Henry. I don’t know what we would’ve done without you there.
 
Henry: I just hate it when people get treated badly. It was the least I could do.
 
Nick: Would you really have beaten the guy to death?
 
Henry: Of  course not. Bullies like him only give in if  you give ‘em a taste ah their own medicine.
 
Jimmy: Well, thank you. I really need to work on my prescriptions.
 
Henry: What?
 
Jimmy: Giving them a taste of  their own medicine.
 
(Nick and Henry stare at Jimmy, letting him know without words that his joke was terrible.)
 
Nick: That’s terrible, Jim.

Jimmy: Tough crowd I guess.
 
(Henry and Nick laugh.)
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Henry: Don’t quit your day job. Alright well, I guess I’ll be seeing you boys tomorrow. 

Jimmy: Hey, why don’t you come and stay with us tonight?
 
Henry: I don’t want to be any trouble.
 
Jimmy: It’s no trouble.
 
Henry: I don’t know…
 
Nick: Please stay, Henry! Then me, you, and Jimmy can talk about all the times we had to get out of  a scrape!
 
Henry: Alright.
 
Jimmy: Come on, boys.
 
(The boys exit stage left. The interior of  the home is placed on stage right as the mother and daughter enter. The stage right home 
lights up. The mother, Mary, cooks a meal on an old wood stove, and the daughter, Jenny, plays with a straw doll. The three boys 
enter.)
 
Jimmy: Hey, Ma. 
 
(Jimmy kisses her on the head.)
 
Ma: Hello, my boys! Say there, who’s your friend?
 
Jimmy: This is Henry. He’s gonna be helping me and Nick with the business.
 
Ma: Oh, that’s wonderful.
 
Jimmy: Look what our haul was today.
 
(Jimmy hands her the five dollar bill.)
 
Ma: Tha- that’s amazing!
 
Jimmy: You can thank Henry for that.
 
Ma: Really?
 
Jimmy: Yep, the broker was actually gonna try and rob us, but Henry showed him what for. 

(Ma gasps and walks back to the stove.)
 
Ma: Well, thank you very much! Say, where do you live at, Henry?
 
Henry: Well, uh, you see, I—
 
Jimmy: Henry is actually looking for a place to live, so I offered for him to bunk with me and Nick.

Ma: Oh… Well, I think that’s swell. Have you checked with your father about this?
 
Jimmy: No. 

Ma: Well, you’ll have to check with him before we finalize anything.
 
Jimmy: It shouldn’t be a problem.
 
Ma: (changing her tone of  voice) You’re right, but you know your father can be a bastard.
 
Jimmy: Is he home?
 
Ma: No, he went to the store to buy us some cabbage. He should be back soon.
 
Nick: Hey Jenny, look what I got today!
 
Jenny: Wow! What is it?
 
Nick: It’s a wooden plane. We can share it if  ya want!
 
Jenny: It looks kinda—
 
Nick: Cool?
 
Jenny: Crumby…
 
Nick: Well, I think it looks cool.
 
Jenny: Why can’t we just buy a newer plane? Instead of  using an old one?

Nick: Why do you think?
 
Jenny: Because you have bad taste?
 
Nick: Because we can’t afford a new one.
 
Jenny: Why not?
 
Nick: Because we’re poor!
 
(Jimmy, Henry, and Ma listen to the conversation.) 

Jenny: What’s that?
 
Nick: You don’t know what poor means?
 
Jenny: Something you do to water?
 
Nick: No!
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(Nick’s voice startles Jenny.)
 
Jimmy: You wanna know what being poor is, Jenny? 

(Jenny nods and Jimmy sits down next to her.)
 
Jimmy: Being poor is like breaking your leg. Before you broke it, you could do lots of  stuff  for lots of  people. 
But, when you break it, you start getting trapped because of  your leg. So you can’t really do much anymore.
 
Jenny: So we can’t do anything?
 
Jimmy: For a while no, not really. But that’s the great thing about life.
 
Jenny: What is?
 
Jimmy: You heal, and when you heal you get back up, and you do things you couldn’t even dream of. Right  
now there’s lots of  people with broken legs, and some will heal quicker than others, but we’ll all get back up  
eventually. Right now we’ve got a broken leg, but we’ve just gotta give it time, and we’ll be better than ever.  
Do you understand?
 
Jenny: Couldn’t you just go to the hospital to heal your leg?
 
Jimmy: Yeah, you could jumpstart the healing, but that would probably require doing some illegal things,  
which might fly if  we lived in the south.
 
(The father, Thomas, walks in.)
 
Jenny: Who’s fault is it that we’re poor?
 
Jimmy: Well…
 
Pa: Go ahead, tell her.
 
(He slurs his words as if  he has been drinking.)
 
Ma: Thomas! You’re home, where’s the cabbage?
 
Pa: Didn’t get it…
 
Ma: Why not?
 
Pa: The store was closed.  

(Pa gestures towards Henry.) 
 
Pa: Who’s this?
 
Nick: This is Henry. He’s gonna be staying with us.
 
Pa: Why?

Nick: He’s helping me and Jimmy with our business.

Henry: Good to meet ya.
 
(Henry puts his hand out, but Pa does not shake it.)
 
Pa: Alright, go ahead and finish what you were gonna say, Jim.
 
Jimmy: What do ya mean, Pop?
 
Pa: Tell her how it’s my fault that we’re in this dump. Tell her how I got fired. But listen Jenny, it actually ain’t all  
my fault. It was the banks… It was the banks that screwed us all over. Please, don’t blame your old man.
 
(Jenny looks frightened.)
 
Ma: Thomas, you’re scaring her!
 
Pa: She needs to know! I should’ve offered to pay for the damages. Maybe I could’ve if  I didn’t have to worry  
about feeding all of  you!
 
Ma: Thomas!
 
Pa: The truth hurts, kiddos.
 
Ma: Go to bed!
 
Pa: Fine…
 
Ma: I’ll be staying in Jenny’s room tonight.
 
Pa: Great, maybe I’ll finally get some sleep.
 
Ma: What’s that supposed to mean?
 
Pa: You keep me up, you snore, you kick, and the constant rolling over. It feels like I’m sleeping with a horse.
 
(He leans down and whispers to Jenny.)
 
Pa: Sorry you have to endure a night with her.
 
Ma: (slapping him) You’re a mean, drunk, horrible man! 

(Ma storms out of  the room, and Pa walks out on the other side.)
 
Pa: Then why’d you marry me then? 
 
(They both leave, and Jenny follows Ma off  stage. Jimmy is now center stage, and Henry slowly walks up to him.)
 
Jimmy: (putting his arm around him) Well, Henry… Welcome Home!
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Blackout. 
Scene II: (Some time has passed. Henry feels more like a part of  the family. There is a dumpster on center stage, and Jimmy  
and Henry lean up against the middle of  it with a small gap in between them. Ma walks in from stage right.)
 
Ma: Oh! I’m glad I caught you boys.
 
Jimmy: Whatcha need, Ma?
 
Ma: I want you to pick up a can of  corn before you three come home tonight, okay?

Jimmy: Sure thing.
 
Ma: Where is Nick?
 
(Nick pops out of  the dumpster.)
 
Nick: Right here!
 
Ma: Ah, my sweet boy.
 
Nick: Hey, where was Pa this morning?
 
Ma: I have no idea. He disappeared, and I haven’t seen him since yesterday. Can’t say I’m upset about it. Oh,  
I shouldn’t talk about your father like that.
 
Jimmy: It’s okay, we understand.
 
Ma: No, your father has been doing better. I think he realized he needed to whip himself  into shape after  
Henry’s first night with us.
 
Jimmy: He does need a whoopin’.
 
Ma: I love you boys! You three be safe.
 
(She kisses the three boys on the cheek and walks away. Nick goes back into the dumpster.)
 
Henry: Hey Jimmy, can I ask you something?
 
Jimmy: Of  course.
 
Henry: A while ago, back on that first night when you and Nick brought me to your home, you talked to  
Jenny about being poor and healing and all that. Then your dad mentioned he was fired. 

Jimmy: Sure.
 
Henry: What’d he get canned for?
 
Jimmy: (pause) Pa would always say how great it was to have a job during the Depression and how we all  
should thank him every day for what he did for us and for all the hard work he put in. Which is true, Pa is a  
hard worker. But one night he had a few too many and went into the bank drunk and… The rest is history.  

But it’s okay. We kept our chins up and our heads above the water. 

Henry: How long ago did that happen?
 
Jimmy: About a year ago. Jenny doesn’t remember it, but it really messed with Nicky. 

Henry: What do you mean?
 
Jimmy: When my dad was fired, he started drinking more, a lot more, and he got very angry sometimes. It scared 
Nick really bad.
 
(Nick suddenly looks out of  the dumpster.)
 
Nick: What’d you say?
 
Jimmy: Nothing, don’t worry about it, pal.
 
Nick: Look what I got!
 
(Nick holds up a baseball bat and ball.)
 
Henry: Great find, Nicky!
 
Nick: How about we go play some ball? Huh? Can we, Jimmy?
 
Jimmy: Sure. It’s getting a little late tonight to play, but we’ll get up extra early tomorrow so we can go to the old 
field and play awhile. How does that sound?
 
Nick: Sounds neat!
 
Henry: We probably should get that can a’ corn your ma needs.
 
Jimmy: You’re right, let’s go.
 
Nick: I think I’ll stay here and look around some more.
 
Jimmy: You sure?
 
Nick: Yeah, I still haven’t checked this whole thing yet.
 
Jimmy: Okay, me and Henry will be back in ten minutes. Don’t go anywhere, and be careful.
 
Nick: Sure thing! 

(The two boys exit stage left, and Nick goes back into the dumpster as Ma re-enters stage right.)
 
Ma: On second thought, Jim, I think you should get peas instead of  corn… Jim? Henry? Huh, I must’ve missed 
them. Ooh! This dumpster is smelly! I don’t know how those boys do it! 
 
(As she walks off  towards stage left, Thomas calls her from stage right.)
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Pa: Mary? 

Ma: Tom… Where have you been? Me and the boys were getting concern—
 
Pa: I love you, Mary. 

Ma: What are you talking about?
 
Pa: I’ve been a real jerk. It’s taken me awhile to realize it, and I’m sorry. You mean the world to me.
 
Ma: That’s very flattering, Tom.
 
Pa: Where did I go wrong, Mary?
 
Ma: We shouldn’t talk about this here.
 
Pa: When did you start looking at me differently?
 
Ma: This ain’t an appropriate time or place.
 
Pa: I don’t care. I want to talk here and now. When did you stop loving me, Mary?
 
Ma: (tearing up) When you started drinking all that damn booze. It changed you, Tom.
 
Pa: I know. I know it did.
 
Ma: What I don’t understand is why you keep going back to it? It made you lose your job. It’s making you lose 
your family.
 
Pa: I’m done with it now!
 
Ma: I’ve heard that before.
 
Pa: This is different.
 
Ma: You’ve called me such horrible names before. How is this different? You always say you’re gonna do better 
and you don’t…
 
Pa: I haven’t had a sip in three weeks.
 
Ma: Really?
 
Pa: Really. 

Ma: That’s amazing. You still have a long way to go, but I’m very proud of  you.
 
Pa: I wanna do better. I want us to do better. I want us to fall in love again.
 
Ma: That would be nice.

Pa: Do you forgive me, Mary? 

Ma: I don’t know… Convince me. (pause) This reminds me of  our engagement…
 
(The two smile as they reminisce.)
 
Pa: Mary, you… are… my life. My everything. You are the reason anything good has come of  me. If  I had never 
met you, I’d be lost. No life, no destiny, no kids, no love… 
 
(He moves closer to her.)
 
Pa: I would do anything for you. You deserve everything I could give plus more. 
 
(They both become emotional.)
 
Pa: You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever laid eyes on. Every time I look at you I lose my breath because  
you just get more beautiful. I love you more than life itself… Have I convinced you?
 
Ma: I knew the man I fell in love with was still in there. But you know what?
 
Pa: What?
 
Ma: Talk is cheap.
 
(She leans in, and they kiss as if  they are reliving their first kiss.)
 
Pa: There’s no better feeling in the world.
 
Ma: Hey, where were you this morning?
 
Pa: I was on Staten Island.
 
Ma: What were you doing out there?
 
Pa: I, uh, I got a job.
 
Ma: You what?
 
Pa: I got a job.
 
Ma: Where?
 
Pa: The steel plant. I’m gonna be a manager there! 

Ma: That’s so great!
 
Pa: Guess what else?
 
Ma: What?
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Pa: They’re putting us up in a new house! 

Ma: How… (pause) How did you get a job like that?
 
Pa: An old buddy from the bank recommended me. 

Ma: That’s so great, Tom!
 
Pa: Things are finally looking up.
 
Ma: Jimmy was right. We’re healing.
 
(They both smile and kiss again. Nick peeks out of  the dumpster as they kiss.)
 
Nick: Ugh!
 
(Jimmy and Henry enter from stage left. Henry and Jimmy look distraught as Jimmy carries a newspaper with him.)
 
Ma: Oh, I’m so glad you boys came back! You’re never gonna believe it! Your father got a new job on Staten 
Island! They’re putting us up in a big new house!
 
Jimmy: That’s great, Ma.
 
(Jimmy has a worried look on his face.)
 
Ma: What’s the matter, sweetie?
 
Jimmy: Nothing. Don’t worry about it.
 
Pa: What’s wrong, son?
 
Jimmy: It’s fine, don’t worry about it.
 
Ma: You tell me what’s bothering you right this instant!
 
(Jimmy hands her the newspaper.)
 
Ma: (reading) Oh God, oh no! This can’t be.
 
Pa: What is it? 
 
(She hands him the newspaper.)
 
Pa: (reading aloud) The United States Army is officially issuing a draft. All 18-19 year olds can expect to be in  
uniform. No… They’re not taking you Jimmy. They can’t. They won’t!
 
Jimmy: I can’t stop it, Pa.
 
Ma: (crying) My boy!

(Henry comforts his parents.) 

Nick: You’re not gonna leave me, are you?
 
Jimmy: I can’t do anything about it, Nicky! 

(Nick cries.)
 
Jimmy: Listen! None of  our guys are even fighting. This is just a precaution. I’ll be completely safe.
 
Nick: I don’t want you to leave!
 
Jimmy: I’m sorry, Nicky…
 
(Nick runs offstage.)
 
Jimmy: Nick!
 
Henry: Don’t Jim, I don’t think anything we say could help him right now…
 
Ma: We can figure something out. We can get you out of  the draft!
 
Jimmy: It’s not like I’m going into active duty. I’m not gonna be a coward. I’m going. I don’t want to, but I’m  
going to.
 
Ma: You’re very brave, just please be safe…
 
Jimmy: I will.
 
Pa: How long until you’re called away?
 
Jimmy: After I take a physical, I’ll be on the first ship out.
 
Pa: I love you, son.
 
Jimmy: I love you, too…
 
(The four embrace each other.)
 
Blackout. 
Scene III: (The scene opens with Ma and Jenny sitting in the living room in their new home. Nick is in his room, clearly  
distraught, and Henry enters the living room from Nick’s room.)
 
Ma: How is he?
 
Henry: Still not talking…
 
Ma: He’s taking it very hard. 
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Henry: It’s been over two weeks. I thought he’d be at peace with it by now.
 
Ma: Are any of  us at peace with it?
 
Henry: No… I wish I coulda gone in his place…
 
Ma: Don’t say that!
 
Henry: I’m serious. Jimmy is your son. It should’ve been me. Maybe I can take his spot next year when I turn 
eighteen.
 
Ma: Henry, whether you think it or not, you are family. I think of  you like a son… Please don’t ever say that 
again.
 
Henry: I’m sorry…
 
Ma: Don’t be. Jimmy is the strongest boy I know. He’ll be fine.
 
Jenny: How long will he be gone?
 
Ma: I don’t know, sweetie.
 
Jenny: Why did he have to leave?
 
Ma: Some people needed his help.
 
Jenny: I wish they asked someone else.
 
Ma: So do I, sweetie.
 
Jenny: So is our leg still broken?
 
Ma: What?
 
Jenny: Jimmy said when things aren’t going our way it’s like we have a broken leg. Is it still broken?
 
Ma: (chuckling) No, it’s not broken anymore. It just sort of  feels like our leg is missing. I just hope he’s okay.
 
(Pa enters stage left with letters in hand.)
 
Pa: We got some letters from Jimmy.
 
Ma: Let me see! 

(He hands her one of  the letters.)
 
Henry: Who’s that one for?
 
Pa: This one’s addressed to Nick.

Henry: You want me to take it to him? 

Pa: No, I think I should.
 
(Pa enters Nick’s room. The living room dims as Nick’s room lights up.)
 
Pa: Hey Nicky?
 
(Nick sits silently on the floor against his bed.)
 
Pa: You got a letter from Jimmy.
 
(Nick does not say anything.)
 
Pa: You wanna read it?
 
(Nick shakes his head.)
 
Pa: Listen Nicky, I know you’re upset. We all are. But you have to be strong. I know he was like a father figure to 
you while I was… You know. But you have to realize your brother is a hero. The army asked him to help them. 
They didn’t ask me. I’m too old.
 
(They both chuckle as Pa sits on the edge of  the bed.)
 
Pa: He’s probably enjoying himself, too. Hawaii ain’t a bad place to be stationed. You sure you don’t wanna read  
his letter?
 
(Nick shakes his head again.)
 
Pa: Okay, I guess I will… Dear Nicky, I know your heart is hurting. Mine is too. I want you to know how much I 
miss you. I’ll be home soon. They’re teaching me how to pilot a plane! It’s a lot more complicated than I thought.  
I can’t wait to take you flying one day like I promised I would. That’ll be great. Until then, every time you look at 
your wooden plane, just think of  how much fun we’re gonna have in the air. Keep your head up, buddy. I’ll see  
you soon.
 
(Nick breaks down. He jumps up and embraces his dad as he cries.)
 
Blackout. 
Scene IV: (The scene opens with the entire family crowded around their radio. Nick is still in his room. He slowly walks in as the 
announcements play. The lights dim.)
 
Announcer: There has been an attack on Pearl Harbor by Japanese fighter planes. There are 350 confirmed  
deaths as of  now. The death toll rises every minute. Roosevelt has stated that there will be counter measures 
brought onto Japan. We will keep you updated as we learn more information. 

(Henry cuts off  the radio, and the room is dead silent.)
 
Nick: Where is Pearl Harbor?
 
(No one responds.)
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Nick: Where is it? 

Pa: It’s in Hawaii…
 
(Ma breaks down.)
 
Nick: But that’s where Jimmy is stationed…
 
(Henry nods.)
 
Nick: No, no… He promised… He promised me he would come home. He promised me we would go flying  
together. He promised! He can’t be gone! Why would they attack there? Of  all the damn places to attack, why 
there? Why?
 
(He runs into his room and slams the door.)
 
Nick: (crying) How could this happen? Why is this happening?
 
(He sits on his bed against the headboard. He looks over and notices the wooden plane. He grabs it and pulls it towards him as he 
sobs.)
 
Nick: Why Jimmy? Why did you have to go? Why did you leave me?
 
Blackout. 
Scene V: (The scene opens with Ma in the living room by herself. She sits on the couch and closes her eyes. Nick stands on the  
bridge behind the setting, and the audience only sees his silhouette. Jimmy opens the door silently and walks into the living room  
behind Ma, carrying two bags. He looks beaten up but is still alive.)
 
Jimmy: (crying) Hey, Ma.
 
(Ma turns around and sees Jimmy. She doesn’t believe her eyes.)
 
Ma: Jim? Is this a dream?
 
Jimmy: No, Ma… I’m home.
 
Ma: (running towards him) My boy!
 
(They both cry as they embrace.)
 
Ma: Thomas! Thomas, come quick!
 
(Thomas enters and sees his son. They both slowly walk up to each other and then forcefully hug one another.) 

Ma: Kids! Kids, come here!
 
(Jenny and Henry walk in. They run up to Jimmy and hug him.)
 
Ma: How is this happening? We thought you were gone.

Jimmy: I was on duty just outside the base. When the attack happened, I came back and tried to save  
whoever I could. A fighter plane crashed about forty feet away from me. Somehow I made it.
 
Ma: I’m so happy!
 
Jimmy: Where’s Nick?
 
Ma: I don’t know.
 
(Jimmy runs into Nick’s room to find nothing but a note.)
 
Jimmy: He… Left a note.
 
Henry: What’s it say?
 
Jimmy: I’m going flying with Jimmy…
 
Ma: What do you think that means?
 
Jimmy: Oh no… You don’t think he is planning on…
 
Ma: (gasping) What? No… You don’t think?

Jimmy: I’m going to find him.
 
Pa: Get him, Jimmy!
 
(Jimmy runs offstage. The home turns dark, and the setting is moved offstage as the bridge lights up. Nick stands alone on top of   
the bridge with his wooden plane in hand and tears on his face. He climbs the upstage side of  the bridge facing the audience. Jimmy 
enters the area of  the stage facing away from the bridge.)
 
Jimmy: (panicking) Nick? Nick!
 
(Jimmy notices Nick on the bridge.) 
 
Jimmy: Nick! Nick, stop! Come down! 
 
(Nick cannot hear him. Jimmy runs offstage to climb onto the bridge.)
 
Nick: Hasn’t our life been tough enough already? 

(Nick looks up as if  he is talking to God.)
 
Nick: Jimmy was the best thing about our lives, and you took him away! He taught us to be grateful no matter 
what the situation was. He never complained once! I love my brother… You promised we’d go flying one day, 
Jim… I’m gonna make sure you follow through.
 
(Nick stands on the rail of  the upstage side of  the bridge. He holds the plane against his chest. Jimmy runs out on the bridge  
screaming for Nick. Nick falls back, and Jimmy runs and attempts to grab him. Nick is now out of  sight, and Jimmy leans over  
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the bridge. From the view of  the house, the audience cannot tell if  Jimmy saved Nick in time or not. Jimmy screams at the top of   
his lungs for Nick as if  he missed him. There is a moment of  anticipation. Jimmy then grunts loudly as he pulls Nick back  
onto the bridge.)
 
Jimmy: What is wrong with you?
 
Nick: Jimmy?
 
Jimmy: Why would you do that?
 
Nick: I thought I lost you.
 
Jimmy: I thought I lost you. Do you know what that would’ve done to Ma?
 
Nick: I’m sorry! I thought you were dead.
 
Jimmy: I thought I was too.
 
(They hug.)
 
Nick: I love you, Jimmy!
 
Jimmy: I love you too, Nicky…
 
Blackout.
 
                                                                                     Fin.
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Home Again
Quentin Morgan1st

I have a theory that every last one of  us gets bitter 
about the world not being the happy, polite little place 

we were given the impression it would be when we were 
little. Some folks spend their whole lives being petty or 
pitching a goddamn fit for that very reason. I know I 
spent a few years of  my own having a good go at it. 
Around then I was twenty-two and living in a shithole 
of  a house with four other guys all the way out in  
California. Mama still called me about once a week on 
Sundays after supper. 7:30 on the dot. One night she 
didn’t call ’til 7:41.
 “Your Uncle Nate passed away,” Mama had said 
hesitantly, quietly after beating around the bush for the 
better part of  the twenty-minute phone call. It wasn’t 
like no one I knew had ever died before. A girl I was 
friends with in high school got killed by a drunk driver. 
Before that, Dad had died when I was five, but I never 
did remember much about him. Uncle Nate dying was 
sort of  different, I guess. It hit me in a different way. He 
was a bastard in his own right, but he’d filled in for my 
Dad and we’d been close when I was growing up.
 Close until I came out, that is. Coming out as 
transgender in a small North Carolina town is about as 
shocking and difficult as figuring out you’re transgender 
when you grew up in one. I’d known for at least eight 
months before I let on to Mama, waiting until I was 
eighteen just in case. It was a long eight months, and 
I spent a lot of  time locked in the bathroom, pulling 
my hair back and pressing my breasts as flat against my 
chest as I could manage, trying to get a glimpse in the 
mirror at the body I was supposed to have. I got a lot 
braver when Mama only seemed a little dazed before 
stammering and asking if  I was sure. Even if  no one 
else was as accepting at least I was lucky enough that my 
own mama wasn’t gonna throw me out for it. I started 
wearing ‘boys’ clothes, cut my hair, changed my name. I 
worked my ass off  and got about as low as I’d ever been 
those first few years of  being out. At the end of  it all, 
starting to feel right in my own skin was worth it enough 
that I cried out of  joy.
 Dear ol’ Uncle Nate didn’t take it well. I don’t 

know why he was so surprised, to be honest, with as 
much time as I spent up his ass wanting to hunt or fish 
or drink or act like I was just one of  the guys. He said 
I was confused, and I needed to get my head right. He 
said some other less pleasant things when I got him 
riled up about it. We quit speaking, and when everyone 
was seeing Daniel rather than Danielle off  to college he 
was nowhere to be found. Mama tried to get me to go 
talk to him, but I wouldn’t hear any of  it. “Fuck him,” 
I thought. Why should I be the one to turn the other 
cheek just for him to spit on?
 I was never one to admit to having regrets, 
but the memory of  that night certainly left a sickness 
in the pit of  my stomach when it came up. That same  
sickness twisted in my belly as I argued with Mama about 
whether or not I’d be going to Uncle Nate’s funeral, and 
the sob pushing at the back of  my throat pissed me off  
more than anything. In all his years of  reckless redneck 
bullshit how could it be that something as random and 
mundane as a car wreck took him off  the face of  the 
earth?
 “It’s not like I can get there anyway. I don’t have 
plane ticket money, and I know you don’t either.” I  
remember cringing at my own words and interrupting 
her before she could offer some way out of  it for me, 
some sacrifice she was willing to make so I wouldn’t 
have to worry. “Just… Just a sec, okay? Lemme call you 
back. I love you too, Mama—You too.”  I sat there for a 
few long moments, letting the news sink in. Then I got 
drunk. It wasn’t until my sister Cheryl called the next 
morning that I thought I might actually go. 
 “You don’t gotta go to the viewing or stay or  
anything like that. Just y’know, show up. I know it’d 
mean a lot to Mama and, hell, if  nothing else you can 
come spit on his grave, right?” Cheryl always knew 
how to make me think something was my idea. I still 
don’t know why she put up with my ass like she did. Of  
course she also had a grudge of  her own against Uncle 
Nate. They’d never been as close as he and I were, and 
she didn’t like him stealing away her little sister when we 
were kids. She’d liked it even less when he hadn’t been 
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accepting about me coming out.
 “I’m guessin’ you ain’t come into some money 
and gonna fly me over there, huh?” I asked. Of  course 
she hadn’t. She was doing an internship at some law firm 
at the time and barely had money to get by herself.
 “I’ll figure something out. Gotta be there by 
Sunday?” 
 The phone call ended sweetly enough, but I 
was scraping the bottom of  the barrel when it came 
to what was left of  my scholarship money. Playing the  
bassoon in high school got me a free ride, taking classes 
on music theory and song writing, hooks, cadence, and  
arpeggiation. I squandered the better part of  the  
opportunities I had there, but I guess that’s what youth 
is for.
  Now that I had conveniently let myself  be  
talked into going, I’d have to figure out a way there. In 
life there are always certain people that you hope you’ll 
never have to ask for anything from, just because you 
hate the idea of  owing them. Rog was one of  those  
people, but it wasn’t like I had a lot of  options.
 “Sunday? No can do, hombre. Rental’s  
gettin’ switched out Monday.” Rog wasn’t ever much 
help, so I shouldn’t have expected any different. In a 
way, I was almost relieved.  His presence was typically  
cringe-worthy. He had parents who bought him  
anything he asked for and had a nasty habit of  trying to 
appear more cultured than he actually was. For instance, 
when we’d first moved in he preferred Roger. Later on 
he tried to convince everyone to call him “Raj” in an 
attempt to seem more exotic.
 Besides Rog and me there was Toby, Jason, and 
Simon. Jason always had a half-smoked cigarette in one 
hand and a half-written manuscript in the other. Toby 
did graphic design and was always late for a date, and 
Simon… Well, Simon was quiet.
 I huffed and tugged at the wrinkled and  
dingy wife-beater I always seemed to be wearing over my  
binder that summer, then went looking for somewhere 
to smoke alone. It was a point in my life when none 
of  my clothes were without wrinkles or some sign of   
wear-and-tear.  Part of  it was being a poor kid away from 
home, and part of  it was like my shaved head: a big fat 
Fuck You to all my friends and family who were so eager 
to reply to my coming out with “but you were so purdy 
as a girl.” For a while there, my idea of  being masculine 
was being dogshit ugly whenever possible. 
 I jolted when I stepped into the kitchen and 
nearly ran into Simon. “Shit, Si, ‘bout made me piss  

myself.” I laughed. It happened more than it should 
have even when I wasn’t distracted. The Latino, at 5’5, 
was barely taller than me and moved through the house 
like a ghost, engrossed in paint or charcoal or pastels 
at whatever hours of  the night they drew him into. 
He gave me a glance and a small smile that was almost 
bashful, like he’d forgotten there was a world outside 
his work, much less anyone else in the house. That was 
typical enough too, and most nights that’d be the end of  
it. Maybe I seemed more shaken up than I’d have liked, 
though, because he put down the Nacho Bell Grande lid 
he was using as a paint pallet and handed me a beer out 
of  the fridge. 
 “Don’t suppose you know how I can get some 
quick money for a Greyhound, do you?”  He laughed 
softly and shook his head, sipping a root beer. I just 
sighed and absently peeled off  little strips of  the house’s 
old wall paper, watching them fall to the floor between 
swallows. 
 “You need a ride somewhere?” He asked  
tentatively after a moment, and I explained the situation, 
rubbing a hand over my face in frustration. 
 “I can give you a ride,” he replied brightly. 
 “You have a car?” I asked, raising my brows in 
mild surprise. 
 He nodded, but of  course it wasn’t that easy. 
The car was his and his sister’s. Maria was fierce and 
had basically raised Simon even though they weren’t 
far off  in age. From what she’d said, their mother was 
shit at it, so somebody had to. He was only eighteen 
then. She was a year older than me, working at some tax 
software company and living with some ex-girlfriend of  
hers, though they seemed to be on good terms. I always 
liked Maria. She always knew what she wanted and never  
tiptoed around getting it. 
 “Let me get this straight: You expect me to 
trust you to take my car all the way to the other end 
of  the country and back?” She was incredulous at best 
when she dropped by after work the next day, and I was 
ready to back out. Just when I had my hands raised in  
surrender, Simon did something I’d never seen him do 
before: He begged. Puppy-dog eyes and Spanish that 
was too fast for me to even guess at was all it took for 
Maria to cave—something I’ve rarely ever seen her do. 
Her only condition was that I take Simon with me. 
 “And bring him back in one piece. I don’t care 
what tractors and go-karts you’ve been driving since you 
were five, Redneck. You drive safe, sober, and awake.” 
She made it clear there’d be hell to pay if  I didn’t. “Try 

to get yourself  back in one piece too, Danny,” she added 
with a softer tone and straightened my collar. My lips 
pursed and I gave a quick, flustered nod. “Now I gotta 
get goin. I carpooled with Jamie, and you know how  
impatient that girl gets.” She rolled her eyes as she 
laughed and hugged Simon snuggly before heading back 
out. 
 “Was that Maria…? Aw man, you guys shoulda 
told me.” Rog earned a wrinkled nose from us both as 
he entered the room, smelling strongly of  Cheetos, tea 
tree oil, and pot. I hated his guts, and he seemed to think 
all my unbridled bile and vitriol was some kind of  joke. 
I’d practically snarled when he put an arm around my 
shoulders. 
 “Sister Maria of  the perky tits.” He clicked his 
tongue. 
 “Get the fuck off  me.” I gave him a hard 
shove, and he laughed. It was Sister Maria because she 
was a lapsed Catholic and a lesbian, making her wholly  
unavailable to him. 
 “Jesus fuckin’ Christ.  Give it a break, would 
you? She is his sister for fuck’s sake,” Jason piped up 
from his corner fortress of  typed and scribbled paper. 
I shot him an unimpressed look that he didn’t notice  
because his nose was adamantly buried in a book. It 
wasn’t like he hadn’t said worse when Simon wasn’t 
around. 
 “Jeez, some motherfuckers in here need to find 
their chill, amiright?” Rog gave a grimy sort of  smile 
and pulled out a baggy, offering a joint around soon  
after. I glared at my phone, debating on shutting myself  
in my room with a bottle of  whatever I could get my 
hands on. Simon was humming to himself  while he put 
away his paint brushes, well on his way to oblivion again, 
and Jason begrudgingly took Rog up on the smoke. I 
couldn’t really blame him. Free weed was free weed.
 “We’re going to North Carolina,” I stated flatly, 
after grabbing another drink from the kitchen. 
 “Aw man, thought you were partying all  
summer.” Rog took the joint back from Jason and took 
another hit. I just clenched my jaw before taking another 
drink. 
 “Who’s we?” Jason asked, interest suddenly 
piqued.
 “Me and Simon. We’re taking his car.”
 “When you comin’ back?” Jason coughed, and 
then grimaced when I told him.
 “Goddamn, of  fuckin’ course. I can’t go.” I 
didn’t bother mentioning that he hadn’t been invited. 

 “Got an advising meeting. They’re gonna  
decide if  they’re kicking me out of  the school or not.” 
He gave a bitter laugh. Jason was always complaining 
about something, always cursing some great injustice. 
He had a biting sense of  humor that turned morbid 
at the drop of  a hat. We got along well enough, but I 
had my own flavor of  bitterness toward him at every 
self-pitying mutter and depressive comment he made. 
Every joke was pessimistic, every anecdote sardonic,  
every bit of  advice unceasingly negative. It made me 
sick.
 “Well… Good luck.” I didn’t know what else to 
say, really. “I’m going to my uncle’s funeral.” 
 “He ought to like that,” I thought, and he did. 
He was still going on about death parades and how God 
was a sham when I tucked into my room. 
 “Leaving now or in the morning?” Simon asked 
quietly, peeking through my cracked door to where I was 
sprawled out over my half-packed bag. 
 We left at around eleven that night, catching the 
last bus out to his sister’s apartment to pick up the car 
and missing all but the barest amount of  traffic when 
we drove out of  there in their dusty little green Honda. 
Simon was eager to take the first shift driving, and when 
we got drowsy we pulled off  to a rest stop, sleeping 
through morning rush hour in the car before starting 
back out. 
 Simon the Soft Spoken couldn’t keep his mouth 
shut for too long, and when he finally opened up we 
talked about everything from post-impressionists to 
processed cheese, folk punk, and reality TV.  Sometimes 
his excitement pushed his voice to volumes I’d never 
heard them at before, and I couldn’t help but smile. It 
felt like I hadn’t really smiled in a long time. 
 Simon took enough pictures to fill up both our 
phones before we’d made it into Texas and made me 
promise we’d take our time on the way back. The GPS 
already had us arriving late as hell if  we slept at all, and 
I was a little in denial about it, tempted to speed just 
slightly as I drove whenever the highway was open to us. 
 In the dead of  night and smack dab in the  
middle of  the country, there was a heavy thud against the 
back half  of  the car, jarring us and making the brakes 
screech as I slammed the pedal down hard. A whitetail 
had run right into us. A young doe. She didn’t die right 
off—just lay in the road, dazed, hooves half  propping 
her up on the asphalt. She tried to get up, to run, but her 
back legs wouldn’t work. She just swayed and turned her 
head, confused and in pain. We pulled off  the highway 
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and called it in, waiting for the cops to come take care 
of  it. I’d been driving, but Simon was the one crying. 
He tried to hide it and kept his face turned away. I was 
too caught up with the fear still clenched in the pit of  
my stomach to call him out on it, anyway. Maybe I was 
pretty damn close to tears myself.  
 We kept driving, mostly in silence after that. 
I couldn’t help but keep thinking about the deer, the 
halo thrown up around her from the glare of  passing  
headlights, big wet eyes, lashes twitching when she’d 
blink. It reminded me of  one of  the times I’d gone 
hunting with Uncle Nate. The only successful hunt. 
 I’d been fourteen and sobbed for a good 
ten minutes after we’d tracked down the wounded  
four-point buck. I was a cute little girl, but I’ve always 
been an ugly crier, all red-faced and snotty. The blood 
probably didn’t smell that strong at the time, but the 
memory still brings back the sharp iron scent with the 
crunch of  leaves underfoot and quickly cooling fur  
under my hands. That was back before Nate and me 
had our falling out. He hugged me and rubbed my back, 
shushing me and assuring me that the buck had gone to 
heaven and the best thing we could do was bring what 
was left back for food. He wasn’t all bad. Most people 
aren’t. Biggest fight I ever got into with Mama was when 
she didn’t tell me a stew she made was deer meat.
 Me and Simon pulled off  for gas at some shitty 
little stop-and-go station. He’d agreed to pay for half  
the gas with the excuse that he’d never get to travel so 
much if  it wasn’t for me. I was hardly going to complain 
since I wouldn’t have been able to afford it otherwise, 
but maybe he was just giving me a reason to let him 
help me. He came out of  the store with junk food in his 
arms, somehow looking even younger than he was as he 
peeled back a Snickers wrapper and tore into it. I stared 
at the pump for a little while, watching the numbers go 
up. 
 “Hey, Si.” He hummed and turned his gaze  
toward me.
 “Why d’you think Jason wanted to come? All 
his family’s out West, ain’t it?” I asked in an attempt 
to break up the quiet and snorted for no good reason, 
shaking my head. “I mean, he’s the one givin’ me shit 
all the time about everything in the South being ass  
backwards. Wouldn’t think he’d want to visit.” I rolled 
my eyes. Simon leaned back against the fender and 
seemed thoughtful as he chewed his candy. 
 “I think,” he said and paused, concentrating 
like he was working out a puzzle in his mind. “He’s not  

happy. He likes you because he thinks you understand 
him.” The nozzle clicked, and the pump shut off  as the 
tank filled up. 
 Every once in a blue moon Simon would 
say something like that, something that you couldn’t  
really say anything back to. The best thing to do was 
think on it, let it stew in your mind a while until it was 
boiled down to the bone, and you could really get at the  
bareness of  it.
  I was cursing myself  all day on Sunday. We were 
a good twelve hours behind making the funeral on time, 
and I called my mom and sister, letting them know I’d 
be late, but I’d be there to visit all the same. Simon called 
his sister. He didn’t tell her about the deer.
 Plains gave way to forests and forests to  
foothills until we were most certainly in Appalachia. The  
humidity in the air, the species and set of  the trees, 
and the roll of  every hill and holler brought a sense of   
familiarity. The lake down the road from Mama's house, 
dappled with afternoon sun, took me back to long lazy 
Julys in my youth, camping, fishing, and meandering 
along deer trails. Uncle Nate had been a big part of  that. 
My first sip of  beer, learning how to bait a hook, the 
first fish I’d caught. I’d been so damn proud of  that little 
brim. Mama’s still got the picture up in the living room, 
Nate’s hand on my shoulder and both of  us grinning like 
we’d won the lottery. 
 Being home was like living in an old photograph, 
every room a different shade of  déjà vu. For the most 
part, everything was the same, but they’d finally saved up 
for new carpeting since I’d been gone. The plush clean 
fabric felt foreign under my toes from the tattered and 
mysteriously damp flooring I remembered.  
 Mama fretted over me more than usual, Simon 
getting the brunt of  her concern when I said I’d rather 
have some time alone just so I could breathe. She was a 
plump and nervous woman, and tended to focus all her 
anxious energy on taking care of  everyone else when 
anything was bothering her. Cheryl came over later that 
night and stood out back with me a while. We didn’t talk 
about much, but it felt good to have her there beside me. 
 “Mama stopped callin’ you her little girl yet?” 
She half  joked, half  asked in genuine concern. 
 “Yeah, I think she saw my face after last time.” I 
managed a weak laugh. 
 My bunk bed was still set up in my room, and  
me and Simon stayed there that night. I stared at the 
ceiling, wide awake. It was somehow funny to have him 
sleeping in the bunk under mine like some high school 

BFF staying for the weekend. We’d been lying in there 
for half  an hour or so before I spoke up.
 “You asleep?”
 “The crickets are too loud,” was Simon’s quiet 
response. I snickered a little at that. The summer chorus 
of  frogs, birds, and bugs was usually soothing to me, but 
there was anxiety in the back of  my mind, making me 
grit my teeth. 
 “Just shut your eyes, and try to get some rest. 
We’ll drive over to Charlotte and go sightseeing before 
we head home.” I had a hard time taking my own advice.
 The next morning we let Simon sleep in and 
drove over to Nate’s place. About half  the family I 
knew and a few I didn’t were milling around in and out 
of  the old trailer. The dozens of  people I hadn’t been 
expecting to see made anxiety tighten in my chest and 
twist in my stomach, but I tried to keep it to myself. I 
bit my tongue, and everyone else did their best to keep 
their whispers about me to a politely quiet level. There 
was still a little crying, hand holding, and hugging going 
around. There was also a hush as I’d walk into a room 
and saw a few less than amicable glances that I had a 
hard time not glaring back at. Cheryl stayed glued to my 
side, squeezing my shoulder or arm when she wanted 
to remind me she was there. It was bizarre to be back 
in the rickety singlewide again, and I was amazed at the  
multitude of  people who showed up. I wondered  
bitterly if  they’d ever spoken to the dead man.
 Cheryl was more adamant about my pro-
nouns than I was with the extended family, earning a 
scoff  or backhanded comment here and there. I felt  
crowded and claustrophobic and slipped out into the  
carport to escape. The back of  it was where Nate kept 
all his fishing gear, and I picked over it idly, feeling  
morose and irritated all at once. The door scraped open 
and the screen creaked before snapping shut, and a teary 
eyed bleached blonde stepped onto the concrete.
 “Sorry.” The middle–aged woman hiccupped 
in unnecessary apology and gave a short anxious  
giggle. The sound seemed odd from a woman her age, 
and I tried not to stare. I’d seen her earlier, crying with 
some of  the others. I figured she must’ve been some 
friend or family I didn’t recognize—me and Nate hadn’t  
spoken in just about four years at that point—but then I  
realized she was wearing one of  his old jackets. It was 
too big for her, and the faded camo green was more 
worn than the last time I’d seen it, but I would’ve  
recognized it anywhere. 
 “I… You—You’re Danny, right?” She mopped 

at her face with one of  her sleeves, and that got under 
my skin for some reason, so I only replied with a gruff  
‘yeah.’ 
 “He talked about you a lot.” She smiled a sad 
smile and pushed her messy hair out of  her face. She 
was wearing an engagement ring. I glanced at her  
doubtfully, stifling the pain in my chest.
 “Yeah, I’m sure he did,” I replied and for an  
instant felt proud that I hadn’t just knocked something 
over and stomped out. 
 “Said you were like a son to him.” She pursed 
her lips, eyes lowered. “I guess he never got around to 
telling you that, though.” Her face scrunched in pain, 
and tears started spilling out again.
 Her words hit me like a punch in the gut, and I 
was even more frustrated with the tears that started to 
well up in my own eyes. I wanted to snap back any cruel 
thing I could think of, tell her that he hadn’t acted like 
it last time I’d seen him, that he was as stubborn and 
mean, and I was glad he was dead, even if  only half  of  
that was true just to prove how little I cared. Instead, I 
just clenched my jaw and tried to turn away. Her hand 
was on my arm as I sobbed quietly. 
 “I know maybe it don’t make no difference now 
but…” She slipped out of  the jacket and pushed it into 
my hands. I stared down at it as I wiped tears away with 
the back of  my hand, barely managing a cracked ‘thank 
you.’ She gave me a careful hug and squeezed my hands, 
telling me to let her know if  I wanted to talk. Sherry’s 
always been nice like that. She was too good for Nate’s 
old ass, and she was too good to bother like she did with 
the headstrong little bastard I was, too. 
 After she left, I sank into a rusty old folding 
chair, letting out a breath I didn’t know I’d been holding. 
I slipped the jacket on, in spite of  the weather, hugging 
my arms around myself  and trying to calm down my 
sniffling. Maybe it didn’t make any difference if  Nate 
had finally got over his ignorant bullshit. Maybe it was 
too little too late, but it didn’t make me feel any better 
either way.
 Either way, that was all we got and that was all 
we’d made of  it. I realized Simon was right. I wasn’t 
happy. For all my contempt and aggression, I was 
just a hurt kid pitching a fit over not getting what he  
wanted. I ain’t sayin’ anyone should just roll over and take  
whatever life throws at them—we don’t live in that 
kind of  world—but I know I was wasting my time  
being bitter and miserable when I could’ve been living 
my life. Maybe if  I wasn’t such a prideful little shit, things 
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could have been different with me and Nate. Maybe it 
wouldn’t have changed anything. Now I’ll never know. 
Pride’s still a hard habit to kick.
 I went to the grave before we went back West. 
Simon was quiet on the way over, playing with one of  
those plastic disposable cameras no one uses anymore. 
It was something Mama had given him since he liked 
taking pictures. I don’t know what I was expecting, but 
there was nothing special about being where they’d put 
him in the ground. It was just a boring grey stone and 
green plastic stretched over the clay and shale they’d 

turned up to put him under before they could get real 
grass to grow there. I imagined I could still smell beer, 
probably someone had poured a 40 over his grave, and 
there was an old fishing lure placed carefully at the top 
of  the headstone. I picked it up and slipped it into my 
coat pocket. I could see Simon standing outside the car 
down past the church, half  choking on a cigarette he 
promised not to tell his sister about. I did my best to 
take an appropriate amount of  time, to pretend I felt 
anything but numb about it before heading back.

The Fallen2nd

Sydney Smith
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Iscreamed abuse at my superiors. “No! I love her. 
You cannot do this to me.”

 Raziel frowned. “Kalona, you will be stripped 
of  your wings for disobedience to The Lord, and the 
woman shall be killed for tainting an angel. However, 
we are not heartless; you may have one last night with 
her after you fall.”
 He snapped his fingers, and I fell through the 
sky. As I fell, I watched my wings turn black as tar. 
I landed hard on my back, lost my breath, and was 
rendered momentarily senseless. I stood up, wincing 
at the sharp pain in my back. I looked around to get 
my bearings. I had crashed into several trees in a forest 
near Scarlett’s house, so I knocked on her front door. 
 She answered and invited me in. She  
caressed one of  my tar colored wings with gentle hands 
as I hugged her. “Oh my lord, Kal... your wings—
They’re black.” Her voice was soft with disbelief  and  
sympathy.
 I looked down at her, tears welling in my eyes. 
“They know, Scarlett. I am fallen now, and—Scarlett, 

they are going to kill you. For tainting an angel—I am 
sorry. They gave me one last night with you. What do 
you wish to do?”
 She kissed me softly. “I just want to be with 
you. Can we go to the world fair? They have the  
biggest Ferris wheel in the world!”
 “Of  course.” I smiled sadly. “I will fly you 
there. We can do whatever you want. I have plenty of  
money.”
 We went to the fair and rode all the roller 
coasters. Anything that went high or fast, we rode it. 
Our last ride was the Ferris Wheel. I arranged for it to 
stop with us at the top, and I kissed her as the sun rose. 
After a moment, she went limp in my arms. 
 I flew her to our favorite spot in the woods, a 
small clearing with a willow tree in the middle, and I 
buried her under the tree. 
 After I said my final words and left my beloved 
to her eternal slumber, I slumped against the tree and 
buried my head in my hands. I cried for hours.

Sydney is a talented young author; well, at least 
that is her opinion. She loves reading and writing. 
While Sydney’s main focus is writing Medieval 
fiction, she also stress writes poetry on the side. 
She loves reading books such as the Harry Potter 
series and the Cassandra Clare books. Sydney also 
finds it quite odd to write about herself  in the 
third person. Thank you for your time!
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I step inside through the automatic doors, and it 
is not at all what I expected. The walls are white 

and sparsely decorated—that’s what I notice first. A  
rigid woman with graying hair pulled back into a bun 
and round glasses on her nose stands stiffly behind a 
dark brown monstrosity of  a reception desk. She files  
papers and stares daggers at me. I look around the 
reception area and see vacant stares from aging eyes. 
The large, twenty-year-old TV in the corner is tuned to 
some talk show, but no one seems interested. There is 
a woman sitting beside her grandmother on the couch 
in the middle of  the room, trying to capture her fading 
attention. A man at a table attempts to eat his mashed 
potatoes; he can’t seem to get the fork more than  
halfway to his mouth without his hand shaking so  
violently that everything falls off. Only one person 
doesn’t seem despondent—a frazzled woman having 
an excited conversation with a picture on the wall.
 The woman with a rod in her spine stops filing 
to pick up a pen and clipboard as I approach her.
 “Name,” she barks once I reach the desk.
 “Graysen Wilkins. I’m here to visit my 
grandmother, Lydie Brown.” 
 “Room 214,” she says. 
 I hope Grandma is having one of  her good 
days. I trudge across the reception area toward the 
hallway leading to the elevators. The hall is lined with 
bedrooms giving off  an odor of  ammonia mixed with 
decay. In one room, I see a man in a recliner look-

ing around frantically and muttering to himself. The 
next room holds a woman talking back with gusto to 
her audiobook. In another room, a man is captivated 
by a black-and-white TV show, gazing at the moving  
pictures with wonderment clear on his face. As I move 
closer to the elevators, I notice a man in a wheelchair. 
His head tilts to the side, he is drooling from the  
corner of  his mouth, and his snoring is loud enough 
to wake the dead. The nurse standing at his side wheels 
him into the elevator when the doors open, and I  
follow close behind. The man doesn’t wake up. The 
nurse pushes the button for the third floor and directs 
a questioning look my way. 
 “Two,” I say. 
 She presses the button for my floor just as 
the doors close. I get off  the elevator as it reaches the  
second floor and head down the hall, peeking into 
rooms as I walk by. Man, woman, man, man, woman—
all of  them in varying states of  gradual deterioration. I 
reach my grandmother’s room and take a deep breath, 
then a cautious step inside the door. There are T-shirts 
instead of  pillowcases, shoes on the unmade bed, and 
she is wearing mismatched socks and a bra over her 
blouse. Despite the relative chaos of  her room, her 
face lights up with a huge gummy smile when she sees 
me. 
 “Rose,” she says. “There you are! I’ve been 
looking all over for you. Have you seen Gladys? I need 
to talk to her about the wedding.”

3rdI’m Not Rose
Amanda Niemann
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into and polishing it. Words can be powerful, 
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Creative 
Non-Fiction

“I looked at the empty seats and 
imagined each person had brought 
a ghost or two with them, missing 
chunks of themselves they searched 
for in lectures or good deeds. ”
Elizabeth Devine
“The Ghosts Who Carry Us”

Six Memories of My 
Father 1st

Anna Maria Little

1  
 My father had beautiful hands. 

 Oftentimes, beautiful is misconstrued to mean 
clean, new, and unmarred. My father’s hands were none 
of  these things but were still beautiful enough to make 
a hole in your heart into which you could pour yourself. 
They were dirty, worn, and broken.

2  
 The soil of  our farm nestled into the infinite 

cracks of  his skin. Road maps from here to beyond, 
outlining themselves in black. His fingernails were never  
clean. Lodged beneath them were grease, wood, and the  
guts of  the earth, which he so dutifully churned in the 
early, dewy mornings that only Appalachia may fully  
comprehend. The mountains groaned and stretched  
beneath their blankets of  fog as his breathing became  
labored. His stained fingers churned the loam again  
and again, sweat dripping from his brow to feed his crop. 

 The horses bellowed rivulets of  steam from 
their nostrils, admiring his effort, lazing among the  
violets until they grew hungry. Then, gathering at the 
fence, they would call to him with whinnying, the  
stomping of  hooves, and persistent and impatient shak-
ing of  heads. Slowly, he would straighten, then, swiftly, 
he would trod up to the feed shed. He piled the bags 
of  corn and sweet feed onto my wiry shoulders, still  
dripping with slumber. We fed the beasts. 

3  
 His hands worked meticulously, patiently. 

 Eternally reviving the tractor. Replacing some-
thing on the car. Mending the fences. Carving new holes 
into the saddles. Filing hooves down with their great, 
steady motion which at once was haphazard and exact.  

They accumulated deep cuts, splitting the skin to 
the bone, into which he poured alcohol, and blisters,  
bubbling into delicate bulbs, into which he lodged the 
blade of  his pocketknife. He said its handle was made of  
real human bone. 

4  
 He could crack his knuckles endlessly by simply 

rolling his fingers. Rapid-fire popping beneath his skin, 
index to pinky. This is a talent people gain when they 
have shattered their joints many times: they move freely 
now, groan from remembered injuries, and creak with 
the coming of  winter. He could list many ways in which 
he had injured his fellow man but could not remember 
all of  them. My father’s hands inflicted pain in the same 
way they did everything: brutally and exactly.

5  
 The lifeline on his right palm ran almost to his 

wrist: harried, frenzied, splitting off  and doubling back, 
tiny tributaries coming off  of  it in all directions. They say 
that this means one has made many precarious choices 
and had many close calls. His hands sprawled outwards, 
expanding in the air as I tilted my chin up and tried to 
make sense of  the lines. 

6  
 Once, as we rattled over the mountain in his  

old GMC, he told me he had come near death several  
times. He told me he had a well of  regrets inside his  
chest, and new ones kept dripping down into it.

 It has become a reservoir, always rising. He 
doesn’t have to lower his bucket very far to draw up  
fodder for his fury. It brims over, filling him up. But the 
regrets drip on, eternally. I pressed my bare feet into the 
windshield and silently wondered how much of  that well 
was me. His hands tightened on the steering wheel.
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Contempt builds in my veins and blood boils as I 
walk into the Emergency Room. The crowded 

waiting room is an ad for diversity with an abstract 
portrait of  colorful people. Some are wearing stained 
sweatpants and duct-taped shoes, while others are  
wearing their Sunday best. They all flock towards 
the front desk questioning each dragging minute 
of  their wait time. The front desk has its amusing  
qualities with the reality television show playing on the  
cameras that point toward the front parking lot.  
Patients are oblivious and appear perfectly fine before  
walking into the ER, but prepare their Oscar worthy  
performances of  twitching, crying, and limping as they 
walk in the door. A chuckle escapes from my throat  
and I am indeed impressed by the theatrics and  
preparation it must entail. A dirty homeless man 
sleeps on a row of  blue chairs towards the back of  
the room, equipped with a backpack that contains 
his entire life. I grunt and look up, sighing at how we  
registration clerks must go to their rooms to harass 
them with paperwork. Urgent Care is not open at 2 
a.m., so the ER is the cool place to be for all problems 
related to ear pain, back pain, and foot pain. Lost souls 
know how prescription drugs affect their mindset and 
make sure to immediately tell the nurses that they are  
allergic to everything except the most potent painkiller,  
Hydrocodone.
 As I walk past Michelle who is taking vitals 
in triage, I wave at her through the glass window, and 
she gives me a long, exhausted face. She mouths, “I 
want to go home,” and I cringe in response and frown  
apologetically. Then, taking a deep breath, I push the 
silver button that leads to patient rooms in the back 
of  the ER and brace myself  for the hell I am about to 
enter. As the automatic doors open, the narrow, pale, 
white hallway glows brighter and appears longer at this 

time of  night. It resembles the white walls of  a padded 
room, which after three years of  working here, have 
permeated the barricade surrounding my brain. The 
cold atmosphere circulates the aroma of  body odors, 
greasy fast food, and sterilizing agents that linger in 
my nostrils and congregate there even after my shift is 
over, and I am aware of  the reality that showering and  
washing my clothes will not purge the smell. 
 Walking a few feet down the ghostly hallway, 
I arrive at the Registration Office that is completely  
surrounded by glass windows in order to be more  
accessible to needy patients. After saying hello to 
my tense coworkers and taking medicine to subside 
my anxiety, I grab my clipboard and go to register  
patients, praying that 10 a.m. comes quickly and without  
hesitation. My pace down the hallway is quick and 
short in order to bypass patients standing in front of  
their rooms. They solicit every passing employee like 
girl scouts desperately trying to sell their last batch of   
cookies, so it is vitally important to never make eye  
contact. Exaggerated grunts from rooms echo down 
every hallway, somehow overpowering the beeps of  call 
buttons that constantly ring interludes of  helplessness. 
 I think how it would be ideal to just convert 
the emergency room to a hotel or inn because from 
the moment patients are assigned rooms, they treat  
employees as personal maids and complain, “I am 
freezing,” “I have not eaten since yesterday morning,” 
or hold their chests in agony and say, “I am having really 
bad pain.” I roll my eyes at this thought and chuckle, 
finding it pretty impressive that they can scarf  down 
a Whopper with a large fry from Burger King while 
in excruciating pain. Of  course, with free Wi-Fi and  
cable, this is the perfect place to chow down and watch  
a football game. They learn the trade secrets of  getting 
the most out of  their experience, and the word around 

The Depth of 
Humility2nd

Megan Nichole Broome

town is that chest pain and calls to the ambulance shut-
tle bus get you expedited service. And heaven forbid 
patients are inconvenienced by having to stay overnight, 
so they request their spacious room with a view as  
compensation for their discomfort. I shake my head at 
these thoughts and in sync with my teeth, clench the 
light-blue clipboard in my left hand. With a deep sigh, 
I stop in the hallway outside room 42, which is directly 
across from the bustling nurses’ station.
 The wooden door with the silver handle is a 
welcomed blockade that forces separation between  
sanity and insanity. I am thankful this patient is not 
“claustrophobic” like so many others who insist that 
the door stay propped open. I knock hurriedly three 
times and open the door without waiting for permission 
to enter. A hideous aroma of  rotten meat, stale urine, 
and bloody fecal matter hits me in the face, forcing  
me to step back with my left foot, wrinkle my nose, and 
glue my mouth shut to prevent gagging at smells that  
no amount of  experience can costitute getting ac-
customed. I cuss in my mind at my dreadful luck 
with always having to register the disgusting patients. 
Through burning and squinted eyes I notice the patient 
is a middle-aged and heavy-set man, about three hun-
dred pounds, with a light-brown receding hairline. He 
has a catheter connected to him, which explains the  
stale urine odor, and he is lying on his back with a pillow 
propping up his right foot. I hesitantly step into the 
room and crack the door as a means of  ventilation 
and quick escape, panicking that if  I stay too long I 
will pass out from the horrendous stench that sticks  
like super-glue to every crevice of  the room. 
 Walking to the left side of  the confined space, 
I introduce myself  to the man and set my clipboard on 
the table near the sink. I put on white latex gloves in 
order to somehow protect my hands from bodily fluids 
and the stench that dissolves into the surface of  the 
skin. Picking up the clipboard, I skim over his name: 
Mr. Henderson. I ask if  he will sign a consent form 
to be treated, avoiding small talk in order to rush the  
process. Surprisingly, he just smiles and nods without  
asking questions or complaining. I mumble a low 
“hmm” that only I can hear and hand him a black 
pen and papers to sign. He does so effectively without  
lingering or obnoxiously reading every word of  the 
form. While he signs, I glance down at his propped 
foot and notice he is not wearing shoes or socks, but  
rather, these are replaced by a necrotic, charcoaled 
wound that covers almost his entire heel. It is about  

four centimeters deep and composed of  rotten, crusty, 
and decaying tissue. The nurses have placed white 
washrags around it, airing it out to maximize the healing  
process. 
 Having never bothered to pay attention to 
patients before, I become lost in the oblivion of  the 
wound’s abysmal depth and pity the amount of  pain  
this man must be in. Mr. Henderson sets the pen back 
on the plastic clipboard, and the sound breaks my  
trance back into reality, forcing me to notice his brave 
composure. He stares up at me, smiling, not grunting, 
complaining, or asking for the pain medicine he obvi-
ously needs. I shake my head to subside my thoughts 
and give him a fake, cheesy smile while taking the 
pen and paper from him. Thanking him for his time, 
I turn around to escape for the haven of  freedom 
that is the hallway. Suddenly, as though a bomb ex-
ploded, I am caught off  guard by a raspy, deep bari-
tone voice that says “I really like your shoes.” Frozen 
in my tracks, I stare blankly and puzzled, pondering 
his statement at such an insignificant detail. I look 
down and notice that I am wearing my seventy dollar  
tan Sperrys I got for Christmas last year. Turning  
around to face him, my bewildered look becomes an  
expression of  sentiment as the honesty in his dark  
green eyes penetrates my obstructed mind. 
 I am speechless, but Mr. Henderson does not 
seem to notice and continues on with his declaration. 
With pride and enthusiasm, he explains, “I will be able 
to wear shoes in about two years when my wound 
heals. I have worked really hard to save for the perfect 
pair.” He then lies back, closes his eyes, and crosses 
his arms on his stomach to try and find a comfortable  
position with his condition, without even one elusive  
hint at discomfort. I stand there, dumbfounded as 
though I forgot how to speak, mesmerized by the  
perpetuating ignorance that has clouded my judgment  
all of  these years. Water forms in my eyes, burning 
like acid rain. My head becomes heavy and falls to the  
ground, with my meek and wimpy shoulders too 
ashamed to hold it up any longer. This man has diffi-
culties as impertive as outrageous medical bills for his 
weekly visits for treatment and pivotal circumstances 
that sink far deeper than the wound encompassing his 
right heel; yet, he focuses on the irrelevant aspect of   
stylish shoes. My disgrace proves as heavy as a boat 
anchor holding me to this predicament, forcing me to  
question all of  the patients I have seen throughout the 
years. If  I had taken the time to actually see inside their 
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vulnerable hearts, blackened by society’s judgments,  
lost opportunities, and the overwhelming cycle of   
happenstance, I would not be so surprised by this man’s 
commentary. 
 Reluctantly, I move my legs, which hold the 
weight of two ten-pound bags of  sugar, and keep my 
head down as I leave the room with my pride sunk into 
my abdomen, forcing a sharp pain that stings like a  
jagged knife. Once in the hallway, I stop outside the 
door with my face stuck in the same stupid, puzzled 
expression I gave the patient, but I realize that I am  

actually amazed at myself. Like Mr. Henderson’s wound, 
my humility was decaying and tinted by an odor of   
arrogance that had seeped into every pore of  my body. 
The stench of  the room that is reality has liquefied 
into the surface of  my skin, as sugar dissolves into hot 
tea. The dead, crusty skin is slowly replaced with new  
tissue in Mr. Henderson’s wound, and the degrading  
infection slowly deteriorates as empathy oozes out 
of  the four-centimeter-deep hole that pervades my  
charcoaled black heart.

The Ghosts Who 
Carry Us 3
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rd

Elizabeth Devine

My mom took her seat closest to the door. I  
studied the auditorium, which dipped downward. 

Each table was positioned to face the podium below. I 
saw Marshall Rancifer, former member of  the Atlanta 
Harm Reduction Coalition, sitting at the opposite end 
of  our table with a plate of  three slices of  pepperoni 
pizza in front of  him. I sat on one of  the chairs and 
rolled over to him. “Do you need some help setting up 
your table?”
 He shrugged. “I was told there were no more 
available tables. I’ll just watch.” “Should I stand out 
there and maybe hand some stuff  out?”
 Marshall shook his head. “Just watch. We’ll 
hand out plenty next outreach. The moms are  
dispensing more Naloxone at the Burger King parking 
lot afterwards.”
 Jeremy Sharp, president of  UNG’s Students 
for Sensible Drug Policy, mounted the podium and 
tapped on the microphone. Someone behind us closed 
the doors. I looked around the room and spotted many 
gaps between small groups of  people. There were  
slightly more than thirty people in a room made for  
over a hundred.
 “Good evening, ladies and gentlemen, and 
thank you for attending our first Opiate Overdose  
Prevention forum. We have an amazing group of   
people here tonight who pushed the Medical Amnesty 
law into success, and they’re going to show you how  
to use Naloxone to save a life.”
 A woman wearing a silver charm necklace 
came around and collected the photos of  deceased 
young adults, which were placed at the center of  our 
table, facing the entrance of  the auditorium. As she 
brought them down to the podium, I had the absurd 
notion that my dad entered the room behind us and 

met a bunch of  college kids at the entrance, and they all 
sat in the empty seats between my mom and friends. I  
wondered whether my dad would be annoyed by or  
friendly with the young people who came to see their 
parents continue to fight for them.
 “My nineteen-year-old son was at a party with 
some friends and he overdosed. These kids panicked; 
they didn’t want to go to jail, so they drove around with 
him for over an hour thinking of  dumping him at a  
hospital until they realized he had died. Then, they 
decided to dump him on my lawn near the door. 
That’s where I found my son. If  there had been a law  
extending medical amnesty in these situations and they 
had known about it, these kids might have been brave 
enough to call 911 and save my son.”
 I thought of  a blues player I know named Doo 
who found his twenty-six-year-old son Jacob in his  
bedroom after what was later called a seizure from a 
medication-mix-up or overdose. “I touched him…” he 
once told me, “And God, I just knew…”
 When I returned my attention to the podium, 
another woman was speaking. “A woman I know going 
through cancer overdosed from her prescribed dose of  
oxycodone. She was revived with Naloxone and now 
keeps some at her home. We’re looking into ways of  
encouraging doctors to prescribe Naloxone right along 
with opiates. They sometimes prescribe too many 
things or too much of  something, especially in cases  
like cancer.”
 I looked over at my mom and saw her  
nodding with her chin resting in her hand, which  
covered her mouth. I remembered what she must have 
been reminded of: the assorted pill bottles of  every 
size and shape lined up on one side of  the dining room  
table, on the window sill, on his nightstand. I remember  
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watching my mom stick a needle in his belly, as he sat 
back against a dining room chair with his head flung 
back and eyes closed, and I wondered if  he had already 
been thinking of  an existence without pain.
 When I blinked back, a blonde mom put on a 
latex glove and stood with Naloxone kits in front of  her. 
 “Naloxone is also called Narcan—” she said.
 I genuinely didn’t know that.
 “Narcan kits come in a small variety, including 
this one with two syringes, and this one that’s a nasal 
spray,” she continued.
 I raised my eyebrow and wondered how much 
easier it would be to get perfect strangers to accept 
a life-saving medication if  they didn’t have to stab  
someone with needles. 
 The woman, a nurse, spoke through the same 
steps I’d given to a tattooed man under an overpass 
near downtown Gainesville earlier that day, only she in- 
cluded a more physical demonstration. She filled one of  
the syringes with 1cc of  Naloxone to demonstrate how 
to use it. The steps I had already memorized were: rub 
the sternum to check for responsiveness, call 911 right 
away if  none is found, begin CPR, administer 1cc of   
Naloxone and wait for responsiveness. If  there is no 
responsiveness in two to three minutes, administer  
another cc of  Naloxone. Be prepared to duck punches, 
because it brings the person into immediate withdrawal. 
Get the person quickly to professional help because if  it 
works, it will only do so for thirty minutes.  
 My attention began to wander as I scanned the 
room, wondering exactly how many people were there 
because they’d lost someone. I searched for drooped 
shoulders and baggy, empty eyes. I looked at the empty 
seats and imagined each person had brought a ghost 
or two with them, missing chunks of  themselves they 
searched for in lectures or good deeds. The air buzzed 
with constant motion around still seats…
 ‘Stop it,’ one of  my colder voices hissed. ‘What  
you’re feeling is probably closer to phantom-limb- 
syndrome than anything else. Some kind of  phantom- 
dead-loved-one syndrome, where you can’t take in any 
sensory input of  him and never will, so you’re projecting 
him everywhere.’
 And just like that, the seats were simply that, 
empty seats, and the room was colder than I remem-
bered.
 A Q&A went on around me. One dad in the 
group of  presenters played mobile microphone so  
everyone could ask a question or speak. Marshall 

spoke about how difficult it was to get the Medical  
Amnesty bill to pass, and how much everyone owed it to  
the parents and their dedication that it happened. The  
parents promised to distribute Narcan at the local  
Burger King parking lot that night, in case anyone  
wanted a kit on-hand.
 After enthusiastic applause, Jeremy Sharpe got 
back on the podium and, after a sound-test tap, thanked 
everyone for attending. He thanked the speakers and 
then pointed up at Marshall and me. “I’d like to also 
thank Marshall Rancifer and Eliza Devine. They’re 
our local Naloxone distributors who performed an  
outreach today, bringing food and Naloxone to some  
of  the Gainesville homeless population.”
 I waved vaguely at the people who suddenly 
looked up at our top-row table and applauded. I put on 
the plastic smile everyone seemed to like best.
 Once the crowd had started to disperse, I gave 
my mom a long goodbye hug before she left to return 
to Marietta. I went back into the auditorium and down 
the stairs towards the podium where Jeremy and a  
couple other members of  SSDP were speaking with  
the parents who had presented. I nodded to each,  
mostly keeping quiet until I saw the woman with a 
charm on her silver chain I had spotted at the beginning 
of  the event. 
 “That’s a beautiful necklace,” I said, already sus-
pecting the significance. 
 “Thank you,” she smiled, then held it up to 
show me. The silver charm was a parent holding both 
hands of  one child. I felt the weight before the words: 
“He was my only.”
 Something inside my chest constricted. “I’m 
sorry.”
 She smiled that same smile I’ve practiced in the 
mirror sometimes. It was tight around the corners of  her 
lips and eyes. The other presenting parents and nurses 
filed out of  their seats and began to climb the stairs. 
Each carried a picture of  their child, and the woman I 
spoke to picked up her own. 
 “It was nice to meet you,” I told her, “and thank 
you for fighting so hard for that law.”
 “It’s nice to meet you, too,” she responded, 
“and thank you for distributing.”
 I watched her walk away. Jeremy followed her 
but turned at the door. “Eliza, you need a ride?”
 “No, my car’s in the next parking lot, but 
thanks.”
 “Cool.” He disappeared, likely to help the rest 

of  the SSDP and Students for a Progressive Society 
members figure out how to break everything down.
 I stared at the rows of  empty tables and chairs. 
Ask any friend of  mine, and they’d likely tell you I’m the 
last person to leave a party. Studying the empty room 
in front of  me was easier than thinking about unwind-
ing and processing the day. It was easier than thinking 
about the crusades that death lays on us, like when my 
close friend’s brother died from a careless driver blazing 
by on a motorcycle. He flew into the air like an angel, 
then shredded unrecognizably on the pavement, later  
identified by a leg tattoo. Now my friend keeps a “Watch 

Out for Motorcycles” bumper sticker on her fireplace 
mantel under his pictures, and safety for motorcyclists 
on the road has become her and her mother’s crusade.
 I thought of  my dad burned to ash and bone 
fragment, some of  which I kept in a tiny vial around my 
neck and wondered if  I would have done the outreach 
that day if  I didn’t have a desire to do something noble 
to honor him. I had a paper to write on the event, too, 
and I didn’t know where to start. What had I learned? 
I learned we’re propped into our roles in life by the 
ghosts who carry us.

Elizabeth Ann Devine is a student of  Psychology at the 
University of  North Georgia with an Associate’s degree in 
her field. She was first published at the age of  seventeen. 
Now twenty-nine, she wrestles, acts in sketch comedy, and 
raises chickens with the love of  her life, Ben.
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Formal Essays

“In the nursery song ‘Row, Row, 
Row Your Boat,’ children are 

taught that ‘life is but a dream,’ 
but few children ever stop to 

wonder: Who is the dreamer?” 
Haley Shea Barfield

“Redefining Reality”
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Shadowed Memories 1st

Megan Nichole Broome

I take a deep breath and brace myself  as I open the 
doors to the nursing home. The atmosphere smells 

of  BenGay and sterilizing agents, and I am instantly 
greeted with smiles from three women sitting on the 
chairs and sofa to the right of  the entrance. They are 
diligently knitting and crocheting with the black coffee 
table doubling as a shrine to their beautiful creations. 
I smile back and begin the agonizing journey down 
the luminescent white hallway to Granny’s room. The 
doors to patient rooms are always open, and smells of  
bodily fluids transcend their way into the hallway and 
into my nostrils. Rings from the phone, the sounds 
of  nurses frantically walking, and the chatting of   
residents blocking the hallway with their walkers and  
wheelchairs play in the background of  my clouded  
mind as Granny’s room creeps closer. My mind bustles 
with questions and unknown expectations of  Will she  
remember me? Is she having a good or bad day? Am I 
really mentally prepared for this today?
 When I arrive, her door is halfway open, and 
her roommate, Louise, greets me with a smile in her 
wheelchair at the entrance. She is a sweet woman of  
ninety years whose disease long ago took her to a happy 
place; a part of  me wishes Granny will soon be there. 
I say hello and nod in agreement with what she says, 
not understanding any of  it, and take a deep breath as I 
open the door as wide as possible to maneuver around 
Louise’s wheelchair. Granny is sitting in the chair 
 beside the window gazing at the beautiful day outside, 
a stark contrast to the storm raging within her. The  
window sill is completely covered in pictures of  family  
members. As I walk over to her, I wear a fake smile 
and say, “Hey pretty lady.” She looks up and gives me 
a huge smile that reaches her eyes when she sees me. I 
instantly relax my shoulders and embrace her tightly in  
admiration. My eyes water as my insides jump with 
the thoughts, “She remembers me today. You haven’t  
completely taken her yet, you damned disease.”
  Granny is not alone in this battle, as 5.3 million 
Americans are currently suffering from Alzheimer’s  

disease, and 85,000 people die from it each year (Ault 
627-8). This genetic, degenerative disease causes  
amyloid proteins to stick together and form bundles 
of  plaques that inhibit synapses of  neurons from 
transmitting signals, leading to dementia and a  
decline of  cognitive skills and memory (Hoffman 4).  
The cornerstone of  research began in 1906 with  
German Physician Alois Alzheimer after his patient  
of  five years, Auguste Deter, presented with symp- 
toms including confusion, hallucinations, behavioral  
problems, difficulty speaking, and disorientation. 
An autopsy was performed when the patient died,  
confirming brain shrinkage and an abundance of   
proteins throughout (Hoffman 2). There are three 
 stages to Alzheimer’s disease, which deteriorates with 
the same consistency as plastic bags, so the mental 
 decline is a slow and painful death that corrodes the 
emotions of  both the victim and family caught in the 
path of  this silent killer. The disease not only affects 
the person afflicted but also affects their loved ones. 
Thomas DeBaggio describes his personal experience 
with Alzheimer’s: “The disease struck me, but it was 
not just mine; it touched the entire family” (129). 
Watching a loved one suffer with this disease is mentally  
draining, as though one could sleep for a year straight 
and still not be fully rested. The disease slowly sucks 
Granny’s memory away like a vacuum, forcing our fam-
ily to lose the pieces that were once scattered amongst 
our recollections. 
 Mild Cognitive Impairment (MCI) lays 
the foundation for this deterioration by producing  
symptoms related to getting lost in familiar places,  
having trouble paying bills and managing money,  
forgetting facts that used to be easy to recall, and  
making poor judgments. In addition, it takes longer 
for the individual to wash, dress, and eat, and they  
develop mood and personality changes (Hoffman 6). 
This is frustrating for the family because they feel as if  
they are taking care of  a toddler by attempting to keep 
them focused one task at a time. It is difficult to watch a 

family member struggle with aspects that used to come 
so easily to them, and now it seems as though they have 
to start all over with life. Thomas DeBaggio describes: 
“Every day is new now, with little remembrance of  the 
day before, but with enough memory retained to know 
there was a yesterday. This is a new way to live, and it 
takes getting used to” (85). 
 At sixty-nine, Granny became the model 
for these symptoms, developing subtle personality  
changes. She suffered from diabetes for about twenty  
years, so taking her daily medications became as routine  
as brushing her teeth. However, our family started  
noticing that she would often feel dizzy and lighthead-
ed, which caused her to forget to take her medicine, 
or sometimes take more than she needed, which was  
very concerning. She frequently took my sister, brother,  
and I out to eat, and we drove around as she showed 
us where she used to live. She exercised poor judgment  
in when to cross traffic and was unaware of  the speed  
limit or traffic signs. It reached the point where she 
did not remember where certain landmarks like Dairy  
Queen or her old home was. This was very unsettling  
for the three of  us, but when we asked her about it, she 
would laugh and brush it off  as though she was just 
joking. She was always organized and driven, but she 
began forgetting doctor’s appointments and became 
sidetracked when getting ready. She would often ask  
what day of  the week it was or what time of  day it was, 
mentioning that the day went by fast.
 An extremely disappointing aspect of  her  
decline was how the quality of  her food began  
suffering. The family recipe of  homemade Italian  
spaghetti and meatballs that was never written down 
became lost with her, and her potato salad became  
unidentifiable. Anything she cooked became a bad  
science experiment. Food was at the center of  every 
social gathering with Granny, and she insisted that we 
eat every time we were at her home. When this ability 
started declining, the foundation of  her hospitality and 
what made her Granny began declining with her. It no 
longer felt like an exciting social event at Thanksgiving 
or Christmas for our family, but rather a cruel reminder 
of  the darkness that was about to envelop every fiber 
of  our being
 Our concern for her only worsened when 
she began mismanaging her money and receiving late  
notices on bills. They would stack up on her coffee table,  
and eventually the piles became a tribute to the tall  
buildings of  New York City. When we would question  
her about it, she grew significantly irritated. She con-

tinued to mismanage her money by donating to any 
charity and telemarketer who called, putting her name 
on the “let’s take advantage of  this old lady” list. She 
had always loved to cook, so she went to the store fre-
quently to buy groceries. However, as time went on, 
she stopped cooking as often but still went to the store 
three times a week. She would forget what food she 
had in the fridge, so she would buy more, adding to the 
same foods she already had. We finally convinced her to 
go to the doctor, and tests confirmed the development 
of  this vindictive disease. This was devastating for our 
family. Gone were the days of  Granny being unique 
and special; now she was a mere statistic to be analyzed 
and categorized—another case study defining her to 
this foreboding death sentence. 
 Moderate Alzheimer’s is the next stage of  pro-
gression for the disease, and the brain continues to 
shrink with symptoms becoming more pronounced 
as the disease reaches areas of  the cerebral cortex that 
control language, reasoning, sensory processing, and 
conscious thought (Hoffman 7). Granny is currently 
in this stage, and is consistently irritable and defiant. 
She is easily confused and becomes angry, resulting in 
heated outbursts when she does not understand what 
she is being asked. She often forgets what she is saying 
in the middle of  a sentence and has trouble recalling  
certain facts she wants to share. She will ask me  
questions like “Where do you go to college?” or  
“When do you graduate?,” but when I answer, she asks 
again not even five minutes later. Frustration builds  
immensely after a few minutes of  being in the same 
room with her, so the longer I am with her the shorter 
my responses become due to annoyance. A huge aspect  
of  this stage is “Sundowner’s  Syndrome,” which  causes 
the agitation, confusion, anxiety, disorientation, and  
depression symptoms of  the disease to get worse in 
the late afternoon or after the sun sets. It is not  
exactly known what causes Sundowner’s, but it could  
potentially be a reflection of  an inability to commu-
nicate due to severe behavioral changes (Shagam 81). 
These symptoms often reflect onto family members, 
as it is mentally and physically draining to be around 
someone with constant mood swings and redundant 
questions. 
 The final event that made our family under-
stand Granny could not live by herself  was when she 
started putting aluminum foil in the microwave or 
forgetting to take the plastic off  of  pizza when she 
cooked it. She would overtake her medicine, causing it 
to run out sooner than it needed to because she forgot  
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whether she had already taken it. She also had trouble 
with simple tasks like making coffee and would  
forget that the grounds there were from the day before, 
and she would just add water on top of  it. We finally  
decided that the best course of  action was to place her 
in a nursing home for her safety and the peace of  
mind of  her family, but Granny was far from thrilled 
at the idea. She has frequent mood swings and  
forgets that her mother is dead, often asking where 
she is. Growing up, she had eight brothers and sisters, 
and she now forgets that all but two are dead. She does  
remember stories from her past that she shares, but  
they are starting to become distorted and change a little.
Thomas DeBaggio describes this stage as “I am less  
certain of  everything, but I do not feel like a child with 
no history. I have a clear sense of  history, I just don’t  
know whether it is mine” (85). If  we tell Granny we are  
going to take her to lunch the next day and even write 
her a note on her white board, she still might forget  
completely. Sometimes her memory is better or worse 
depending on the day and time. She forgets where 
my brother and I go to school and that my sister is  
married. She has trouble following sequences, like 
cooking and preparing meals and following directions. 
She is purposefully defiant and stubborn in order to  
not completely feel like she has lost all control over 
her life. “Although subtle in attack, Alzheimer’s is the  
closest thing to being eaten alive slowly” (DeBaggio 41).
 The last stage is severe Alzheimer’s, and Granny  
is slowly creeping towards this phase. Plaques and 
tangles are now scattered throughout the brain, and 
only a thin ribbon of  gray matter is left with a large 
amount of  fluid in the ventricles (Hoffman 8). She  
recognizes loved ones right now but is starting to forget 
that she has great-grandchildren. As symptoms prog-
ress, she will only be able to communicate through 
moaning and grunting, and she will become complete-
ly dependent on others for care. Symptoms eventually 
progress to weight loss, difficulty swallowing, seizures, 
skin lesions, lack of  bladder and bowel control, and  
increased sleeping. Because of  this dependence on  
others for care and openness to multiple other diseases, 
patients in this stage are likely to die from pneumonia 
(Hoffman 8).
 Family members have extreme anxiety about 
the person with Alzheimer’s and want to remain at 
home with their loved ones as long as possible, but 
find that when circumstances become hazardous they 
must place them in long-term care facilities (Ault 
638). Also, although family members are typically the  

individuals who care for loved ones with this disease,  
it is not recommended due to the emotional attachment 
and turmoil that occurs with the progression. There are  
detrimental psychological and physical outcomes 
among family caregivers of  individuals with dementia.  
Physical symptoms of  family members may include 
weakness and fatigue, impaired immune function, 
 increased blood pressure, poor self-care, and higher 
medication use (Hwang 251).
 Some family members give up their full-time 
jobs to take care of  their Alzheimer’s patient, and 
this constant responsibility of  caregiving leads to  
resentment and a loss of  identify. Family members 
feel guilty for having their own identity and feel a  
constant sense of  responsibility in taking care of the 
family member. Because they feel obligated to provide  
adequate and optimal care for their loved one,  
caregivers often do not engage in meaningful  
activities such as work, leisure, self-care, or social  
participation (Hwang 252). This results in one in five 
caregivers having high depressive symptoms, which is 
twice the rate of  people with other diseases (Ault 630).  
Personality changes occur in both the patient and  
family member, and this significantly strains the  
relationship between the family members and person 
with Alzheimer’s.
 A secondary source quotes a family member:  
“I would feel good if  she died. The sooner the  
better” (Chesla 7). He felt that he was in limbo between  
being married and not being married. Patients are  
often in denial about the initial diagnosis, worrying that 
the individual was misdiagnosed because they might 
not physically look like something is wrong. Because 
family members are subjected to these symptoms, it is 
advised that they should take care of  themselves while 
caring for someone with Alzheimer’s. It is important to 
have a good daily diet, exercise regularly, and maintain 
proper sleeping habits (Kuhn 197).
 Watching family members with the disease is 
an agonizing “long goodbye” because the loved one 
is gradually being replaced by the disease. A form of  
mental dying occurs; therefore, the three stages of   
coping are often prevalent (Shagam 307). It is essen-
tial for family members to go through these stages 
and support each other, as the transition of  the  
coping process can occur as slowly as the disease. The 
first stage of  coping is grief, which is necessary to begin 
the healing process. Feelings of  sadness, disappointment, 
frustration, anger, and depression occur, which can  
result in social isolation. The second stage is letting go, 

where the person becomes closer to acceptance and no 
longer expects the family member to act “normally.” 
The last stage is acceptance, where the person learns to 
cope with the situation at hand, knowing it cannot be 
changed (Kuhn 200-2). Every family member handles 
the coping, trauma, and grief  in different ways. Humor 
is a very important coping mechanism, and the con-
stant redundant questions require laughter and joking 
so tears do not formulate. Denying laughter even for a 
moment allows the dark omen of  surrender to crouch 
in the background, allowing the unkind disease to win 
the war on Granny’s humanity without a fight. She has 
flecks of  her true personality that shine through, and 
these are the bittersweet moments that are cherished 
but are also cruel reminders of  what will never be again. 
 I have been at the nursing home for an hour and 

realize that I need to leave. I stand up and hug Granny 
goodbye, trying to ignore the sad look on her face. She 
says, “But you just got here,” and I have to remind her 
that I have stayed a while. She gives me a frown that 
quickly changes to a smile and tells me to come back 
soon. I smile and say I will, knowing that she will have 
no recollection of  this conversation. As I say goodbye 
to Louise and walk out of  the room, my mind races 
with the thoughts like “Will she remember that I came 
to visit her today?” or “Will she remember me next 
time I come?” As much as I love her, there is a part of  
me that wishes her torture will soon be over. As I get in 
my car and drive away, I look in the rearview mirror at 
Granny’s window. She was diagnosed with Alzheimer’s 
in 2013, but now she is just a shadow of  a woman who 
long ago vanished.
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2nd
A Feminist Reading
of The Brief and Wondrous 
Life of Oscar Wao Marcel Cantu

In Alice Walker’s “Thesis on a Feminist Novel,” she 
states that “A feminist novel does not shy away 

from that which makes...its reader uncomfortable. A  
feminist novel is not afraid to make the reader hurt” 
(Gay). Junot Díaz’s The Brief  and Wondrous Life of  
Oscar Wao may not initially portray the ideals of  a  
traditional feminist novel until the audience considers  
Alice Walker’s definition. Díaz frames his characters 
Yunior, Lola, and Oscar in a way that attacks machismo  
and exposes a cultural defect in this view of  wom-
en. Through Díaz’s use of  coarse diction, detailed  
description, and story plot, he constructs a world where 
women can no longer be overlooked, but instead their 
value and equality must be realized.
 This novel is deceiving because of  the sexist 
language used by Yunior, the narrator of  the book. 
Hearing this vile subjugation of  women makes the 
“reader uncomfortable” like Walker says, but not 
in the traditional ways feminist texts generally do. 
Díaz creates a paradox in his characterization of  the  
narrator by creating a sexist character in a book against 
sexism. Yunior exemplifies the ideal Dominican  
womanizer. Yunior is everything any Dominican would  
want to be, yet he lacks what Díaz views as ideal: 
true love and equality. Yunior’s language objectifies 
women, promoting the machismo man. From the 
beginning of  the novel, he describes Lola’s friends 
as “not too smart...but fine as shit: the sort of   
hot-as-balls Latinas” (Díaz 28). This harsh, sexual 
language prominent in Dominican culture and  
coursing through each page of  The Brief  and Wondrous  
Life of  Oscar Wao seems to encourage the degradation  
of  women, but Díaz’s story represents the opposite.  
Yunior who “was fucking with not one, not two, 
but three fine-ass bitches…and that wasn’t even 
counting the side-sluts” represents the epitome of  a  
Dominican man (Díaz 185). Despite this seeming 
praise, Díaz crafts his novel to expose the problems 

of  this lifestyle and view of  women. This celebrated 
objectification Yunior displays ultimately causes his 
downfall. 
 Although Yunior seems to be the ideal man 
by Dominican standards, the characteristics that make 
him praiseworthy among his culture are the same  
characteristics that keep him from experiencing unde-
filed love. When Yunior meets Lola, he immediately 
recognizes her strength and  independence. He knows 
that Lola is “like the fucking opposite of  the girls 
[he] usually macked on” (Díaz 168) and that “with 
her, [he] would have to be someone else” (Díaz 
198). Yunior recognizes that his lifestyle is not one 
that treats women as humans and that Lola deserves  
respect. Díaz sculpts the true nature of  machismo as 
he portrays the harm it causes to Yunior and Lola’s  
relationship. For a short amount of  time, Yunior and 
Lola were together, but Yunior ruined the relationship 
because he “couldn’t keep [his] rabo in [his] pants” 
(Díaz 311). Lola was Yunior’s inspiration; she inspired 
him to take care of  Oscar and to try to break his  
cycle of  girls. Ultimately, the machismo ingrained into  
Yunior as a positive trait destroyed his chance at a  
freeing love. Yunior gets married and has a family, as 
does Lola, but Yunior still dreams at night that “shit 
could be saved” between them (Díaz 327). Yunior 
found a wife and his version of  an acceptable ending, 
but his thoughts will always return to Lola and the love 
that could have been if  not for his self-destructive  
behavior.
 Through the juxtaposition of  Yunior’s lan-
guage and story, Díaz confirms his motive that real 
love can only exist between men and women when  
women are free from objectification. Díaz attacks the 
horrible degradation of  women by exposing the abuse  
machismo causes. Díaz frees the secrets, no longer 
allowing them to grow and thrive. Díaz questions, 
“How can you change something if  you won’t even  

acknowledge its existence or downplay its significance?”
(Moya). Díaz challenges the view of  women ingrained 
in society by talking about, exemplifying, and proving 
the problem. Rather than speaking directly about the 
injustices, Díaz constructs a story that lets the flaws 
in the treatment of  women speak for themselves. In 
an interview with Joe Fassler, Díaz explains that “If  
it’s too brute and too obvious then it becomes… kind 
of  a moral tale. You want to make it subtle enough 
so that there are arguments like this.” Díaz allows his  
readers to process their own emotions and come to  
their own conclusions about the situations presented.  
He does not force an opinion on the reader but allows 
the reader to develop his or her own, making it more  
powerful and personal. Díaz “is not afraid to 
make the reader hurt,” and through this hurt, Díaz  
empowers his readers with the secrets of  oppression 
and the emotions to rise against it (Gay).
 Díaz crafts a strong woman character, Lola, 
to prove that women do not have to yield to the 
whims of  men. Amidst a sea of  women who are only  
included in this book because men sleep with them,  
Lola stands out as unwilling to submit to the stan- 
dards of  machismo. Lola narrates her own chapters,  
escaping Yunior’s sexist perspective. Lola breaks out of  
the traditional mold and view of  women and portrays 
a strong female character unscathed by men’s con- 
straints. Lola’s story begins like every other Dominican 
girl’s: tormented because her skin is not the right shade 
and her hair is not uniform with everyone else’s. Most-
ly, she is tormented because she lives in a society where 
she is a slave to everyone else. Lola lived this way as a 
child, but as she grew, so did her defiance. She would not 
live in the box Dominican culture had assigned to her.  
Lola’s first act of  rebellion against the standards for 
Dominican women was shaving her head. Lola “put 
the clippers in Karen’s hand, turned them on, and  
guided her hand until it was all gone” (Díaz 59). Lola  
separates herself  from the story by being an alternate 
narrator, and she separates herself  from oppressed  
women by cutting her hair. Díaz creates Lola as a break  
in the continuous dehumanization of  women.
 As Lola matures, her struggle to be seen as  
fully human continues. She grows back her hair and her 
confidence. Lola becomes “one of  those over achiever 
chicks who ran all the organizations in college” (Díaz 
168). She does not let herself  be held back by the 
rest of  the world’s stereotypes, but lives the way she  
desires in spite of  a societal claim on who she should 
be. Yunior narrates that when facing her ambitions: 

Lola does not use, “I’m thinking about” or “I’ve applied” 
but “I am” (197). She is sure of  herself  and what 
she will accomplish. Lola does not let her skin, her  
gender, her hair, or her past dictate the life she will 
live. Lola uses the same ferocity when dealing with 
men. Traditionally, every man has his girlfriend and  
his side girls, but Lola is not interested in being one of  
many. Even with Yunior, whom she loves, she will not  
accept less than she knows she deserves. After  
suspicion, Lola “called and asked [Yunior] where [he] 
had been the night before, and when [he] didn’t have 
a good excuse, she said, ‘good-bye, Yunior; please take 
good care of  yourself ’” (Díaz 324). Even for someone 
she cares deeply about, Lola will not give up who she 
is. Díaz creates this strong female character to combat 
machismo. Lola is powerful, confident, and eventually 
unaffected by people’s judgment. Lola’s character also 
serves to reveal Yunior’s hamartia: machismo. 
 Díaz creates Oscar, who is unable to achieve 
Dominican male ideals, as a character who fails to 
thrive in society but is able to earn a respectable love. 
He is affected by his mother’s rape, and takes on,  
himself, the symptoms of  a rape survivor. Oscar does  
not portray the same degrading views of  women, and  
Díaz accredits this to the legacy of  trauma left by  
Oscar’s mother’s rape. Oscar is the opposite of   
machismo. Yunior points out that “to say I’d never met  
a Dominican like him would be to put it mildly” (Díaz 
171). Between his nerdy loves and overweight body, 
he simply cannot get girls the way the machismo  
identity encourages him to get them. Oscar’s weight  
and interest in sci-fi are obvious reasons Oscar has  
trouble with girls, but Díaz reveals that there is more  
to it than that. In an interview with Paula M.L. Moya,  
Díaz explains, “Perhaps one of  the reasons Oscar ain’t  
getting laid is because he is the son of  a survivor of  
a horrific sexual rape” (Moya). Díaz explains that 
rape survivors may gain weight to hide their bodies, 
and this symptom is one Oscar clearly shows. Oscar’s  
mother’s past is not openly discussed, but Díaz explains 
that rape trauma can pass down not only to daughters 
but to sons as well. Díaz suggests that Oscar does not  
display the typical characteristics of  a Dominican man 
because he has seen the destruction and pain it creates. 
 Despite the seeming flaw in Oscar’s lack of  sex, 
he experiences one reward no stereotypical Dominican 
character experiences: he finds true love. At the end of  
the novel, a final letter arrives explaining that Oscar and 
Ybón did eventually get together, but Oscar clarifies 
that “what really got him was not the bam-bam-bam 
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of  sex—it was the little intimacies that he’d never in his 
whole life anticipated” (Díaz 334). The true love Díaz 
paints is not one of  rigorous sex and objectification; it 
is a passionate, sensitive love. Oscar’s love is a healing, 
revitalizing love, barely recognizable in comparison to 
the marred version of  love machismo culture presents. 
Díaz explains that this love is “the kind [of  love] that 
could liberate them from a legacy of  colonial violence” 
(Moya). Oscar’s inability to get girls, whether because 
of  his appearance or a legacy of  trauma, leads him to 
the freeing love that is fantasized about but unable to 
be obtained in a society where women are abused and 
disregarded by men. Despite all of  Yunior’s girls, he 
never grasps true love; he has a glimmering shadow of  
it with Lola, but it flees due to his lifestyle. Oscar lives 
his life in agony over never having a girl’s love, yet at 
the end, he is the only one who truly receives it.
 In The Brief  and Wondrous Life of  Oscar Wao,  

Junot Díaz refuses to let the abuse of  women  
continue unmentioned. Díaz fills his novel with  
Dominican characters, but the abusive machismo ideas 
he presents expand past these parameters. One in  
every six American women is a victim of  rape while 
only three in every one hundred rapists receive any 
form of  punishment (“Statistics”). The dehumaniza-
tion of  women depicted in Junot Díaz’s novel is not 
confined to his pages but runs rampant in our world. 
Readers are horrified by the lack of  action against 
rape found in The Brief  and Wondrous Life of  Oscar Wao, 
yet these same individuals may make up a society of   
people equally unscathed by the horrors frequent in  
our world. Junot Díaz does not present a story but a 
reality about the treatment of  women. Díaz pushes 
readers to pay attention to the hurt that is allowed to 
live around them and forces them to choose to either 
ignore this inequality or stand up against it.
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Marcel Cantu is a first year English Certification major 
at the University of  North Georgia. She aspires to be 
a high school English teacher and hopes to inspire her 
students the way she was inspired by her teachers in 
high school.

Redefining Reality
Haley Shea Barfield

Every single day, billions of  people awaken from 
slumber to promptly immerse themselves back 

into reality without once pausing to consider this  
existential question: Is reality real? According to the  
Oxford English Dictionary, reality is “Real existence; what 
is real rather than imagined or desired; the aggregate of  
real things or existences; that which underlies and is the 
truth of  appearances or phenomena” (“reality, n.”). The 
question is left hanging, unanswered as to what truly  
accounts for all that humans experience in any given 
moment. As a college student who considers philosophy 
among her favorite subjects, I cannot help but wonder 
what keeps our universe, and thus our lives, in motion. 
In my search for a more satisfactory answer, philosoph-
ical and spiritual texts provide insight by which I mold a 
deeper understanding of  what reality means.
 Many people are content to live their lives  
without ever thinking beyond the surface of  what 
they deal with every day. Some people take for granted 
that the planetary orbits continue to turn without any  
human interference, accepting without pause that 
all that is, just is. For these folks, ignorance is bliss, 
but I prefer a more investigative approach. Until I  
understand something down to its very core, the  
concept intrigues me, incessantly occupying my 
thoughts until a satisfactory solution appears. I choose 
the role of  the skeptic, ever-questioning the truth of  my  
surroundings and experiences. Because an individual  
can observe reality only from his or her own point of  
view, the collective conception of  reality is a blurred 
mess, a great experiential collage pasted together  
through records and memories of  past events that can 
never be reenacted in the exact same fashion. Two  
people can be present in the same time and place and 
still walk away with entirely different ideas of  what 
transpired. One’s thoughts and associations create 
biases by which one’s own concepts of  reality differ 
from those held by co-inhabitants of  the very same 
world. Accounts of  reality are passed from person to 

person, generation to generation. With every retelling, 
the framing is changed, opening doors for misinter-
pretation and deception. Consequently, the collective  
construct is unreliable. 
 As it turns out, we cannot trust our perceptions 
even when we ourselves are the primary sources. “Our 
sense of  reality is profoundly affected by the way our 
senses work together,” Morgan Freeman narrates in 
an episode of  Through the Wormhole (“Is Reality Real”). 
Neuropsychologists report that the human brain 
can only interpret a small percentage of  the sensory  
information presented in any given circumstance. Our 
brains are programmed to use selective focus, meaning 
that we subconsciously choose which input is worth  
decoding while ignoring “irrelevant” peripheral  
input in order to avoid total sensory overload (“Is  
Reality Real?”). The result of  selective focus is that our 
brains must fill in the holes in our perceptions using 
a mechanism called amodal completion: as if  reading a  
story, the brain uses context clues to fill these  
spaces with whatever information would make the  
most sense in each circumstance. Because of  this 
phenomenon, our human senses will always have the 
potential to deceive us. Therefore, blind trust cannot 
be placed in our individual perceptions of  reality, either.
 Rene Descartes addresses the deceptions of   
human perception in Discourse on the Method and  
Meditations on First Philosophy, wherein he observes a 
piece of  wax in a study of  sensory interpretation. He 
first notes the form of  the wax when it is hard and 
cool, then holds it near a flame and watches as the wax 
begins to melt into a warm, liquid state (Descartes 67). 
Because a tangible object’s physical characteristics can 
change drastically while remaining the same substance, 
Descartes determines that the physical senses cannot 
be trusted, stating that “perception of  the wax is nei-
ther a seeing, nor a touching, nor an imagining . . .  
rather it is an inspection on the part of  the mind 
alone. This inspection can be imperfect and confused, 
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as it was before, or clear and distinct, as it is now,  
depending upon how closely I pay attention”  
(Descartes 68). Descartes, who was early to discover the  
occurrence of  perceptual mistakes, presents a similar 
thought process in his famous Dream Argument. He  
recalls many times in which he believed that he 
was awake and sitting in a chair by the fire, only  
to suddenly awaken in his own bed, the fire left behind 
in the rapidly dissolving dream-state from which he 
had stirred (Descartes 60). When we awaken from 
such illusions, we often attempt to interpret those vivid  
visions in a way that provides meaning, but usually find 
the nature of  dreams to be beyond our understanding,  
a sensation that is also discussed in works of  ancient 
Eastern philosophy.
 One of  the earliest philosophers to ponder the 
meaning of  dreams was a Chinese man by the name 
of  Chuang Tzu, who wrote many of  the fundamental  
Taoist texts. In The Book of  Chuang Tzu, he questions  
reality and recounts a dream experience in which 
he is a butterfly:
 “How can I tell how things are? How can I tell  
 how things are not?” Once upon a time, I,  
 Chuang Tzu, dreamt that I was a butterfly,  
 flitting around and enjoying myself. I had no 
 idea I was Chuang Tzu. Then suddenly I woke 
 up and was Chuang Tzu again. But I could not  
 tell, had I been Chuang Tzu dreaming I was a  
 butterfly, or a butterfly dreaming I was now  
 Chuang Tzu? (20)
While dreaming as a butterfly, Chuang Tzu had 
no doubts in the illusion. Some nights, I dream so  
vividly that upon awakening, I feel disoriented in my  
own skin and must give myself  time to settle back into  
reality before my sense of  balance will return. “Pinch  
me. I must be dreaming” is a common phrase that  
reflects upon the shared experience of  doubt many  
people feel when life seems too good to be true or  
when reality seems so surreal as to be a dream. 
When contemplatingthe differences between dreams 
and reality, many people begin to question whether  
reality isn’t all just some grand illusion.
 The ancient eastern religion of  Hinduism has a 
word, Maya, which is commonly translated to mean “that 
which is not but appears to be real,” or ‘illusion’ (“Maya”). 
However, the English translation never quite reveals 
the true depth of  the word’s spiritual connotations.  
Whereas an illusion refers to something that does not 
exist, Maya speaks of  reality as a very real illusion from 
which the observer can only be released after seeing 
through the façade. In Hindu texts, Maya has been called 

“the mighty weaver,” weaving the very fabric of  reality 
itself  and casting the illusion upon all who are caught 
blind in its web (Jayaram). Maya has also been described 
as “the play of  God enacted through his creative and 
dynamic energy or force” (Jayaram). Similarly, a recently 
established western belief  system called the Science of  
Mind refers to reality as “the manifest universe. . .[which] 
is the body of  God” (Holmes 98). In the main text of  
this discipline, also called The Science of  Mind, religious 
icon and philosopher Ernest Holmes says, “Like the 
creative soil in which seeds are planted and from which 
plant life grows, the Soul of  the Universe is the Creative 
Medium into which the Word of  Spirit falls and from 
which Creation arises” (90). The Science of  Mind defines 
Maya as the “world of  mental illusion” and refers to  
reality as “the manifest universe,” implying that what 
comes into being is manifested solely through the  
divine will and power of  God (Holmes 608). Despite 
the many surface-level discrepancies between religious  
theories, one underlying theme of  truth can be  
discerned by anyone who is willing to read between 
the lines and connect the dots.
 In creating what Hindus call Maya and  
dispersing infinite universal energy throughout this 
world (and perhaps more), I believe that the power 
most people call God has established a playground of   
exponentially increasing perspectives from which to 
experience the interactions of  Its own energy. In  
accordance with Alan Watts, my spirituality sees a  
God who chooses self-deception, as described in The 
Book: On the Taboo Against Knowing Who You Are:
 God . . . likes to play hide and seek, but because 
 there is nothing outside of  God, He has no one  
 but himself  to play with. But He gets over this  
 difficulty by pretending that He is not Himself. 
 . . . he is you and I and all the people in the 
 world . . . He does it so well that it takes him a 
 long time to remember where He hid Himself   
 . . . just what he wanted to do . . . That is why it 
 is so hard for you and me to find out that we  
 are God in disguise . . . But when the game has 
 gone on long enough, all of  us will wake up,  
 stop pretending, and remember that we are all  
 one single Self—the God who is all that there is. 
 (15)
In the absence of  a reality, an omnipotent entity 
would lack purpose, and if  this entity is self-aware, It 
would have nothing to be aware of  except Its own all- 
knowing uselessness. I believe that there exists a  
higher power capable of  creative intent, that this  
energy makes up the universe and all of  its constituents,  

and that through this energy, any beings can project  
their will upon reality to produce a desirable outcome,  
a task most successful when performed in conscious  
collaboration with co-inhabitants. Whether I give this  
power a name does not matter to me, but referring to 
It as “God” serves the sake of  common understanding. 
Each and every person is an equal essence of  God, 
for in every moment we forge the reality we live in 
through our actions. Therefore, I believe that the 
myriad dreams of  God compose the reality we experi-
ence each day.
 When all is said and done, we as individuals  
will never know whether our brains have properly  
interpreted reality, or if  we are in fact dreaming, hal-

lucinating, or being otherwise deceived. Many people 
would prefer to remain in Maya, standing unwittingly 
on an illusion of  sturdy ground, rather than look closer, 
for fear that they will find themselves standing on thin 
air. However, I choose to embrace the possibility that  
life really is a dream: a dream of  the Universe, in  
which we are all God playing hide and seek with our 
infinite Self. Long before I had ever heard any of   
these concepts, though, a childhood nursery rhyme  
first inspired my search for understanding. In the  
nursery song “Row, Row, Row Your Boat,” children are 
taught that “life is but a dream,” but few children ever 
stop to wonder: Who is the dreamer?
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Art

The artwork being showcased this 
year has been  submitted by UNG 

students and juried by Victoria 
Cooke, the Director of Art Galleries. 

The works presented cover all 
mediums and wonderfully represent 

the extensive art classes offered at 
UNG, as well as the immense talent 

of our art students.
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 Strings Attached
Diana Hyrbu

 Hope
Cortland West

 Coil Vase
Cody Thomas

 Sea Pod Vision 
Christina Packard
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 Above Ground
Kelly Lynne Donnelly

 Touch
Charlotte McDonnold

 Nerve 
Kelly Lynne Donnelly

 Orb
Zoey Fleck
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 Flame
Laura Fazio

 Autumn is Falling
Heather Lund

 Adventure is Out There
Anslie Bass

 Crystallize
Laura Fazio
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 Fruit 
Diana Hyrbu

 Gulo
Isaac Bramblett

 Electrical Thing Innards
Christina Packard

 Rope
Rebecca Adams
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 Tunnel Vision
Huong Nguyen

 Deserted
Deanna Lassiter

 Sound
Charlotte McDonnold

 Alligator Eye 
Young Lee
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 Lidded Jar
Dustin Hogan

 Caged Growth 
Rebecca Adams

 Thought Waves
Christina Packard

 Writing in the Sky 
Diana Hyrbu
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Special Topics Winners
In addition to our annual writing 

contest winners, The Chestatee Review 
also publishes the winners of two other 

contests: The PoeDown Writing Contest 
and The Inman Quill Essay Contest. 

The PoeDown Writing Contest, which 
celebrates Edgar Allan Poe, seeks the 

best piece of horror-themed flash 
fiction, while The Inman Quill Essay 

Contest seeks the best essay written in 
English Composition I and II.

“He clambers up, away from  
the starved eyes carefully  
hidden within twilight.” 

Brianna Schantz
“In the Belly of Lumber”
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In the Belly of Lumber
Brianna Schantz

The pine is dark and looming—towering over three 
children who stand outside of  its edges on a hunt 

for the creature it encloses.
 “The monster wants you, Freddy,” a little 
girl chimes, shoving her brother towards the prickly  
lumber. Freddy stumbles from her grasp and falls,  
forcing drops of  mud to propel into the sickly air. 
He clambers up, away from the starved eyes carefully  
hidden within twilight.
 “Stop it, Vivian. That’s not funny,” Freddy 
hisses, wiping the gunk off  of  his colorful clothes.
 “You scared?” the other teases, exposing teeth 
worn from the days of  candy and baked autumn goods. 
He wears a shirt with his name on it and smacks a  
piece of  gum between his molars.
 “No!” the younger of  the two yells suddenly, 
his face flushing in alarm. “The monster only wants  
bad kids—like you, Gavin.”
 “That ain’t true,” Gavin shoves his fists into his 
pockets, a smile spread below his broken nose. “It takes 
what it wants. And I know what it wants,” he pauses  
and raises an accusing finger Freddy’s way. “You.”
 Freddy slams his rain boots down. “Shut up!”
 Vivian grabs her brother and pulls him close, 
her eyes narrow and menacing. “I guess we’ll find out, 
right? When you turn your back to the woods…” she 
begins to laugh and Freddy bites back petrified tears. 
Vivian pushes him gently. “Come on, Freddy. I’m just 
kidding.”
 “I’m not—”
 “Shut it, Gavin!” the brunette snarls, gunning 
him a pointed look. 

 Gavin shrugs, blowing a bubble with his sticky 
treat. “Let’s test the theory.”
 “I… I don’t want to—” Freddy starts.
 “Come on,” Vivian groans, spinning around. 
Her eyes are opposite of  the timber, staring at the 
drips of  orange and red in the sky. “Nothing is gonna  
happen.”
 Gavin follows, but Freddy hesitates. He peeks 
at the starless grounds, his eyes searching for signs of  
life—for signs of  anything. Then, he revolves on his 
heels and settles firmly in the wet, gooey mud. His eyes 
close, and the world goes black, empty of  everything.
 Freddy counts in his head, keeping track of  the 
time spent standing on the outskirts of  town—on the 
outskirts of  the woodland. At fifty, his eyelashes flutter 
upward, surprised to find that the sun is gone with the 
moon in its place.
 “I guess you guys were right,” Freddy  
mutters, relieved—but his words are met with silence. 
The breath in his lungs escapes him as he realizes that 
both are gone.
 “This isn’t funny!” he shouts, enraged and  
confused. Beads of  perspiration begin to coat him, 
chilling him in the late October wind. “Come out!”
 The breeze carries his voice to the bush, along 
with puckered leaves. Freddy watches as the branches 
shake, jittering with excitement and satisfied hunger.
 “Vivian?” The magnitude of  his desperation 
fails him, and his voice cracks. A shadow in the gloom 
moves, and the environment stills, quiet enough for 
Freddy to hear something dragged within the woods.

(PoeDown Flash Fiction Contest)

Atlanta, GA – Reports of  over 10,000 cases of  fatal 
insomnia are flooding in across the United States, 

with the first case reported in August 2016 at Emory 
University Hospital in Atlanta, Georgia. 
 A young woman exhibiting symptoms of  acute 
psychosis was brought to the emergency room at  
Emory, where lab imaging tests showed signs of   
rapid neurological deterioration. Doctors report that 
the young woman had not slept in three to four weeks.  
Despite intensive study and numerous treatment  
attempts over the course of  five days, the woman  
reportedly died following a three-hour screaming  
episode. “All she did was lie in bed and scream, never 
breathing, never changing her expression. She stopped 
only to die, and when she did, the hospital continued to 
echo,” said Dr. Inops, a third-year neurology resident at 
Emory University.
 There is no information about what causes this 
phenomenon yet, as all patients die before research 
can be completed. However, it has been noted that the  

disease prognosis is about one month.
 If  you or a loved one experience symptoms 
of  utter sleeplessness that is not improved by any 
amount or type of  medication or physical activity, go  
immediately to your local emergency room. Other 
symptoms may include one or all of  the following:

• Mania, i.e.: increased energy despite lack of  
sleep

• Hallucinations, paranoia, or other psychotic 
symptoms

• Violent or otherwise hostile behavior
• Catatonia, i.e.: loss of  motor function and 

responsiveness. Catatonia may also present as 
excited delirium

• General hysteria or incoherence which worsens 
with time

 
 Visit www.onenationonenewsnetwork.com for 
more on this story and related stories.

Breaking News
Ashley Brooks

(PoeDown Flash Fiction Contest)
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Lucifer as a Hacker
Hannah Terwilliger

“I cannot explain here. Just please let me talk to 
you. I don’t have much time.” 

 What the hell?
 The stranger repeated his request again. 
 “Please, I need someone to talk to…”
 He typed out a response.
 “Who are you? What is your name?”
  “@666Th3DGK. That’s all I can tell you.”
 He hesitated, finger hovering over the command  
administrator prompt. He didn’t like this at all. It wasn’t 
his job to get involved with other people’s business. 
His job was to steal and share. But as any good hacker 
knew… the cyber world was never safe, even from the 
most skilled of  the craft. 
 But curiosity won. He copied the digital code the 
mystery user sent him and pasted it into his Command  
program. 
 He hit ENTER.
 Almost immediately his computer screen flashed 
blue and he saw thousands and thousands of  code bits 
stream through his server at an unnatural rate. A red dot 
appeared in the center of  the blue and spread like blood 
from the Nile River in Egypt. 
 The keyboard suddenly became hot to the touch, 
and he yelped in surprise as he withdrew his fingers.  
The flesh was burnt and peeled.
 Something was wrong with this code. Something  
unnatural and unearthly. 
 As his damaged fingers smoldered, another 
command flashed.
 CONTINUE RUNNING PORTAL?
 What portal? 
 But he got his answer when a set of  two empty 
orbs blinked at him. 
 Despite the pain he managed to type a response 

with his two reasonably intact fingers.
 “Why?”
 The screen seemed to drip a dark substance, and 
he couldn’t help but watch as thick drops of  moisture 
landed on his hands. 
 CONTINUE RUNNING PROGRAM? 
 CLOSE PROGRAM?
 REMOVE VIRUS?
 REINSTALL VIRUS? 
 The bastard had uploaded a virus onto his server!  
But that didn’t explain—  
 The stranger user sent another message. When 
he refused to open it, the message opened on its own.
 “You receive my program?”
 “What did you just send me?!”
 “A program you’ll need as the new adminis-
trator… of  my old job.”
 The hacker didn’t like this.
 “Old job? Who are you?”
 “I’m @666Th3DGK... The Devil’s Gate-
keeper. I wish you luck. And farewell.”
 The last words he saw before his world faded 
away came as: 
 INSTALLING PROGRAM 
 The dark orbs seem to grow larger and larger 
beyond the screen until he was almost lost within their 
abyss. 
 ………………………..
 A few hours later, the dark computer monitor 
hummed back to life. All the programs rebooted as the 
system ran its normal scans and checkups. The hard 
drive had finally cooled down from the massive amount 
of  input it recently uploaded. 
 The screen soundlessly blinked.
 Download Complete 

(PoeDown Flash Fiction Contest)

Well, the moon and stars have been tucked into the 
bed of  night with a blanket of  clouds, while the 

shadows close around the campsite like a tent. All we 
can see in the light of  a fire that’s sucking the life out of  
the coals is our fire-bronzed faces, lined and edged with 
shadows. Now seems a perfect time to tell a nightmarish 
campfire story.
 What? You don’t care to hear one? Well, too 
bad, I’m telling one anyway. Not like you have any place 
better to be.
 You all have probably heard of  those monstrous 
ape-men. You know, like Bigfoot and his sasquatches up 
at the woodland borders between the U.S. and Canada. 
Or the Abominable Snowman even farther north and 
his yeti cousins in the ice-capped Himalayas. Bet you 
didn’t give those monsters much of  a second thought, 
and I bet you thought that since you lived far away from 
them, here in the South, that you might be safe. You’re 
not. Here, we got something worse. 
 It’s called the Hillbilly.
 Are you laughing? You’re making some funny 
noise in your throat. You shouldn’t laugh about it.
 The Hillbilly’s nothing to scoff  at. He’s easily 
ten feet tall, thin and wiry, like a dead tree. What hair 
he has is patchy, shallow, and course, like a wild rat’s. 
Dark as a wild rat’s, too. His face is long like a rat’s, but 
without the button nose or cheese-nibbling teeth. His 
nose is long and warty, like a witch’s, only bigger, and his 

teeth are few, far between, crooked, and yellow beneath 
frog-wide, chapped lips. His eyes are piggish and mean, 
like a near-sighted boar, and his voice roughs and grates 
like sandpaper. His ears look pretty human, if  slightly 
pointed, but are as keen as a cat’s. His feet are something  
you don’t want to see, matted and hairy, with thick  
broken toenails curling from blemished toes. The hands  
are worse by far, though, with long, knobby-knuckled 
fingers, tipped with ragged, dirt-caked nails.
 No, no, no. No questions until I’m done. This is 
the good part.
 The Hillbilly lives around the Appalachian 
Mountains, trudging across rocky hills night after night, 
looking for food and company. Mostly, people’s trash and 
black bears will satisfy. He hates campers and their fires, 
though, been burned by enough to sow and grow that 
hate. When they’re not expecting him, he’ll creep up on 
them, coil his fingers around their necks like boas, and 
tell them why he hates them. He hates being interrupted,  
so he keeps them from speaking. And breathing. When 
he’s finished and they’ve been strangled, he digs a ditch 
and buries them with all their camping gear, grinding 
the last glowing ashes of  the fire into the ground, and 
lumbering away back into the dark.
 There. I’ve said my piece. What did you want to 
say? Eh? Nothing to add, huh? Well, I guess I’ll put you 
with the rest. Your sleeping bag is as good as any coffin.

The Hillbilly
Jared Bean

(PoeDown Flash Fiction Contest)
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A Feminist Criticism
(Inman Quill Contest) of Mad Max: Fury Road

Reily Pilcher

Mad Max: Fury Road (2015), directed by George 
Miller, is a straightforward post-apocalyptic action  

film. The titular character, Max Rockatansky (Tom  
Hardy), who spends his days trying to survive in a waste-
land, is caught by a cult-like group ruled by a tyrannical 
leader, Immortan Joe (Hugh Keays-Byrne). He escapes 
with the help of  Furiosa (Charlize Theron), who in turn 
runs from Joe in an attempt to rescue five of  his slaves 
and take them to her home: the “green place.” Aside  
from the introduction of  a few more characters and 
groups to add to the chaotic setting, that is all there is  
to the plot. The movie focuses more on action than 
exposition, described by critic Peter Travers as “rooted  
in three words: Go! Go! Go!” At first glance, it seems  
like a typical mindless action flick and a simple product  
of  Hollywood, which has a bad reputation for lacking 
female characters that are both strong and non- 
sexualized. Women have had to fight for realistic repre- 
sentation for decades, and some would not expect a  
high-action, adrenaline fueled film such as Mad Max 
to make a political  statement. However, the actions  
and roles of  both the male and female characters, as 
well as Miller’s process of  shaping the female-driven 
story, reveals a surprisingly forward film that treats  
women with more respect and equity than is typical of  
the movie industry.
 The female characters of  Mad Max, in contrast 
to the needlessly violent men of  the film, are strong and 
successful; they lead the group of  protagonists to victory  
through determination and support of  one another. Max 
merely tags along with the group of  escapees; Furiosa 
planned and successfully executed the liberation of  the  
captive breeders. The slaves play a role in taking their  
freedom as well; their caretaker, Ms. Giddy (Jennifer  
Hagen), shouts at Imperator Joe, “They begged [Furi-
osa] to go!” (Mad Max). As they continue their jour-
ney, the girls are not passive damsels in distress. Antho-
ny Lane, in his review of  Mad Max, remarks that the 

feminist message of  the film surprised him, becoming  
“crystallized in the sight of  one Wife, heavily preg-
nant, flinging wide the door of  the War Rig and 
flaunting her belly, like a bronze shield, at her enraged  
pursuers.” The woman in question, Angharad (Rosie  
Huntington-Whiteley), takes on a leadership role 
 alongside Furiosa; she is vulnerable and untrained in  
combat, like the other breeders, but her strength shows  
itself  in a different way. The typical movie role of  the  
“strong independent woman” who can beat up crowds of   
villains, while certainly better than a passive object, 
is repetitive and unrealistic. However, Angharad’s  
courage, when she puts herself  in danger to protect 
the others, displays strength that comes from kindness 
 rather than violence. In fact, kindness and protection are 
prevalent themes among the protagonists of  the movie. 
Furiosa is motivated by her desire to return to a place 
where she was loved. Capable (Riley Keough) turns the 
failed war boy Nux (Nicholas Hoult) to their side by  
comforting him when she finds him in the back of  
the War Rig, despite her enslavement by the man he  
worships. Even Max, a character motivated only by  
survival at the beginning of  the movie, ends up forming 
a close friendship with Furiosa and saves her life by  
giving her his own blood. By showing that heroism can 
come from love and kindness rather than aggressive  
fighting, the movie abandons the celebration of   
masculinity in turn for a softer, more feminine strength.
 In addition to elevating the female characters, 
the movie downplays and even condemns the male roles. 
The entire war party that hunts for the protagonists is 
overly energetic and violent, traits commonly associated  
with hypermasculinity. The war boys fight recklessly, 
madly driven by Immortan Joe’s promise of  a glorious  
afterlife, and celebrate what they see as heroic deaths. 
One of  the vehicles in Immortan Joe’s group of  
followers is described by Christopher Orr as “a  
monstrous heavy-metal amplifier on wheels...and its  

frontman, the Coma-Doof  Warrior, [hangs] from 
strings like a marionette, wielding a two-headed guitar- 
cum-flamethrower.” This energetically wasteful machine  
is a prime example of  the excessive adrenaline and 
power that Immortan Joe encourages. On the contrary, 
Max is a much quieter, but still aggressive man; when he 
demands water from the women after the sandstorm, 
threatening them with a gun, he outlines his terms in 
fewer than five words. Rather than being the one in 
charge, however, Max is much more passive in the group 
than Furiosa. She is the undisputed leader, driving the 
vehicle and giving clear orders to ensure the survival  
of  those under her care. In one scene, Max tries to 
shoot down one of  the pursuing vehicles, but he misses 
repeatedly, wasting three of  the four bullets they have 
for their long-range gun. Instead of  using the last bullet, 
he gives up the gun to the more experienced Furiosa, 
and she shoots down the vehicle by using his shoulder 
as a resting pad to steady her aim. Critic Anthony Lane 
remarks that in this symbolic scene “[t]he tough guy is 
nothing but a cushion.”
 When asked if  the film was meant to be a feminist  
story, Miller responded that he did not originally intend 
it to be. However, he went on to remark that he believes 
the story evolved into a feminist film naturally: “a really 
interesting action hero female just arose organically out 
of  the story… [the film] was always story-driven and the 
rest followed” (“Mad Max”). By letting Theron grow 
into her character’s strong role, Miller arguably created 
an even stronger message than if  a feminist film had 
been planned: that gender equity is a right that shouldn’t 
have to be fought for. Looking at Miller’s background, 
it seems as though a strong female presence in the film 
was inevitable; in an interview with The Big Issue, Miller 
recounted that “I’m from a very male background—I 
had brothers but no sisters...now I have a very strong 
daughter, a magnificent strong wife [Margaret Sixel] 

who edited the movie” (Burns). In addition to having 
a female presence in the editing room, feminist activist  
Eve Ensler worked with the actors who played the wives, 
teaching them about the history of  male oppression  
(Burns). As a director, Miller has a responsibility to 
guide the actors to the best portrayal of  their characters 
possible; by bringing an educator to help the women 
understand the positions of  their enslaved characters, 
he pays homage to the real-life women who are abused, 
enslaved, and silenced by unethical men. Mad Max,  
although not originally written as a feminist film, became 
one under the direction of  a man who has learned to 
respect women and took steps to empower the actors 
and characters they portrayed. 
 The protagonists of  Mad Max have to fight hard 
to survive, but they all carry a softness within them.  
Ultimately, this is what allows them to prevail; by  
supporting each other, they manage to survive and make 
it to their own green place. Fertility and femininity are 
the prizes in the film, stolen and hoarded by Immortan 
Joe and earned with honor by Furiosa and the wives. 
This underlying tone, the subtle yet complex power  
dynamics of  the female characters, and Miller’s un-
questioned allowance of  female influence into his film  
makes Mad Max a uniquely beautiful feminist film. It 
is not an obvious message that women should be as  
powerful and aggressive as men that defines the film. 
Rather, it is a quiet yet uncompromising statement that 
women and men deserve to fight together as brothers 
and sisters in arms; they both deserve to be free and 
never owned by anyone. As the wives put it, so simply  
and powerfully, “We are not things” (Mad Max). By 
showing instead of  telling that women should be equal 
to men, Miller has created a message that, while perhaps 
not understood by most of  the audience, will certainly 
help some see gender rights in a different light.
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Atlanta’s population has increased exponentially 
within the last twenty or so years due to the city’s 

expansion in infrastructure and business, but people  
fail to realize the extent of  the effect on the  
environment. The rise of  infrastructure and corpora-
tions, the beautiful city lights, the crowded streets—the 
smells that come with them—all have affected one of  
the most important water supplies within Georgia, the 
Chattahoochee River. The trash running off  into the 
river and increasing the dirt and sediment deposits due 
to deforestation is detrimental to the environment. The 
effects of  urbanization due to the rising expansion of  
the metropolitan area of  Atlanta has tainted the quality  
of  the water in the Chattahoochee River, and we the 
people need to bring change.
 The people who live in the metropolitan area  
of  Atlanta should feel closely affected. Even though 
it may not necessarily mean that we are directly to  
blame, we still play a part in the Chattahoochee River’s 
pollution. The population in Atlanta has increased  
58% from 1990 to 2005 (Smucygz et al. 470); this 
gives way for trash and pollutants from various 
elements that contribute to nonpoint pollution. The 
population increase “result[s] in more intensive 
land use, generally manifesting as increased imper-
vious surfaces that includes roads [and] parking  
lots” (Smucygz et al. 469). Companies have built 
roads as impervious, leading to the water from 
rainfall to run into the river instead of  being  
absorbed into the ground. This can be a massive  
problem since usually a megacity has trash and  
toxins on the streets. As the “human demands  
[increase], such as dam construction, increased water 
demand, and increased nutrient [and] contaminant” 

levels, the ability for the freshwater ecosystems like the 
Chattahoochee River to provide balance is challenged,  
described in a case study shown by Catherine Gibson  
and Judy Meyer (576). A beneficial way to solve our 
increasing demands would be to replace impervious  
roads with absorbent roads, like in Yellowstone   
National Park. Since the ecosystem services provided  
by the Chattahoochee River in Atlanta are less than  
average compared to similar-sized rivers in the  
northeast, the city of  Atlanta can also increase its  
services (Gibson and Meyer 585). People can also 
make a change by pushing for legislation to make  
recycling mandatory, as well as properly throwing away 
trash and being fined if  not complying with the law.
 As far as the issue of  impervious roads goes, 
the Chattahoochee River’s contamination is due to 
wastewater treatment plants dumping harmful by-
products and sewage into the river. This has some 
long-term effects on the safety of  the people who 
consume the water. In a research study conducted by 
Catherine Gibson and Judy Meyer, they analyzed the 
Chattahoochee River’s capability to preserve nutrients,  
by looking at the amount of  nutrients the river can 
absorb. They “measured nutrient uptake in a large, 
regulated river downstream of  metropolitan Atlanta”  
(Gibson and Meyer 577). By observing the water that 
flows below the city, their data shows how the actions  
of  the waste plant can affect others outside of  Atlanta,  
such as “decreas[ing] the quality of… food resource[s]” 
(Rosi-Marshall 515). By collecting water from different  
locations, the researchers assess many factors that 
would affect the study. As in past studies, they 
“determined uptake lengths by using the natural  
decline in nutrient concentration with distance down-

Effects of    
Urbanization

on the Chattahoochee River (Inman Quill Contest)

Melissa Ramnarine
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stream” with an equation that shows the “dilution-cor-
rected nutrient concentration” (Gibson and Meyer 
578). 
 The nutrient concentration is important be-
cause this takes in the nutrient uptake and determines 
if  the level is optimal or not. As they conducted their 
research, they concluded that the longer the uptake 
lengths, the more soluble reactive phosphorus is  
delivered to lakes that the Chattahoochee River flows 
into (Gibson and Meyer 584). Measuring the amount 
of  nutrients like phosphorus and nitrogen will identify  
whether a relationship exists between the dumping 
of  sewage and the ability to maintain nutrients in the  
water. This result can show “how well organisms in the  
river would grow” (Rosi-Marshall 516). As the authors  
measured the amount of  discharge, they found that 
the amount of  phosphorus and nitrogen “were similar  
to those reported for small streams receiving”  
wastewater plant sewage (Gibson and Meyer 585), 
meaning that the amount of  nutrients are low. This 
study recapitulates the issue of  people not obeying the 
laws, leading to the growth of  sewage dumping. This 
is real issue, and we need to change the regulations so 
that everyone follows them.
 The quality of  water also has a direct effect 
on organisms that depend on the Chattahoochee  
River for food. A case study by Emma Rosi-Marshall 
at the University of  Georgia suggests that urbanization  
has affected the growth of  organic matter, which 
houses the food supply for chironomids. Channeling 
runoff  from storm drains and curbed streets actually  
increases the velocity and volume of  water in streams, 
leading to more pollution (Clayton et al. 469). This  
increase has slowed the growth of  chironomids. The 
study researched the “presence of  toxic contaminants” 
in the water (Rosi-Marshall 515). She collected samples 
and measured the chemicals that would affect the  
quality of  the organic matter. This includes “% lipids, 
N/C ratios, % inorganic, total calories and bacteria”  
(Rosi-Marshall 518). Then a separate study was  
conducted to measure “the growth rate of  chiron-
omids fed frozen subsamples of  organic matter” 
(Rosi-Marshall 518). What she found out is that the 
growth rate for chironomids fed organic matter from 
the Chattahoochee River declined (Rosi-Marshall 
520). The results confirm that the growth rate of   
chironomids fed healthy organic matter is higher than 
those fed organic matter from the Chattahoochee  
river. Urbanization has led to this contamination, and 

this study proves that it affects the living organisms 
that depend on the river’s organic matter.
 Not all is iniquitous as there are organizations 
that are brave enough to protect the Chattahoochee 
River. A case study performed by Jeff  Inglis starts 
by acknowledging the fact that the demeaned state 
of  the river is due to the urbanization of  the city of   
Atlanta, focusing particularly on the sewage dumped 
in the river. Before the river became a cesspool, it had 
been a mainstay for families’ recreational activites. It 
all came to an end in the 1960s when “the river had  
become ‘grossly polluted,’ state environmental officials  
told Congress” (Inglis). Inglis’ article summarizes the 
case into simplified terms regarding Atlanta’s inability  
to maintain the city’s sewage system and replace and 
repair the pipes. “Hundreds of  millions of  gallons 
of  raw sewage” is filling into the river every year, 
with “sewage floating on its surface” (Inglis). At 
first, environmental officials made some significant  
improvements, but the water continued to be polluted. 
Representatives for The Clean Water Act took action 
and sued the city of  Atlanta. They found “metals and 
as much as 5,000 times the allowable level of  fecal 
coliform bacteria” (Inglis). The city of  Atlanta lost 
the case and is now being forced to repair the sewage 
pipes. This has led to “more than 400 million gallons 
of  sewer spill” eliminated (Inglis). To support that 
claim, the Environmental Protection Agency (EPA) 
states that the agreement “requires the city to pay a 
civil penalty of  $700,000 and take corrective action;” 
this will hopefully also be in regulations with the Clean 
Water Act and the Georgia Water Quality Control Act 
(“City of  Atlanta”).
 Even though there have been significant im-
provements in the Chattahoochee River, other large 
problems arose, including the dire need of  water in the 
world. Recently, there has been a water war between 
the states of  Georgia and Florida. Florida is pushing 
for Georgia to conserve more water because Florida  
is claiming that “the collapse of  the Apalachicola  
oyster industry is due to Atlanta’s water consumption” 
(Bluestein). This is a prime example of  how precious  
water truly is and caring for the quality of  water will go 
a long way. If  the people of  Atlanta and the state 
government work together, we can help fix this sewage 
system, decrease the amount of  E. Coli, and establish 
a healthy water supply.
 Although the case studies prove that urban-
ization has a direct effect on the quality of  water, it 

still does not change what is happening right now. 
Humans cause the sewage being spilled into the 
 water and allow the rainwater runoff  to spill into 
the river, carrying trash, pollutants, and toxins. We 
are the problem within this entire situation. We 
need to bring change. By bringing regulations to the  

corporations responsible for wastewater plants, 
creating pervious roads for water runoff, and  
changing the way we get rid of  waste, we can bring 
some substantial changes to the river and to the  
environment that we live in.
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 Interview with Siddhartha Bose
Visiting Author

 Siddhartha Bose, a poet and dramatist, visited  
the University of  North Georgia’s Gainesville Campus  
in October of  2015 and granted The Chestatee Review 
staff  member Liz Skewes the following interview.  
Siddhartha Bose’s books include two collections of   
poetry, Kalagora (Penned in the Margins, 2010) and  
Digital Monsoon (Penned in the Margins, 2013); a  
play, No Dogs, No Indians (Penned in the Margins,  
2017); and a scholarly monograph, Back and Forth  
(Cambridge Scholars Publishing, 2015). His theater  
work includes a one-man play, Kalagora; London’s  
Perverted Children, long-listed for an Oxford Samual  
Beckett Theatre Award; and The Shroud.

LIZ SKEWES: Thank you for joining us today, Dr. Bose.
 
SIDDHARTHA BOSE: Thank you for having me.
 
SKEWES: To start the interview, I’d first like to ask about how you emerged as a writer. Did writing or  
performance come first for you? What was your beginning as an artist like?
 
BOSE: I guess I’ve been writing from a very young age. I started doing it, in an amateur context, in India,  
where since I was 13 years old I started working with a theater company and started training in acting. I also  
started writing poems and plays—sort of  amateurish, school plays in which I performed as well. So I guess I  
started writing and performing very young.
 
SKEWES: What are your biggest literary and dramatic influences?
 
BOSE: Well, I’m not certain about influences, but there are certain writers whom I absolutely adore. When I  
was an adolescent, I really loved James Joyce. Now, I think I’m more drawn to writers like Roberto Bolaño,  
the Chilean novelist, also Mexican-American author Victor Villaseñor. I read a lot; I try to read as widely as  
possible. There are great writers, like a Japanese writer from the early twentieth century called Yasunari  
Kawabata, a Nobel Prize winning Japanese author who writes extraordinary novels. I’ve tried to read as widely  
as possible across cultures, and I think I’m probably influenced by a variety of  different sources.
 
SKEWES: How have your experiences with the commercial aspects of  writing and performance changed your 
views about having a career as a writer?
 
BOSE: The commercial aspects—I mean I try not to really think about it, but obviously I have to because it’s 
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what I do. But for the most part, I have been fortunate in that my publisher and my producer would take charge 
of  these aspects of  “the game,” as it were. For the most part, I try focusing on the writing and the work, and  
when I do theater, I try to collaborate with people who I vibe with and who also, hopefully, have a better  
business sense than I do. But I try not to let the commercial considerations infect the making of  the work. 
 
I mean, it’s inevitable, especially working in a place like London: things are very business oriented. So in some  
ways one has to be aware of  the market. But I prefer to let other people I work with or other people on the  
team take care of  that aspect of  things. In the actual writing of  the work, in the actual making of  the work, I try  
my best not to think about the commercial aspects.
 
SKEWES: And you’re published with Penned in the Margins?
 
BOSE: Yes, Penned in the Margins is an award-winning arts company and publisher based in East London. I’m  
an associate artist with that company, and I’ve worked with Penned to publish one of  my books, and they have 
produced two of  my plays.
 
SKEWES: In your experience as a professor of  writing, what strategies do you use that really seem to work for 
your students?
 
BOSE: I think writing every day is important. One should have some level of  discipline. To do a little bit of  
writing each day is important, but I think at this stage—and I’m talking about students, undergraduate students  
in particular—my goal really is to encourage them to read as widely as possible. I think it takes a long time. I  
mean, for me, it took a hell of  a long time to figure out what my subject matter really was and is. And I think 
there’s nothing worse than trying to rush things if  you are a writer. So especially for undergraduates, I would  
really encourage them to do this. I think reading is a lot more important than writing. Without reading widely,  
we wind up writing things that we think are original, but we’re not aware of  the fact that they’ve been done before. 
 
I had a wonderful bit of  advice from an American poet years ago when I lived in the states, probably twelve, 
fifteen years ago. I was ready with a first draft for a collection, for a book, and I sent it to him. He was a fairly 
esteemed writer, based in Iowa City, I think, in the program over there, and I really thought he would write back  
to me and say, “Okay, great!” And, you should send it to this publisher and that publisher, etcetera. He got back  
to me saying that there’s some potential here, but I think you really need to be careful of  areas where the words 
come too easily because if  they did come too easily then chances are they were written by somebody else. So,  
that was a bit of  advice that I did not want to hear at that point in time, but it was crucially important.
 
SKEWES: When you write, is there any technique or mindset that you find advantageous to employ?
 
BOSE: No, I think it’s just about facing the horror of  the blank sheet in front of  you or the blank screen in  
front of  you. And starting again on a daily basis. As far as technique, for me I don’t think there’s a “one size fits  
all” technique or style. I do think that form is often a function of  content. 
 
So that goes back to what I was saying earlier: I think it’s important for all writers and artists to really spend a 
lot of  time trying to understand what their unique subject matter truly is. Then, of  course, depending on the 
genre you’re working in or depending on the subject matter itself, I prefer to let the content allow the form to  
organically develop from it. So, I don’t follow a certain technique, apart from trying to write a certain number  
of  words every day.
 
SKEWES: You probably draw inspiration from many different things, but what topics get you most excited  
to write?
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BOSE: Well, I was born and raised in India. I lived in the United States for seven years. I’ve been based in  
London and Europe for ten years now, so I think a lot of  my work is inspired by the reality of  my own  
experiences across three continents. And, more importantly, the characters and the people and the stories that I 
encountered along the way.
 
Almost by accident, I’d say the subjects that I’m really interested in deal with migration. They deal with  
movement in the twenty first century. I’m obsessed, I guess, with large cities, with super-cities. I grew up in 
them. I spent most of  my life in large cities, so I’m very inspired by that and movements across continents.  
Also, I’m very interested in the twenty-first century being this sort of  complex age of  globalization, I guess,  
and how that affects people in different parts of  the world, even if  they don’t want to be affected by it, or  
even if  they’re not consistently aware of  it.
 
SKEWES: Urban life is a pretty prominent theme in your verse. What is it about city living that most inspires  
your work?
 
BOSE: My experience living in big cities, I guess. I’m probably addicted to the noise. The smells, the dirt, the  
filth, the contrasts and the wealth of  really large cities. I’m interested in the fact that cities that have more than ten 
million inhabitants draw people from across different countries and the world. You have a chance to encounter  
all sorts of  things on a daily basis. 
 
I love the experience of  actually walking through large cities. On the street, it’s like a treasure hunt sometimes  
because you don’t know what you’re going to find. That’s very much an integral part of  my work: unpredictabilty 
and adventure in the city, intoxication and all that intoxication entails. I see the streets of  a very large city as a space 
where the inhabitants, even if  they don’t know it, they are actually performing the city, performing their lives in 
the city, on the streets of  the city. And I find that—observing that—to be particularly interesting and inspiring.  
And of  course, the immensity of  great cities. I’m inspired by the ambition and the largeness of  them.
 
SKEWES: Is there some time or place that you find yourself  writing about most often?
 
BOSE: No, and I think that varies from project to project, once again. Though, I guess, sometimes, yes—like on 
a play I was working on last year called The Shroud that was quite connected to my childhood experiences. 
 
I don’t think of  death as strictly linear, I think of  it as more cyclical in terms of  one’s experiences in life. What  
I find interesting is—and, I mean, really great writers have spoken about this—I think it was Proust who spoke 
about the classic experience of  dipping a madeleine in tea, then biting it, and suddenly that sense impression 
opened up this vast experience of  remembering his childhood. So I think I’m really interested in things like  
that: when you could be in a particular moment in your life, but a smell or a sound or a particular experi-
ence takes you back many years or across different countries and continents. And I’m very interested in how  
different time periods can coexist in a simultaneous sense rather than a sequential sense.
 
SKEWES: In what ways do you think your work could help people understand the world differently?
 
BOSE: Um, I don’t think it can. I don’t think anything can, but perhaps they might get a sense of  how large  
cities and cultures today are interacting with each other. For the first time in human history, we have more  
people—over half  of  humanity—living in large cities and moving to large cities, and this is very particular to our 
time and place. And of  course, you know, we are dealing with the threat and the reality of  climate change, 
so who knows what could happen in the next fifty years. But, for the moment, I do think we are living in an 
increasingly open world, which is characterized by shock and change. For example, the city became a really 
important subject for poetry in the mid to late nineteenth century through the work of  the great French poet  
Charles Baudelaire. He was the first person who made the modern, industrialized city into the subject of  lyric  

poetry. As Baudelaire was writing about Paris or The New York School of  poets were writing about New  
York, by virtue of  my own experiences, I’m writing about four or five different cities that I know fairly well, 
and about how these cities might infect and reflect each other, and how that might be reflective of  where 
we are as human inhabitants in the twenty-first century.
 
SKEWES: Do you find that being a writer of  cross-cultural subject matter and style limits or broadens the  
audience that you reach?
 
BOSE: Interesting question. I think both, probably. And it’s been very interesting, for example, performing the 
work or doing readings in different parts of  the world and in completely different environments. I don’t know;  
I think there’s a particularity to the subject matter that may limit the audience for the work. At the same time,  
it also broadens the audience for the work because I’m not just talking about one particular place and time.
 
SKEWES: Being both a dramatist and a poet, do you ever find that the message you’re trying to convey in a  
particular poem is better delivered in writing—with all the benefits of  visual structure—than it would be on stage?
 
BOSE: I don’t know; I think when I’m writing, especially my second book of  poetry, Digital Monsoon, which 
is mostly written in prose—it’s very self-consciously, quote unquote “experimental,” and I thought of  it as (in 
a rather pretentious way), like a free-jazz album or something like that. You know, having a limited audience, I  
can just play around with language and form as much as I want to. On the page, it would require a reader who  
is willing to put time into the work—into the experience of  reading the work. At the same time, those same  
bits of  works which may appear difficult on the page, I have noticed, if  I am reading them aloud or performing 
them, they appeal to a much wider audience.
 
So one way to answer that question is that I think performance does broaden things a bit. I mean, it’s like music 
as well. Going back to the free-jazz analogy: it’s very difficult, I think, for most listeners to encounter someone 
like Ornette Coleman the first time. But, if  they got to see him perform live, then I think they would get the music.  
 
At the same time, when I’m working in the theater—and theater is effectively a performance medium—all  
the work that is done for the theater is ultimately molded by and shaped by the collaborators I’m working  
with, whether I’m working with a specific director or musicians or visual artists. A play or a theater show only  
lives when it’s performed, so the script that you have written will change by the time it’s ready to be performed 
in front of  an audience.
 
SKEWES: Your work “Proverbs” is a wonderful piece. Would you do us the privilege of  expounding on the 
meaning of  the work? How did it come about?
 
BOSE: I think it relates to an experience I mentioned about sending my work, years ago in the States, to an 
esteemed poet who wrote back and said I still had a lot of  work to do. And it was devastating at first. It was 
devastating getting that bit of  advice. I was in the process of  moving, and I was going through a few things in 
my life, which made the experience of  writing and the experience of  moving quite difficult at the same time.  
But I think I also went through bits of  writer’s block, probably as a reaction to being told that the work was  
not ready because I’d been working on this piece for many, many, many years. 
 
And then, I moved from the U.S. to London in the autumn of  2005. That winter, I didn’t know anyone in London, 
didn’t have anywhere to go for Christmas. So, I went off  to Glasgow, in Scotland, and I guess the poem starts from 
there. The poem, or the text (because it’s written in prose) also addresses the act of  trying to write again.
 
I remember walking around Glasgow and seeing the old city, and I found myself  a little café, which is there in 
the text. I remember taking out a little pad and just starting to write. I was being watched by these little old ladies, 
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and there was no one else in the café. I felt that the starting point, which I think is addressed in the poem, is a  
section which talks about the failure of  the young writer—the failure of  the young writer to write work that was  
in any way significant in comparison to the writers he’d grown up with, admiring. 
 
I think Blake is mentioned, and I think Burrows is mentioned. Jean Genet, the great French writer, is mentioned.  
And I think the starting point for my voice, in some ways, was the acknowledgement or the writing down of  that  
failure. From there, something new very, very slowly started to emerge. I tried in “Proverbs” to give a little 
tiny snapshot of  that process.
 
SKEWES: Is there any kind of  writing or performance that you’ve wanted to try and might try in the future?
 
BOSE: I’m working on a long piece of  prose. I don’t want to talk too much about it, but I hope one day it will end  
up becoming . . . prose. I’m spending most of  my time writing a lot of  prose. Of  course, I’m also working on  
poetry, on my next book of  poetry. I’m working on a play that’s currently in the works for 2017, but I think, in  
addition to performing and all of  that, what I feel truest to is probably just sitting down and writing a few 
hundred words of  prose a day.
 
SKEWES: When you stage your upcoming play, is it mostly going to tour around England?
 
BOSE: Yeah, it will probably start in the U.K. It will hopefully go to The Edinburgh Festival again. I’m ideally  
looking for a way to take the work to India. That’s something that my producer and I have been working on for  
a while. 
 
SKEWES: Well, thank you for your time and for coming to speak with us today.
 
BOSE: Thank you. I hope some of  this will be helpful for young writers.
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Poetry Judge

One-Act Play Judge

Fiction Judge

Creative Non-fiction Judge

Formal Essay Judge

Kyle McCord is the author of  five books of  poetry including National Poetry Series 
Finalist Magpies in the Valley of  Oleanders (Trio House 2016). His work has been 
featured in AGNI, Boston Review, Crazyhorse, Harvard Review, The Kenyon Review, 
Ploughshares, TriQuarterly and elsewhere. He serves as executive editor Gold Wake 
Press and lives in Des Moines, Iowa where he teaches at Drake University.

Madeline ffitch was a founding member of  the punk theater company, The Missoula 
Oblongata.  She is the author of  the short story collection, Valparaiso, Round the Horn.  
Her fiction has appeared in Tin House, Guernica, and Electric Literature. She is at work 
on a novel.

Brian Mihok is a writer, editor, and filmmaker. His work has appeared in Fast 
Company, Vol 1 Brooklyn, Everyday Genius and elsewhere. In 2010 he graduated from 
the University of  Massachusetts Amherst MFA Program for Poets and Writers. His 
novel, The Quantum Manual of  Style, was released from Aqueous Books in 2013. He 
edits matchbook, an online literary magazine, and is associate editor at sunnyoutside.

Melissa Delbridge’s writing and interviews have appeared in Antioch Review, Third 
Coast, Southern Humanities Review, Poets and Writers, and many other publications. 
Her memoir Family Bible (University of  Iowa Press, 2008) evolved from essays 
written during her fellowship at Duke University’s John Hope Franklin Center for 
Interdisciplinary and International Studies, and focuses on lessons she learned about 
sexuality, race, and forgiveness while growing up in Tuscaloosa, Alabama. Her fiction and 
nonfiction have won the GLCA Nonfiction Award, the Theodore Christian Hoepfner 
Essay Award, and a fiction award from the Southern Women Writers Conference. She 
lives, teaches, and writes in Chatham County, North Carolina.

Nathan Floom is a Founding Editor of  Heavy Feather Review. His work has appeared 
in The Seattle Review, Everyday Genius, and American Book Review.  He has a BFA 
from Bowling Green State University and a MA from Antioch University Midwest. He 
is a state instructor who teaches ESOL and the GED in Ohio. E-mail him at nfloom@
antioch.edu.

To give our staff members an opportunity 
to submit their work, The Chestatee Review 
uses third-party judges for our annual 
writing contest. These judges either work 
in a writing-related field, or have been 
extensively published in their category. All 
judging decisions are final, and winning 
choices are published in the magazine and 
sent to compete in the Southern Literary 
Festival. We would like to thank this year’s 
judges for picking great work. 

Judge Bios
The Chestatee Review



Staff Quotes
 The Chestatee Review doubles as a club and a class, open to all students who are interested 
in helping. The group that participated in the compiling and editing of  content this year were 
passionate about the magazine’s development and were immensely hardworking. Through the 
dedication of  the 2016-2017 staff, this magazine has come together wonderfully.

Kelly Lynne Donnelly
Editor-in-Chief  | “I will get back up—it’s just a matter of  when.”

Diane Jagels
Editor-in-Chief  | “Everything is better with bread.”

Donna Gessell
Dahlonega Faculty Advisor | “Write every day,  

and be sure some of  it is for pleasure.”
 

Ezekiel Black
Gainesville Faculty Advisor | “I have measured out my life with coffee spoons.”  

—T.S. Eliot

Phillip Mitchell
 Blue Ridge Faculty Advisor | “It all means more than I can tell you.  

So you must not judge what I know by what I find words for.”  
—Marilynne Robinson, Gilead

Chelsea Bond
Assistant Editor | “God made us to fall.”

Megan Nichole Broome
Assistant Editor | “Writing is an outlet for the soul 

 that reveals its truth in creativity.”

Ashley Brooks
Artistic Editor | “Wishes it were socially acceptable to wear  

sunglasses indoors. Does it anyway.” 
 

 
Liz Skewes

Communications Officer | “Who’s that banging at my door? Is  
it abstract, commercial, or hardcore? You better know what they’re 

 looking for, ‘cause they don’t want more.” —The Gza

Tierra Steadham
Art committee | “Imagination is the only weapon in this war against reality.”  

—Lewis Carol 
 

Maria Starr
Art committee | “No one can make you feel inferior without your consent.”  

—Eleanor Roosevelt
 

Barbara Davis
Student Editor | “You can’t unring a bell.” 

Amanda Dazzo
Student Editor | “All day every day, the word ‘stressed’ spelled backwards is ‘desserts.’”

Jared Bean
Student Editor | “I’m the guy you hear but don’t see.”

Nicki Sperry
Student Editor | “Life’s a party. Use commas.”

Haley Patterson
Student Editor | “The word is the single most underrated weapon we have.”

Karen Phan
Student Editor | “Raise your words, not voice. It is rain that grows flowers, not thunder.” 

 —Jalaluddin Rumi

Christopher Meehan
Student Editor | “Battle not with Monsters, least ye become a monster,  

and when you gaze into the Abyss, the Abyss gazes also into you...”  
—Friedrich Nietzsche
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Thank You
The Chestatee Review would like to express its 

sincerest thanks to all who helped make this year’s 
publication possible. Firstly, the student staff and 

faculty advisors are the driving force behind the 
magazine each year. Your continual dedication 

and skill make our publication unparalleled. We 
would also like to thank our writing contest judges 

who make the tough choices for us, members of 
administration who have helped by providing a 

warm and inviting campus life for The Chestatee 
Review, and other faculty who assist by spreading 

the word to their students. Lastly, we want to 
extend additional thanks to all at Burman Printing 
for helping us produce a great magazine each year.

For contest information and event photos, please visit our website at 
https://chestateereview.wordpress.com/
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