
Create an impossible zoo. 
The assignment I was given was to create an impossible creature by 
combining two animals of  separate species and placing it in its natural 
environment. This piece is called Humming Horse. It symbolizes two 
beautiful creatures coming together in perfect unity. It is the merge of  two 
animals that are normally worlds apart. 
-Breanna Appling
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 Writing well doesn’t come inherently to most. It’s usually 
a painstaking process of  doubt, deferral, and revision that ends 
in scraping the work altogether. Those who choose to stick with 
the ambitious task of  creating art, though, are often rewarded. 
In the words of  Kurt Vonnegut, “If  you really want to hurt 
your parents, and you don’t have the nerve to be gay, the least 
you can do is go into the arts. I’m not kidding. The arts are not 
a way to make a living. They are a very human way to make life 
more bearable.” Expression through art is why a resource like 
The Chestatee Review is so necessary. Across the course of  my time 
here as a former student editor, and now as editor-in-chief, I’ve 
observed that students who are truly interested in perfecting the 
craft and artistry of  their work not only need but also deserve 
an outlet like The Chestatee Review to highlight their diligence and 
hard work.
 I would like to applaud everyone who helped make this 
valuable resource a reality. That includes but is certainly not 
limited to: Our wonderful student editors, faculty advisors, 
contest judges, friends of  the club, faculty readers, and our 
entire reader base. Without every single one of  you, our 
magazine would not be possible, and I am eternally grateful for 
your loyalty and support. Now, with great pride and excitement, 
I offer to you, the reader, our literary journal The Chestatee Review.  
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“Sometimes I wonder if some of my 
fondest memories are just dreams that 
are so detailed that they made their 
way across the divide between real 
and not…”

~Ashley Berry
“A Paralyzing Paradise”

     “We have no choice.” His hands were tight on the steering wheel, 
knuckles white and sharp against his skin. The warnings on the lone, 
crackling AM radio station were dire, telling of  flash flooding and road 
closures. “Either we sleep in there or in the car.”
      “No way.” Lauren stared out the windshield, aghast. 
     “You’re the one who got us lost.” 
     They had been driving for a week, their only goal to make it to her 
sister’s wedding in Atlanta on time. It had sounded romantic when they 
laid down the ground rules. No expressways, no reservations; just the two 
of  them and a road map. The first night they’d stayed in a wigwam motel 
on Route 66, the conical room quaint and rustic. 
     Lauren had taken a dozen shots of  the sun setting behind the motel, 
the wigwams erupting like a small mountain range from the desert. 
Vacation pictures didn’t count, she told Alex when he called her out for 
bringing her work with her. Starlets and not sunsets were her usual line of  
business. And then she’d snapped a picture of  him, relaxed and easy by the 
tiny oasis of  a swimming pool. Neither of  them had much time for that in 
Los Angeles.
     On the road it was different. He didn’t have to worry about spinning a 
client’s latest scandal to their advantage. She didn’t have to stroke egos all 
day long, coaxing stubborn celebrities into bending to her vision. 
     Patience had begun to wear thin when the weather changed somewhere 
in Louisiana. The bickering began not long after breakfast when she’d 
chosen the route for the day. It turned into an awkward silence by the time 
night fell and they hadn’t found the main highway. The motel was the last 
straw. Lauren had no problem with roughing it, but judging by its exterior, 
the Star Lite Motel was in a dismal category all its own. She leaned against 
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the passenger window while Alex went to check them in, the motel’s sign 
reflecting in the fogged-up glass. The “e” in “Lite” was burning out, and 
the pale blue neon flicked off  and on in a random, eye-twitching pattern, 
washing the parking lot with sickly pale light. 
     There weren’t many useful landmarks here; not much more than trees, 
alligators, and Spanish moss on this stretch of  road. Next door was a 
defunct Waffle House with a dumpster parked out front, and the Piggly 
Wiggly across the road was closed for the night. Rain that had begun as a 
sprinkle that morning was now pouring in sheets. 
     Through the glass door of  the motel office, Lauren caught a glimpse of  
a surly-looking older man behind the desk reaching up to a pegboard lined 
with brass keys. He plucked a key from the board and handed it to Alex 
with a nod. When he returned to the car moments later, Alex tossed the 
key to Lauren as he swung himself  back inside. “We’re down at the end.”
     The motel consisted of  two low buildings straggling along the road. 
Their unit was the farthest from the marginal light near the office, and 
the light at this end of  the lot was burned out. The asphalt was rough and 
crumbling and there was no shelter over the car when they parked outside 
their room. Through the downpour, Lauren made out a window with 
shabby-looking drapes and a peeling white door. 
     “It looks like something from a Hitchcock movie,” she protested again. 
     “Lauren, go inside. I’ll get our bags.” Alex replied. His voice was 
carefully even.  
     “I’m not going in there alone,” she retorted, gesturing at the building. 
“There’s probably an ax murderer waiting for us.”
     “Don’t be dramatic,” he sighed, getting out of  the car. He leaned back 
in, giving her an exasperated look.  “Just go inside. Please.” 
     “Fine.” Lauren threw her hoodie over her and ran for it. Even with the 
short distance and the scant covering over her head she was soaked by the 
time he crowded up behind her at the door. 
     “What’s the matter now?” Alex asked.

     “It’s stuck,” she snapped, struggling with the old lock. “Come on… 
come on, damn it.” Lauren jiggled the key in the lock and finally succeeded 
in wrenching the door open. She groped for the light switch and flicked it 
on as they walked inside. 
     The interior was somewhat better than the exterior, but not by much.  
The room had kitschy 50’s-style décor, which looked faded and tired 
enough to be original. Alex shouldered past her with the bags and dropped 
them on top of  the dresser, then shut and locked the door. 
     “The guy at the office said there’s a pizza place that delivers.” He peeled 
off  his soaked t-shirt and draped it over a chair, then rummaged in his bag 
and produced some sweats. “Go take a shower. We’ll worry about dinner 
after.” 
     Lauren wasn’t quite mollified yet, but decided being warm and clean 
would probably go a long way toward getting her there. “All right.” 
     She left her wet clothes draped over the other chair and went to 
investigate the bathroom. It was so small she practically had to stand on 
the toilet to shut the door, but it was reasonably clean and the spray from 
the showerhead was plentiful and hot. She scrubbed clean quickly in the 
tiny cubicle, wondering what it was about being lost in the rain that had 
set them both on edge. It had been mentally exhausting, staring out the 
windshield at the endless stretches of  gray, wet sky. Worse had been the 
times she’d taken the wheel, both of  them lulled into restless, anxious 
silence by the lack of  any change in the weather. It was broken only by 
their bickering, which had begun early. 
     “Slow down, Lauren, that truck’s passing.” 
     “I see it.”
     “Don’t slam on the brakes like that, just tap them.”
     “Fine. Backseat driver,” she teased him.
     Alex sighed. “It’s only a month old, Lauren. Just don’t wreck it, okay?”
     It was just the stress of  bad weather and unfamiliar territory, she 
decided at last. They were both usually laid back enough that they could 
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roll with the punches. Neither of  them had worried about the enforced 
togetherness that came with a long car trip. That had been part of  the 
appeal of  this vacation; the fact that they genuinely enjoyed each other’s 
company. 
     Lauren wrapped herself  in a towel and walked out to the separate vanity 
to dry her hair, digging through her purse for a comb to work out the 
tangles. She had it raised halfway when Alex appeared behind her, his hand 
closing over hers. 
     “Let me,” he said, his voice quiet. Alex took the comb and began 
working it through her hair. He started with the ends, careful not to pull 
as he untangled it one section at a time. The mood changed as Lauren 
watched him, the tension from earlier draining away.
     She was transfixed, watching him in the mirror as he set the comb aside. 
Alex met her gaze and held it. Neither of  them spoke, but as she watched 
he gathered her long hair in one hand and swept it aside, then lowered his 
head and pressed a soft kiss just behind her ear. His breath was warm as he 
focused his attention on that little patch of  skin. One arm wrapped around 
her, his hand flat against her middle as they stood there together. Lauren 
sighed, one hand dropping to cover his as her other lifted to slide around 
the back of  his neck, her fingers edging into his rain-damp hair. Her eyes 
drifted shut as he nudged her more securely against him. 
     The power flickered. Outside their door there was the sound of  
breaking glass.
     Lauren jumped. Alex’s arm tensed when her sudden movement knocked 
him off  balance. They remained upright, but in the mirror their eyes met. 
     “It’s probably nothing,” Alex murmured. There was a knock this time. 
Someone was outside.
     “Right.” Lauren didn’t miss the fact that he was quiet, his eyes just as 
wide and startled as hers. Clutching the towel around her, she watched 
in the mirror as he pulled away to go answer the door. She wheeled 
around and followed a beat later, casting her eyes around the room as she 

considered one item after another and judged their merits as potential 
weapons. The hair dryer was useless, one of  those cheap, tiny models that 
fastened to the wall. Her camera bag was heavy enough, but out of  the 
question. The lamp was her best bet, she decided, and yanked the cord 
from the wall. Lauren hefted the sturdy, tarnished brass in one hand as 
she crept up behind Alex. She tucked her towel more firmly in place and 
peeked around him as Alex unlocked the door and cracked it open, leaving 
the chain fastened.
     “Oh.” Alex shut the door and took off  the chain, then pulled it 
open wider, not aware that she was shadowing him. Outside, the gaunt, 
unsmiling man from the motel office blinked, then gave a shout when he 
saw Lauren, lamp raised high.
     She shrieked. The lamp fell with a resounding crash as Lauren dove 
behind Alex, the towel slipping in her haste.
     “What the…” Alex’s head snapped around. He took in the broken 
lamp and the pile of  damp towel. “Lauren?” She pressed her face against 
his back and pretended she was invisible. Maybe, she thought, if  she 
concentrated hard enough it would actually happen.
     “You’ll pay for that,” the man growled, shaking his head. “Crazy kids.”
     “Yeah, I…” Alex paused when Lauren slid her hand into his back 
pocket and retrieved his wallet. She reached beneath his arm a moment 
later, offering enough cash to cover the lamp. She heard the man grumble. 
“Damn reckless fools,” he muttered, then stopped and turned back before 
Alex could shut the door. “Here. You forgot this.” He thrust a takeout 
menu at Alex and stumped away.
     Lauren busied herself  picking up the towel and shook it out. Then she 
picked up the broken lamp. She just looked at it, the base bent and the 
shade crooked, until Alex tugged it out of  her hands.
     “My heroine,” he said with a grin. He put the lamp back on the desk. It 
fell over.
     Lauren made a face. “Your idiot, you mean.” But she smiled and a beat 
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later began to laugh. 
     They ordered pizza. Lauren stole a t-shirt from Alex’s bag and pulled 
it on, and when the food arrived they crawled onto the bed to eat and 
watch cable. By mutual agreement, they settled on a comedy with not one 
drop of  suspense or horror about it, and by the time it was over they were 
curled together, warm and sleepy. 
     “I’m sorry I got us lost,” she murmured with a yawn. 
     He answered by brushing her hair aside and planting another kiss 
behind her ear. “I’m not.”

     I fumble through the cupboard above the sink in my makeshift kitchen. 
I move a dusty wine glass, and stand on my toes. I feel around until my 
fingertips grip the Tupperware. I carry it to the bathroom, put it on the 
toilet seat, and sit down in front of  it, back against the wall. I look at it. So 
much lies within this box; so much more than a bowl, pot, and a Bic lighter 
that probably still works. I haven’t smoked in so long, and at this point, 
I am hesitant. The chill of  the linoleum floor seeps through my pants to 
the back of  my legs. The smell of  smoke leaks from the box. All of  these 
things make my mind race backwards. Memories are running rampant…
     “Phillip! Where the hell’s my methadone!?” Susan said.
     “Hell if  I know, you probably took the son’bitches or they’re prolly in 
your damn pocket. Where the hell’s my truck? Broke. Now why don’t you 
figure that shit out and then we’ll worry ‘bout your drugs,” Phillip said.
     David’s uncle, Phillip, was sitting on the edge of  the bathtub rolling a 
joint and dropping green pieces that blended in with the multi-colored, 
peeled-up floor in the trailer. I sat with my back against the thin, wooden 
door, my head just under the rusty, brass doorknob. I was fumbling with 
the doors under the sink and watching him light the joint. He passed it to 
me, and then switched the tuner on the stereo. We had learned to ignore 
out the static. “Highway to Hell” blared out of  the dinosaur radio, and out 
of  Phillip.
     We finished smoking, for the hour, and joined crazy Susan in her room. 
Phillip and Susan loved and hated each other. It was hilarious, especially 
when I was high. I sat on one of  the beds, Susan sat on the other, and 
Phillip walked over to his closet. He pulled out a bag that held a solid white 
substance. My senses tingled. 
     All I knew was that David’s uncle, Phillip, had promised to move it 
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for a dealer, but his truck broke before he could sell it all. David’s granny 
had half  of  it in her house still, and we had two days to get rid of  it and 
have money to show. David took some to Valdosta and was cutting it with 
baking powder and God knows what else, putting it into small bags, and 
getting rid of  it to college kids at a bar. 
     Phillip handed me the bag, a plate, and a razor blade. I had only done 
cocaine a couple of  times, but this stuff  looked good. I pulled out a white 
rock and crushed it over and over with the razor blade. I couldn’t find a 
straw, so I used a dollar bill to snort it up my left, then right nostril. The 
numbness came immediately. 
     “Whew, damn that’s good,” I said.
     “Hell, I know. I hope David can get rid of  it all,” Phillip said. 
     “David ain’t sellin’ nothin’. You know his ass is in Valdosta just gettin’ 
fucked up. He ain’t sellin’ shit. He gon’ snort all o’ that and ain’t gonna have 
no money. You’re stupid for lettin’ him take it,” Susan said.
     “Shut the hell up, Susan,” Phillip said.
     He looked at me, proud of  how he had “really shown her.” I decided 
this was a good time to leave the room. I took my plate and stashed it 
under the bathroom sink. I walked past the TV. It was flashing images 
of  the eye-witnesses to the latest armed robbery at the Buy-and-Go 
downtown. 
     Granny minded her own business, sorting out clothes to take for 
donations. She knew what went on in her house, but she never complained. 
“Everybody is a child of  God,” she would say, “and everybody fights their 
own demons. I don’t judge, I leave that up to God.” I can still hear her 
voice, slow, trembling, and endearing.
     “Hey honey, are you hungry or thirsty? I can make you something to 
eat, or make some sweet tea.” 
     “I’m good, thank you, though. Do you need help sorting your donation 
stuff?” 
     “Sure, thank you. Come in here. Maybe you will want some of  the 

clothes I am giving away.” 
     I followed her into her bedroom, sat on her floral comforter, and felt 
the cocaine drip down the back of  my throat. 
     “Whew.” I said.
     I felt my blood coursing and was sure my pupils were enlarging.
     “What is it? Are you tired?” 
     “I’m okay, just a little nauseous. I just need a minute.” 
     A minute turned into all night. I ended up lying on the couch thinking 
about what Susan said. What if  David was in Valdosta, getting high and 
having sex with the girls he sold shit to? This wasn’t a good place for my 
mind to go when I was high. When I met David, I had been attracted to 
him immediately. It was a completely innocent, new thing because he didn’t 
know me; I wasn’t vulnerable yet. But after being with him for nearly a 
year and letting go of  any reservations I had, my whole self  was revealed 
and open for operation. It is an uneasy feeling to doubt the surgeon. After 
three hours of  infomercials, I fell asleep.
     I woke up to another one of  Phillip and Susan’s Jerry Springer-esque 
exchanges. 
David still hadn’t come back from Valdosta, which was only a thirty-minute 
drive from his granny’s house.
     I opened the squeaky storm door, accidentally pushing on the screen 
that had fallen away from the door at the corner and sat on the steps on the 
front porch. Phillip came out, beer in one hand, joint in the other. We sat 
there smoking until David pulled into the gravel drive. His windows were 
down, and the Allman Brothers were singing “Whipping Post,” which was 
perfect timing as his guilty face smiled at me so full of  charm. I, deciding 
I was okay with the role, smiled back, hoping I meant it. He adjusted his 
Browning hat and the dip he placed in his lip. The door to his Chevrolet 
slammed as he pulled wads of  cash out of  his pockets.
     “Well, I got $400,” David said. 
     He handed the money to Phillip. 
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     “$400!? Am I s’pposed to be happy ‘bout that? Where’s the rest of  the 
shit?” Phillip asked.
     “I don’t have anymore. I sold all that I had, and there is the money. A 
“thank you” would have worked,” David said.
     “This is fuckin’ bullshit! Susan! Get your ass out here! He’s shortin’ us 
money!” Phillip said.
     Susan came bursting outside. 
     “I told you so, I told you he was just gettin’ high on it. Where the hell’s 
my methadone!? I bet you took those, too, didn’ ya!?” Susan said.
     “Fuck this, come on Lauren. We aren’t dealing with these assholes,” 
David said. 
He looked at Phillip. “I did what I said I would. You are welcome, you 
fuckin’ drunk.” 
     The sink has been dripping, and my ability to ignore it is wearing off, so 
I stand up to stop it. I need to smoke. I get a Dave Matthews CD, put it in 
the shitty player I had balanced on the back of  the toilet, forget to hit play, 
and start packing the now-dry, crumbling pot into the glass bowl. I grab 
my handy, green Bic lighter and inhale as I watch the flame creep up on the 
weed and set it on fire like a spark in a dried-out Christmas tree. 
     I stand there, leaning against the wall of  the bathroom, looking at 
myself  smoking in the mirror. Smoke and mirrors; I laugh at the thought. 
In hindsight, my perceptions had been a victim. I wonder if  this is what 
I looked like when I smoked with David. Is this the same face he saw, 
lips wrapped strategically around the end of  the bowl, or did he witness a 
happy girl, with curved lips trying to mix oil with vinegar? I hold the hit in 
until my vision becomes blurry and I start to lose my balance. I slide my 
back down the wall until I’m sitting again. My eyes are glazing over, and 
mind completely entranced…
     “Okay, so I got three, just in case they were bunk. Then we could each 
take another half,” David said.
     “I’ve never taken one before, so it will probably work for me even if  

they are shitty,” I said.
     He handed me a pink pill that had an outline of  a woman’s body 
pressed into it. 
     “Take it. The sooner we take these the better, because if  they are good, 
then they will last for like six hours.” 
     David said we need to drink a lot of  water after we take these, but that 
he wanted to make sure they work, and said to drink alcohol to speed up 
the process. I grabbed a Bud Light and took the ecstasy. I ran upstairs in 
my town home and got my gravity bong, which was a pitcher filled with 
water that had the top half  of  an empty 2-liter bottle in it. By the time I 
had run back down the stairs, I was already feeling funny from the pill. 
I packed the cap with pot, grabbed my Bic, and pulled up on the 2-liter 
while I watched the swirling smoke accumulate inside of  it. I looked over at 
David, who was looking at me.
     “You wanna hit it?” I asked.
     “Yeah, you first, babe. Take all you can. I’ll do the rest.” 
     I inhaled until I couldn’t hold anymore. David always said you’re 
not getting high if  you don’t cough. I coughed for a solid minute, while 
leaning over the sink to spit out the excess saliva. I came walking out 
of  the bathroom grinning. David smiled back. The drugs were working. 
Everything was working.
     “We need music,” I said. 
     “I got you, don’t worry.”
     He flipped through his CDs and his eyes grew wide when he found the 
right one.

“Step out the front door like a ghost into the fog 
Where no one notices the contrast of  white on white

 And in between the moon and you 
The angels get a better view 

Of  the crumbling difference between wrong and right…”
     The music was melodic, and it felt like for the first time in my life, my 
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mind, body, and spirit were completely in sync. I sat down next to David, 
who had returned to flipping through his CDs. 
     “What if  this is how you’re supposed to live? Ya know, like on this plane 
of  thinking,” I asked. 
     “I think drugs are there for us to use so that we can enjoy this life 
to the fullest. Not to escape it, but to appreciate the details in all of  
the simplicities. I mean, a sunset is beautiful, but there is something 
transcendent about it when you view it with more than just your eyes. 
Drugs let your soul see. But what sucks about that, is that once those eyes 
are opened, they can’t be shut.”
     At the time, I wasn’t quite sure why he said that would suck. I ran my 
fingers across the back of  his head, gripping his hair in between them. I 
leaned in closer to his face, and kissed his temple. I moved to his ear, licked 
his lobe, and spoke in a soft exhale.
     “Does this suck?”
     He bit his lip and cut his sexy eyes. He set down the CDs and shifted 
his weight towards me. He brushed the hair out of  my face. His hand 
traveled to the back of  my neck. He pulled me in and kissed me, hard. Our 
bodies radiated heat as the drugs coursed through us. Every touch of  my 
skin with his seemed to double my pulse. I kissed him back, holding on to 
his bottom lip with mine. 

“…She walks along the edge of  where the ocean
Meets the land

Just like she’s walking on a wire in a circus…”
     He slid a strap of  my tank top off  my shoulder, revealing the side of  my 
breast, and his mouth followed his hands. 

“…She parks her car outside of  my house 
Takes her clothes off

Says she’s close to understanding Jesus
She knows she’s more than just a little misunderstood
She has trouble acting normal when she’s nervous…”

     I placed my hand on his stomach, and moved it along his body until 
I gripped his side. I squeezed him, and kissed his mouth. His eyes were 
penetrating and real. The way we looked at each other was a discourse 
unknown to any but us. 
     The bittersweet feeling of  what had been the truth resurfaces. It 
reminds me of  my current reality, and is bringing me back from my 
nostalgic trance.  I trip over clothes on the way to the refrigerator for a 
Coke. I sit on the couch, but it isn’t the same. We had always smoked in 
bathrooms wherever we stayed. There was some universal relaxing quality 
about the solitude of  it, so I decide to go back. 
     As soon as I shut the door behind me, my blanket of  anxiety feels like 
it’s been removed, and that familiar state of  mind is back. I feel like it is my 
form of  a health pack on one of  those shooting video games, and I need 
it. I smile at the thought, and take another hit. I push out the negative and 
began another love affair with the past. I let myself  go to one of  the best 
memories I have of  us. It was near the beginning.
     David and I always drove around getting high, talking about the 
drama in his small town, and making big plans for the future that he and 
I both knew were nothing but dreams. We also had two dogs, which we 
incorporated into everything. One was a grey Weimaraner, and the other 
was a black wolf/Husky mix. Those two rode in the back of  the truck 
wherever we went, and this day was no exception. Layla, the Weimaraner, 
had her paws up on the tool box, and her ears were blowing in the wind. 
Marley was lying in the bed of  the truck, letting the breeze play with her 
thick coat of  fur.
     We pulled up to a small house in the “ghetto” of  David’s small home 
town. The chain link fence was hardly a fence, and the fresh paint on the 
house was hardly fresh. There was a black guy sitting on the concrete steps, 
leaning over with his forearms on his knees, holding a beer in a brown bag 
that he probably bought from the guy three houses down who sold them 
out of  a fridge in his garage on Sundays. 
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     “Hey Pooh Bear, what’s good?” David said.
     “Hey D, what’s up man? How you been?”
     “You got a wrap? Come on man, ride with me and my girl for a little bit. 
We’re gonna take a ride on the farm,” David said, with his come hither grin 
that charmed anybody anywhere.
     Pooh Bear was his best friend. David had said that he never takes girls 
to meet him, maybe because he respected his opinion so much. I wasn’t 
sure, but he took me. He was a black guy with dreads tucked under a 
beanie. This guy was cool, calm, and relaxed. He hardly spoke, but when he 
did, I appreciated every word that left his mouth. I scooted to the middle 
seat in David’s grey Chevrolet. Pooh Bear climbed in next to me, and 
reached over to hand David a grape blunt. 
     “How you been? This is Lauren, by the way,” David said, as he smiled 
and reached in his pocket for his knife. He started to cut the blunt open, so 
he could empty it and repack it with pot. 
     Pooh Bear reached over to grab my hand. “Well it’s nice to meet you, 
Lauren. I’ve been al’ight, just been takin’ care of  Ma. You know how it is 
‘round here. I heard you was back in town. Stayin’ for long this time?”
     “I dunno man, you know how it goes. They want me to go to church 
and are all in my business. They’re probably drivin’ by right now to see if  
my truck is down this road.”
     “Yeah, ain’t nothin’ good happenin’ down these roads,” Pooh Bear said. 
     That was the truth, at certain houses. There was a house for beer, a 
house for weed, and a house to get coke, and all within two streets of  each 
other. But there was nothing dangerous about these streets. Even if  David 
hadn’t been sitting here rolling a blunt that we were about to go smoke 
on his daddy’s farm, he would still be guilty by association, just for driving 
down these streets. That’s how it goes in a small town, where your family 
plays a big role in the church and you are expected to behave in a certain 
way. David hated it. He was twenty-four at the time, and flew by the seat of  
his pants, which is what he lived for. 

     David finished resealing the blunt. He handed it to Pooh Bear and asked 
him to light it up. Pooh Bear puffed on it until the end turned a bright 
orange that would arrive and dissipate with the inhale of  his breath. He 
let out a cloud of  smoke that seemed to fill the truck. The wrap smelled 
like grape Big League Chew gum. Pooh Bear passed it to me, I hit it, and 
I passed it to David. David took a long drag, smiled at me, and handed it 
back to Pooh Bear. 
     “Alright, now let’s take a ride,” David said. 
     We crept down the road that passed in front of  David’s Dad’s house, 
and to a dirt road that was one of  many on the farm of  3,500 acres. To 
the left and right were wide-open fields that guided our eyes to the hues of  
blue fading into orange on the horizon. The fields contained a few tractors 
and irrigation machines. We drove past a pond and a creek, never slowing 
down.  
     “What you wanna listen to, Pooh Bear?” David asked.
     “Oh, you know me, D,” he said, with a smirk to remind David he hadn’t 
needed to ask.
 “Ha ha. Yeah, I do,” David said, as he reached for a Bob Marley 
album.

“…We’re jammin’:
I wanna jam it wid you.
We’re jammin’, jammin’,

And I hope you like jammin’, too…”
     Bob Marley, the sun, the temperature that was neither hot nor cold, 
along with the cloud of  dust formed from cruising down the dirt roads is a 
memory lost in time and space. 

“…We’re jammin’ –
To think it was a thing of  the past;

We’re jammin’,
And I hope this jam is gonna last…”

     The bond between David and me was one that needn’t be expressed 
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with words, even alone. It was so real, and so special, though, that I feel 
at some point I’ll be in one of  those moments again and it will all be the 
same, the exact same.
     David had introduced me to drugs, and to myself. He showed me so 
much that I didn’t know if  I would be able to see without him, and the 
thought of  that terrified me. It left my soul feeling paralyzed. 
     That summer I left Valdosta, and David came with me to stay at my 
dad’s. I had been going to college there, but after meeting him I didn’t care 
about school anymore, at least not then.

     “David. David. Wake up. Come see the moon, it’s beautiful. We gotta 
smoke,” I whispered.
     He rolled over on the waterbed, looked at me, and got up. 
     My dad was letting us stay in the upstairs of  his house. It was a really 
old house, and it reminded me of  the houses in the “ghetto” of  David’s 
small hometown. There was a room with a waterbed, an open closet in the 
hall, and a bathroom that had a window over the tub. 
     David followed me into the bathroom, and he sat on the side of  the 
tub while I sat on the toilet seat. There were only two working bulbs in the 
old-school line-up of  eight big, round bulbs. Even the two working ones 
would go out randomly and I would have to twist them until they would 
come back on. 
      I reached in the drawer, pulled out the pot, and broke it into pieces. I 
started packing it into the bowl as David yawned and put his head in the 
palm of  his hands. I loved it. No matter the time, weather, day, or year, he 
was game. He was mine, and I was his. We were a pair so functional and 
divine that science and God must have tied in a duel. 
     “Get one of  your CDs. We never smoke without music,” I said.
     David got up and fumbled through the drawer of  CD cases. He pulled 
out the Ryan Adams “Gold” Album. He put it in the player, and turned 

it to track seven. I moved to the bathtub, stepped in, and pushed up the 
window. David handed me a shampoo bottle to prop it up. I took a hit, and 
leaned out the window to see the night. 

“…Dancin’ little marionette
Are you happy now…?

     David stepped into the tub, too. I handed him the bowl and sat on the 
toilet seat again. The music was making the moment, as it always had. 

“…Where do you go when you’re lonely
Where do you go when you’re blue

Where do you go when you’re lonely
I’ll follow you

When the stars go blue…”
     He stared out the window.
     “What are you looking for?” I asked. 
     “God, I think. Let me show you something.”
     He left the room and came back with a small brown book. 
     “What’s that?” 
     “My Papa Jo gave it to me. It’s a devotional, and it’s powerful. Even 
those who don’t believe can’t deny it if  they entertain the idea and actually 
read it.”
     “Well, I need help believing,” I said.
     I had always been on the fence about religion. I “believed”, or I wanted 
to believe anyway. I was very spiritual, but I also had a scientific and 
realistic way of  thinking about things, which was sad because it seems to 
dull the colors of  the world. 
     “What’s today’s date?” he asked. 
     “The twelfth.”
     “Okay. Let’s see… November 12. Alright, now listen. ‘True salvation, 
worked out in me by the Holy Spirit, frees me completely. And as long 
as I “walk in the light as He is in the light”, God sees nothing to rebuke 
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because His life is working itself  into every detailed part of  my being, not 
on the conscious level, but even deeper than my consciousness’.”
     I sat there, not responding for a moment. The music was still going, and 
my head was starting to spin. 

“…Laughing with your pretty mouth
Laughing with your broken eyes

Laughing with your lover’s tongue
In a lullaby…”

     I was aware that he had read that to shed some light for me; however, I 
don’t think he would ever know how much he had just opened my eyes. I 
had placed so much belief  and love in him, but all along, he was searching 
for that greater power. I was beginning to realize that I would never be 
to him what he was to me. He went to bed shortly after that, but I sat up 
trying to fold my thoughts neat enough to sleep on. 
     I woke up the next morning to a phone vibrating next to my head. It 
was David’s step-dad calling him. He said he was forty-five minutes away 
and that David couldn’t sit on his ass and waste his life anymore. David 
acted caught off-guard, but his compliance was telling. The deception was 
so blatant, that it actually worked.
     He threw a couple t-shirts and a pair of  jeans in a red North Face book 
bag he had had forever. He put on his camo beanie, and told me not to 
worry. He said he would be back in a week. 
     A week later, after still not receiving a call, I grabbed a dry-erase marker 
and wrote the verse he had read to me across my mirror. A year had passed 
before I finally erased it, and the pictures I had drawn of  him and me with 
our dogs next to the little house we were going to fix up and live in when 
we got married. I couldn’t erase him, though. He was burned into my 
memory, my soul, and every ounce of  my being; my spirit felt paralyzed 
and robbed, like a winning lottery ticket you learn is fake. How does 
someone get over that? 
     He and I were so on course with each other that I failed to realize 

that we weren’t even on the same track, in the same car, or driving by the 
same laws. That week has turned into two years now, and I finally stopped 
thinking about him, for the most part. Tonight was different; tonight he 
contacted me. 
     A number I didn’t know sent me a text a few hours earlier, saying “lying 
in bed, wondering if  her hair is still red.” He quoted this Bob Dylan song 
to me quite often back when we knew each other. I was driving in my car 
when I saw the text, thankful no one was with me to see the pathetic wave 
of  excitement my face couldn’t hold back. I replied saying, “David?” 
     Finally, the compress that had weighted me was starting to lift, and all 
of  this waiting seemed like it was about to pay off. I immediately ignored 
all of  the bad memories I had of  him being a jealous asshole that I didn’t 
trust. I retracted back to the times when we were high and alive and in love. 
     Somehow I made it home without speeding, or even thinking about 
driving. I floated down the stairs in my house and landed on the couch. 
This was it. This was the night. My shitty reality was about to get good 
again. Everything was really starting to mean something. I couldn’t wait 
for a response. Shortly after I got home, he said he was near my dad’s, 
and asked if  I could meet him there. “Sure, just let me know when,” I had 
responded, like an eager fool. 
     I sit here, feeling high though I was sober. How had he done it? How 
did he have me playing his little marionette, even after two years of  
forgetting about me completely? I felt like an idiot, and I was okay with it. 
I decide to get back into the mindset, and that’s why I am sitting here in my 
bathroom stoned, alone. 
     My phone buzzes. It’s David. There it is; the contact I have been 
waiting on. I pick up my phone, and read the text. It says, “Call me.” I’m 
elated, and don’t hesitate to call. The phone rings, and when he answers, 
which isn’t on the first, or the second ring, he says: 
     “Hey, what’s up? So, I was wondering if  you knew where I could get 
some weed. I am on vacation with my family up here in a cabin, and you 
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are the only person I know to ask.”
     The phone falls silent. All that I was holding on to, all of  my hopes 
and wishes and memories immediately fade into some nonexistent, yet still 
memorable, dream, like the kind of  dream you remember was good, but 
can’t even place why anymore. 
     “I don’t know where you can get any, David.”
     “Hmmm, really? Lauren Rowan not knowing where to get any pot? I 
never thought I would hear that. Well, let me call you back later.”
     Two hours later and I am still sitting here with no call. At this point, 
I know he isn’t going to. My high from earlier has worn off, leaving me 
feeling even more pathetic than I had in response to my smile at his first 
text hours earlier. Though I had held onto that feeling for two years, 
hoping it would be reciprocated, this is exactly what I needed to move on, 
finally. It makes me realize that David will never change, and that drugs, not 
family, will be his life, for now, and for always. 
     I dump the pot in the toilet and flush him. I walk to my bed, climb in, 
and lie there in disbelief  and shock at the events that have occurred, both 
in this world and in the deepest parts of  my being. I realize that what he 
had awoken within me would be there forever, with or without him. He 
opened the eyes to my soul; I still don’t know if  that sucks. I let my cell 
phone die, and, after an hour of  struggling in my mind with my realization, 
I fall asleep. 

 

     Laura caved. It had been pouring all day and it wasn’t letting up. The 
trees were slouching and the grass looked like a wet collie. The sun was 
disappearing and even though she was still on campus right now, the 
thought of  walking the streets at night by herself  terrified her. A car pulled 
up next to her, and she heard a guy’s voice.
     “You need a ride? Get in, I promise I won’t try to give you candy,” he 
laughed.
The window was down enough for her to make out a pair of  green eyes. 
Her fingers slipped on the door handle of  the black Honda Civic. Her 
book bag slid off  her shoulder as she got into the car, locking her gaze 
with his. 
     The seatbelt was broken, just like the radio. She looked at her book 
bag that was resting between her feet. The floorboard was composed of  
crushed cigarette cartons, receipts, and other miscellaneous shit. There 
was a mountain of  cigarette butts in the console. It looked like a game of  
Jenga. The man spoke, drawing her attention from the cigarette butts to 
the crack on the windshield that led all the way across to the busted side 
view mirror on the driver’s side.
     “Are you cold? This weather is brutal,” his voiced cracked. She couldn’t 
tell if  he was nervous or had been crying, but the way he asked sounded 
like a funeral procession. He didn’t care. She gripped the sleeves of  her 
jacket and held onto them, like they would protect her.
     “No, I’m alright. Thanks for the ride, by the way,” she said.
     “No problem, where do you need to be?” he said.
     Her faced revealed her confusion at how he worded that question. 
To avoid him noticing, she responded with, “Well now that I’m out of  
the rain, which is a great start, I need to be dropped off  at Amber Creek 
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Apartments, if  you don’t mind.”
     “Cool, that’s on my way anyway,” he said.
     His response caused a shuffle in her position. She rearranged her book 
bag. 
     “Convenient. Are you from here?” she asked.
     “Pretty much,” he said.
     “Do you like it?” she asked. Her attempt to turn her panic and 
uneasiness into conversation was pathetic, but it was better than the feeling 
her nails were leaving as they pressed into her palms. 
     “It’s alright. It gets boring,” He said, cutting his eyes and a smile in her 
direction.
     She noticed his eyes scoping out her left thigh. She wanted to pull 
her shorts lower on her hips so that he couldn’t see as much, but that 
would just make things worse. What if  he was just waiting for that sign of  
vulnerability? She decided to be brave and switch the tension. She pushed 
her hands above her head and leaned back and to the left to stretch as 
much as she could, mainly just to get her shirt to lift enough to expose her 
stomach. Her breasts grew more noticeable as she pushed out her chest in 
this position. 
     She was testing his eyes; they landed on her waist, then her breasts, then 
her eyes. His face was flushed. The sign of  his nervousness was what she 
needed. Her anxiety lightened as she realized he probably was going to 
take her to her house and not some secluded place where he could tape her 
mouth, remove her clothes, and do God knows what. 
     Maybe he wasn’t a creeper. What added to this idea was the way a few 
pieces of  hair stuck up on the back of  his head. Something as simple 
and illogical as the direction that hairs decide to point when not falling in 
line with the rest made him seem less rigid, and for some reason, more 
human. Or maybe it was the Sketchers he was wearing that made him seem 
harmless. Either way, his awkward glances became a sort of  game that 
was leaving her flattered. Her heightened temperature went from one of  

paranoia to one of  sexual tension. 
     She felt herself  loosening the control of  her body position. The 
stiffness of  her posture had morphed into some sort of  attention-deprived 
figure. Her legs falling slightly apart instead of  clamped shut, her elbow 
sliding on the center armrest close enough to his for the hair on their 
arms to touch. She found herself  pulling her hair to the front of  her right 
shoulder in an attempt to reveal the soft line of  her collar bone and the 
shadow her breasts created beneath the loose-fitting shirt. 
     She struggled with the thought of  how quickly she transitioned from 
the defensive to feeling like the offender. Was she the one on the prowl? 
Should he be sweating and keeping his phone close by? Those thoughts 
were fleeting, but the arousal she felt wasn’t going anywhere. 
     About the time she was settling in to this new role, which didn’t 
take longer than ten minutes, they pulled into the apartment complex. 
Surprisingly, she was sort of  disappointed that he really didn’t try anything. 
Obviously she wasn’t disappointed that she didn’t get tied up and left in the 
woods, but the fact that now she was going to sit in her apartment writing a 
stupid speech about being a waitress instead of  being in this awkward, new 
scenario was a bit deflating. 
     “Which one is it?” he asked.
     “Just drive straight back and my apartment is S8. You’ll see a white Jeep 
Cherokee too,” Laura said.
     “Oh is that your car? What’s wrong with it?” he asked.
     “Yeah, it just needs fluids added. I was scared it was gonna overheat 
‘cause it was acting funny, so I got a ride to school this morning. My uncle 
is coming by tomorrow to fix it. I don’t know much about cars. I’m more 
of  a writer,” she said.
     “Oh, yeah? So what do you write Miss…” he asked.
     “Laura. And I write poetry. Thanks for giving me a ride, I appreciate it,” 
Laura said.
     “Oh, no problem. It was nice meeting you. Maybe I’ll be reading some 
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of  your famous poetry one day,” he said.
     “Maybe,” she said, blushing. 
     She climbed out of  car, looked at him, smiled, and shut the door.
     How could loneliness so easily replace the feeling of  that expected 
intrusion that the guy didn’t follow through with? 
     Dammit.  
     Just as she started to walk towards her apartment, she stopped and 
turned back around; her ponytail falling out. 
     “Hey! Do you have a Facebook or something?” she asked.
     “No, I don’t mess with anything on the computer really. I can give you 
my number if  you want; I do go to school with you. Maybe we could eat 
lunch or something sometime?” he said.
     Duh, I feel dumb. Of  course he goes to school there. Why else would he have been 
there? Why was I so worried? A student wouldn’t do anything to me. I don’t think.
     “Alright, and what’s your name? I don’t think you told me,” she said.
     “Elliot,” he said.
     He gave her his number and she headed back towards the apartment. 
She didn’t leave a light on, so it was pitch black. She liked living alone, but 
she remembers times of  having a roommate and recalled never feeling 
quite so lonely. Maybe that was the sole reason for her seeking romance 
from whoever would give it. Ironically, though, there were plenty of  guys 
who showed her attention and would love the chance to move things 
further. However, her hesitance rivaled her desire. 

—————————

     “Laura Schefter, you’re up,” Professor Frump said. 
     Frump, what kind of  name is that? Idiot. God I hate this class. Why do I have to 
take a class on giving speeches when I will never put myself  in the position to have to give 
a speech? Such bullshit.
     Professor Frump was one of  the teachers that she wasn’t attracted to 

whatsoever. He was annoying and talked and talked and no one listened. 
He was always right, even when he was wrong, just like anyone’s ex. She 
walked to the front of  the room and her face grew red during the five 
seconds it took her to get to the podium. She was dressed in her work 
outfit, for effect of  the presentation, and also because that was easier than 
making a PowerPoint for a visual. 
     She rambled on, stuttering on more words than not, shifting her weight 
in an attempt to balance out how awkward she felt standing there as she 
finished her speech.
     God, this fucking sucks. Has it been five minutes yet?
     “So, the next time you go out to eat, please be normal, not a lunch-
orderer, a Mt. Dewer, or a Jokester. And pay for the service. You wouldn’t 
drive your car if  you couldn’t pay for gas, so don’t go out to eat if  you can’t 
pay for the service.”
     Finally. Jesus Christ.
     She could feel sweat all over her. She needed a beer, or a Xanax, or a 
joint. She was the last to do a speech, so she grabbed her book bag, keys, 
and phone that she had knocked to the floor during her panic-attack-
approach to the front of  the room. She heard a voice calling her from 
behind. It was Drew. 
     “Hey! Wait up. I thought your speech was funny. I thought we had to do 
like a research paper kind of  thing,” Drew said.
     “Oh, I really have no idea whether or not I did it right, nor do I care 
at this point. Talking in front of  people is worse than spiders, or that 
feeling you get when you are home alone and you psych yourself  out while 
watching a horror flick. Did you like my stuttering, too?” she asked.
     “I honestly didn’t notice. Do you have a class after this?” he asked.
     Mmmm, oh yeah, I have Lit after this. I just get to stare at my sexy teacher while 
his mouth moves, releasing words that are even sexier.
     “Yeah, I have British Lit,” she said. 
     “Damn, was gonna see if  you wanted to go eat. The Mexican place 
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down the road has karaoke tonight,” he said.
     “Mexican karaoke?” she asked.
     “Yeah, but it’s mostly white college kids getting drunk on tequila and 
singing, so it’s actually entertaining,” he said.
     “Hmmm, well how about after my class? Will it be too late?” she asked.
     “What time do you get out?” he asked.
     “Around seven,” she said.
     Or really late, if  the teacher needs to keep me to tell me what I did wrong on the last 
test and punish me for it. Mmmm I’d grab his shaggy brown hair and…
     “Oh yup! Sounds good, text me or call me or something,” he said. 
     “Okay, cool. See ya,” she said.
     Drew was one of  those guys that had an interest in her, but she 
revealed information to him about another guy she liked to avoid him 
trying anything. She had English right after her Speech class. She grabbed 
a Rice Krispies treat out of  the vending machine to hold her over until the 
Mexican fiesta. 
     Am I the only adult that eats these? Am I an adult? Of  course I am; an awesome 
one that eats Rice Krispies treats. And… thinks about her Lit teacher having sex with 
her in his office. There’s no way I’m the only one that thinks things like that.
     She stuffed the rest of  the snack into her mouth, a bite too big to chew, 
and walked into class anyway. She walked to her seat on the third row and 
pulled her hood up. She surveyed the class while trying to conceal her 
chewing, and noticed the teacher wasn’t there yet. 
     Where is he?
     She imagined him entering the room, giving a hidden glance through 
the corner of  his glasses in her direction. She imagined him tossing his 
folder onto the podium at the front of  the room and making his way to her 
desk, reaching down with a hand, and pulling her chin up to kiss his mouth 
with one of  those fairytale-esque motions that the entire class would gasp 
and be jealous of  all at once, even the boys. Ten minutes passed and still no 
debut.

     What the hell? I only come to see him. He doesn’t even take roll. What a buzz kill. 
     Looking around more, she realized that most of  the class wasn’t there.
     “Was class cancelled or something?” she asked a student sitting in her 
same row.
     His lack of  attentiveness was telling.
     Damn I wish I was high. Lucky bastard.
     “Uh, I guess. I dunno, I didn’t check my email,” he said.
     “Okay, well I’m guessing it was. Bye,” she said.
     What the hell, now I don’t even wanna go watch people make fools of  themselves at 
karaoke. Nor do I want to go back to my apartment to watch more episodes of  Law & 
Order until the late night shows come on and I can see naked women and men obviously 
not really having sex. All while I use a lame sex toy, if  I can even find batteries, ‘cause 
God knows the ones in it are dead.  I desire the real thing but refuse to get it. What the 
fuck is my problem? And look how jacked up I am just because my teacher crush didn’t 
come to class. Ugh. Pathetic…
     She cut around a corner, zipping her jacket and running over a girl 
simultaneously. 
     “Oh my God, I’m sorry,” she said.
     “It’s okay,” the girl said. 
     Hell, she just got ran over and I bet her night is still better than mine. Should I call 
Drew and tell him I’m out early? Might as well. 
     She pulled out her phone and starting scrolling through the numbers 
until she got to his. She hit call, and then hung up almost immediately. 
     Is that Elliot?
     She walked in his direction, trying not to be too obvious until she had a 
clear view of  him. 
     It is him… wonder what he’s doing sitting in his car. He looks sort of  creepy like 
that night he gave me a ride.
     Elliot saw Laura as she was walking.
     “Hey! What are you up to?” he asked.
     “Oh, my class was just cancelled. Just got about an hour to kill ‘til I 
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meet my friend for dinner. We’re going to some Mexican place that’s doing 
karaoke tonight,” she said.
     “Frontera?” he asked.
     “Oh, I dunno the name. I’ve never been. You know where I’m talking 
about?” she asked.
     “Well, I have lived here for more than half  my life. So, what are you 
going to do for an hour?” he asked.
     “I was just gonna sit in my car, so why are you sitting in your car? And 
what the hell happened to your window?” she asked. 
     “Oh, some kid hit it with a ball. But uh, I had just gotten in my car 
when I saw you,” he said.
     I’m pretty sure that’s not the case.
     There was an aroma of  pot coming from his car. She noticed and 
wished she had come sooner, maybe to catch him smoking it, so he would 
offer her some.
     “What you been doing in here? I know that smell,” she said, as she 
smiled and hoped he would be honest and get her high.
     “Oh really? I’ve got more at my house. I just smoked the rest or I would 
offer you some. But, if  you wanted to come smoke real quick, we can. I just 
live fifteen minutes from here. It’s like five past your apartment. It’s a tiny 
robin’s egg blue house with a screened in porch off  of  Turntree Road,” he 
said.
     “Oh I know where that is! Well maybe I could come by after I eat with 
my friend? That way I’m not getting baked and having to rush and drive,” 
she said. 
     “I’m free for the night, so that works for me. Just call me whenever. I 
don’t have a roommate and I stay up late. Also, if  you need a ride, just let 
me know,” he said. 
     “Alright, thanks. So, are you going home now? Or do you wanna sit here 
with me until I go to eat?” she asked jokingly. 
     “Sure,” he said.

     It was to her surprise that he said yes. He motioned for her to sit 
down in his car. She walked around and got in. The handle didn’t slip this 
time, and the floorboard wasn’t near as comfortable without the cigarette 
cartons.
     “You cleaned your car, I see,” she said.
     “Yeah, after last night I figured you never know when someone will 
need a ride, so I decided to clean it out,” he said.
     “It looks good,” she said.
     It would look better if  my jeans were crumpled at my feet and my shirt was 
decorating your dashboard.
     His eyes were red and squinty, but the green in them was enhanced by 
the tears in his eyes, from coughing when he smoked, she assumed. She 
noticed his hair was sticking up in the back like it had last night. 
     Still human. 
     She looked to his feet to see if  he was wearing his Sketchers. He wasn’t. 
Instead he was wearing a pair of  black and lime green Nikes. 
     Damn. At first he was attractive because he seemed harmless, now he actually has 
some sort of  sex appeal. 
     She thought about how different last night might have been if  he had 
worn those Nikes, or had a hat to cover up his hair. Our perceptions are so 
misleading, but people live by them. Pretty dangerous.
     “Nice shoes, I love Nike,” she said. 
     And I’d love to see the bedroom you keep them in.
     “Thanks. Yeah, I do too,” he said. 
     They talked for a while about school, her fixed car, and smoking, and 
other pieces of  apparel; none on the floor of  his car, yet. She got out and 
promised to text him later, and moseyed up the hill towards her car. Her 
phone rang.
     “Hey, it’s Elliot. I know you just left and I just invited you over, but I 
think I’m just going to go to bed when I get home. I don’t feel that good 
today,” he said. 
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     “Oh, well, okay. I hope you feel better,” she said. 
     “Thanks, and uh, I’ll make it up to you sometime. I dunno what’s wrong 
with me. I just got a pounding headache so I’m gonna go to bed, but if  you 
need a ride you can still try to call me. I might be awake if  the Tylenol pm 
doesn’t work,” he said. 
     “No problem, I’ll be fine. I don’t plan on drinking that much,” she said.
     He hung up. 
     Well, time to meet Drew and see what this Mexican karaoke is about. What a 
peculiar last hour. It’s weird how one change in the course of  your day can alter so many 
things, like seeing Elliot again, a boy I had never seen on campus before yesterday.
     She checked her phone to make sure it was time to head to dinner. She 
got in her car and turned the heat on. Her Jeep was old, and it smelled that 
way, too. It was a comforting, aging odor, though. She arrived at Frontera 
and could see sombreros bouncing around through the foggy glass 
windows. There were colorful lights hanging inside and out. It looked like 
the opposite of  how her insides would be decorated at that moment. She 
went in anyway. 
     Drew was waving frantically from a booth in the corner. He had on a 
sombrero and Mardi Gras beads.
     “What the hell is this, Cinco de Mayo in November?” she asked.
     “Pretty much. She would like a shot of  Patrón!” he yelled to the waiter 
as he pointed at Laura. 
     “Jesus. I don’t even drink tequila. I never have,” she said.
     “You do tonight,” he said. 
     Why not? My teacher let me down, Elliot let me down, and hell I woulda been 
happy with a handhold at this point. 
     “Alright, just tonight. But only like two,” she said.
     The waiter brought a round of  shots for Laura, Drew, and two other 
girls that were squished next to him in a seat.
     God I’m glad I passed on that one. Look at him, sitting there with those stupid girls. 
I could really use a lay, but not him. Dammit teach. Dammit Elliot. Now I know how 

guys feel when they get my number and realize that that’s all they’re gonna get.
     Everyone held their shots up, the two girls staring and smiling at Drew, 
Laura staring at the shot, and threw them back. The waiter seemed to be 
bringing round after round. Maybe it was four, or five, but Laura normally 
didn’t drink, and they were hitting her hard. 
     Feet are heavy, neck is feeling limp. But I’m happy. I think.
     She was laughing with the other girls, and had moved around the curved 
booth to sit with the rest of  the crowd. Judgment was leaving like love in 
winter. 
     “I have to pee. I’ll be back,” she said.
     No one responded. Maybe it was because of  the alcohol or because 
they didn’t hear her due to the loud raspy voice of  a fifty something year 
old woman on the microphone. Laura stumbled to the baño and found a 
stall. Wet toilet paper on the floor. Who cares? Normally she would, but 
not tonight. 
     “I’m so drunk,” she said to herself. 
     Jeez, that’s when you know you’re drunk. You start telling yourself  out loud that you 
are, like you need to be reminded. 
     She finished and stood up. 
     Why does it take so long to pee when you’re drunk?
     Her purple lace thong just rolled up into a mess as she drug it up her 
thighs. Normally she would fix it. Not tonight. She ran her hands under 
the water, shook them off, and rubbed them dry on her jeans. She opened 
the door to the bathroom and looked to the corner to see her friends. The 
table was decorated with an assortment of  glasses, napkins, and chips. No 
sluts. No Drew. She reached for her phone. No messages or calls from 
Elliot. 
     I bet he is just playing hard to get. I turned him down so he said never mind. But he 
really does want me to come. I know it. I saw the way he scoped my legs and chest. He 
wants me. 
     She laid fifty dollars on the table, assuming Drew covered the other 
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girls’ tabs, and not her own. 
     Somebody is gettin’ lucky. Times two.
     She stepped outside and the leather of  her shoes became dark and wet. 
     Always the wrong shoes.
     It had started storming like crazy outside, nothing at all like the fiesta 
going on inside Frontera. It dampened the day, but intensified her desire 
for a warm body. She decided she would drive by Elliot’s house. She knew 
that’s what he wanted. She imagined how he would react to her showing 
up in her sopping wet clothes, sexy and cold, with erect nipples. He would 
probably grow stiff  at the sight of  her, or at the smell her hair is releasing 
from the water meeting her coconut conditioner again. He would give her 
all the warmth she wanted, all night. 
     This time her hand slipped on her own door handle; not near as 
exciting. She pulled her soaked brown hair into a bun and wiped the rain 
from her face. Her cloudy windows weren’t helping her cloudy vision. 
She rubbed her sleeve across the window in an attempt to clear it. The 
window’s resilience reminded her of  her own. 
     Fuck it. I’m good to drive.
     She turned the knob on her stereo and it emitted the sound of  Mark 
Knopfler’s voice making love to her ears. 
     I don’t care how old he is, or how unattractive. I’d fuck the hell outta him.
     The rain wasn’t letting up, nor was the thunder or lightning. She hoped 
it was foreshadowing her night to come. Bodies slipping and slamming and 
thudding a rhythmic melody full of  moans and breaths. 
     She pulled out of  the parking lot and headed down Magnolia Drive past 
her apartment. Luckily Turntree Road wasn’t much of  a drive from there. 
After a few miles, she spotted the light blue house. It looked dark and 
portentous. 
     Don’t lose your guts now. Like any guy, he’s just waiting to get off. Waiting for me to 
get him off.
     She turned into the gravel drive. It crunched like snow under a 

shoe. She stopped and turned the lights out, sitting there, facing this 
contradicting situation. Part of  her was terrified, the other half  wanted to 
delve into that horror; or rather, have it delve into her. 
     She took the key out of  the ignition. The silence of  the car made her 
anxious. There weren’t any lights on, and by that point she wasn’t as excited 
to surprise him. She grabbed for her cell phone and decided to try that 
first. 
     It rang, and she could here it from outside. It kept ringing. 
     Well, he’s home. I’ll just knock and if  he comes, then great, if  not, I’ll run like hell.
     Knock knock knock 
     She heard something drop and emit a loud bang in unison with her 
knocking. 
     She stood there, frightened at what she might have just witnessed. 
     Oh my God! It sounded like a gun shot! Maybe it’s just the alcohol.
     She heard a man grumble something as the door handle turned. Elliot 
pulled the door open, and tilted his head to see out. 
     “Laura?” he asked. 
     “Yyeah, umm, are you okay? I was coming by to surprise you ‘cause you 
seemed down earlier. I’m sorry,” she said.  
     “Well you definitely surprised me, but I can live with it. Would you like 
to come in?” he asked. 
     “Nah, if  you’re busy it’s no big deal. But can I just sit in my car for a 
little while? I honestly don’t know how I made it here. I never drink,” she 
said. 
     “I’m not busy anymore, and no, but you can sit inside,” he said. 
     Laura locked onto his pupils, large and abyssal. His hair was wet with 
sweat, and instead of  questioning his appearance, it only made her want to 
see more. She stumbled in from the screened-in porch that was a home to 
shoes and tools. She stepped into the living room, and noticed it was about 
as big as hers at her apartment; tiny. It looked cozy, though. There was a 
big squishy couch that looked like it swallowed whoever sat on it, and a 
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coffee table that looked like a tree trunk that held a red bowl stuffed with 
cigarette butts. Elliot was shuffling around grabbing a Moon Pie wrapper 
off  the table and wiping a white residue away with his hands.
     Her eyes followed his motions, and then perused the shelves that lined 
the living room. They contained tons of  books and some figurines that 
look like ones you’d get from Walt Disney World when you were five. 
     “Have a seat,” he said. 
     She stumbled towards the couch and sank into it. Elliot lit a few candles 
before he sat down next to her. 
     “You settin’ the mood?” she asked.
     “Ha, if  that’s how you want to take it. I just prefer low light,” he said.
     Ohhh. Time to melt into this sofa. 
     “So you ready for that joint?” he asked.
     “I was born ready! So what was that loud noise?” she said. 
     “Oh, umm you scared me when you knocked and I was holding my gun 
and it went off  on accident,” he said. 
     He breathed life into the joint and quickly handed it to her before 
she could formulate a response. Her eyes were wider than they had been 
all night as she tried to understand what was going on. She exhaled and 
scooted closer to him, handing it back.
     “Hey, easy, you’re drunk. I don’t want you takin’ advantage of  me,” he 
said.
     “Ha! You’d be lucky! So really, what was it? Were you cleaning your gun 
or something?” she asked.
     “Yeah, something like that,” he said.
     His eyes looked watery like they did earlier that day. She was still 
uncertain whether it was from the pot or not. 
     “Have you been crying?” she asked.
     “Why would you ask that?” he asked.
     “Well, you’ve looked really sad all day, and at first I thought it was from 
the pot, but you look really sad. Maybe it’s just the alcohol, but I feel like I 

should comfort you. Let me hold you?” she asked.
     “I thought you were shy,” he said.
     “Me, too,” she said.
      Mmm, finally. He feels so warm. His breath is heavy and feels like a man’s. 
     She slid her hand to his stomach and leaned into him. He sat there, 
still, while she manipulated his body with her hands. She rubbed the inside 
of  his leg, dragging her hand closer to what she wanted that was resting 
between them. He didn’t move, nor did he try to touch her. She climbed on 
top of  him and started kissing his ear, tugging at his lobe with her warm, 
drunk mouth. She started to kiss down his neck and then to his mouth. As 
she did this, her hand got closer to his dick, but it was still limp against his 
balls. 
     “You don’t want me?” she asked.
     He sighed, set the joint down, and placed his gentle hands on her arms. 
     “If  I tell you something; and I know you’re drunk, but if  I tell you 
something, do you promise not to freak out?” he asked.
     “I think. Is it about me?” she asked.
     “No, it’s, umm, well I wasn’t cleaning my gun,” he said.
     “What do you mean?” she asked.
     “Well, Laura my dad died a month ago. It was a freak accident at the 
train yard where he works. But he was all I had. I never knew my mom. 
He said she wasn’t ready to be a mom, and that’s all he ever told me about 
her,” he said.
     “Oh my God, I’m so sorry. I have no idea how you feel,” she said, 
grabbing his hand. “Is that what you needed to tell me?” she asked.
     “Well... yeah Laura. So it’s not you, I’m just not really, uh, turned on 
because of  how down I’ve been recently. I don’t know how much more I 
can handle. I feel like I’m at the brink,” he said.
     You’re about to be.
     She went straight for his mouth. Her lips met his hand; the barrier 
between them was becoming obvious. Her eyes questioned, and her brows 
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furrowed.  
     “What?” she asked.
     He lifted her off  of  him and stood up. 
     “You don’t understand,” he said. “It’s not about sex. It never was. 
Not for me, anyway. The way you acted in my car, how you showed your 
stomach on purpose to try to get me to look. It’s those primal actions I 
see in humans that drives me insane. It makes me sick to my stomach to 
think that even with the abilities we possess within ourselves to think and 
to reason and to create questions that even the smartest mind on Earth 
cannot find an answer to, we still fall back on the innate physical drive 
for sex. I mean, I lost my dad. That’s real, and when something like that 
happens, fleeting moments to appease our disgusting desire to get laid or 
whatever just don’t mean shit anymore. I don’t mean to be an asshole; I’m 
just so done with everything.”
     Laura moved from the couch towards the door, grabbing her things as 
she went.
     “I’m good to drive. Sorry,” she said. 
     She stepped out into the sober, damp air. She could hear Elliot half-
yelling some words of  wisdom, “we all fall to our sins at some point, it’s 
just knowing which way is up.”
     Was that your horoscope today?
     Her body felt sluggish, as did her insides, definitely not the fiesta at 
Frontera. 
     I’m such a bitch. I know I drank, but what has happened to me? 
     She opened the door of  her jeep and climbed inside. She sat there in 
her dark car. That uncomfortable silence was back, but her eagerness was 
gone.

     Marvin Gaye, bath, beer at 3:00 a.m. This is normal. Heartache leads 
to solitude. Solitude leads to response in numbers, for the idea that one 
person holds a hand that melds with yours, play by play, trick after trick, is a 
presumption so unfathomable that I can barely get this sentence out. 
     It has only been a week since I approached him. For months I had 
observed the way his wavy, brown hair danced with his endearing yet 
mysterious eyes, revealing only enough truth to make me want more. It 
was an intriguing game, but somebody had to move first. My thoughts 
immediately began to churn some new sort of  butter. This type didn’t 
spread so easily, though. It was more like a substance that even my 
thoughts could not penetrate, a fire burning in the belly of  my soul. No 
words could capture such a feeling, so I find myself  in this routine, sinking 
lower and lower into the water, even at its fallen temperature as the hour 
has passed. 
     My lungs deflate with a sigh, inhaling the scent, which I find 
comforting, from the match that lit the honeysuckle candle. The water 
creeps up my neck to the back of  my head and my bottom lip. I can feel 
goosebumps forming over what feels like the entire surface of  my body, 
and I am sure that its temperature is the same as the water’s at this point. I 
find myself  in the unfortunate situation that getting out seems to be just as 
cold as remaining in the water. How poetic, I think. 
     The music, “…it’s a desperate situation, I’m a dreamer now, just a 
dreamer now…” couldn’t mask the thoughts that were rambling in my 
head like a yipping dog, or the person who, of  course, sits next to me in the 
movie theatre. I wish I had a translator for the emotions that are erupting 
inside of  me; a passionless passion. Is there such a thing? How can I feel so 
removed, while feeling completely entrenched in this new-found sensation? 
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Sure, I have felt like this before, but not without the aid of  drugs or my 
devotional. This contemplation of  the soul and its questionable existence 
has me captivated. What is “the right timing” anyway? But, after all, it has 
only been a week. 
     I find myself  trying to sink lower into some nostalgic bath, but only 
to have the cold of  the water quickly bring me back. I stare, with what 
must look like an empty expression, dreading these emotions, but thriving 
because of  them. I feel lost and found all in the same instance. 
     I lie there, baking in this bitterness. A stark contrast to the vulnerable, 
optimistic girl I used to know. Now I don’t know that I can trust my own 
feelings, let alone someone else’s. And then to rely on them and trust 
them when they say, “I do.” This all seems ludicrous to me, now. Are we 
all fools? Who has it right? I have found myself  getting pickier, and I have 
seen my expectations of  others go so far that I’ve lost sight of  what I’m 
looking for. 
     It just doesn’t seem to be paying off  to be a dreamer in a world full of  
dreamers. But still, this hopeful girl reclines in the chilly water, waiting for 
the cosmos to fall into place, much like the timing of  the ending of  the CD 
that was playing. I stand up, into the chilly air, and place my foot on new 
turf, right as the last song died. I love coincidences like this, because they 
tend to have some transcendental-like quality that is undeniable. 
     I reach for my towel; it’s one of  those that seem to just push the water 
around on your skin. I wrap it around me and let my smug smile carry me 
into my living room. My little reassurance that my hamster on the wheel is 
some sort of  marathon runner has me inflated. Signs are good. They make 
me feel that even though things are in our control, they are also out of  our 
control enough to let the universe construct some corridor that leads to 
this ultimate sense of  being, where all of  this mental angst takes a seat on 
the bleachers. 
     It’s just something about him, which sounds so cliché. But maybe that 
is what makes it so good. My stomach falls into free fall when I see him; 

I reach for his words, so I won’t dangle too far on this whimsy thread. 
When I speak, he is like a tidal wave devouring shells; he engulfs my words, 
every one. And his responses always feed me, like he has read my diary 
of  expectations that I didn’t know existed. This thief  was a straight shot 
into my mind; bypassing my heart, and like a ninja, he steals it in a poem. 
However, everyone knows that happy poems suck, so this is a first-rate 
one. 
     I throw on some wrinkled pajama pants and a t-shirt that I had picked 
up at the local Goodwill, and park myself  on the couch. I lean back, shift 
my weight, and push my feet further out. I sit there for hours. I thought 
of  old memories, and at this point in my life I wonder if  they even exist. 
Sometimes I wonder if  some of  my fondest memories are just dreams that 
are so detailed that they made their way across the divide between real and 
not, kind of  like my emotions that seem to be a cataclysmic display of  a 
painting in a psych ward. 
     For someone who feels they are so in touch, I really feel like I’ve 
ventured too far. Being over-aware seems like a punishment, rather than 
something to be thankful for. Sometimes I wish I could just be an ignorant 
asshole; dumb and happy and always right. I’d ask for free hats and free shit 
everywhere I went, using this world, and die never knowing I was alive. I 
laugh at the thought, and roll onto my stomach, laying my head on the bent 
elbow placed beneath it. 
     Frustrated, I pick up my phone, check for messages, and contemplate 
sending him one. The same force inside of  me that drives me to contact 
him is the same one that keeps me from doing it. I don’t know that I have 
ever been so unsure about anything. Why do my two feet refuse to stand in 
one spot? I feel condemned. 
     About the time my thoughts become stagnant, my phone buzzes. This 
interruption returned my state back to the frenzy I live for. I feel alive 
for a moment, right before my eyes consume the words he places before 
me.  They are perfect, like he is reading a script that I had written. I’m still 
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under this sense of  wonderment, though, like I’m surprised by his blatantly 
truthful interaction with me. He presents propositions in a format so clear 
that I want to squint because of  the spotlight shining on the darkest depths 
of  my soul. Clarity has never been so vague. 
     How could meeting someone so “perfect” be so confusing? I feel so 
liberated knowing that this other being can ingest what I am saying, taste 
and identify every flavor, and serve it back to me with dessert. Why the hell 
can’t I read the menu? It’s a constant struggle between my heart and mind 
and I can no longer tell them apart. And at this point, I think both sides 
are losing. These emotions feel so raw and real, and yet no word order, no 
matter the language, could display the sentiment he has placed inside my 
soul. At times, I think that maybe it is this very loss for words that I have 
been seeking all along. However, I fear that all I really want is to feel alive, 
and ironically, this pursuit might be the one that kills me.
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“The room was filled with the aura 
of young romance, and it made me 
want to vomit. ‘Happy Valentine’s 
Day.’”

~Mason Guevara
“Three Bags, Two Dollars, One Girl”
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      “That smell is worms.” Mama said matter-of-factly. I deeply inhaled the 
wet air, storing the information away for future use. “Mmmmmm…I love 
that smell!” I shouted with childish exuberance. The concrete glistened with 
rain and, sure enough, everywhere I looked lay worms. Fat ones, thin ones, 
short and long ones, at least a dozen occupied just two squares of  sidewalk. 
“Can I keep one… please?” my tiny face begged. “Well…I suppose so,” 
Mama said in the voice she used when she had a secret to share, “but you 
have to put it to work when we get home.”  Quickly I nodded my assent 
and stooped to look over the selection.
     After mulling it over for what my mother assured me was an eternity, 
I picked just the right one. A skinny, reddish worm as long as my middle 
finger made its way slowly around the toe of  my yellow boot and sealed his 
fate. I scooped him up and, squealing with delight, thrust him up towards 
mama, “Look he wants to come home with me!” Mama smiled knowingly 
and said, “Well, I hope he’s hungry.” I was too busy with the softly 
wriggling handful to put further thought to her words.
      Tenderly, I carried that worm all the way home. “Careful not to squeeze 
too hard,” she reminded me only four times, I think. As we rounded the 
corner to our house she directed me to the backyard.
“But mama, can’t he sleep in my room?” 
“No silly, worms like to sleep in the garden.”
“Won’t he be cold?” I asked worriedly.
“No love, your worm will like it just fine out here.”
“Can I take him to school tomorrow?” I asked. Please, please, please I 
beseeched silently.
“Sweetheart, I don’t think your worm will like it in school. Why don’t you 
leave him in the garden where he can eat the soil and help make our garden 

grow?”
“Will he still be here when I get home?” anxiety was filling my face.
“Yes!” Mama was growing impatient. I could tell by the funny way she 
talked and breathed at the same time. I decided it was best to let the subject 
drop.
“Where should I put him so that I can find him tomorrow?”
“Hmmmmm. You know what, dear? Why don’t we put him in the compost 
bin with the kitchen worms and then you can peek in on him when you 
take the scraps out, okay?” I knew better than to press the issue, so I gave a 
half-smile and reluctantly said, “okay.” 
I have to say that I had major reservations about what would happen to 
my worm if  I left it in the bin with the others. Would it be cold? Would it 
be scared? I almost snuck it into my room with me, but in the end, into the 
compost bin my little red friend went.
     The next morning I was up at first light, so excited to check on my 
new pet that I had barely slept at all. I met mama in the kitchen making 
breakfast. “Where’s daddy?” I asked. “Oh, he’s got the day off  so he 
decided we’d have fish for. . .” her voice trailed off  as she saw the terrified 
look that came over my face. “ Oh, honey, I am sure your little worm is still 
snug in the bin!” I could barely hear her complete the sentence as I raced 
out of  the kitchen and into the garage. My heart was in my throat, and my 
feet didn’t even register the cold concrete of  the floor. I slowed down as I 
approached the bin. Please, please, please, I implored God, let him still be there! 
Slowly I lifted the lid and peeked inside. Sure enough, there he was. Snug 
as a bug! A relief  as powerful as Christmas morning washed over my tiny 
frame, and I cradled the squirmy creature in my hand as delicately as if  I 
held a butterfly. That was it; I refused to be parted from him no matter 
what mama might say. It was just too dangerous. 
     All the way to school that morning I kept my hand in my pocket where 
I had safely confined my worm to an unzipped plastic bag with a damp 
paper towel. I had included some dirt and a small piece of  my toast, and 
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as far as I was concerned, he was welcome to stay there forever. I skipped 
along happily, content in the knowledge that I would keep my pet safe from 
all harm.
     Later that day as I sat quietly listening to my teacher read, I became 
aware of  some whisperings from behind me. I turned slightly to see a 
couple of  boys pointing at my jacket pocket as they snickered. I looked 
down to see what they might be staring at and gasped. My worm was 
escaping! He had managed to free himself  from the bag and was now in 
the process of  trying to escape the pocket altogether! I quickly snatched 
him up and stuffed him back into the bag, gently of  course. Phew . . . that 
was a close one!
     It wasn’t until lunch time that my heart stopped for the second time that 
day. Thinking that perhaps my pet could use a refill of  bread, I reached into 
my pocket and pulled out . . . nothing! He was gone! I turned the pocket 
inside out, panic welling up inside me. No, no, no! Had I dropped him 
somewhere? That must be what happened! I started for the hallway quickly 
retracing my steps, when I was pulled up short by the sight of  the two boys 
that had earlier been laughing at me. One of  them was holding my little 
plastic bag in his fist. The other was holding my worm!
    “Hey freak! Looking for this?” said the worm-holding boy.
    “Watch this, Danny!” he laughed evilly before throwing my worm down 
onto the gleaming white tile floor . . . and stomping on it.
“NO!” I screamed impotently. “Please don’t!” But it was too late. The two 
boys walked away, laughing like a pair of  jackals. I was on my hands and 
knees, weeping furiously. Reaching out a finger tremulously, I touched the 
gooey remains of  my first pet. I sat there sniffling for at least five minutes. 
No one stopped to ask what was wrong; no one seemed to care about the 
‘freak’ who sat crying for no apparent reason. Finally, when the tears had 
stopped and my glasses were no longer fogged over, I reached for the little 
sandwich bag worm home that the bullies had carelessly dropped to the 
ground and pulled out the damp paper towel bed. Tenderly I wiped up the 

worm parts and put them back into the bag. The bag went back into my 
pocket where it would stay the rest of  that day. Then I made the kind of  
promise that only a six year old can make. 
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Message sent to Britni Esson, at 3:03 PM on 

02/14/2009:

“i’ve already made up my mind. i am leaving 

home.” 

     I remember it like it was yesterday. I was sitting alone on one of  the 
benches in the lobby at the movie theater, waiting to see the new Friday the 
13th film that I could have cared less about.  Under normal circumstances, 
the predictable jump scares and gratuitous nudity might have been mildly 
entertaining. This particular afternoon, however, my mind was someplace 
miles away from my body. 
     The movie my mom and sister had gone in to see started at 2:30, 
though mine did not start until 3:00. I sat beside a large cardboard display 
promoting an upcoming sci-fi film and people-watched. Figures blurred 
past me in groups of  two—couples walking in holding hands, tickets to a 
romantic comedy, Cherry Coke and a large popcorn “to share”—the room 
was filled with the aura of  young romance, and it made me want to vomit. 
“Happy Valentine’s Day.”
     The whole trip to the movies had been a joke—my mom’s sorry 
attempt to make herself  look good after a week of  endless hell. The 
previous Sunday, I confessed to her that I was interested in dating this girl, 
Britni, whom I had met in church and become very close friends with over 
the course of  the previous fall. In actuality, I had already asked her back in 
January to be my girlfriend after playing a song for her that I had written, 
and we had already celebrated our first “monthiversary.”  
     “You want to date that skinny skank?” was the initial reaction. This 
was clearly going well. By the time Tuesday came around, she had become 
rather inpatient with my persistence to be with this girl. “I should have 

known better than to let you spend time with that disgusting little thing.” 
For some reason unbeknownst to me, she had allowed me to go home 
with Britni after church and watch movies until the afternoon, when we 
would go back to church to help out with the Youth Mass. It was the first 
argument scene in The Notebook—the one where whatshername wants to 
date Noah and her parents refuse to allow it—that caused the comment 
to slip out under my breath, “just like my mom.” Intrigued, Britni paused 
the movie and asked, “how so,” which led to the conversation that laid the 
foundation for the relationship. For some reason, I felt comfortable telling 
her anything, and she listened attentively without judgment. Conversations 
led to comfort, and comfort led to me realizing that this girl actually liked 
me for me; not only looking past my flaws, but accepting them being part 
of  who I am.  When I was with her, I could be myself  completely. I let my 
guard down and allowed her into my world, where she took me by the hand 
and led me into hers. With her, I was happy. Not superficially happy, which 
is all I had known in the past, but genuinely happy. My mother noticed a 
sudden change in me and did not like it one bit. “You don’t really like her. 
She led you down the garden path, Mason. She’s nothing but a hot-tail 
looking for a good catch and she lured you in hook, line, and sinker!” 
     The last time I attended church with my mother was nearly the first 
time I had wanted to become an atheist. She had a gift of  being able to 
ruin almost everything, including religion. 
     “This is your happiness.” I cringed at the sound as she tapped her index 
finger on the bench in the sanctuary. “You belong with me, not her.” 
      I thought about her words as I tapped my own fingers on the bench 
in the movie theater lobby. The previews before my movie had most likely 
already started, but I was too caught up in the message displayed on my 
phone screen to care. 
Message received from Britni Esson, at 3:01 PM 

on 02/14/2009:

“I love you baby, but I can’t sit and wait for 
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you forever while your mom controls every single 

aspect of your life. If something doesn’t change 

I just can’t see how this is going to work out.” 

     “Dammit, Mason.” At that moment I loathed myself. “You’re letting 
it happen again.” Sparing the ugly details, I will only say that this was not 
the first time that I had been in this situation. It was as if  the text message 
had been copied and pasted out of  the email from before. The only 
difference this time around was that the girl was actually worth fighting for. 
Something inside me had immediately shifted gears. My face grew hot, and 
I could hear the blood boiling under my skin. I had been beaten down by 
my mother many times in my life, but I’d be dammed if  I was about to lose 
the greatest thing that had ever happened to me. Almost four years later 
and I still do not know what created such a passionate certainty within me 
at that moment, and I have not experienced the feeling since. I flipped my 
phone open and replied. 
Message sent to Britni Esson, at 3:02 PM on 

02/14/2009:

“I’ve had enough of this. i’m leaving home in 

one week.” 

     She tells me this was not the response she was expecting from me, and 
that she did not even believe I was serious until the night I actually left. To 
be quite honest, I had a hard time believing it myself. 
     Most teenagers run away on impulse. Little preparation and even 
less thought about the outcome. I had spent the whole week preparing, 
mastering my plan of  escape with the meticulous obsession of  a 
psychopath. No mistakes, not this time. The first thing I did was create a list 
of  items I wished to take with me. I knew I would not be able to take 
much, and considering that I may not be able to return, I made sure I had 
everything I needed. The most difficult part was locating my birth and 
adoption certificates in my mother’s lair. Thinking ahead, I figured I might 
need them. I found them in a brown leather satchel hidden in the secret 

compartment behind her bed. I took any other documents containing my 
name and left everything exactly as it was. She never knew I had been in 
there. 
     I was very careful to cover my tracks as I prepared my escape. I packed 
cautiously and gradually, waiting until the last minute to take anything 
obvious. I purposely left a few decoy notes and items in places such as my 
desk drawer and under my bed which if  found, would throw her off  as 
to where I had gone. I had sent numerous blank text messages to random 
numbers in the phone book and called hotels in various states, just in case 
she happened to check my phone records. The only person who knew 
about my plans besides Britni and her mom was my little sister, though I 
never told her exactly where I was going so she would never have to lie for 
me or be pressured into revealing my location. On my night table I left a 
lengthy note, honestly but respectfully explaining my reasons for leaving 
and my regret that it had to be in this manner, but admitting that I had no 
other choice. 
     It was 12:53 AM, the following Saturday, and I was as ready as I was 
going to be. I had just finished formatting my computer hard drives, the 
final step in covering my tracks. I opened the closet and retrieved the duffel 
bag I had packed earlier with all the larger items I wanted to take. I filled 
my backpack with the smaller items that I had been waiting until the last 
minute to pack. Britni had already left home and was parked a few miles 
down the road, ready to pick me up when it was safe to do so.
     I had originally planned to leave at exactly midnight. It was usually 
around this time that everyone else was asleep, and I figured there was 
something epic and adventurous about leaving at exactly midnight. I later 
decided that on the side of  safety, I would leave an hour later, just to ensure 
that nothing and nobody could ruin my plans. If  I was caught, it was game 
over. There was no second opportunity at this. It was either sink or swim. 
     Up until this point, everything had gone according to plan and schedule. 
I already had my window open and was dressed in my escape clothes: a 
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dark grey A&W Root Beer shirt and black jeans. I sent my last text to Britni 
several hours ago, and had since been texting her on her brother’s phone, a 
number which my mom would not recognize on the phone bill. 
Message received from Unknown, at 1:01 AM on 

02/21/2009:

“wat do u mean theyre watchig a freaking movie 

together???” 

     My parents had hardly spoken two words to each other in over a month. 
Yet on this night, the very night I was planning to execute my perfect 
escape plan they decide to cuddle up and watch Jurassic Park. I had no 
patience at this point and was almost preparing to leave with them both 
wide awake. Britni assured me that she would wait; her mom and brother 
were in the car with her so I knew she would be safe in creepy Maysville at 
least for a little while. 
     It was a little less than half  an hour when I heard the blissful bickering 
in the living room. So much for date night, they were back to fighting 
again. The often despised noise was, at this moment, music to my ears 
because it meant they would part ways and be going to bed soon. Sure 
enough, at 1:28 I heard my mother’s door shut and saw the lights go out 
on the television screen. Good enough. The window was already open, so all 
I had to do was carefully pop lose the screen. Past experience reminded me 
that throughout this, I needed to talk softly to our St. Bernard, Peaches, 
to keep her from barking. Her kennel was right outside my window, and 
the last thing I needed was for her to start barking and blow my whole 
operation when I had already made it thus far. I carefully lowered my 
backpack, duffel, and guitar case out the window, before soundlessly sliding 
out and landing in the flowerbed below it. For some odd reason I thought 
about bugs, so I decided to put the screen back on the window, since I 
would not be able to shut it from the outside. 
Message sent to Unknown, at 1:30 AM on 

02/21/2009:

“herre i come” 

     My hands were trembling so badly I could barely press the buttons on 
my cell phone. I made my way down the driveway, with three bags and two 
dollars in my pocket, waiting for the one girl who was worth running away 
for. Don’t get me wrong, I was not doing this solely for her. Leaving home 
was something I knew I needed to do for quite a while, but it took meeting 
the right person for me to have the courage and motivation to do so. In 
other words, there was no way or point of  walking through the darkness 
until I could see a light at the end of  the tunnel. 
     When I made it to the end of  the tunnel (driveway) I hid in the ditch 
beside the road until I could see the lights approaching. I watched the 
vehicle drive right past my house, just as planned, and I made my way 
towards the subdivision across the street so I could get away unseen 
had there been a slight chance my mom was still awake and noticed the 
headlights pointing toward the house. 
     I sank into the leather back seat of  my girlfriend’s SUV and could barely 
utter a word. At the same time I was both terrified and incredibly excited. 
After a few moments of  silence once we had begun moving, I began to 
laugh for the first time in months.
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~In the simplest of  terms, Palm Sunday is 
an occasion for reflecting on the final week 
of  Jesus’ life. It is a time for Christians to 
prepare their hearts for the agony of  His 
Passion and the joy of  His Resurrection. ~

     “What?!” I nearly screamed into the phone before the line went dead. 
The power went out right as my best friend was telling me how her trailer 
had just flown over the top of  her as she lay in a ditch beside her mom. I 
sat there completely incredulous as time stopped. It had been a peaceful 
Palm Sunday until just a minute prior. It was a little drizzly maybe, but 
nothing too serious. I don’t think I had even heard thunder, and there had 
been no warnings of  serious weather on TV. It was the kind of  day that 
begged for a nap and homemade cookies. I never asked how she made the 
call, and to this day, I have no idea where she called me from. 
     Finally, I woke from my shock; in an ever-increasing panic, I woke 
my dad and relayed to him what I had just been told. The rain was really 
coming down now and the previously pleasant day had started to turn with 
a fury. I begged him, nonetheless, to drive me over to the trailer park my 
friend lived in to see if  I could help her. After a couple minutes of  tearful 
pleading he relented and made what could have been a disastrous decision 
for both of  us.
     We made our way out onto the road as the skies were turning a 
sickening shade of  green and the wind was whipping through the trees. I 
was so completely focused on getting to my friend that I never considered 
the danger we were putting ourselves in. We pushed on through a wooded 
road that was the most direct route to her house, but only made it halfway 
before we came upon huge trees blocking the way. “What are we gonna 

do now!” I yelled to my dad. “We’ll take Starlight. . . don’t worry, we’ll get 
there.” he told me in a voice that held the steeled resolve of  the military. I 
was completely at the mercy of  my emotions and yet he was as calm as a 
man can possibly be, my dad, my strength, my hero. 
     The rain had stopped and the wind was calmer as we turned up 
Starlight, but before we had driven more than a mile of  the now increased 
distance, I saw something that will remain forever etched into my brain. A 
funnel cloud was reaching for the horizon line and we were driving straight 
towards it. “Shit.” dad muttered as he put the truck in the ditch and jerked 
me out with him to huddle underneath that hunk of  American steel. Then 
the rain started again. It was as if  I was being pelted with a million nails, 
the rain driving clear through to my bones. As I lay there engulfed in the 
haven of  my dad’s arms I thought of  my dear friend and prayed fiercely 
for her safety. I prayed for my dad . . . and I prayed for myself. Three days 
passed in two minutes and then it was over.
     Suddenly the sun came out and lit the sky on fire. We raised our heads 
to peek out from our makeshift shelter. It was like looking at a different 
world. What is this planet? Will I ever see my friends again? I felt my dad’s arms 
finally relax a bit and heard clearly a sigh of  relief. “Well little one, how’d 
you like that ride? I bet they don’t have anything as fun as that at Six 
Flags!” he chuckled. I was too stunned to respond.
     We crawled out from under the truck and stood on the side of  the road 
surveying the damage. In typical irrational fashion, Mother Nature had 
vented her spleen on only certain very unlucky objects. Some trees were 
down, a power pole, and one house was completely obliterated. I have 
never in my entire life felt so lucky to be standing there holding the hand 
of  my father.
     Silently we walked up the road, hand in hand for the first time in at 
least ten years. After maybe fifteen minutes of  walking, a man pulled along 
side us and asked if  we needed a ride. Dad instead asked for help getting 
his truck out of  the ditch, and the accommodating stranger was only too 
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happy to oblige. I was grateful for the ride back to the truck and I think 
I could have laid down on the backseat of  that warm, dry car and pulled 
a very understandable Van Winkle. Thankfully, between the two men, the 
truck was back up on the pavement in no time. I crawled into the cab and 
put my head down and sobbed. I cried until I was as dry inside as the world 
was wet outside. My dad just laid his big hand on my back and returned to 
his customary silence. Like a bee trapped in amber, I will never forget that 
moment with my dad. I had joined him as a war hero, and together we had 
withstood the best that the Great Mother could dish out.
     We continued on our journey undaunted, determined to find out the 
fate of  my closest friend. Thankfully we encountered no further roadblocks 
along our way, and moments later pulled up across from the remains of  
her trailer park. All twelve of  the homes were destroyed entirely. I could 
see a few people milling about and three ambulances sitting with their back 
doors wide open; a fire truck was just pulling in. I literally could not believe 
what I was seeing. Immediately my eyes searched for Amy’s house and 
found it upside down, lying in the midst of  an old stand of  trees. A scream 
bubbled up inside me, yearning for release, and yet I was utterly incapable 
of  speech. “Dad . . . oh my God Dad, where could she be?!” I finally 
squeaked out.
     “Calm down love, we’re gonna find her.” He put his comforting hand 
on my shoulder, but I couldn’t even feel it. 
      From the back of  one of  the ambulances I heard a joyful whoop so 
inconsistent with my surrounding circumstances that it made my head whip 
around painfully. There she was. Never has a sight been prettier than that 
skinny blonde girl running towards me. No words were spoken and none 
were needed. Sometimes I can still feel that hug. After the longest minute 
EVER, we parted to just look at each other. Still hand in hand, Amy said, 
“I gotta show you something.” That something proved to be one of  THE 
great somethings of  my life.
     We walked back to the ambulance she had been sitting in and she 

scooted a pile of  blankets towards me. “Open it.” She said mischievously.  
I peeled back the layers and found the most precious cold black nose ever 
created. “His momma was a stray, and they found her under a car over 
there,” she whispered softly. “He’s all alone now; do you think your dad 
will let you have him?” “He just has to. . .” I trailed off  hopefully. I slipped 
the tiny puppy into my shirt next to my warm skin and fell in love for the 
first time. I named him Twister, and no offense to Amy, I had a new best 
friend.
     My dad had always told me to look on the bright side of  life. Standing 
in the midst of  the destruction of  so many lives it might have been hard 
to keep that perspective. The irony to be found in the unleashing of  Hell 
on Palm Sunday was not lost on me. I had known agony (though nowhere 
near what some knew that day) to prepare me for a gift. I had only to feel 
that cold little nose on my neck to know that I had indeed found the silver 
lining. 
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“After reaping, there is weaving,
With a thread for ev’ry chime,
Till all sable sorrow’s leaving
In the woven dress of Time.” 

~Alyssa Stone 
“Tapestry”

I was blonde hair and teeth too big for my smile,
You were callused hands and arms a mile long;
Long enough to wrap around me a million times.
But when you embraced me you came away with more than I could  give,
You took knobby knees and hazel eyes and mispronounced words,
And left me with shaking hands and unheard whispers.
You called me knee high to a grasshopper the day we put my hand prints in 
the concrete outside our house
I put my four favorite marbles in the wet clay so that I would always 
remember how we have to sacrifice to remember beauty
Sacrifice wasn’t in your vocabulary.
When I was sixteen you wrote me a letter,
When I was eighteen I threw it away,
Today I’m twenty and I want it back; because it was the only time you ever 
called me your daughter.
Some days I fit that description all too well.
I’m starting to have hands as big as yours, and made just the same;
With round palms and long, thin fingers.
More callused than I’d like to admit.
Your calluses were from bricks and hammers, mine are from pencils and 
the feelings that flow through them.
But we’re both just trying to work things out.
I’m writing poems like they’re Band-Aids that can cover bruises left by 
days you never came to pick me up and you’re trying to build walls to hide 
behind.
Walls you tried to put between you and the world that really stood between 
us.
But your big hands never quite caught me and my smaller ones could never 
reach far enough.
So we got lost in gravity.
Held down, and held apart;
Because arms a million miles long still can’t reach forever.
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Moonlight filters through the shad’wy leaves
Of  ev’ry dewy, slumb’ring tree;
Among the branches moonlight weaves
A luster, beautiful to see.

Branch and trunk are warp and woof,
Are ev’ry thread, not one aloof.

The nightingale’s sweet nightly call,
The bullfrog’s throaty voice,
Now intertwine, now rise and fall,
The fireflies rejoice.

Bullfrog, fireflies, nightingale,
The lonely owl, all tell the tale.

Thus sable-argent, woven
With the dark and with the light,
This great tapestry is cloven
‘Twixt the earth and heaven’s height.

Shadowed moonlight is a cloth
That thrills, delights the velvet moth.

And the Pole-star serves as distaff,
Till the spinning earth is done,
Till the morning hears the birds laugh
Till the dawning of  the sun.

Sable-argent turns to gold,

As all the trees their leaves unfold.

Sunlight beams in his bright reaping,
With his rays, his golden flails,
Beats the sorrow-chaff  from weeping
In the sunny meadow vales.

Woven sunlight, bright as flax,
Is burned by starfires’ melting wax.

After reaping, there is weaving,
With a thread for ev’ry chime,
Till all sable sorrow’s leaving
In the woven dress of  Time.
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It looks like it tastes
like a bowl of thin mints.
Staunch and wobbly, 
wearing
a poorly-dyed tuxedo with
custom-print breastworks,
mother-of-pearl cufflinks and
bourgeoisie sunglasses
 as if it worked
in some smoky hook
where kids sneak in the back
every now and then, but
mostly avoid unless they’re
dared to peek in and swipe a
napkin from the stock room.
Fingertips inwards and
nails buffed and filed.
Coat-tails over a stiff back
and a protruding ass.

“‘Guess he didn’t get the memo that 
it’s causal-formal.’ What’s up with 
that by the way? I mean, you can’t 
be casual and formal at the same 
time. That’d be like wearing Bermuda 
shorts on an ice fishing trip. It’d 
make no sense.”

~Esther Stuart
“The Modern Romantics” 
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Characters:
BRÜNNER- A bounty hunter, the only thing he respects is his 
commission.
ALBERTO- a merchant running for his life and the life of  his son and 
grandson.
FRANCISO- Alberto’s son, recently married to a woman with child.
Place: The ruins of  an old castle
Time: The Old World, a dark age, an age of  battle and death. 
Bandits harry the Drakwald Forest and the lands of  the Border 
Princes. 
Setting: A room with a table and two chairs. It is night, and the men 
have just survived an encounter with bandits.
Props: A bottle of  whiskey, bandages, 2 glasses, 3 swords

 (Francisco comes in carrying his father, who appears to be hurt, and helps him to a 
chair. He sees the bottle and pours two glasses, one of  which he offers to Alberto. While 
he is drinking Francisco grabs the bottle and pours some whiskey on the wound.)

ALBERTO: (Pounds the table) Why didn’t you warn me?!
FRANCISCO: It needed to be cleaned. (Begins to wrap the leg with the 
bandages.)
ALBERTO: Have you done this before?
FRANCISCO: No.
ALBERTO: Go take care of  your wife; I can do this myself.
FRANCISCO: Father, as soon as I’m done here, I will see to Arianna.
ALBERTO: Go. I don’t want you to miss the birth of  your first child. 
Arianna needs you to be there for her she might not be as forgiving as the 

bandits…There is still much to do, and this won’t kill me. As soon as I’m 
done, I will see to the men. We will secure the area for the night. I also 
need to talk to the stranger who helped us.
FRANCISCO: That man scares me. Where did he come from?
ALBERTO: He looks like a man who has nothing to sell except his sword.
FRANCISCO: Ugh, a mercenary (Spits). I don’t like the way he looks, and 
he makes Arianna uncomfortable. What would create a man like him?
ALBERTO: If  you want his respect--
FRANCISCO: I don’t need his respect--
ALBERTO: Just be careful around him. You saw him fight.
We might need to hire him to get us through the rest of  this damned 
forest.
FRANCISCO: Ugh, keep him away from my family. 
ALBERTO: That might be the most intelligent thing you have said so far. 
That man is a killer and he is not to be trifled with. We still have another 
day and night left on this road. I need to see where his loyalties lie, and if  
his sword is for sale he will be very useful. If  you see him, tell him I want 
to thank him personally.
FRANCISCO: Hopefully, it won’t come down to that, but I will return as 
soon as I can.
When I come back, you will be a grandfather! (Exits stage right.) 

(Alberto takes the whiskey bottle and pours himself  a generous amount; he drinks quietly 
while taking care of  his leg. Brünner comes in quietly stage left; he doesn’t say anything 
and neither does Alberto.)
ALBERTO: I was actually looking for you. (Straightens himself  out and stands 
up trying not to reveal that he is hurt.) We couldn’t have done it without you. 
(Sticks out his hand.) Thank you, my name is Alberto.
(Brünner takes his hand and shakes it)
BRÜNNER: (Beat) Brünner…
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ALBERTO: (Sits back down.) My son’s wife went into labor when these 
bandits decided to attack us. We were lucky to find this ruin; a few walls 
made a difference...
(Takes the bottle and pours another drink for himself  and Brünner.) Soon I will be a 
grandfather. 
(They toast, they drink)
BRÜNNER: You are very lucky.
ALBERTO: The Beastmen are masters of  woodcraft. The Drakwald 
Forest was their home even before the Border Princes set their eyes on it. 
These hills belong to them. As long as there are trees and rocks to hide 
behind, they will be a nuisance to anyone who decides to come this way--
BRÜNNER: I know.
ALBERTO: My father’s caravans used to come along this way, I used to 
drive a wagon for him. How do you know so much about them?
BRÜNNER: This isn’t my first time on this road.
ALBERTO: Business or pleasure?
BRÜNNER: (Beat) Business mostly.
ALBERTO: (Pause) It wasn’t chance that brought you here, was it?
BRÜNNER: No.
ALBERTO: How much did Giacomo pay you? 
BRÜNNER: Ninety gold Crowns for your head, or some other form of  
identification--
ALBERTO: I can pay you double.
BRÜNNER: It’s too late for that, gold has changed hands.
ALBERTO: My son and his men are outside.
BRÜNNER: Will you risk your son’s life?
ALBERTO: How dare you! (Draws his sword, and tries to stand. His injured leg 
gives him problems.  He sits back down.)
BRÜNNER: You should try to stay off  that leg. (Pours whiskey in both 
glasses, takes one and sits down across from Alberto.)

ALBERTO: (Takes the cup and begins to drink) They will come at the first 
sound of  trouble.
BRÜNNER: There is a hole over there (Points stage left.) My horse is 
waiting for me behind that wall.
ALBERTO: My son and his men will stop at nothing--
BRÜNNER: Not even for a newborn and a woman in no condition to 
travel?
ALBERTO: You won’t have time to take my head. (Drinks the rest of  his 
cup and points to the bottle.)
BRÜNNER: (Takes the bottle and pours more whiskey in Alberto’s cup.) That 
sword of  yours should suffice as identification.
ALBERTO: It was forged for my grandfather. (Takes out his sword and begins 
to admire it.) My father gave it to me on his deathbed. I was hoping to pass 
it on to my son…
(Drinks, and rubs his injured leg.) I watched you fight--
BRÜNNER: That’s why you have that cut. (Drinks the rest of  his cup and 
puts it down.)
ALBERTO: I saved your life…
BRÜNNER: (Pause) I saved your son, his wife, and your men; besides, 
Giacomo only wants you.
ALBERTO: (Grabs the bottle and begins to drink from it.) My son and his 
family will be safe then?
BRÜNNER: With their leader dead it will be some time before they 
reorganize themselves and build up their strength. I won’t be bothered, 
and neither will your son if  he is quick.
ALBERTO: (Throws the bottle and breaks it.) He is a pig, can’t you just tell 
him you couldn’t find me?!
BRÜNNER: I always see a job through to the end.
ALBERTO: (Pauses) How much is a head worth?
BRÜNNER: (Shrugs) It’s the quarry that sets the price you were worth a 
lot because he really hates you. Passion is costly--
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ALBERTO: He didn’t tell you why he hates me?
BRÜNNER: (Shakes his head.) Something about a debt and his daughter.
ALBERTO: (Pause) My son and his daughter were secretly seeing each 
other for months. She became pregnant, and when the news came to light, 
they came to me for help. That pig Giacomo had long ago decided that he 
was not going to lose his only daughter without making a profit. After a lot 
of  haggling on my part, he at last relented on the condition that I deliver a 
few wagons of  spices for him, so we went into business together.

Unfortunately, the wagons were lost, claimed by Beastmen or something 
else…
My partners abandoned me, and I made a lot of  enemies. I had to sell 
everything and still he wanted more. I ran away for the sake of  my son 
and my grandchild…now that swine sends you to slake his thirst for 
retribution…
BRÜNNER: It doesn’t matter.
ALBERTO: (Pause) You said that it’s the quarry that determines the price?
BRÜNNER: (Nods) Some men are worth more than others.
ALBERTO: How much does a pig cost in the streets of  Altdorf  these 
days?
BRÜNNER: About two Copper Crowns the last time I checked.
ALBERTO: (Takes a leather coinpurse from his pocket and carefully counts out coins 
and sets them on the table. He puts his coinpurse next to the coins.) I will go down 
like a man. (Draws his weapon.)
BRÜNNER: (Picks up the coins, leaves the purse and nods to Alberto.) Of  
course…

(A sword fight, Brünner defeats Alberto. Francisco comes in stage right happy and 
excited.)
FRANCISCO: FATHER! IT’S A BOY, YOU ARE A GRANDFATHER! 
(Sees the scene before him.) Assassin… (Goes to his father.)

ALBERTO: (Dying, places his hand on his leg) If  I wasn’t hurt… (Alberto dies 
in Francisco’s arms)
FRANCISCO: (Stands up drawing his weapon and tries to keep it together.) You 
killed him …father … he was going to be a grandfather…Why?
BRÜNNER: Go ask your wife…
FRANCISCO: You are outnumbered and trapped--
BRÜNNER: Will your son will be an orphan?
FRANCISCO: (Shaken) I will call my men--
BRÜNNER: (Picks up the Alberto’s sword.) You will need them to survive 
for the next few days--
FRANCISCO: That belongs to me!
BRÜNNER: (Beat, then tosses the sword to Francisco.) Keep it.
Stick to the main road I will ride before you to tell them he died defending 
you from the Beastmen. They will send a small party to search for you; by 
the time you get to Marienburg, your father’s death will be old news.
FRANCISCO: (In shock) You will never get away with--

(Brünner hits Francisco and disarms him quickly, Francisco falls.)
BRÜNNER: Go bury your father boy, and pray to your gods that I never 
have a reason to find you. Now excuse me. I need to get back to Altdorf. I 
have a pig to slaughter.(Exit Stage Left.)

 The End
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Cast of  Characters 
AARON: a romantic young man 
ALEX: his not-so-romantic girlfriend       
    
[Stage is set in AARON’S living room. A table sits stage left center near the door while 
a couch is downstage right. Moonlight is coming from the window. ALEX is sprawled 
out on the couch in an evening dress reading the paper with earphones in her ear. She is 
quietly humming.]

AARON: (From offstage. He is in his bedroom.) Alex, do you think I should 
wear a tie or bow tie? I mean, it’s pretty formal, right? Maybe I should 
go with a tux look...but then again, I don’t wanna come off  like a snob. 
Parties are so hard to dress for. You wanna look nice enough to where 
people look at you and say “Hey, he knows how to dress. Snappy, neat, and 
fashionable.” But you don’t want to be too nice or they’ll say “Wow, what a 
loser. Guess he didn’t get the memo that it’s casual-formal.” What’s up with 
that by the way? I mean, you can’t be casual and formal at the same time. 
That’d be like wearing Bermuda shorts on an ice fishing trip. It’d make no 
sense. And then, on top of  that, you have to worry about matching your 
date. [AARON walks out of  the bedroom holding a regular tie and a bow tie. He is 
dressed in slacks and a dress shirt. He looks up talking to himself] Color and style, 
it took forever for me to decide on something where we’d look like we 
go together. Speaking of  which, I’m kind of  torn about something. [He 
walks to the side of  the couch so ALEX can see him.] Which tie do you think I 
ought to wear? This or this? Alex? Alex, are you...[AARON tries to look over 
the paper at ALEX. She is engrossed in the paper. She bops her head a little to the 
music and flips a page.] Alex! [AARON leans over and yanks the earphones out of  

ALEX’S ears.] 
ALEX: Ow! [She looks up over the paper.] What was that for?
AARON: You’re not listening to a word I’m saying!
ALEX: I thought you were getting ready. [She looks at her watch] We’re going 
to be late if  we don’t leave soon.
AARON: Well, maybe we’d be ready if  you’d been listening to me. 
ALEX: Maybe we’d be ready if  you’d focus on getting ready instead. 
AARON: What do you think I’ve been doing?
ALEX: All I know is that I’ve read the editorial, sports, crime, education, 
and business sections, and if  you don’t get ready soon, I’m going to have 
to resort to the obituaries. 
AARON: Well, excuse me for taking a little pride in my appearance. 
ALEX: I’m all for pride, babe, been reading all about it in the paper. 
They’re gonna have a whole parade about it next week on 86th. 
AARON: Nobody likes a smartass, Alex.
ALEX: You do. You date one. [She looks up at him and grins. AARON glares 
at her irritated. She shrugs and gets up. She picks out the regular tie and starts to put it 
on AARON.] Keith says it’s mostly business so wear this--
AARON: [He grabs ALEX’S shoulders and backs up] Keith? He’s going to be 
there?
ALEX: ....Yes...is that a problem? 
AARON: Duh! That jerk hits on you all the time. How am I supposed to 
deal with him all night?
ALEX: [She starts tying his tie] Oh, Aaron, don’t sweat it, okay? I’m sure he 
wouldn’t have the guts to hit on me openly with you and my boss there. 
There’s not enough people coming for him to feel like he could--
AARON: You couldn’t have told me about this earlier? I would have worn 
something totally different!
ALEX: You look fine. Don’t worry about--
AARON: Agh! [He throws his hands in the air and starts pacing around the room. 
ALEX stares at him not sure what to do.] This is just like you! You never tell 
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me anything when I need to know it. You never communicate!
ALEX: Why do you need to know if  Keith is coming or not? He works 
with me. Of  course he’s going to be at a business party of  mine. And what 
do you mean “just like you” I totally communicate...stuff. [AARON cross his 
arms and looks at her.] Important stuff! 
AARON: Keith has been flirting with you for months, and I found out last 
week. From Tina. Tina. Your secretary.
ALEX: I would have told you if  I thought it was important. I just don’t see 
how some guy hitting on me at work is a big deal. [She walks towards him but 
he turns away dramatically.]
AARON: Woe to all! Princesses don’t want to be saved and romance is 
dead! 
ALEX: Who’s the princess here? [AARON rolls his eyes and clicks his tongue.] 
I just don’t see what the big deal is.
AARON: Maybe you’d see it if  we ever talked.
ALEX: Talk? But we talk all the time.
AARON: Not about anything important! 
ALEX: Sure we do. We talked about something serious...umm...well...
[Aaron taps his foot impatiently while Alex is desperately trying to remember 
something] well, there was that one time...or was it...umm...aha! Two nights 
ago at dinner.
AARON: Two nights ago.
ALEX: Ahuh.
AARON: At dinner.
ALEX: Yeeeeeeep.
AARON: We talked about your day at the office two nights ago, Alex.
ALEX: It had been a really hard day! I mean, I had to deal with Keith and 
Mr. Ferguson never got his coffee, and you’ve never seen him without his 
Joe. Man is a--
AARON: Alex, aren’t there things that bother you more than work? Things 
that you want to get off  your chest. Questions you’ve always wanted to 

ask? What about your feelings?
ALEX: My feelings? Well...ummm...I...[She bites her nail. AARON taps his 
foot waiting impatiently] I...I don’t...know? [She shrugs weakly]
AARON: You don’t know? [He walks over closer to her. ALEX winces] You 
don’t know? You mean to tell me that after three years, four months, and 
twelve days of  living together, you have absolutely no feelings about me 
worth mentioning? 
ALEX: Uhh... [AARON gestures for ALEX to talk. She is nervous. Lots of  
body language is used between the two] Well I...umm...about you...I guess I...feel...
good?
AARON: That’s it! I want a divorce.
ALEX: But we aren’t married.
AARON: I don’t care. I can’t work with this...[He starts to walk to the bedroom 
door]
ALEX: [She runs across and grabs him.] W-w-wait! Okay, you wanna talk? Let’s 
talk. [She walks him to the table and they sit down across from each other] Honey...
Aaron. [They look across at each other and smile] Are you gay?
[AARON throws ALEX’S hand down and walks off  toward the couch. ALEX is 
laughing]
AARON: Of  all the insensi--
ALEX: Take it easy! I was just joking around. 
AARON: Why are you joking when I’m trying to have serious discussion 
here? (A beat) And why would you joke about that anyway? 
ALEX: I didn’t really mean it. I mean, I think I’d know by now after 
sleeping with you this--
AARON: And why does it always come down to sex with you? I mean, 
every time we have a fight or you have a good day or we’re not doing 
anything, you always bring up sex. [ALEX starts to crack up and giggle] Isn’t 
there more to life than--What’s so damn funny?
ALEX: (Still chuckling) Cause you’re so [A pause. AARON is glaring at her not 
getting her message]...And I’m like...but instead we’re all...[A beat. ALEX stops 
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giggling and makes a serious face] you’re right. It’s not funny. I’m an insensitive 
bitch. 
AARON: [He storms off  to his bedroom] I can’t believe you! You aren’t taking 
anything I say seriously. Mother was right about you. [The door slams behind 
him. ALEX running after him slams into the door]
ALEX: [ALEX is yelling into the door.] Your mother?! Your mother has hated 
me since I accidentally taped that Bruce Willis flick over her wedding!
AARON: (Offstage) How do you accidentally tape over the cornerstone of  
someone’s life!?
ALEX: What?! I apologized for that! And where do you get off  just all of  
a sudden bringing that up out of  no where. I mean I--[She stops herself  and 
sighs] Are you just upset about me not being touchy-feely-romantic? Cause 
I can fix that. I can...[Her eyes lock with the paper on the couch. She quietly walks 
over, grabs the paper, and flips through it rapidly. She finds what she wants and walks 
back to the door with her eyes fixed on the paper. She is reading aloud] Because I can 
change, I know that I haven’t been the best husban--partner!--but if  you 
give me a second chance, I can--
AARON: (Offstage) You’re reading that from the paper.
ALEX: [She mouths the word ‘shit’ and throws the paper across the room] No, I’m 
not! Those were words from my heart! 
AARON: [AARON peeps out from behind the door] You liar! That’s from the 
second entry in the advice column. I want a divorce! [He slams the door again]
ALEX: [ALEX is yelling into the door] You can’t get a divorce unless you’re 
married! Why do you keep saying divorce!?
AARON: (Offstage) Because a break up doesn’t sound as serious as a 
divorce. Divorce holds the utter gravity of  emotion I feel right now. 
[ALEX mouths the words ‘gravity of  emotion’ looking confused] Not that you 
would know what that means!
ALEX: You’re right! I’m just a clueless, insensitive, awful, good-for-
nothing...[sigh] I know that you’re upset, but...do you really want to break 
up with me? [A long pause. ALEX bites her nail again and leans her back on the 

door] Look, I know sometimes I’m not good at telling you things. About 
my life, my work, my...feelings. But I think that’s just cause I’ve never felt 
like I needed to cause...when we’re...[She struggles] When we’re together, I’m 
not worried about Keith or work or my feelings because you always make 
me feel like I belong here...with you. There’s no one else in this crazy world 
that’s ever made me feel like that. [A long pause. AARON can be heard sniffling 
offstage] Aaron?...Aaron, are you...crying?
AARON: (Offstage) No!...did you mean that? 
ALEX: Yes...[Her eyes light up. She turns to face the door] Was that romantic?
AARON: (Offstage) Maybe...
ALEX: Aaron...I’m sorry...for not talking about my feelings with you more. 
AARON: (Offstage) I’m sorry too. For being too...sensitive about things like 
Keith.
ALEX: So, does this mean we aren’t getting a divorce?
AARON: (Offstage) You can’t get a divorce unless you’re married.
ALEX: Well, in that case, I want a divorce.
AARON: [AARON throws the door open and bear hugs ALEX] That’s the 
most romantic thing you’ve ever said!
 ALEX: (Laughing) Yea, yea. I’m on a roll tonight. [They smile at each other and 
kiss. ALEX takes AARON’S hand and starts walking toward the door] C’mon, 
let’s go. [They start to leave. Lights fade black.]

END
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Characters:
THOMAS PEARSON- 37 years old, Republican Presidential Nominee. 
Charismatic, snide, and sarcastic
SARA GRAYSON-  25 years old, CNN special reporter. Reserved, calm, 
opinionated
Time: Present. Late at night. Around 11:45pm
Setting: Thomas’s private suite at the Starview Hotel in New York 
City

The door opens and a man and woman enter. The man is wearing a tuxedo and carries 
a half  full wine glass in his hand. He is 37 years old with short, neatly combed brown 
hair. The woman is seemingly younger and is wearing a black cocktail dress. She sets 
her purse down on a small table next to a window and looks down at the street below. 
She then glances at the bathroom before the man walks over and places a hand on her 
shoulder.

SARAH: (Sighing) Are fundraisers always like that? 
THOMAS: The good ones are. I always try to entertain the people as best 
I can. I do want their support after all. I have to keep both my party and 
my supporters happy or I can’t keep doing things like this.
SARAH: You do this often then?
THOMAS: (Laughing) Of  course.
SARAH: And women fall for this kind of  thing?
He laughs again and takes a sip of  his drink.

THOMAS: Women can be surprisingly predictable. All you have to do is 
know what they want. 
SARAH: So you take pride in being able to manipulate women and get 

what you want from them? Doesn’t seem like your moral compass points 
in the same direction as when you’re making those speeches. It’s almost like 
you’re a different person.
THOMAS: Let me explain something to you, Miss Grayson.
He walks over to her and puts his glass down on the night stand next to the bed.
THOMAS: You’re a reporter. Now don’t you sometimes exaggerate or 
stretch the truth in a story to make it more appealing to your readers? You 
report on certain things because only exciting news stories get people to 
read.
SARAH: That may be true, but I don’t exploit people.
THOMAS: Exploit? Miss Grayson, every lady that I have kept company 
with has enjoyed it just as much as I have. Just like you will.
SARAH: (Bluntly)You’re awfully confident, Mr. Pearson.
THOMAS: I have good reason to be. And besides, you did accept my 
invitation, after all.
SARAH: (Laughs lightly) True.
THOMAS: See? That’s what I was looking for. Now can I get you a drink?
SARAH: I’m fine, thank you. But if  it’s all the same, I’d like to ask a 
question.
THOMAS: Go ahead. We have plenty of  time. I sent my security away for 
the night. Seemed like a waste to have them around. 
He finishes his drink and puts the glass down on the bar on the other side of  the room.
SARAH: I want to know what got you into politics. 
THOMAS: Nothing, really. I’m not even all that fond of  it honestly. But 
it’s a way to make a living and the work isn’t too hard. All I have to do is 
spout off  facts about policies, economics, and words of  praise for America 
and the public will love me. It’s far easier than most people think.
SARAH: Seriously? 
THOMAS: Seriously.
SARAH: (Surprised) Well I…I’m not sure what to say.
THOMAS: No need to say anything.  
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SARAH: You seem eager to get to it. I thought we had all night?
THOMAS: We do. But I want to maximize that time and fill it with as 
much pleasure as possible.
SARAH: Ok so how does this usually go? I’m embarrassed to say that I’m 
not sure about what to do.
THOMAS: I’d like to know more about you.

SARAH stands and walks over to the window. She crosses her arms and shakes her 
head irritably. She then turns back to THOMAS and begins to say something but stops.
THOMAS: (Confused) Is there a problem?
SARAH: Not exactly. 
THOMAS: You don’t want to share? It seems only right since you asked 
me all kinds of  questions.
SARAH: I suppose you’re right. But can I use the bathroom first? I’d like 
to freshen up.
THOMAS: By all means.
Someone knocks on the door. THOMAS walks over to open it and a man asks him 
to step outside. He does so and closes the door behind him. SARAH pours herself  a 
drink, downing it one swallow. She then walks into the bathroom and shuts the door. 
THOMAS comes back in shortly afterward and notices the bathroom door closed. He 
smiles and turns on the TV before he notices the second glass. He refills it with wine 
and sits it back down in its place. He then turns back to the TV to see a news channel 
running a breaking story. The news anchor stands in front of  an apartment complex 
and the caption at the bottom of  screen reads “CNN reporter Sarah Grayson found 
dead in her home earlier today.”
THOMAS: What? But how can that-

SARAH emerges from the bathroom slowly and walks over where her purse lay on the 
floor. She picks it up and reaches into it before facing THOMAS.
SARAH: (Nonchalantly) I didn’t really want to you know. I just needed a 
cover that would allow me to get close to you. That poor girl didn’t deserve 

it, but you do. I suppose in a way I spared her from being another one of  
your conquests. Some might consider it worse than death.

THOMAS jumps up abruptly turning around to face her and drops his glass.
THOMAS: Who the hell are you?!
SARAH: You know the ironic thing is that if  you didn’t deserve this, I 
would never have been able to get here. You always make it a habit of  
seducing female reporters don’t you?

THOMAS makes a move for the door but SARAH quickly pulls a handgun 
equipped with a silencer from her purse and fires one shot, hitting the floor near his foot. 
She then aims the gun at his head as she steps closer.
SARAH: If  I were you I’d just accept it, Thomas. You’re better off  not 
struggling.
THOMAS: (Nervously and afraid) What is it you want?! I can give you 
money! Is someone paying you to do this?! I’ll double whatever they’re 
paying you!

SARAH holds the gun steady and readies for another shot.
SARAH: Oh please. I’d pay you to off  yourself. But I suppose telling you 
the truth is fine since you won’t be around to do much about it. The truth 
is much simpler than what you may be thinking. Some important people 
want you dead, and I’m here to do it.
THOMAS: But why?! What have I done that deserves this?!
SARAH: What do I care? I just carry out orders. Knowing why isn’t 
something I’m all too interested in. But I will tell you that this was 
surprisingly easy. All I had to do was find out the nearest hotel to the place 
where your fundraiser was being held, and then in the most predictable 
manner discover that you had a room here. Pretending to be one of  your 
staff, I got access to the room and simply put my gun in a plastic bag 
and stuck it inside the top of  the toilet. And now I have you here in this 
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“Whatever small hint at the reality of 
women dressing as men Shakespeare 
may have poked at, it was far less 
than what was really going on in 
London.”

~Peter Marshall 
“Long Live the Queen: Twelfth Night 

on the Anthropological Stage” 

situation. I knew you would attempt to seduce me, and to do that you 
would send your security away for the night. Thanks to that I don’t have to 
worry about anyone outside hearing the shots. Sucks to be you, doesn’t it?
THOMAS: (Pleadingly) Don’t kill me, please! I’ll do whatever you want! I’ll 
give you anything you want! Just please don’t kill me!

SARAH slightly lowers her gun and frowns.
SARAH: Oh please don’t start begging. At least be a man and show a little 
dignity. Go out on your feet with your head held high or some shit. You 
know what they say.

A noise outside distracts SARAH for a moment and THOMAS tries to go for her in 
a desperate attempt to save himself. Reacting quickly, SARAH shoots the light above 
them and the room goes dark. Sounds of  struggling ensue. Shortly afterwards another 
gunshot is fired. Then another. The room is silent for several seconds. In the corner next 
to the bed a lamp is switched on by SARAH. She picks up her purse and throws the 
gun out of  the window. She then looks down at THOMAS’S body face down on the 
floor.
SARAH: (Mumbling to herself) It’s a real shame. But some things are just not 
meant to be.

Sarah takes a cell phone out of  her purse and dials a number. The phone rings twice 
before someone picks up on the other end.
SARAH: This is Veronica. Pearson’s dead. Job’s done.

She walks out of  the room. 
Scene ends.
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     “Where is the eagle? Gone. Where is the buffalo? Gone. And what 

is it to say goodbye to the swift and the hunt? The end of  living and the 

beginning of  survival” – Chief  Seattle, Duwamish.

     From 1492- 1890, the original Indian Wars were taking place. In this 

long struggle, Native Americans won many battles, but suffered great 

massacres trying to protect their land and their cultural ways. When 

Anglo-Americans came to the already inhabited America, they wanted to 

pursue their idea of  the American Dream; they wanted to achieve power, 

riches, and “freedom” beyond their wildest dreams. French immigrant, 

James Hector St. John de Crevecoeur, in Letters from an American Farmer, 

tells fellow immigrants from Europe to come to this bountiful paradise 

and lay claim to the success that awaits them. Because of  this pursuit, the 

people who already dwelled in America, Nations of  Indigenous Americans, 

suffered at the hands of  the capitalist nature of  the Anglo-Americans. In 

A Different Mirror: A History of  Multicultural America, Ronald Takaki shows 

how Anglo-Americans believed Native Americans were an obstacle in the 

way of  their pursuit of  Manifest Destiny and the American Dream. The 

Cherokees in Georgia were forced onto the Trail of  Tears while the Lakota 

of  the Plains were massacred at Wounded Knee.

     Even though the many Tsalagi (Cherokee) Indians adopted the white 

lifestyle, authority figure Andrew Jackson still exiled them from their 

ancestral land and forced them onto the infamous Trail of  Tears. The 

beautiful mountains of  North Georgia belonged to the Tsalagi Nation, but 

they were eventually taken from the Nation and sold to the white citizens 

of  Georgia. As Takaki stated, “The government … must advise the Indians 

to sell their ‘useless’ forest” (84). President Jackson, like Thomas Jefferson, 

saw that the southeastern Indian people stood in the way of  capitalist 

growth. Unlike the “savage” Indians, the Tsalagi became “civilized” by 

developing their own independent government, their own constitution, and 

even their own newspaper called the Cherokee Phoenix. Sequoyah, an illiterate 

Tsalagi citizen, even established a written syllabary for their language; 

which was the only written language in Native America (We Shall Remain). 

Because of  all of  this assimilation, the Tsalagi were called the “Civilized 

Tribe.” Unfortunately, due to the discovery of  gold and fertile land, 

Georgia passed a law which gave the state government power over the 

Tsalagi people. The natives were told they had a choice, “leave or be subject 

to white rule” (Takaki 94). The Tsalagi protested the new law, even sending 

a petition signed by 15,665 Tsalagi people, but ultimately the protest fell on 

deaf  ears (Takaki 96).     

     In 1838, the Federal Government passed a bill known as the Indian 

Removal Act, which illegally rounded up the Tsalagi Nation into stockades, 

as if  the people were herds of  cattle, with nothing more than the clothes 

on their backs. Many people did not even have moccasins. Soon after, the 
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soldiers of  the capitalist government herded the Tsalagi out of  Georgia 

and sent them on the Trail of  Tears. Four thousand of  the fifteen thousand 

Tsalagi people removed died on this walk, but it did not matter to the 

government who quickly sold the natives’ land in a lottery.  To this day, 

the Tsalagi people call Jackson the Devil. No matter how civilized the first 

nation’s people were, the federal government still forcibly removed the 

Tsalagi on their way to achieving the American Dream.

     Nearly 50 years after the Trail of  Tears, desperate for salvation, the 

Lakota (Sioux) people adopted the Wanagi-wachipi (Ghost Dance) from 

Wovoka, a Paiute holy man, which led to paranoia of  the American 

government and the massacre of  the Miniconjou band under Chief  Big 

Foot.  After losing the wild Oglala war leader Crazy Horse, the symbol 

of  Lakota resistance and freedom, the spirit of  the Lakota Nation was 

crushed. Desperately seeking a way to restore their way of  life and return 

the buffalo to the plains, the Lakota sent two of  its members to the far 

south to speak with Wovoka about his vision. The Lakota took Wovoka’s 

vision and adapted it into the Ghost Dance. In the dead of  winter, the 

Lakota would dance in the snow to try and bring the buffalo back and rid 

Paha Sapa (the Black Hills) of  the white man. Their dance began scaring 

the government officials of  the Agency causing one official to say, “Indians 

are dancing … wild and crazy … we need protection and we need it now” 

(Takaki 229). Sitting Bull, another leader in the Ghost Dance movement, 

was highly regarded by the Lakota. Knowing this, the government plotted 

and murdered Sitting Bull at his home at what is now Standing Rock 

Reservation. In December 1890, the government caught Chief  Big Foot 

and rounded up his band at Chankpe-opi Wakpala (Wounded Knee Creek). 

     Tension between the Lakota and the 7th Cavalry was extremely intense 

that day. Due to miscommunication, or the lust for the revenge for the 

killing of  General Custer, the 7th Cavalry opened fire on Chief  Big Foot’s 

band which contained mostly women and children, as well as very few 

fighting men. After the massacre of  Chief  Big Foot’s band, the Indian 

people were prohibited from seeing their fallen brethren until five days 

after the tragedy. Lakota holy man, Black Elk, recounted what he saw the 

day the Lakota were allowed to return to the site. He goes on record saying, 

“Dead and wounded women and children and little babies were scattered 

all along there where they had been trying to run away … the soldier had 

followed them … as they ran, and murdered them in there” (Takaki 230). 

The government sent in soldiers to bury the dead, “stacking up bodies like 

firewood” and put them in a mass grave on Wounded Knee Hill (Eredos 

and Ortiz  484). The first nation’s people were only looking for a way to 

pray, but because that way was different from the “American Dream” 

and the “Christian capitalist way,” innocent women and children were 

slaughtered like the buffalo that they cherished.

     Having been herded like cattle and banished from their homeland and 

slaughtered like buffalo for their beliefs, Native people in America have 

had to walk a rough path. Even today the effects of  the Trail of  Tears 
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and Wounded Knee are still felt, causing many Natives to question their 

existence and resent the situation in which they live. Crevecoeur states, 

“Americans were once scattered all over Europe,” but the truth is that 

Americans existed long before the boats of  Columbus set sail for the 

west. He also writes that in America the people are “incorporated into 

one of  the finest systems of  population which has ever appeared,” but 

this fine system was built on the massacre and destruction of  the once 

proud nations of  Native America (Crevecoeur). As a European immigrant, 

Crevecoeur sees America as a melting pot of  immigrants, but this melting 

pot is stained with the blood of  the noble red man. 
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      “But I know something of  a woman in a man’s profession; yes, by 

God, I do know about that!”—Queen Elizabeth in Shakespeare in Love.

     Shakespeare’s words resonate around the globe, transcending time to 

spark the same emotion, inspiration, and insight that tickled him as he 

wrote, acted, and relished his own productions. With just his poetry, which 

thumps in heart through the actors who voice their parts, Shakespeare 

assembled such a panoramic Elizabethan window from which to observe 

the portraiture of  human experience that no one may ever equally daub 

such a landscape on humanity’s canvas. Seeking contextual implications 

of  what statements Shakespeare may have been trying to make on an 

anthropological platform as he gave the world his amazing insight into 

humanity appears equivalent to the medieval practice of  phlebotomy to 

cure the plague. The idea Shakespeare wrote simply to dance with the 

beauty of  poetry and existence is as romantic as the lovelorn vocals of  

Orsino, Viola, and Olivia, but he still wrote to move us with every available 

gesticulation. Culture exudes from all art, however, including this master’s 

verse, leaving us to receive the undertones of  societal roles, gender 

blurring, and cross-dressing that jest with festive quintessence in Twelfth 

Night. 

     Queen Elizabeth I defined the character of  governess during her 

rule of  a patriarchal society bubbling toward boiling over in a bourgeois 

revolution. The femininity of  the words “queen” and “governess,” suggest 

what type of  ruler Elizabeth may have been, and although she held a 

very masculine role, there is no ambiguity in her austerity or femininity.  

The Tudor monarch advantageously used her weakness as a woman “to 

manage her court” by exploiting “the device of  courtly love”  to demand 

the service and devotion of  her male counterparts through hopes “that 

romance might flourish,” a device utilized by Shakespeare through 

Malvolio’s yellow, cross-gartered stockings and Olivia’s reason to question 

why “Smil’st thou.” (Levine 33; Shakespeare 3.4.17).1 At the turn of  the 

seventeenth-century, Elizabethan women, according to Sarah Galbreath, 

were mostly “submissive, nurturing creatures whose solitary purpose…

was to marry and bear children”; they were the “property of  their families 

or their husbands…and because of  this, they were bound to whatever 

obligations those authorities placed upon them…Woolf  states that any 

woman who miraculously cultivated a creative identity ‘would most 

certainly have gone crazed, shot herself, or ended her days in some lonely 

cottage outside the village, half  witch, half  wizard, feared and mocked at’” 

(Galbreath; qtd. in Galbreath). Shakespeare did not portray either Olivia 

or Viola as subjugated adherents to the analogue of  anatomical bias, yet 

Viola’s role as Orsino’s servant does host submissiveness and an aspect 

1   All citations of acts, scenes, and lines reference Shake-
speare’s Twelfth Night from the Signet Classic edition. 
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of  “the nurturer,” but she is also emblematic of  Elizabeth’s archetypal, 

modern woman in changing times.  

     Although the cross-dressing Viola may appear to take center stage 

for the suggestions of  women “undoing the structures of  domination 

and exploitation premised on binary sexual oppositions,” Olivia is the 

broader humanistic impressionist (Howard 159). Viola’s cross-dressing 

is a “practical means of  survival” and “not so much a political act as a 

psychological haven” to keep alive the brother she presumes drowned 

(Howard 160). Olivia, on the other hand, “jumped gender boundaries” to 

take on the role as head of  household “and refused her ‘natural’ role in the 

patriarchal marriage market” (Howard 162). Her unwillingness to marry 

Duke Orsino or her other suitors, Sir Andrew Aguecheek and Malvolio, is 

similar to Elizabeth’s own refusal of  a marital dynastic alliance so she could 

remain the sole sovereign and in control of  the court that would otherwise 

fall to the hand of  a husband. The view of  Olivia, therefore, is as the 

impresario and Viola, the actress.  

     Paralleling Viola’s perceived loss of  her brother, Shakespeare’s reason 

for Olivia’s declination of  Orsino’s “bosom” is the mourning of  her own 

recently deceased brother who replaced her deceased father as head of  her 

estate. These deaths coincidentally feed off  Shakespeare’s own loss of  a 

son in 1596, who was twin to a sister, and Shakespeare’s loss of  his father 

in 1601. Mirroring Elizabeth, who had nearly twenty suitors, like Robert 

Dudley, 1st Earl of  Leicester—who many historians consider to have been 

her lover—Olivia refuses the persistent Duke of  Illyria, leaving, however, 

no doubt that she finds Orsino a suitable bachelor: 

Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble

Of  great estate, of  fresh and stainless youth;

In voices well divulged, free, learned, and valiant,

And in dimension and the shape of  nature

A gracious person. But yet I cannot love him. (1.5.259-263)

Foreshadowing the eventual disregard for this logic and the adoration 

for the servant Orsino sends to her on his behalf, Olivia wonders three 

times of  the “parentage and years” of  Viola (Cesario), revealing her true 

motivations for leaving the noble Duke wallowing with a waxen heart, 

combined with a possible statement about the Tudor monarch who refused 

a noble husband (1.5.154; 278; 290). Olivia is not against marriage, even 

while apparently mourning; her criterion simply forgoes the patriarchal 

construct. In Act IV scene I, as Olivia approaches Sebastian with her hand 

in marriage, she crosses the demarcation of  gender bias, “Would thou’dst 

be ruled / by me!” (62-63). The countess’ eventual marriage to Sebastian 

may impress the notion of  removing the Queen’s Great Seal from the 

comparative decree, but an enormous difference separates marrying a man 

of  lesser stature who may receive control of  a home and one who may 

receive control of  a nation already beleaguered by political, religious, and 

foreign conflict.

     With Olivia representative of  Elizabeth, Viola embraces the Elizabethan 
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woman urged to “develop the passive virtues of  obedience, silence, 

humility, and patience” as she serves Orsino, hushes her identity, modestly 

ignores Olivia’s advances, and tolerantly awaits her transformation (Weiner 

38). This transformation from female to male to female to nobility may 

be construed through a play on the words, “Olivia” and “Viola,” being 

short of  an anagram by only the letter “I,” indicating perhaps, women as 

individuals should struggle to overcome patriarchal oppression and female 

subjection. This is visible through Viola’s rise from an ordinary woman 

to the likeness of  Olivia’s nobility when Viola marries the Duke at the 

conclusion of  the play. This connective tissue between Viola and Olivia is 

symbolic of  women coming together to openly protest their subjugation to 

the cultural motif  of  male dominance.

     The dance of  Olivia and the cross-dressed Viola appear comical on 

stage, but behind the scenes, they serve as a superimposition of  realism in 

Elizabethan England—a vehicle powered by today’s situational comedies 

as well. Not only do the roles of  Olivia and Viola illuminate the strength 

and enlightenment of  women in Shakespeare’s time, but also the drunken 

antics of  Sir Andrew, Sir Toby—the uncle who should have inherited 

Olivia’s manor,—and the “mad with love” Malvolio humorously silhouette 

the weaknesses of  men. Additionally, Orsino’s inability to leave his palace 

and court Olivia himself, sending Viola in his place, is a comical jab, 

juxtaposing the societal norms of  the strengths and weaknesses of  men 

and women in Elizabethan culture. 

     Orsino’s status as the Duke of  Illyria makes him the dominant male 

from which to hear the proclaimed strength of  man. He declares women 

weak and incapable of  enduring what he can as he hastily shares his 

opinion of  women with Viola:

 Too old, by heaven. Let still the woman take

 An elder than herself; so wears she to him,   

 So sways she level in her husband’s heart;

 For, boy, however do we praise ourselves,

 Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm,

 More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn,

 Than women’s are. (2.4.29-34)  

Viola cannot deny the woman she hides beneath man’s clothing; she retorts 

carefully with the female perspective, “And so they are; alas, that as they are 

so. / To die, even when they to perfect grow” (2.4.40-41). Shortly after, she 

continues with words that come from Cesario, but their pitch clearly comes 

from the larynx of  a woman, “Too well what love women to men may owe. 

/ In faith, they are as true of  heart as we [men]” (2.4.106-107). Further, she 

goes to finalize her feminine perspective and to spite Orsino’s weakness 

to court Olivia himself, “We men say more, swear more; but indeed / 

Our shows are more than will; for still we prove / Much in our vows but 

little in our love” (2.4.117-119). Underneath both her costume and her 

words, she proves her statement by sharing that she too knows the pangs 

of  love. Viola is actually nursing greater pain within her “bosom” as she 
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not only loves Orsino, but also serves him, not only disguised as a eunuch, 

but also disguised in love. She additionally carries the burden of  knowing 

that Olivia, who Orsino loves, loves not him, but her. Viola demonstrates 

the kind of  strength women were finding during the transition from 

Elizabethan to Jacobean England.

     Around 1580, women began to tussle “against their traditional 

subordinate status on a scale that seemed large to their male 

contemporaries,” inspired by their masculine Queen and “her appointment 

of  women to positions of  power hitherto held only by men” (Shapiro 

703). The events may not have inspired Shakespeare directly, for the risk 

of  making a public statement about a protofeminist movement could 

have ended more than his career, but it was certainly the culture of  his 

time. Sandra Clark makes it apparent that “at the end of  the sixteenth-

century…literary references begin to appear to ‘mannish huswiues’ and to 

women who dress and behave as ‘Mens Shee Apes’” (160). Clark 

quotes Puritan pamphleteer William Averell who published A Meruailous 

Combat of  Contrarieties in 1588, who remarks at the ostentatiousness of  

those “Androgini, who [counterfeiting] the shape of  either kind, are indeed 

neither,” making it clear there was a strong movement against the “sort of  

bold dressing and sexual lightness… associated only with prostitutes and 

loose women” (Clark 161). Playwrights Dekker and Middleton presented 

The Roaring Girl (1608), Ben Jonson offered Epicoene, or The Silent Women 

(1609), both “have transvestite characters in their central roles, transvestite 

in a totally different sense than Shakespeare’s charming boy-girls Julia and 

Viola,” depicting that the imagery heightened following Twelfth Night (Clark 

161-162). By far, the most illuminating description of  females dressing as 

males comes in William Harrison’s “Description of  England” from his 

work on Holinshed’s Chronicles:

 What should I say of  their doublets with pendant codpieces on the 

breast full of  jags and cuts, and sleeves of  sundry colours? Their 

galligascons to bear out their bums and make their attire to fit plum 

round (as they term it) about them. Their fardingals and diversely 

coloured nether stocks of  silk, jerdsey, and such like, whereby their 

bodies are rather deformed than commended? I have met with 

some of  these trulls in London so disguised that it hath passed 

my skill to discern whether they were men or women…. I might 

here name a sort of  hues devised for the nonce, wherewith to 

please fantastical heads, as goose-turd green, peas-porridge tawny, 

popinjay blue, lusty gallant, the devil-in-the-head (I should say the 

hedge), and such like; but I pass them over, thinking it sufficient 

to have said thus much of  apparel generally, when nothing can 

particularly be spoken of  any constancy thereof.

It was becoming apparent that divisions between categories and classes 

were corroding. Whatever small hint at the reality of  women dressing as 

men Shakespeare may have poked at, it was far less than what was really 

going on in London. Albeit, Harrison’s account is as humorous as Twelfth 
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Night, it shows how the cross-dressing Viola expresses the willingness of  

women to break the sumptuary laws and societal barriers of  seventeenth-

century England.

     At first glance, the courting of  the cross-dressed Viola by Olivia arouses 

notions of  homoeroticism and androgyny; however, the cross-dressing 

was not necessarily employed as an erogenous implement.  According 

to Juliet Dusinberre, women “at the turn of  the century…were roaming 

the streets dressed as men to taunt protesting Christendom” (qtd. in 

Kimbrough 153).  The numbers of  women cutting their hair short and 

dressing as men are hard to quantify, “but there seemed to be a huge army 

of  militant transvestites” and amazons “upsetting the established social 

order” (Shapiro 704). Meanwhile, the fashion of  growing long hair for 

men was growing, not only popular, but also unchallenged in the face of  

women; contrarily, Harrison indicated difficulties in discerning women who 

have undergone a “masculine metamorphosis” from the men, but he does 

reverse the roles of  men, depicting them as “monsters” (qtd. in Shapiro 

704). This statement showing men as monstrous is ironic in a society 

where women were looked down upon for “[bearing] the responsibility of  

original sin” (Levine 3). Shakespeare easily could have been playing on the 

role reversals common to both Elizabethan England and the festival of  

Twelfth Night, common in the Queen’s holiday season. 

     The misogynist King James I braced himself  against the recoil of  

Elizabeth’s reign, “leading the ‘backlash’ against these viragoes” (Shapiro 

705). Pamphlets as propaganda sprung up in the early 1620s, with titles like 

Hic Mulier or, The Man-Woman: Being a Medicine to Cure the Coltish Disease of  

the Staggers in the Masculine-Feminines of  our Time, Haec Vir (womanish-man), 

and Mulde Sacke. It is evident that Jacobean men found women monstrous. 

Shapiro believes the Queen “inspired the outburst of  feminism” and 

quotes Carroll Camden, “who says more cautiously, ‘…one wonders if  

the man-woman fashion had its unconscious roots in [her] untraditional 

position’” (711).  The rise to power and accession of  a young Elizabeth, 

Shakespeare’s Queen, lives long beyond the era notarized with her name.

     Whether or not one believes Shakespeare intended these overtones of  

a protofeminist ideology seeping onto the streets of  Elizabethan England 

the thematic undercurrent of  his play is undeniable, and the take may be 

what you will. Through Malvolio and his desire to leap from his role as 

a steward to an aristocrat, Shakespeare accented the cultural revolution, 

which sought to shatter demarcations of  birthright, gender, and status. In 

Twelfth Night, Shakespeare punctuates thrice, “Some are born great, some 

achieve greatness, / and some have greatness thrust upon ‘em,” indicating 

the underlying desires that moved men and women alike (2.5.144-145; 

3.4.42-46; 5.1.373-374). Feste, in his final words of  wisdom, uses these 

words as reinforcement to their importance and to mock Malvolio before 

his final exit and statement he will seek vengeance, which may represent the 

up and coming revolution against oppressive nobility by the middle class. 

The notion of  Malvolio trying to cross societal boundaries may indicate the 
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ensuing civil rights movement that followed half  a century after Elizabeth’s 

death, but Viola’s marrying the noble duke and Olivia’s marrying the 

shipwrecked Sebastian who had no social status in Illyria, in addition to 

them both serving in a male’s profession, bring further depth to the rising 

crusade, bringing women into the corporeality of  cultural change. Mary 

Tudor and Mary Stewart, Queen of  Scots, may have preceded and rivaled 

Elizabeth, respectively, as females in roles of  power, but it was Elizabeth 

who women free of  patriarchal rule may graciously address with long live 

the Queen.
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     Like a set of  fraternal twins, the classic novels of  dystopian society, 

Brave New World and 1984, are very different on the surface, but genetically 

similar inside. Though they employ radically opposing tactics, both 

offer a truly terrifying glimpse into a future that every ounce of  human 

reasoning should assure us is nothing short of  impossible. The modern 

breakdown of  the family unit is throwing open the floodgates for just 

such an eventuality. One has only to look into the family histories of  most 

adjudicated middle-school boys to see hidden there a paralyzing truth 

of  immeasurable magnitude; many teachers have a front row seat to the 

results of  this customary absentee parenting.  The absence of  a structured 

family and the abdication of  parental responsibilities have coalesced into a 

perfect storm that is continuously reflected in the headlines of  the nation’s 

newspapers.

     Crime, poverty, depression, lost youth on the road to nowhere, The 

United States is in serious danger of  heading over the proverbial cliff. 

Grandmothers left to languish in nursing homes, children being raised by 

the streets or growing inadequately under the artificial sun of  the television 

screen, married men seeking single women, divorce rates are at all time 

highs. . . as are the reported child abuse incidences. Hand-in-hand with 

these problems come an increased dependence upon government. Long 

gone are the days when families relied on each other if  they were down 

on their luck; now it is the responsibility of  the government to play the 

role of  benefactor.  An overburdened government is prone to breaking, 

and the resultant fracture could lead ultimately to 1984. It is perhaps far-

fetched, but not without feasibility. That possibility should provoke fear 

in the reptilian part of  the brain because this is a society that traditionally 

values independence, individuality and family; it is for that reason alone 

that most will involuntarily shudder at the implications set forth in these 

novels. Unfortunately many have come to take for granted the freedoms 

guaranteed by the Constitution and are desperately negligent in the duty of  

raising new citizens. 

     Neil Postman offers a concise explanation of  these authors’ root fears 

with the statement, “Orwell feared we would become a captive people. 

Huxley feared we would become a trivial people…” (14); the people of  

the United States are in danger of  becoming both. With the rise of  a 

reality show generation and an obnoxious preoccupation with celebrities, 

The U.S. has become an icon of  the trivial. Adoration for the superficial, 

however, is not the only way in which the destination is being determined. 

In “The Disappearing Child,” Postman makes the startling claim that, “…

American adults want to be parents of  children less than they want to be 

children themselves” (16). This is clearly evidenced with the clothing, food, 

and gaming choices of  today’s “adult.” According to Postman’s article, 

adulthood and childhood are merging into one irresponsible and infantile 
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pursuit of  selfish pleasure with no clear delineation between the two. In 

Brave New World, people were encouraged to behave as much like children 

as possible. Bernard is accused of  great unorthodoxy “by his refusal to 

obey the teachings of  our Ford and behave out of  office hours, ‘even as 

a little infant” (Huxley 138). The correlation between the two universes is 

clear. Childhood must be returned to the children or adults will face the 

consequences.

     Both novels make a mockery of  the traditional idea of  family. In 1984, 

children are encouraged to spy on their parents and are subsequently 

rewarded with high praise for turning them into the Thought Police. It can 

be deduced from the forthcoming passage that in 1984, parents are deathly 

afraid of  their children, and the authority traditionally granted to the parent 

is instead given to the child:

With those children, he thought, that wretched woman 

must lead a life of  terror. Another year, two years, and 

they would be watching her night and day for symptoms 

of  unorthodoxy. Nearly all children nowadays were 

horrible…by means of  such organizations as the Spies 

they were systematically turned into ungovernable little 

savages…It was almost normal for people over thirty to be 

frightened of  their own children. And with good reason, 

for hardly a week passed in which the Times did not carry 

a paragraph describing how some eavesdropping little 

sneak—“child hero” was the phrase used--had overheard 

some compromising remark and denounced his parents to 

the Thought Police. (24)

 Marriage is strictly for the creation of  children; love or even affection 

is forbidden.  As explained in the book, “The only recognized purpose 

of  marriage was to beget children for the service of  the Party” (Orwell 

57). Brave New World takes this even further, but in a different way. The 

following passage clearly illuminates the view of  family held by citizens in 

this novel:

Home, home—a few small rooms, stiflingly over-

inhabited by a man, by a periodically teeming woman, by 

a rabble of  boys and girls of  all ages. No air, no space; 

an understerilized prison; darkness, disease, smells. And 

home was as squalid psychically as physically. Psychically, 

it was a rabbit hole, a midden, hot with the frictions of  

tightly packed life, reeking with emotion. What suffocating 

intimacies, what dangerous, insane, obscene relationships 

between the members of  the family group! Maniacally, 

the mother brooded over her children (her children) . . . 

brooded over them like a cat over its kittens; but a cat that 

could talk, a cat that could say, “My baby, my baby,” over 

and over again. “My baby, and oh, oh, at my breast, the 

little hands, the hunger, and that unspeakable agonizing 
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pleasure! Till at last my baby sleeps, my baby sleeps with a 

bubble of  white milk at the corner of  his mouth. My little 

baby sleeps. . . (43)

From the strength of  the language alone, it is safe to say that family is not 

a desirable institution. For a government wishing to control its citizens, 

decimating the family is a logical first step, as it removes familial allegiances 

which tend to supersede all others. It also weakens society in general, 

making it ripe for reform.

     The family can be seen as a microcosm of  the society that it resides 

in. A culture that does not respect the institution of  family has higher 

crime, more poverty, and a crippling dependence upon the government. 

Care of  the elderly and the disabled is often left up to very unsatisfactory 

institutions. The neglected youth search out that missing family structure 

and often find it in gangs. Another phenomena seen more and more 

frequently among children from broken homes is something called 

Reactive Attachment Disorder (RAD); it’s a devastating syndrome that has 

far reaching implications for the country. Conversely, a society that has a 

healthy family structure is defined by its emotionally stable adults that are 

productive and successful citizens. Those adults were once children who 

grew up in a secure and loving environment. Healthy families also work 

to promote independence and foster creativity, two factors that are of  

preeminent importance to the success of  a nation.

     Ironically, a creative and independent population also leads to 

technological advancements that could speed along the journey to an 

alien future. The government controllers in Brave New World wished 

to make “Standard men and women; in uniform batches” with “The 

principles of  mass production at last applied to biology” (Huxley 18-

19). It is a frightening realization that reproductive science has all but 

caught up with this novel. In fact, the New York Times even has a section 

in their online newspaper devoted to the reproductive sciences and their 

frequent “breakthroughs.” Much of  the scientific focus these days is on 

doing whatever may be necessary to prevent disease and despair from 

encroaching upon a dream-like existence. Instead, the all too human 

condition of  tragedy must be embraced, because as Winston laments, 

“Tragedy, he perceived, belonged to the ancient time, to a time when there 

were still privacy, love, and friendship, and when the members of  a family 

stood by one another without needing to know the reason” (Orwell 28). As 

long as there is the ability to experience tragedy, there is also the ability to 

experience love, and consequently, the ability to relate as family. 

     It is apparent that a healthy family is the foundation of  a healthy society. 

If  one continues to chip away at the foundation, it is only a matter of  time 

before the entire building falls. When this happens, the citizens will need to 

be restrained in some fashion as the governing forces fight to regain power. 

The question remains, will they see the government control the populace 

with a baton or a pill? Of  course, it is entirely possible that society will 

simply continue to trade in their rusty old responsibilities for shiny new 

UNG Chestatee Review 2013.indd   126-127 3/8/2013   3:10:18 PM



Formal Essays

129128

pleasures until the highway they are on terminates in a “brave new world.”
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James Beck, a native of  Atlanta, has worked as a playwright and ac-
tor in Atlanta and Chicago.  He is the creator and Managing Director of  
Onion Man Productions (www.onionmanproductions.com), a Norcross 
based theatre production and education organization.  Every June, Onion 
Man produces an annual collection of  short plays by local playwrights at 
Lionheart Theatre in Norcross.  Through Onion Man, James teaches play-
writing, helps develop new plays and works with playwright Daphne Mintz 
writing original monologues for actors. James’s full-length play, Bleach, was 
produced at Lionheart in January 2012.  Also in 2012, James had his short 
play, Grand Dame, produced at Academy Theatre in Avondale, Georgia 
and Onion Man produced James short play Cruel History.  You can also 
find him doing some acting from time to time at Lionheart and will be 
directing a show there this summer.

Jessica Handler’s first book, Invisible Sisters: A Memoir (Public 
Affairs, 2009) was named by the Georgia Center for the Book one of  
the “Twenty Five Books All Georgians Should Read.” Atlanta Magazine 
called it the “Best Memoir of  2009.” Her nonfiction has appeared on 
NPR, in Tin House, Brevity, Drunken Boat, The Chattahoochee Review, 
Newsweek, The Washington Post, More Magazine, and elsewhere. Hon-
ors include residencies at the Josef  and Anni Albers Foundation, a 2010 
Emerging Writer Fellowship from The Writers Center, the 2009 Peter 
Taylor Nonfiction Fellowship for the Kenyon Review Writers’ Workshop, 
and special mention for a 2008 Pushcart Prize. Her second book Braving 
the Fire: A Guide to Writing About Grief, is forthcoming from St. Martins 
Press in 2013. www.jessicahandler.com.
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Ashley Berry was born in a suburb in North 
Georgia. She enjoys soccer, looking at stars from 
pavement, Bob Dylan, and being conscious of  
her consciousness. She works as a server and has 
a two-year-old daughter. She is a philosopher and 
writes because she loves to.

A little irreverent and a little intoxicating, Emmy Dixon is a firebrand. 
Vacillating between daydreams and car accidents, her beautiful disaster is 
made complete with the addition of  bobby pins, worm holes, snails, and 
play-doh. Majoring in procrastination, she lives on the edge, one deadline 
away from her masterpiece.

Jared Duncan believes that expressing one’s creativity is far too important 
to not do. He enjoys both reading and writing, but his favorite genre would 
be short stories. Jared goes his own way, does his own thing, and is pleased 
to be considered the rebel.

Mendal B. Kerr is a product of  the nineties and views himself  as such. 
His liberal sensibilities and love of  cartoons mix brackish with a highly 
cynical worldview and snarky inclination towards humor, leading to his 
creations having strong (if  sometimes unintentional) satirical undertones. 
He will teach English one day.

Peter Marshall is a sophomore at Gainesville 
State College. He is majoring in Computer Science 
and Physics, with hopes of  merging the two into a 
long and prosperous career. When not staring at a 
book with one eye and a calculator with the other, 
he enjoys writing, playing guitar and running.

Mary Hood is the author of  two story collections: “How Far She 
Went” and “And Venus is Blue,” as well as the novel “Familiar Heat.” In 
2011 she completed another collection of  stories, “A Clear View of  the 
Southern Sky,” and is working on a novel about the Flint River, “The 
Other Side of  the River.” She lives and works in Jackson County, Georgia.

A. Louise Staman is a writer, poet, and researcher. Her fifth pub-
lished book, and second biography, Loosening Corsets: The Heroic Life of  Geor-
gia’s Feisty Mrs. Felton, First Woman Senator of  the United States was awarded the 
Gold Medal for Best Regional Non-Fiction, Southeast by the Independent 
Publisher Book Awards, as well as several other national and state awards. 
Her work has appeared in many reputable publications, such as Horticulture 
Magazine, Publisher’s Weekly, Kirkus Reviews, The Georgia Quarterly, le Figaro, 
le Monde, the Washington Times, and many more. Honors and awards include 
winning the Grand Prize of  the Jekyll Island Millennium Time Capsule 
Contest for poetry, award and plaque from the Georgia Commission on 
Women for her contributions to the advancement of  Georgia culture, his-
tory, and it’s women with her biography, Loosening Corsets, and a nation-wide 
appearance on “France culture,” and honor by French government for 
Assassinat d’un éditeur à la Libération.

Dr. Ralph T. Wilson teaches graduate-level courses in poetry and 
writing at Kennesaw State University. He has published poetry, fiction, and 
reviews in numerous journals, including The Georgia Review, The New England 
Review, Puerto del Sol, Prairie Schooner, and others. His first book of  poems, 
A Black Bridge, was published by the University of  Nevada Press in April 
2001. In 2002, he was awarded the Georgia Author of  the Year Award in 
Poetry by the Georgia Writers Association. He is currently at work com-
pleting a second book of  poetry. 
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Ryan Wambli Chikala (Little Eagle) Molina 
is a Music/History Major at Gainesville State 
College. He is also a Native American from the 
Miniconjou Lakota Nation. He was inspired by his 
English professor, Terry Easton, to use writing as 
a way to tell the story of  his people.

Amber Nelms is a sophomore English major at UNG. She’s had poetry 
published in magazines and won local and national contests. She enjoys 
writing what she likes to consider contemporary poetry with transcendental 
sprinkles. She also enjoys live music, reading, camping, and cross-stitching. 
Her favorite book is and will always be The Secret Garden. 

Alyssa Stone is a nineteen-year old majoring in Early Childhood 
Education.  She lives on a small farm and has been extensively involved 
in Georgia 4-H.  Ever a lover of  literature and language, whether Spanish 
or English, she enjoys writing and is currently at work on a novel with her 
sister.

Esther Stuart is a student who enjoys learning 
new things though her favorite subjects are 
Psychology, English, and Theology. She also 
loves to game, read, and write in her spare time--
preferably in dreadfully cold, rainy weather when 
large quantities of  hot tea are available.

Amy Wilson returned to school, after several years in the travel industry, 
to feed her other loves: literature, history, folklore, and writing. When 
she’s not wrangling unruly characters and plot into submission, she enjoys 
watching baseball and planning her ideal summer vacation: a road trip to 
each major league ballpark.

Amanda Adams is a native daughter of  
Northeast Georgia. Between making to-do lists 
and writing bad poetry, she manages to serve as 
editor of  The Chestatee Review. She aspires to use 
her heightened skills of  small talk and crafting to 
create a lucrative career of  puttering around. 

Rachel Andrews spends her days horseback 
riding, writing creatively, and video-gaming. 
She dreams of  becoming a high school English 
teacher, running a horse rescue/retraining 
operation, and authoring as many sci-fi/fantasy 
novels as she can put to paper.

Brittany Barron is a quiet girl who wears polka 
dot sunglasses, but do not let her sweet demeanor 
fool you. She is a Sylvia Plath fanatic and likes to 
write bloody poetry. Somewhere between college 
and writing, she wants to travel to Australia.

Professor Gloria Bennett writes poetry and 
prose and is a Pushcart Prize nominee. Her work 
has appeared in numerous literary journals and 
reviews. She teaches composition, literature, 
and creative writing at the University of  North 
Georgia where she also serves as faculty advisor 
for The Chestatee Review. She also serves as 
President, Board of  Directors, for the Georgia 
Writers Association. She is currently at work on a 
novel.
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Professor Karen Dodson received her B.A. in 
English from Piedmont College, her M.A. in 
English from Western Carolina University, and 
is currently A.B.D. at Georgia State University. 
For the PhD, her major concentration is Early 
Modern British literature, with a specific emphasis 
on Milton studies, and her minor concentration is 
Eighteenth Century literature. She teaches learning 
support, composition, early and recent world 
literature, early and recent American literature, and 
British literature. 

Emmy Dixon is a Psychology major working 
undercover in the English department. This is her 
second year as a student editor for The Chestatee 
Review. When she is not pretending to be a grown 
up, she spends her time with a small troupe of  
children fully immersed in the business end of  life. 

Mason Guevara is a 23 year-old English major. 
His first works were a series of  songs and poems 
written in his teens as an escape from family 
problems. Recently, he has developed a blog of  
short stories, poems, and essays, and is currently 
working on a novella and a memoir.

Sarah Madsen is pursuing her English Degree 
with a Psych Minor at UNG. As Assistant Editor 
for The Chestatee Review and President of  the 
Writers’ Guild, she has a passion for writing 
and helping others with their craft.  She lives in 
Cumming with her husband, two young sons, and 
three guinea pigs.

Esther Stuart is your average, boring college 
student that never goes clubbing, bar-hopping, 
or dancing. Instead, her hobbies include choking 
on dust from old books, yelling at video games in 
frustration, playing drinking games with horror 
movies, and staring down a blank page until words 
appear.

Courtney Torres is currently an Art/English major at 
UNG. She hopes to pursue a career in fine arts design. 
The written language has always inspired her and is 
often incorporated in her artwork. Writing is a second 
passion for Courtney. She hopes to one day write a 
young adult book.

Lindsay West is a junior in the Psychology 
program at University of  North Georgia. She 
spends most of  her time with her nose in a book. 
She spends time trying to learn French and loves 
being a part of  The Chestatee Review.  

Angela Sassano is a 31 year-old full-time student 
at UNG, pursuing a Master’s Degree in Nursing. 
She is the proud mother of  2 beautiful character-
building children, and wife of  the head of  the 
Sassano mob. Her passions include reading, writing, 
sports, sarcasm, politics, and laughing whenever 
possible!
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Short Story
1st Place: Amy Wilson “Lost and Found”
2nd Place: Ashley Berry “The Comedown”
3rd Place: Ashley Berry “Being Twenty-Something” and “A Paralyzing Paradise”

Poetry
1st Place: Amber Nelms “Hands”
2nd Place: Alyssa Stone “Tapestry”
3rd Place: Mendal B. Kerr “Perks for Mantis”

Honorable Mentions
1 - Brittany Barron “Chrysanthemums”
2 - Nicholas Yeatman “Breeze”

One Act Plays
1st Place: Jeovany Arroyo “For a Few Coins”
2nd Place: Esther Stuart “The Modern Romantics”
3rd Place: Jared Duncan “Poetic Justice”

Creative Nonfiction
1st Place: Emmy Dixon “The Underdog is a Worm Underfoot”
2nd Place: Mason Guevara “Three Bags, Two Dollars, One Girl”
3rd Place: Emmy Dixon “Silver-lined Tornado”

Formal Essay 
1st Place: Ryan Molina “Older Than America: The Genocide of  a Once Strong 
Nation”
2nd Place: Peter S. Marshall “Long Live the Queen: Twelfth Night on the 
Anthropological Stage”
3rd Place: Emmy Dixon “Freedom from Family Forecasts a Frightening Future”

Honorable Mentions
1 - Ryan Molina “The Children of  the Red Nation: The Youth of  Pine Ridge Indian 
Reservation”
2 - Emmy Dixon “The Mother (Nature) of  all Conundrums: A Debate over Land 
Ownership”
3 - David M. Hunt “The Awakening: Birds of  a Feather”

At the 2013 
Regional Southern Literary Festival:

Alyssa Stone’s “Tapestry” placed first in 
the Poetry category.

Esther Stuart’s “The Modern Romantics” 
placed second in the One-Act Plays 

category.

The 2012 issue won third place in the 
Journal Category
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Contest Information

Submit your original, unpublished works to the Annual UNG Writing 
Contest

Deadline: October 1, 2013 

Poetry
Short Stories

One-Act Plays
Creative Nonfiction

Formal Essays 

Cash prizes and possible publication in The Chestatee Review

$100 First Place
$50 Second Place
$25 Third Place

Winners will be announced in December 2013.  First and Second place 
winners will automatically be entered into the 2014 Southern Literary 

Festival Writing Contest.

Send submissions via UNG email to
chestatee@gsc.edu

Rules for Submission

You may submit works in more than one category.

Stories, plays, and essays may not exceed 5000 words; poetry may not 
exceed 100 lines for either one poem or a group of  related poems.

Entries must be submitted as Microsoft Word documents.
Documents must be double-spaced (poems should be single-spaced) in 

Times New Roman size 12 font.

Prepare a cover page for each submitted work that contains the following 
information:  title of  the work, author’s name, UNG student number, 

mailing address and telephone number(s), 50 word bio (written in third 
person).

Paginate your stories, plays, essays, and long poems but do not include your 
name anywhere in the body of  the work.

Send your entry as an attachment; do not copy the entry into the body of  
your email.  Put the category in the email subject line: poetry, fiction, etc.

Works submitted cannot have been published except in UNG campus 
newspapers or publications.
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Interested in helping produce the University 
of  North Georgia’s prestigious literary and art 

magazine? Find out meeting times and a plethora 
of  other information at our website: 

http://itec.gc.peachnet.edu/clubs/chestateereview/

 The Chestatee Review would like to express its sincerest thanks to 
all that helped make this year’s publication possible. Firstly, the faculty and 
student staff  are the driving forces behind the magazine each year. Your 

constant dedication and skill make our publication unparalleled. We would 
also like to thank our writing contest judges who make the tough choices 
for us, other faculty who assist by spreading the word to their students, 
and administration members who have helped by providing a warm and 

inviting campus life for The Chestatee Review to thrive in. Lastly, we want 
to extend additional thanks to all at Burman Printing for helping us turn 

out a great magazine every year. 
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