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Always a Screw Loose Somewhere  
Christina Packard

Editor’s Note
There’s “Always A Screw Lose In The Works.” Seriously, doesn’t that seem 

to be the truth in our daily lives?  This art project was done in Mixed Media Drawing 
III where we were to use at least seven different art mediums and materials.  I mostly 
paint and, at times, I try a touch of  different mediums, but how was I to create a 
piece of  art using so many different art materials?  Just start.  

I like using the gallery wrapped canvas because then I do not have to worry 
later about a frame when exhibiting.  Inspirations that I continuously get are actually 
coming now from my fellow student artists and not always from professional sources.  
I also have to say, living in the age of  Google and the Internet has opened up my 
world!  In the past, a fellow student had done a small acrylic with all types of  two 
color gears. I just loved all the various contour lines and shapes.  Another student this 
year showed me that watercolor can be put on canvas and is not just for paper, and 
it gives a wonderful variation of  color and texture depending on how it is applied.  
In my picture, I started by completely covering in a light grey and then playfully 
added twists and turns in variegated shades of  black, even adding splatters from a 
toothbrush.  From 3D class, I had learned to build up and even off  the canvas, and 
that I do not have to stay within the boundaries of  the canvas surface.  From my F 
Review, the comments I received from the panel of  teachers told me that my strength 
is in my use of  color.  As classes go on, I have to agree with them.  Even though this 
piece starts out as mostly blacks, greys, and silvers, there is the addition of  the gold 
ink, acrylic, and metal building pieces, and the bright orange sparkles found on the 
wrapping paper just makes it pop!

Whenever I am creating, I may have an idea of  a composition, but I find I 
never know where I am going to end up.  My piece has depth, goes beyond the 
canvas bounds, and shows motions, colors, and textures.  By the time I finished my 
piece at one time I had counted eighteen different materials used.  Some of  them are  
watercolors, acrylics, inks, heavy wire, solder, hot glue, art papers, wrapping papers, 
Coke box cardboard, packing box cardboards, nuts, metal rings, aluminum foil, and 
of  course, one screw I got loose in the works!

 A former Chestatee alum once said “I didn’t choose the Chestatee life, the Chestatee life chose 
me.” I don’t think there is any better way to describe how I got involved with The Chestatee Review. 
They needed a designer, and I had the experience they were desperate for. That was five issues 
ago. At first, I saw joining the magazine staff  as a wonderful opportunity to build my resume—
this was what I wanted to do—but then it became more than I could have ever imagined. I had 
not only found where I belonged on campus, but I had found a family of  some of  the most 
wonderful friends I’ve ever had. 

Over the short years I have had the pleasure of  witnessing the magazine’s immense 
growth. We’ve redesigned twice, survived a consolidation, expanded to the other campuses, add-
ed events that have reached campus-wide status, added new sections in the magazine, strength-
ened interdepartmental relations through collaborative projects, and more. I went from being a 
means-to-an-end-member, to being a die-hard member, the secretary, assistant editor, and, now, 
Editor-in-chief. I’ll be honest. I can only hope I’ve held my own in the wake of  the three out-
standing editors that served before me. 

This year’s staff  was the first where we actually collaborated between campuses through 
teleconference, and the second year that we’ve held mirrored events on the Dahlonega campus. 
We virtually had a brand new staff  this year, with only a few staff  members that had been with 
The Chestatee Review for over a year, but I have to say, their green didn’t show. My sincerest grati-
tude goes to my staff  members that never failed to meet their deadlines and were always willing 
to step up when they were needed.  I know I am leaving what has become my magazine, in very 
capable hands next year. 

Thank you, Professor John Amoss, for connecting me to The Chestatee Review. Thank you, 
Professors Leslie Worthington, Gloria Bennett, and most especially my mentor and dear friend, 
Karen Dodson, for being the best advisors anyone could ask for. You’ve each helped push and 
shape me as a student, an artist, and a person. Thank you, Amanda Adams, Sarah Madsen, Es-
ther Stuart, for showing me what great editors look like, and that your friends can be your bosses, 
and your bosses can be your friends, even your best friends. Thank you to my fellow staff  mem-
bers past and present for all the work we’ve accomplished. Thank you, Gary Peters of  Burman 
Printing, I’ve learned so much from you and appreciate your constant patience with me. 

Thank You, for continuing to read our magazine and show your appreciation for The Ches-
tatee Review by participating in our contests, our events, and being part of  our staff. You are the 
real reason we continue to do this, the real life spark of  the magazine. 

So, sadly, this is my farewell, my closing statement, my goodbye. Thank you, and good 
luck!

Sincerely and with a heavy heart, 

Courtney Torres
Editor-in-chief  
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The Chestatee Review

“I awake to face my new reality
The failure of my dream
Collapsing inside my body”

Kelly Lynne Donnelly
“Griffith’s Castle”

Visual Poetry
 Art inspires art. Sometimes 
it’s a song inspiring a story. 
Other times a book will inspire 
a play. In this instance, our staff 
members inspired our UNG 
art students with their poetry.  
The resulting works of art are 
beautiful visual representations 
of the words our staff presented 
the artists.  Enjoy. 

Prolonged Death
Rachael Bryant

Prolonged Death
Theresa Kim

Prolonged Death
It is not the deceased that fill me with grief.
They are peaceful, calm, and tranquil.
There is no movement, screaming, or lies.
An elderly woman in her nnineties is strapped into life.
Her hands can no longer touch with feeling, 
Her head can no longer contemplate with clarity,
Her world is small. Cramped. 
She begins to feel claustrophobic 
From the sparseness of  life that props her up
And spins her around. 
Reminiscent of  a marionette. 
Her daughter speaks with confidence and 
The unwillingness to let go.
She looks at her with eyes so full of  despair,
Pain,
Resigned to the fate of  a prolonged wait.
Her daughter rubs her hand and speaks slowly,
“Mom, the surgery is tomorrow. Don’t worry, we’ll get through this.”
Tears well up from misunderstood intentions. 
Death is a friend that requires a beautiful embrace.
She will have further to wait until she is held. 
She cries in longing. 
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Griffith’s Castle
Kelly Donnelly

The Distance 
Emily Wills

Strangled in a crippling sleep 
I awake to face my new reality 
The failure of  my dream 
Collapsing inside my body 
I walked the cobblestone path 
Now I only stand 
With the strength of  my sword 
Still fighting after the war  
Is long over 
 
Once defended by steel armor 
Now draped in sanguine bandages 
Helmet shields my shamed face  
Tendons slashed, tongue severed 
Voice silenced 
Dream silenced 
Once a guardian, now a charlatan 
Once a general, now a criminal 
Once discipled, now defective 
Dethroned 
Defeated 
 
My sword is now my cane 
My helmet is now my mask 
Guarding memories 
Guarding the past 
The future  
Punishes me 
 
My descent from the throne 
Forces me towards the edge 
Of  the last cliff  
With the sight of  the castle 
Burning through my eyes 
My ambition crumbled 
My shadow still searching 
To remember a dream 
 
Drenched in dense blue fog 
Perched upon my sword 
Searching the heavens 
I once belonged to 
Remembering my destiny 
No one could predict 

The castle, my future  
Enshrouded in light 
The castle, my past 
An earthly paradise 
My dream 
 
I only need a million more bodies 
To reach the castle stairs 
Heaps of dead men 
Built my empire 
They wanted to be knights 
They died pursuing their dreams 
But I think it was my dream that killed 
them.

Paranoia
Veronica Harris

Fear is Loney
Ye Eun Park

There is a figure in the corner of  my eye. 
It stares at me, 
But when I look upon it, 
It’s gone. 

I get up from my desk, 
The buzzing of  phones and the hum of  
the printer doesn’t calm me. 
He’s there again, 
Staring. 
Eyes are piercing into my back, 
Hoping to seep into my soul. 
My veins pump cold, icy blood from the 
fear. 
Heart rate drops...
I try not to see him, ignore him, 
But he keeps staring. 

I walk around the cafeteria at work. 
He’s there again, 
In his corner staring. 
I sit around others, 
But their presence brings me little comfort. 
He just stares. 
His eyes dancing across my skin, 
Soft feathers that turn bladed to the touch, 
Pinpricks injecting the venomous gaze 
under my skin. 
My skin tenses and stands up, 
Goosebumps.

More papers are sitting on my desk, 
She’s staring at me again. 
I can see her in the corner of  my eye. 
It’s a hard judgement.
Every move I take, 
Every single damn step. 
She grins and smirks and laughs at me. 
Whispers filling my ears of  secrets and 
laughs at my expense, 
But when I turn she’s gone. 

I’m home. 
I lock the door tightly..

But all of  them...
I can see them in the corner of  my eye. 
They’re at the window, staring at me. 
Their gazes molest, 
Grope, 
Violate. 

I fall into my bed, 
And stare at the ceiling. 
My breathing picks up at the sound from the 
kitchen. 
I don’t see them. 
I get out of  bed and pick up the bat next to my 
nightstand. 
I walk into the kitchen. 
I turn on the light with the bat ready, 
But no one is there. 
No one was ever there.
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My Dearest Alice
Diane Jagels

A Millennial’s Lament
Terra Sullens

Lamentation
Mackenzie Fink

How many times has it been today,
That I see a Cheshire smile
mixed with velvet rim and silken lining?
A peacock feather slips between the gloves,
mushroom blue, so faint and beguiling.
Another string of  thread, so sharp and rare
Pokes holes through mindless mercury felt.
Makes me see through what is never there
Don’t let me lose my mind.
Forced hand, taunt ribbon, tea stained eyes.
Cracked saucers filled with
white roses dipped in red.
Make me smile before I lose my mind tonight.
I see your face too far to reach
Your hand is out of  sight.
Another feather plump and ripe.
Another dream that ends tonight.
A cardboard heart inside the brim.
The Queen of  Hearts can’t see me bleed.
Please break this spell on me…
But perhaps we’re all mAd HeRE

My Dear Alice
Meredith Rourner

Can you tell how much I miss you?
The severance of  our heartstrings, 
The separation of  our souls.
It is the worst pain to miss you. 

Can you to tell how much I miss you? 
Because I sob every night, 
My eyes are always downcast, 
I am full of  empty tempestuousness. 

I will search for you endlessly, 
My heart racing at the thought of  actually finding you. 
I would clutch on to you, 
Breathe in your essence
Your soul. 

But, no. 
I will never find your face in a crowd.
I will never hold your hand. 
The shot you fired through your brain
Made sure of  that. 
And I try to be mad at you. 
I try to hate you. 
But I can’t. 

Do you know how much I miss you?
It is the worst pain to miss you. 
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Embers of a Candle
Lindy Tran

  Life 
Taylor Martin

Remembering Hurts Less 
Than Forgetting

Courtney TorresEvery day it’s all the same…
Sun sets, moon rises
Life is the embers of a candle
Used, tossed, forgotten…
I once lit up my surroundings, gave off sweet aromas
Time fades as do I
Is my life that of a candle 
Every second flickering flames dim

No more in this ever-changing world
Death, fear, time, slowly melt
My mind is encompassed by death
No such thing as eternal life 
I am no more

I am old and have wasted my life 
For I am no more, now
The books that could have been upon the shelves
Now are in the grave with me
Many poems hidden from the world
For in the end it does not serve a purpose 

I am no more
I am a candle that has been tossed aside
For I cannot give off a sweet aroma nor
Light up the world anymore
I will leave the world without anyone noticing 
For I am like a candle with only the embers remaining

Untitled
Joshua Hepworth

The whispered secrets of  a love that’s lost
Slowly strangled until they are rotten 
Tragically buried beneath mourning frost
Forevermore lingering, forgotten
That phantom’s promise rings loud in my ear
Torturing me with his trembling voice
It is the rememberance that I’ll fear
When knowing that he did not have that chance
Full of  sorrow, an angel will then cry
For never again will his face be seen 
We’ll say goodbye with a heartbroken sigh 
That makes life’s light lose some of  its sheen 
Now, the nightingale’s song will always weep 
At the site where his soul eternally sleeps

Remember Bird
Sam Aggrey
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“Our cries will cease
And we will hum and burn”

James Worsham
“Night Life”

Poetry Night Life
James Worsham 1st

We only howl when the sun comes up
‘Cause nights are for softer sounds
And softer hearts than the 
Faces made for the days
That make fists.

Paler light unclenches them.
We blend into a scape
Without fading, a starry
Dusk overwhelming.

Our cries will cease
And we will hum and burn
In our fall.  The trip to 
Earth is fun and smiles
Back at us, the land 
Growing closer

James Worsham is from Alpharetta, Georgia where he 
graduated from St. Francis High School.  He has attended 
Berry College, Georgia Highlands College, and University 
of  North Georgia where he is currently pursuing his 
Bachelors in English Literature.  He grew up riding horses, 
working in barns, and loving books.  He lives and works in 
Cumming, Georgia. (See also: 51)
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2nd Carrying
Brittany Barron

I carry a dream:
No matter the medication
My skin shouts red 
When I pull it out—
A princess who uses 
Her crown for a razor
And sparkles like a ruby—
The stimulating placebo effect

I carry the thoughts
Like ball bearings
Slingshot  
Hit 
Red targets

I carry Daddy’s indifference 
I fit somewhere
Between stock market crises 
And college football scores
But he still has a place
The place where I’ll bury him:
Stick a cross in the ground 
And scrape the letters one by one 
Label it holy for the sake 
Of  the sacred bond 
Honor thy father 

I carry the bullies
Those girls 
Who puckered 
The latest pink lipstick 

I carry the boy
I met one February 

Who taught me 
I’m better off  alone: 
A Vestal Virgin 
Standing for eternity 
Grounded in Rome  

I carry the diagnosis 
But I don’t feel like it 
With all that I’m carrying 

Brittany Barron wears earrings with Sylvia Plath’s picture, 
and she obsesses over artwork of  Ophelia. However, 
Brittany never knew her favorite literary heroine would be 
Faulkner’s Temple Drake. When she isn’t writing poetry, 
she either chats with her wonderful sister, Sabrina, or 
hangs out with her beloved mom, Deborah.
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Dalena Tran is an English major with a 
concentration in literature and a minor in history. 
Even though she likes a quiet environment, she 
still enjoys a good laugh. One of  her favorite 
books is The Little Prince by Antoine de Saint-
Exupéry. She also reads Greek and Norse 
Mythology.

3rd
Like a Dream

Dalena Tran

A tree is chopped like a dream.
The Earth is mopped like a dream.

Buried underneath,
A heavy heart hopped like a dream.

Beyond the mountains,
I stocked hope like a dream.

Along the river,
the sirens’ call stopped like a dream.

In the night sky,
planets popped like a dream.

This Poet awakens
from a world that shocked like a dream. “Have ya played shuffleboard upon 

the high seas? Have you trailed yer 
fingers in the water at 20 knots? 
Have ya had mosquitoes smack yer 
face in tiny bloody explosions?”

Emmy  Dixon
“Cruise Director Sampson”

One-Act Plays
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1st Choosing Vincent
Kelly Lynne Donnelly

Characters:  

KAELA: a college student in her mid-twenties. She is honest and empathetic, but often 
finds herself  in bad situations.

VINCENT: a bartender in his late twenties. He is charming and intelligent, but a dark 
side lurks behind his eyes.

WILLIAM: a counselor in his late thirties who is the manager for the apartment building. 

Time: present day, early autumn, late evening

Setting: the rooftop of  a one-hundred-year-old apartment building in the historic area of  town.  The building is 
surrounded by gift shops, clothing stores, and restaurants to the south, a parking deck to the north, a bar to the 
east, and a courthouse to the west. The rooftop provides a clear view of  the night sky from all four sides.  

Scene
KAELA, VINCENT, and WILLIAM exit an indoor stairwell through a door that leads to the roof  of  
KAELA’s and WILLIAM’s apartment building. The three walk together on the rooftop.

VINCENT: I’m happy you came out tonight. Have you been doing okay? I know you said last 
week that you didn’t really like it here.

(KAELA turns her head towards WILLIAM.)

VINCENT: Well, let’s just talk about it later.

WILLIAM: Be careful, it’s still wet from the rain last night. Don’t walk too close to the edge.

(WILLIAM’s phone rings. He walks ten feet away from KAELA and VINCENT to answer.) 

KAELA: I can’t believe you’ve never been up here before.

VINCENT: Well, I’ve never lived here. 

KAELA: Yeah, but you hang out across the street like, every night.

VINCENT: Not every night. 

KAELA: I’m just surprised you’ve never been up here, that’s all. William brings people up here all 
the time. 

(WILLIAM returns after he hangs up his phone.)

WILLIAM: There’s a crisis call in Banks County. I have to go now.

KAELA: But we just got here! Can’t we stay here? We won’t get into any trouble.

WILLIAM: It’s… (pause) It’s a liability. I’m responsible for you while you’re up here. I could get in 
trouble if  something happens to you or if  something happens to the building. 

KAELA: Nothing will happen. I promise. We’re not drunk or anything.

WILLIAM: Kaela, I have to go. Right now. My job depends on it. But… (pause) Look, you’re 
the only person I trust. Just don’t bring anyone else up here, okay? I don’t have to drive too far. I 
should be back within the hour.

KAELA: Okay. We won’t cause any trouble, I promise. 

WILLIAM: Be careful, please. 

KAELA: We’ll be fine, I promise!

(WILLIAM glares at VINCENT and exits.)

VINCENT: Finally, we’re alone. You know… I am drunk.

KAELA: (pause) Well, I’m pretty sure I’m sober enough for the both of  us.

VINCENT: Until now. 

(VINCENT pulls out a bottle of  Fireball from his coat pocket.)

KAELA: Eh, I’ve got a love-hate relationship with Fireball. But I guess I’ll have a shot with you.

(VINCENT twists the cap off  and chugs from the bottle. He passes the opened container to KAELA and she 
does the same.)

VINCENT: Drank too much last time?

KAELA: Yeah, it was bad.

(VINCENT takes another shot of  Fireball.)

KAELA: Hey, don’t drink too much! Remember what William said? 

VINCENT: All right, then.

(VINCENT sets the whiskey down on the ground. He picks KAELA up and carries her. KAELA laughs. 



Spring 2016The Chestatee Review
22

23
(VINCENT faces the moon as he sets KAELA down. They both look off  into the distance.)

VINCENT: Ah, a full moon tonight. 

KAELA: Wow, it’s beautiful. Look at all the stars. Last time I came up here, it was cloudy, and I 
couldn’t really see anything. 

VINCENT: Look at all those cellphone towers. How many can you count? I see like thirty of  
them.

KAELA: So many voices…

VINCENT: I wonder how many of  these were here twenty years ago?

KAELA: I don’t know. 1995? Maybe like one or two?

VINCENT: Back when cell phones were the size of  a brick.

KAELA: (laughing) Remember the car phone?

VINCENT: Yeah, my dad had one in his car. (pause) Let’s walk to the other side.

(KAELA and VINCENT walk to the south side of  the roof.)

KAELA: Hey look, there’s Walmart. See the blue and yellow blur over there?

VINCENT: Yeah, I see it. That looks like Stone Mountain off  in the distance. 

KAELA: It looks like a tiny hill from here. There’s the train station to the left. Next to the old 
grain mill. See it?

VINCENT: Yeah. There’s the airport, too.

KAELA: Where?

VINCENT: See the row of  lights? (VINCENT points.)

KAELA: Oh yeah, now I see it. Look at all that smoke rising to the left of  it.

VINCENT: I think that’s Cargill.

(VINCENT grabs KAELA’s hand and walks towards the middle of  the roof. He pulls out the Fireball and 
drinks from the bottle. He hands the whiskey to KAELA, and she takes a shot. A siren sounds as a police car 
drives below, and blue light radiates off  the building. A train’s horn roars in the distance. Laughter echoes from 
the bar across the street. VINCENT sets the alcohol down, and KAELA grabs him by the hand and dances 
with him. They both spin around in circles as they laugh.) 

VINCENT: This is amazing. 

(They stop dancing, and VINCENT holds KAELA in his arms as they both look up towards the sky. They 

kiss.)

KAELA: It’s so cold up here compared to down there! 

VINCENT: Yeah, and windy. 

KAELA: Did you know this building was a hundred years old?

VINCENT: Really? I didn’t think it was that old. 

KAELA: Yeah, it was built in 1915, I think. There was a tornado in the 1930’s that destroyed ev-
ery building in town except this one.

VINCENT: Interesting.  

KAELA: Yeah, like two hundred people died. It’s weird how this is the tallest building in town 
but nothing has happened to it. 

VINCENT: So, is William in love with you, or what?

KAELA: What do you mean? You can tell?

VINCENT: Have you seen the way he looks at you?

KAELA: Oh… I guess I never noticed. I know he likes me, but he’s too old for me.

VINCENT: What does he do?

KAELA: He works for a crisis line. It’s a suicide hotline that actually meets with the people who 
call so they don’t hurt themselves.

(VINCENT nods. KAELA backs away, and VINCENT reaches his arm out and grabs KAELA by the 
hand.)

KAELA: What’s this?

(KAELA lifts VINCENT’s wrist closer towards her face.)

KAELA: Scars? What are these from?

VINCENT: Three years ago when I attempted suicide. 

KAELA: (pause) Why did you do that? 

VINCENT: Because I was depressed. (pause) I have a mixed mood disorder and paranoid delu-
sions. I feel like everyone thinks I’m worthless and stupid because I feel that way. I’ve been on 
meds for most of  my life.

KAELA: What’s a mixed mood disorder?
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VINCENT: Bipolar. Mixed mood disorder sounds less like I’m crazy. (pause) But I actually have 
an illness. People don’t get that.

(KAELA lets go of  VINCENT’s wrist. He picks up the Fireball and takes another shot. He motions for 
KAELA to drink, but she shakes her head.)

KAELA: So are there times when you’re happy, or do you always feel depressed?

VINCENT: I’m happier at some times than other times, but for the most part, I always feel 
depressed.

KAELA: Why are you depressed?

VINCENT: I guess because no matter what I do, we’re all going to die.

KAELA: Yeah, but death makes life important.

VINCENT: If  you say so.

(KAELA faces VINCENT and lifts up her sleeve to reveal her faded white scars.)

KAELA: I tried once. Obviously, I failed.

VINCENT: I’m glad you’re alive.

KAELA: I’m glad you’re alive. Do my scars make me hideous?

VINCENT: No, not even a little. You’re gorgeous. Why did you try to kill yourself ?

KAELA: (pause) I guess I’m depressed because I don’t really have anyone. 

VINCENT: You can have me. I found you.

KAELA: Okay. (smiling) I’ve just moved around a lot, and I haven’t really had many happy rela-
tionships. It seems that a lot of  people just use each other. It’s lonely and confusing.

VINCENT: I get that. I’m not trying to use you.

KAELA: Yeah, I fell through the cracks years ago and never made it back. I just hate that I’m 
going to die alone.

VINCENT: Everyone dies alone. You won’t live alone, though. You’re beautiful, smart, and car-
ing. This is a tiny place full of  broken people. That’s why you haven’t met anyone right for you 
yet. There’s someone out there for you.

KAELA: I wish it could be you, but people say you aren’t right for me.

VINCENT: People can have their opinions. I’ll admit that I’m a drunk and depressed and un-
deremployed and useless. I’ve been broken and beaten down, but I’m still standing here. What 
can anyone other than you say is good for you? Maybe I am bad for everyone. Even myself.

(VINCENT lights a cigarette, grabs the Fireball, and walks towards the east side of  the roof  that overlooks the 
bar across the street.)

VINCENT: Let’s check out this side.

KAELA: Wonder what everyone’s up to?

(KAELA and VINCENT look over the edge of  the roof  and notice others outside of  the bar smoking ciga-
rettes.)

KAELA: You’re really smart, though, Vincent. But life isn’t really about being smart, anyway.

VINCENT: It’s about being able to actively fuck over people and take what you want and give 
nothing back. I can’t do that.

KAELA: Me neither. I’m sorry, Vincent.

VINCENT: Don’t be sorry. I have problems just like everyone has problems. At least we have 
each other to be miserable with. 

KAELA: But why? Why are we miserable?

VINCENT: Our brains are just wired that way I guess. I wish I could cheer you up. 

KAELA: I’m content right now. I’m really only sad when I stay at home for long periods of  time. 
That’s when I start thinking too much.

VINCENT: If  I can make you smile, even a little, I’ve done something great. 

KAELA: (smiling) Aww, you’re sweet.

VINCENT: I do like you, you know. And I meant it when I said life is better with you in it.

KAELA: But better for whom? You or me?

VINCENT: Better for me. (pause) I want to know everything about you and make you smile.

KAELA: Would you protect me?

VINCENT: I would protect you from the bad shit and help you with the things I couldn’t pro-
tect you from. I watched my mom go through abuse. When I was old enough to stop it, the vio-
lence started on me. I don’t want anyone to go through that. Ever. It broke me as a person. 

(VINCENT grabs the Fireball out of  his coat pocket and takes two large shots.)

KAELA: I’m sorry. 

VINCENT: Yeah. I guess I’m a born loser.

KAELA: That doesn’t mean that you have to lose.
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VINCENT: You’re right.

KAELA: I can relate a little bit. I feel like there are things that have happened to me that haven’t 
happened to anyone else. 

VINCENT: Out of  seven billion?

KAELA: Right. It’s just like all those cellphone towers. There are so many people that there’s 
bound to be somebody somewhere, exactly like us. But how do we find them? I haven’t met many 
people that really understood me. (pause) I feel like I’ve aged ten years in the last three. 

(Patrons laugh as they drink and smoke outside of  the bar down below. KAELA and VINCENT both look 
above and see a shooting star.)

KAELA: Wow! Look at that!

VINCENT: Yeah. It’s pretty.

KAELA: If  you could wish for anything right now, what would it be?

VINCENT: I’m not sure. For the world to be a better place? 

(VINCENT takes another shot of  whiskey.)

KAELA: Would you be happy then?

VINCENT: Probably not. (pause) If  I jumped now, would the world be a better place?

KAELA: I don’t think so.

VINCENT: I think most depressed people only want to die because they have to. 

KAELA: Don’t die. I might need you.

VINCENT: Why would you need me?

KAELA: I don’t know yet.

VINCENT: You’re right. I decided not to take the easy way out, because maybe there’s someone 
I might actually help in my life. 

KAELA: Yeah. We all will.

VINCENT: You know, I do think you are as pretty as the stars at night. 

(VINCENT takes another shot of  Fireball and drops the bottle off  the rooftop. Patrons who stand outside of  
the bar are splashed with whiskey, and glass shatters across the street. A car alarm sounds.)

KAELA: Oh my god! 

VINCENT: It was an accident.

KAELA: You could have hurt someone! 

VINCENT: I said I didn’t mean to.

KAELA: Do you even feel bad at all?

VINCENT: Yes.

(KAELA yells out to the patrons to ask if  they are all right. Several customers inspect nearby vehicles for dam-
age. KAELA backs away from VINCENT.)

KAELA: This is too much. You’re so sweet when you’re sober. I told you not to get drunk up 
here!

(WILLIAM enters through the door to the roof.)

WILLIAM: What’s going on?!

KAELA: William! What are you doing back?

WILLIAM: A team assigned to another area decided to take that last crisis call since they haven’t 
had any calls for the past two days. (pause) Why are people yelling outside?

(WILLIAM walks towards the edge to observe the people outside of  the bar. He glares at both VINCENT 
and KAELA. VINCENT leaves without saying a word.) 

KAELA: I’m sorry. He brought some Fireball up here and we drank a little. He accidentally 
dropped the whiskey bottle off  of  the building.

WILLIAM: I knew I shouldn’t have trusted you.

KAELA: I’m sorry! It wasn’t my idea! Please don’t be mad at me!

WILLIAM: I’m not mad at you. I told you to stay away from him. I told you he was crazy. 

(WILLIAM puts his hand on KAELA’s shoulder.)

KAELA: But he can be really sweet-

WILLIAM: It’s all an act. 

KAELA: Why do you say that?

WILLIAM: Because it’s true. I’m just looking out for you. I care about you. You’re one of  my 
only close friends.

(WILLIAM and KAELA look down towards the street as VINCENT enters his car and drives away.) 
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WILLIAM: See? Now he’s driving home drunk. He could kill somebody. 

(KAELA turns around and looks down towards the ground.)

WILLIAM: He didn’t even stop to ask if  any of  those people were all right!

KAELA: He was being so sweet. Then all of  a sudden he just started acting weird. 

WILLIAM: Yeah. Well, he’s bipolar, and he takes meds for it. He really shouldn’t be drinking in 
the first place. Something bad could happen to him if  he drinks heavily while taking those pills.

KAELA: Like what?

WILLIAM: I don’t know.  Seizures, maybe. 

(KAELA walks towards WILLIAM and hugs him. He embraces her.)

KAELA: I’m sorry. 

WILLIAM: Don’t worry about it. There’s nothing you can do about it now. Just be careful, all 
right? You’re gonna find someone really good for you. Just don’t settle, okay?

(WILLIAM backs away from KAELA and walks towards the exit.)

KAELA: Wait! I-

WILLIAM: What? Aren’t you cold?

KAELA: (pause) Yeah. I am.

WILLIAM: Then, let’s go.

(KAELA follows WILLIAM through the door to the stairwell. After they shut the door, tires screech from the 
direction of  VINCENT’s departure. A loud crash ensues, and people run down the street to observe the scene.)

Kelly Lynne Donnelly attends the University 
of  North Georgia where she majors in English 
with a concentration in Writing and Publication. 
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2ndCruise Director 
Sampson

Emmy Dixon
Characters:

SAMPSON: a thirty-something tour boat operator with a glorious mullet and a thick 
southern accent

DELILAH: a twenty-something from New York City. She is now a tour boat operator for 
a rival company. 

JIM: a 60 something older man with good manners, a potential client

MATT: Jim’s teenage son, typical sudy attitude

Setting: On a dock in the Okefenokee Swamp, late evening

Scene
SAMSON on stage, checking the rigging on his boat, pauses to check his reflection in a pocket mirror, pull out a 
brush to fix his hair. Crack a beer. 

Enter DELILAH

SAMSON: (whistles) Lookin’ good, girl. Good enough to eat. You better watch dem gators t’day. 
They be huuuun-

DELILAH: For the love of  God, Samson-

SAMSON: That’s Cruise Director Samson.

DELILAH: Of  course, Cruise Director Samson. You know that’s sexual harassment don’t you?

SAMSON: I cain’t help what da gators be wantin’ to do which ya. I’m just givin’ a friendly 
warnin’.

DELILAH: I’ve asked you to stop. I’ve given you three official warnings. The next step is to call 
your boss.

SAMSON: My dad don’t care. I’m my own boss, sweet thing. I’m a one-man party machine. No 
one can control this beast...no one can control this much man. 

(He runs his hands through his mullet)
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SAMSON: But I’d let you be the boss of  me for a while...if  ya want.

(He finishes his beer, crushes the can and flings it into the swamp)

DELILAH: Please. I’d swim naked in this swamp before I’d ---ugh. Seriously, knock it off.

SAMSON: I can dig it. Don’t be ashamed. (starts to unbutton his shirt) Let’s get naked, baby.

DELILAH: NO. Don’t you do it. I’ll scream.

SAMSON: That’s right Delish, I’m gonna make you scream.

DELILAH: Stop right there or I’ll call the police.

(She pulls out her phone)

SAMSON: (throws hands up) Ok, ok, don’t shoot. Delish don’t wanna have fun. I get it. What they 
do to ya up north that made you so pretty to look at, but so sour to eat?

DELILAH: I’m just very serious about my job. I’m here to preserve this beautiful place and all 
its creatures from the likes of  you.

SAMSON: (looking hurt) From me? What’ve I done? I loves these waters and evry critter in it.

DELILAH: (pointing to the can still bobbing in the water) Yeah, and a turtle is going to take that home 
and use it for a plate, right?

SAMSON: Well, they might. You don’t know.

DELILAH: I know you and your family have done more to damage these wetlands than you 
have to help them.

SAMSON: My family’s been here for over a hundred years. I got swamper blood. We knows evry 
corner of  this here blackwater. I know things that you an your fancy schoolin’ can never know.

DELILAH: (pointing to the oil slick on the water) Do you know what that oil leaking from your boat 
is doing to this delicate eco-system?

SAMSON: (pointing to her pants) Do you know what them britches is doing to my eco-system?

DELILAH: Samson-

SAMSON: Cruise Director Samson.

DELILAH: Cruise Director Samson, you are disgusting.

SAMSON: I know you love me... you just play hard to get. Yer like a gator in heat. All claws and 
teeth, but I knows ya want some all the same.

(He combs his hair and replaces his hat carefully)

DELILAH: Would you stop preening? You’re like some kind of  damn bird.

SAMSON: What? You don’t like birds? Save all your love for skeeters? Birds got feelings too, ya 
know.

DELILAH: Are you for real?

SAMSON: Like a heart attack, baby.

DELILAH: (long sigh) It’s going to be a long night if  we don’t get some traffic.

SAMSON: Wanna beer?

DELILAH: Depends. You got anything microbrewed?

SAMSON: D’hells that?

DELILAH: Rube.

SAMSON: Ya wanna play cards or sumpin? We could do a little conga...

(He shakes his hips suggestively at her)

DELILAH: Get real. I’ve got water samples to collect. Plus, I’m looking for a rare species of  
mosquito. You just keep to your side of  the dock.

SAMSON: No problem Sweetheart, but if  you change your mind...

(He swings his hips again)

Enter patrons JIM and MATT

DELILAH: Thank God. Hello there! How are you guys this evening! Looks like someone is 
ready to see the magnificent Okefenokee at sunset—

SAMSON: Now, I know y’all are wantin’ to see some gators as big as a tree and I know where’s 
they are. I’d be happy to take you out.

DELILAH: Don’t listen to him! There’s no way to enjoy this scenery with all that noise and 
pollution he’s putting out.

SAMSON: Hey now, Sweetheart, don’t you be tellin’ no lies on me. What can I do ya for this 
evenin’?

(SAMSON puts out his hand to JIM; JIM takes it )

JIM: Well, yes, I’m Jim and this is my son Matt. We are indeed looking to enjoy a sunset on the 
water, and I know my son here is hoping to see an alligator. Aren’t you Matt?

(MATT says nothing; he is listening to music in earbuds)
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JIM: (Shakes MATT’s shoulder; MATT pulls out his earbuds) I said, aren’t you hoping to see an 
alligator, Matt?

MATT: Oh, yeah, right.

(He checks out DELILAH and perks up)

DELILAH: (Pushing in front of  SAMSON) It’s nice to meet you Jim and Matt, I’m Delilah. You 
can call me Delia.

SAMSON: (SAMSON butts in and puts out his hand to JIM) Or just call her Delish, I do. No, I’m 
the man you need. I’m Cruise Director Samson. You can call me Cruise Director Samson. This 
here lady is pretty, sho nuff, but she don’t know the swamp like I do.

JIM: Yes, well, we definitely need an expert. Is this here your vessel?

SAMSON: Hells yes, this is the S.S.Victoria, a certified, first-rate swamper. I’ve got a 9-volt 
cooler fully stocked with PBR and a boombox loaded with the best of  Gloria Estefan. Come on 
folks, let’s roll.

MATT: Hey now! Not so fast. I think this other boat looks more...interesting.(gestures towards 
DELILAH)

DELILAH: Well, she does have a lot to offer. She is powered by nothing but our own initiative 
and has zero environmental impact. Because there’s no engine noise, I can get you up closer to 
the alligators--

SAMSON: Yeah, but what ya gonna do when one jumps on that raft wit ya? You don’t know 
how to protect these folks! They need a man like me (flexes his bicep) ifn theys gonna get next to 
the gators.

JIM: I do think—

MATT: I’m sure we can handle it, can’t we, Delia?

(He moves to her side of  the dock and gazes adoringly at her)

DELILAH: Well I’m far less likely to encounter a problem than Samson—

SAMSON: Cruise Director Samson.

DELILAH: Than that, that, redneck Rambo over there.

SAMSON: Hey now, that ain’t nice. Plus, it ain’t true. She is more likely to have a problem with 
gators.

DELILAH: And why is that?

SAMSON: (Behind his hand to the patrons) Cuz she’s havin’ her monthly.

(DELILAH gasps)

SAMSON: It draws ‘em. Makes ‘em crazy.

DELILAH: That’s it. I’m telling your dad. You are out of  line.

SAMSON: (To JIM) See?

JIM: Indeed, I do see. Worrisome behavior. Come along, Matt. I think we’ll throw our lot in with 
Mr. Samson—

SAMSON: Cruise Director Samson.

(Takes out his brush and brushes his mullet)

JIM: Yes, sorry, Mr. Cruise Director Samson.

DELILAH: Are you kidding me? This guy is a moron. Let me tell you about the alligator last 
year that almost drug off  a small child from one of  his (air quotes) tours.

SAMSON: That child was never in any danger. On the contrary (puffs his chest out) I beat that 
gator to death with my bare hands and a handy femur bone I dug outta the muck.

JIM: A femur? As in a human...leg?

MATT: That’s what a femur is. Yes. Now get in the boat, dad.

JIM: I don’t know about going with that (hushed) bleeding woman into the swamp.

DELILAH: I assure you I’m not bleeding, and even if  I was, it’s not a problem. Come on, guys, 
you can help me collect water samples while we look for nesting egrets.

JIM: Egrets are my favorite bird. Oh, I don’t know! What a quandary.

MATT: Get in the boat, Dad.

SAMSON: Don’t be so hasty young Master Matt. Have ya played shuffleboard upon the high 
seas? Have you trailed yer fingers in the water at 20 knots? Have ya had mosquitoes smack yer 
face in tiny bloody explosions?

DELILAH: Why would he want to do any of  that? If  he comes with me, he has a real chance to 
make a difference in this world. It’s one less oil-spilling, habitat-disrupting drunken cruise—

SAMSON: Hey now, I ain’t drunk!

DELILA: Plus, I need help finding a special mosquito. Matt, you look like you could be great...
help.

SAMSON: Jim and Matt, don’t let her fool you into collectin’ bugs like some kind of  fly paper. 
You need adventure! You need gators! (Turns on the boombox and Gloria Estefen comes on)
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O eh, o eh, o eh, oo aah
O eh, o eh, o eh, oo aah
Yah yeh goh

(Shouts above the music)

SAMSON: You need rhythm!

(DELILAH marches over and turns off  the music)

SAMSON: Hey!

DELILAH: Shut it! For God’s sake. I’ve had enough of  that crap. Every day on this dock for the 
last year. I can’t hear anymore or it’ll be your leg they’re pulling out of  the swamp.

(SAMSON looks hurt, arms crossed)

JIM: Well, I’m rather fond of  the Latin vibe. I, for one, would like for the rhythm to catch me.

(SAMSON pulls out his brush again, combing out his mullet; he checks his reflection in his mirror)

MATT: How about it, Delia? Shall we leave these people to the gators?

DELILAH: Sure. Let your dad go with Samson, and we’ll take a gentler path through the 
currents.

(MATT climbs into her boat; DELILAH is still on the dock)

JIM: I’m not so sure you should go with her, Matt. I think maybe we should stay together.

MATT: No, I think just me and Delia should go. You go with Samson over there.

SAMSON: Cruise Director Samson.

MATT: Whatever. Old people do your thing. We’ll do ours. (To DELILAH) Come on, get in.

SAMSON: (To JIM quietly) Watch this.

(DELILAH starts to climb down into her boat. Just as she steps down, SAMSON fires up the motor on his 
boat. This startles her and she falls back into the water. She comes up sputtering and angry. MATT helps her 
climb back onto the dock. SAMSON is laughing and turns his back to her as she marches over to him. She pulls 
a knife from her pocket, grabs a hold of  his mullet and saws it off. They struggle and he knocks the knife from her 
hand.)

SAMSON: Damn it, Delia! What’s a matter with you? I been growin’ that since my grandpappy 
was ate ten years ago! How my gonna fight de gators now? That’s what gave me my powers.

(JIM pulls MATT reluctantly from the stage)

DELILAH: Your powers? Your powers for what? Being a slimy, overbearing, polluting peacock? 

Frankly, I could care less about your powers. It looked like a drowned squirrel under your hat. 
Disgusting.

(SAMSON sits down and sags, looks sad. He rubs his head forlornly)

SAMSON: I don’t even know what to think. I don’t know if  I can still be me. You’ve hurt me 
girl, done cut my heart out.

(DELILAH sighs and then sits down next to him)

DELILAH: I’m sorry, alright. I lost my head for a minute. Damn, you drive me crazy.

SAMSON: Same.

DELILAH: (Puts her hand on his shoulder) Can you forgive me?

SAMSON: Oh, I suppose we can work something out.

DELILAH: You know, you’re kinda cute without that hair.

SAMSON: You think so?

(Pulls out his mirror and brush)

DELILAH: (Leans in to nuzzle his neck) Samson, I think—

SAMSON: Cruise Director Samson.

DELILAH: Cruise Director Samson, I think you’re suddenly irresistible.

Finally, graduation arrives, yet finds Emmy Dixon no 
closer to her destination. Write on, she must. Write 
on, she will. It’s the only thing. The Chestatee Review 
has chronicled the peaks in her battle with indecision, 
overcorrection, vanity, self-loathing, procrastination, and 
always guilt. This is not the end, beautiful friends. 
(See also: 67, 79, 86, and 90)
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3rd Side Show
Jansen Castleberry

Cast of  Characters:

JOSH: A magician at the Coney Island Side Show. Average looking guy. Mid thirties. Goes by the 
stage name ‘The Duke of  Deception: Dmitri” 

LENA: Josh’s assistant. “Lovely Lena.” She is covered in colorful tattoos and is very fiery. Late 
twenties. 

MICHELLE: Serpentina in the side show. Long, curly hair. Split tongue. Fun personality. Early 
thirties. 

PETE: The host of  the side show. Has a waxed, Brooklyn-hipster-eqsue curly mustache. 

MOLLY: A small girl around the age of  nine. Private school uniform. Bold. 

Setting: The Coney Island Side Show on the boardwalk. 

Time: Present day

Scene 1

(LENA enters the backstage area. The sound of  applause can be heard in the distance. She sees JOSH already 
sitting on his stool in front of  his mirror and takes her seat beside him.)

LENA: (wiping her make-up off  with a baby wipe) Good show tonight. You’re really getting the hang 
of  this.

JOSH: Thanks. You were great.

LENA: We’re all going out for drinks tonight if  you want to join in.

JOSH: I’m okay.

LENA: Come on, Josh. We’re all friends here. We want you to come out with us.

JOSH: Thanks, but I’m okay. I’ve got things to do at home. 

LENA: (nods) Suit yourself. We’ll be at Ruby’s if  you want to join us. 

JOSH: (finally makes eye contact with LENA) Thank you. You, too. 

(PETE enters and wraps his arms around LENA. JOSH looks back into his mirror and begins to wipe off  
some of  his eyeliner.)

PETE: Ready to go? Josh, are you coming? 

JOSH: Nope. Have a good night. 

PETE: (Tightens his grip on LENA as he speaks) Come on! Come have a drink with us tonight.

JOSH: I’m pretty worn out. Maybe next time. 

(PETE leads LENA out the door, but LENA looks back at JOSH and gives him a small wave. JOSH lets 
out a deep breath and looks at his worn duffle bag that has been sitting under his vanity. He rifles through dirty 
clothes and pulls out a photograph. He tucks it into the groove of  the mirror and stares at it before finishing the 
makeup removal process.)

(LIGHTS OUT)

Scene 2

(LIGHTS UP)

Same dressing room, but day. LENA is draped across PETE’S lap as she is animatedly telling a story. JOSH 
and MICHELLE sit at their respective vanities.

LENA: I promised myself  I would stop doing this, but I finally confronted the guy and asked 
him if  he wanted to see if  I could really swallow a sword. I was going to throw my drink at him, 
but why waste five dollars and good gin? 

PETE: (laughing) His eyes were (motions with his hands) THIS wide. It was fantastic!

MICHELLE: Lena, you are such a …

LENA: Comedian? 

MICHELLE:  I was going to say bitch. I was going to say it in the most loving way possible, 
though. Those drunk assholes at the bar are the worst.

PETE: Lena has learned how to use her powers for evil! Good luck out there today, Sweetheart. 

(PETE gently kisses LENA before moving her off  of  his lap.) 

MICHELLE: Ten in one, today, guys! Let’s do it! 

PETE: Eight in one. Heather called out today, so she and Fred will have to sit it out. 

LENA: Still, five dollars a person to watch eight of  us? We’re worth ten at the very least. 
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(PETE laughs and exits the stage.)

MICHELLE: Dare I say, my act alone is worth twenty dollars. Josh? What about you? 

JOSH: (quietly) Any money is good with me. 

(LENA walks over and snakes her arms around JOSH’s shoulders.)

LENA: You’ve been here for three weeks and we don’t know your backstory. What tragic 
incident in your past caused you to become a magician?

JOSH: It’s a job. 

(JOSH stands up gently and LENA takes her hands off  of  him.) 

LENA: Accounting is a job. Magic is…a passion. 

JOSH: I’ve got to go change into my costume. Excuse me. 

LENA: Not until you tell me why you came to Coney Island and joined our little freak brigade. 

MICHELLE: Not everyone has a tragic backstory, Lena. Stop being a hopeless romantic. 

LENA: (rolls her eyes) You clearly didn’t do it for the community. You always promise that you’ll 
join us for drinks next week when last week’s next week has already happened. You’re a cute guy, 
Josh. You had to have done something before this. 

JOSH: (has the residue of  a smile on his face from being called cute) It’s just a job, Lena. I really have to 
change now. 

(JOSH exits the stage with his ragged duffle bag and LENA looks at MICHELLE. She sits down in front of  
JOSH’S mirror.)

LENA: I’m supposed to be his lovely assistant and I don’t even know the guy. Why would you 
bother with this business if  you didn’t like it? 

MICHELLE: Why don’t you ask Pete? He hired him. 

LENA:  I don’t want to ask Pete. I want to get Josh to talk. 

(LENA looks at the vanity and notices the picture stuck in the mirror.) 

LENA: Look at this…

MICHELLE: She’s gorgeous! Maybe he has a fetish for the clean cut, Martha Stewart type. 

LENA: I wonder who it is... 

MICHELLE: And the little kid. He doesn’t wear a ring, does he? 

LENA: No, he seems very much a single man. You don’t think…

MICHELLE: That he has a closet wife and kid? Come on, Lena. Half  of  us are in normal 
committed relationships. It’s not that outrageous. 

LENA: But he just seems so…alone. 

MICHELLE: Do you think you’re projecting that on him? Maybe you want him to be alone so 
that you could be the one he opens up to? It’s what you tend to look for in men…unavailability. 

LENA: No, no. I just get a weird vibe from him. I think he wants to be friends. 

MICHELLE: I think you want him to want to be friends.

(JOSH returns onto the stage in his blazer and dress shirt and narrows his eyes at LENA sitting on his stool.)

LENA: Dapper. 

JOSH: (reaches for his bowtie on the vanity and nods) Thanks.

(LENA moves toward her own vanity and begins to do her makeup. She lines a smoky black ring around each 
one of  her eyes and applies bright red lipstick.)

JOSH: Hey, Lena, I’m going to work on it. 

LENA: Work on what? The guillotine thing? It’s a crowd pleaser, Josh. Don’t worry about it…

JOSH: No, the being anti-social thing. I’m working on it. 

(LENA looks over at JOSH and gives him a smile. She’s surprised to find him smiling back at her.) 

LENA: Glad to hear it. 

(JOSH ties his bowtie while glancing at the photograph in the mirror. He sits down and is silent as the girls exit 
the stage to change costumes.) 

(PETE enters)

PETE: Have a good show today. 

JOSH: Thanks. You, too. I’ll be more careful with Lena. That guillotine mistake was a one-time 
deal—

PETE: She’s a pro. She’ll be fine. Show starts in fifteen, so I’ll see you then. 

(PETE exits the stage and leaves JOSH alone. JOSH ties and then reties his bowtie and stares at himself  in his 
mirror.)

(LIGHTS OUT)
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Scene 3
(LIGHTS UP)
The stage has now shifted into the actual performance stage. The backdrop is a painted mural of  side show 
exhibits with the words: Coney Island Circus Freak Show painted on the top. PETE stands alone and grins at 
the crowd. He now speaks directly to the audience.

PETE: Welcome welcome, ladies and gentlemen. How are you enjoying your time in sunny 
Coney Island? Wonderful! We’ve got quite the show for you today. I’m your host, Python Pete. 
Sadly, it’s not a double entendre. As Freud said, “Sometimes a stage name is just a stage name.” 
Some of  you have been here before, but for those who haven’t, I’d like to say that you’re in for a 
treat. 

(The stage slowly rotates as PETE does his spiel. His voice slowly fades out as the set has revolved back to the 
backstage area. MICHELLE, JOSH, and LENA are all in their performance costumes. PETE’S voice is 
heard faintly in the background.) 

MICHELLE: How did you pick your stage name?

JOSH: It was my great uncle’s name. 

LENA: I love it. Dmitri. Are you Russian? 

JOSH: Da. 

LENA: Oooh. Do you speak more than the basics of  Russian?

(JOSH nods)

JOSH: I picked it up from living in Brighton Beach. I grew up there. 

LENA: Have you always lived in Brooklyn?

JOSH: (shrugs) I don’t guess it matters. 

LENA: Everyone has to be from somewhere. 

MICHELLE: Yeah, I’m from Dallas. Couldn’t wait to move to Manhattan and ended up in 
Brooklyn. So it goes. 

LENA: I’m from the Bronx. I always loved Coney Island as a kid. Did you come here a lot 
growing up? 

JOSH: Yeah.  

(JOSH turns away from the girls and messes with some objects on his vanity.)

PETE: (from offstage) PLEASE WELCOME THE TALENTED, THE SENSUAL, THE SNAKE 
CHARMER, SERPENTINA! 

MICHELLE: (stands up to run off  stage) Gotta go! 

(As MICHELLE leaves, PETE enters and sits down on a stool.)

PETE: Lena, are we having drinks tonight? 

LENA: Yeah, sure. Is everyone coming? 

PETE: Of  course. God forbid we have an actual date. 

(LENA laughs and looks over at JOSH who is still rearranging objects on his vanity.) 

LENA: Josh, you want to come out for drinks tonight? 

JOSH: (without looking up) Not tonight. 

LENA: You said you were going to—

JOSH: Not tonight, Lena. 

PETE: Ease up, Lena. He has a life outside of  us. We should all be more like Josh and stop 
hanging out as a group every night. 

(LENA looks over at JOSH and nods.) 

LENA: Sure. 

(Applause is heard offstage—presumably from Serpentina’s act) 

JOSH: I’m going to go smoke. I’ll be back later. 

LENA: We’re up in ten minutes! 

(JOSH waves his wrist watch at her before exiting the stage.)

LENA: So, what’s up with him? Did he murder someone?

PETE: Why would you think that?

LENA: Because he won’t answer my questions!

PETE: Just because some people are private doesn’t mean they’re felons. If  I know you, and I 
do, you were probably asking all the wrong questions. 

LENA: I still say that something is up with him. 

PETE: I wouldn’t have hired him if  he were a dangerous assassin or a raging addict. Trust me, 
Lena. The guy is okay. 

(LENA crosses her arms and looks anxiously at the wings for JOSH to return. After a beat of  silence, he walks 
in and nods at both LENA and PETE.) 
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PETE: You’re on. 

(PETE disappears, but you hear his voice as the stage rotates to reveal the performance space.)

PETE: Ladies and Gentlemen, may I present this fantastic duo: The Duke of  Deception: Dmitri 
and his assistant Lovely Lena! 

(LENA and JOSH walk out onto the stage and take their bows.)

JOSH: Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen. I’d like to start off  with a simple card trick. Could 
I have a volunteer from the audience, please? Lena, would you like to pick?

(LENA scans the front row of  the audience. She picks a little girl that’s hopefully sitting in the aisle of  the 
theatre—just below the stage.)

LENA: You look eager. Sweetheart, would you like to come up and join us? 

(MOLLY runs up onto the stage and JOSH’S eyes widen.)

JOSH: Pick your card. 

(JOSH holds out a deck of  cards and MOLLY plucks one from the middle. JOSH stands still for a moment. 
His face reflects utter disbelief.)

LENA: Now, show your card to me and the audience, but not to Dmitri. 

(LENA casts a worried look at JOSH who is still speechless. MOLLY swings the card around for the audience 
to see.)

JOSH: Put the card back in the deck. 

(MOLLY places the card back in the deck and JOSH shuffles the deck. He plucks the card back out.) 

JOSH: Is this your card? 

MOLLY: Yes. 

(JOSH walks offstage and MOLLY runs after him. LENA, wide eyed, looks at the audience.)

LENA: Magic can be exhausting. Dmitri will return in a moment; but for now, who wants to see 
some sword swallowing? 

(The stage revolves back into the dressing room as Lena is vamping to the audience. JOSH is standing over his 
vanity while MOLLY stands a few feet away.) 

JOSH: How did you get here? 

MOLLY: The subway. 

JOSH: Why aren’t you at school? 

MOLLY: Grandma finally told me where you were, so I left school and got on the subway. 

JOSH: What have we told you for years!? You could have been killed, Molly! You could have 
been kidnapped! The city isn’t safe—especially for a kid! 

MOLLY: (angrily) I wanted to see you! 

JOSH: Jesus Christ. So, no one knows you’re here…

MOLLY: Grandma probably does. It’s not fair, Dad! 

JOSH: Life isn’t fair, kid. 

MOLLY: But I miss you and I’m ready for you to come home! 

JOSH: (sighs) I miss you, too. 

(JOSH wraps MOLLY in a hug and holds her tightly.)

JOSH: I’m sorry, Molly. I’m going to have to call your mom. 

MOLLY: NO! Don’t call her! Call Grandma! 

JOSH: You’re breaking the law here. I’m going to call Grandma to come pick you up and take 
you back to school. I’m sorry. Christmas isn’t that far away. I’ll see you then, okay?

(MOLLY clings to JOSH as he dials his cell phone.)

(LIGHTS OUT)

Scene 4

(LIGHTS UP)

(In the dressing room. MOLLY is gone and JOSH sits alone at his vanity, drinking scotch straight from the 
bottle. LENA enters.)

LENA: So, what happened today? 

JOSH: My daughter ditched school and took the subway from the Upper East to Coney Island 
all by herself. 

LENA: To see you? 

JOSH: Yeah. 

LENA: Do you want to elaborate and share your scotch? 

JOSH: Do you think I’m finally going to answer all of  your questions just because I’m drinking? 
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LENA: It would be awfully nice of  you. I care about you, Josh. We all do. Tell us what’s going on. 

JOSH: I’m a convicted felon. 

LENA: (her eyes widen a bit) For? 

(JOSH takes a deep breath and another sip of  scotch before continuing.) 

JOSH: Assault. Battery. Whatever you want to call it. 

LENA: Not—

JOSH: No, not my kid! I would never do that, Lena. I caught my wife sleeping with someone 
she worked with. I lost control, he pressed charges, and I went to jail for a year and a half. There. 
Now am I every bit as fucked up as you were determined for me to be!?

LENA: I’m really sorry. 

JOSH: I lost my daughter, lost my wife, lost my job. I’m living with my parents in Brighton 
Beach. This is the only job I could get. Degrading myself  for money.

LENA: Is that what you think we do here? Degrade ourselves for money?

JOSH: What do we do here? 

LENA: We perform. We entertain. I’ve wanted to work at Coney Island since I came here as a 
kid. Everything about this place is pure magic to me. 

JOSH: I’m doing this to pay my rent and half  of  my kid’s tuition because my wife insists that I 
can’t see her, but I can pay for that ridiculous Ivy League elementary school. 

LENA: You honestly come out on stage every single day and feel degraded? 

JOSH: I had a great job, Lena! I was doing well. Then this happened and now I feel…stuck. 

LENA: I’m sorry that all of  us here at rock bottom aren’t who you wanted to work with.  

(LENA starts to get up, but JOSH pulls her back down)

JOSH: I’m sorry. I never should have said any of  that. I’m grateful for my job…and to Pete for 
giving it to me. 

LENA: You’re a really funny guy, Josh. You’re cute and you’re smart. I really wanted you to be 
someone else. 

JOSH: I’m not. I’m just me. 

LENA: I figured that would be enough, but even since you’ve opened up…you’re still a closed 
book. We’re a team here, Josh. Like it or not, you’re part of  that team. 

(JOSH takes another drink from the bottle. He offers it to LENA and she accepts.)

JOSH: I’m being such an asshole to the only person who seems to care about me. I’m sorry, 
Lena. You should have known me two years ago…

LENA: I know you now. I know that you’re a funny guy who is an excellent magician and a good 
dad. I think that knowing you now would be pretty cool if  you would let us all get to know you. 

(JOSH stays silent and LENA hands him the bottle back. He declines.)

JOSH: Maybe you’re right. I should stop feeling sorry for myself. 

LENA: That doesn’t mean you have to forget your past or pretend like things aren’t shitty right 
now. Just live with it and move on. 

JOSH: It’s just—sometimes I see that guillotine on the stage and want to put my head in it. 
Magician’s magic trick gone awry. Everything would be done and it would be so simple.

LENA: One step at a time, Josh. We’re retiring the guillotine for a few shows.

(JOSH takes the picture from his mirror and tears it cleanly in half. He places the jagged half  with MOLLY’s 
picture back onto the mirror and tosses the other half  into the trash can.)

(LIGHTS OUT) 

End

Jansen Castleberry is an English Major at UNG. She 
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“Sometimes the truth just wills out. 
He just had to make sure people 
heard it.”

James Worsham
“The Exorcism of Valen Sibyl”

Fiction 1st

I am sitting in an old brown chair in 
a house where I did not spend my childhood 
years. I moved here after I turned into the 
breed of  monster they call a teenager. I would 
not tend to agree, but I have met enough of  
my peers to know that it would be a futile 
argument. 

Before me stand three windows. There is 
nothing overly special about them. You look at 
them, and they show you a world set apart only 
by glass, and yet, a world away.  Perhaps they 
are special after all.

I can see the lake not so far in the 
distance. It is a beautiful blue even on this 
overcast day, darker and hiding more secrets 
than normal. I do not have the energy to go 
seeking them. Whether this is from the cold or 
pure laziness is anyone’s guess, or perhaps it 
is because my attention is otherwise occupied. 
Even the leaves bleeding from healthy greens 
to sallow yellows, bright reds, and crisp, dying 
browns cannot garner my attention. No, my 
eyes rest on something even more interesting. 
Not even a thing, at least, not as far as most 
people consider. I am observing a who. 

The man at first glance is unremarkable, 
as the most remarkable almost always are. If  
you look only once you will never tell that they 
know more than their appearance portrays. To 
hear them speak may even still lead you astray, 
but to see them care will give them away.  Their 
passion  and, if  I may be so bold, their love 
will create a vision not only seen by eyes alone 
but felt and experienced so that it can influence 
even the most weathered of  hearts. He is such 
a man. 

I know this because this is not the first 
time I have watched his weathered features. I 

know that he doesn’t realize my observations, 
but he knows I am there. I cannot stand to be 
ignored. 

He wears a ball cap on his head not due 
to cold, but because my mother has nagged 
him into it. I know it covers a balding head 
and hides a steady mind. His coat is denim 
and serviceable with a brown corduroy lining. 
After several shopping trips, I am well aware 
that fashion is not this  man’s forte and 
that much of  his clothes are bought by my 
aforementioned mother. He has completed this 
look with baggy blue jeans and a brown belt. 
His sneakers are worn with use and hard labor. 
His labor is not done for money in many cases, 
but because of  love. I have watched this man 
build or destroy many a structure at the request 
of  his family and those he considers such. 

He stands by a grill as it blows smoke 
around him. There is a glass of  what I know 
to be scotch next to him on the railing; the 
club soda he adds bubbling at the sides. I can 
see a book peeking over the edges of  his well-
worn hands. Dog-eared and old, I chuckle at its 
name. The title is one he has mentioned many 
a time to try to get me to read it. I have yet 
to acquiesce, remembering my mother’s own 
complaining at having read it. I know I will one 
day simply because he asked, but for now, I 
only watch. The title of  the book reminds me 
of  him, describing a man who holds the world 
on his back and shifts from the weight. 

He is sitting in an old greying lawn chair, 
one ankle resting on his knee, and his hand 
either settled against his mouth or stroking 
his whitening beard in equal measure. There is 
more salt in it now than when we first met. The 
passing of  time seems to take forever, and yet, 
memories makes it feel like only seconds. There 

A Likeness
Mikalah Crymes
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are glasses perched on his nose. Even they are 
different from the ones he wore when we first 
met, stronger in prescription and the frames 
have changed. Nothing ever stays completely 
the same. 

I watch as his hand strays to a green 
plastic bowl retrieving an orange porous ball 
so bright it looks as if  it has been exposed 
to radiation. I understand many things about 
this man: his want to help, his astonishing 
conviction, his strength of  will, and his 
unwavering faith. His love of  cheese balls, 
however, is not one of  them. I won’t even 
mention the small colorful bag of  what I know 
to be chewing tobacco.

I watch as my cat coils around his legs. 
His hand drops down to stoke her back, and 
predictably, she chooses that moment to skitter 
away. And they say women are fickle. I watch 
as he speaks to her for a moment, chastising 
her for provoking affection, and then denying 
it. She flicks her tail at him, and he is reminded 
again why he is not a cat person. I have 
watched this game many a time. She demands 
attention, ignores his offerings, but still stays his 
companion. She saunters to her usual spot and 
settles on her side with a grace only a cat can 
manage. Many people would curse at an animal 
for such flippancy purely from frustration. 
This man dislikes my use of  the word “crap.” 
I respect him enough to try and do better, 
but still snicker when he mutters at the dog. 
Apparently “little shit” is interchangeable with 
the dog’s name when it is cold and wet outside, 
and the man has to retrieve him due to willful 
ignorance on the dog’s part. And even still this 
man is a template few can or bother to try to 
aspire to. He is not perfect by any means, but 
neither is he even close to ordinary. 

He looks up from his book every so 
often, not for any reason, no bird call or smell 
of  burning meat compels him, but simply to 
gaze out at the lake. His stare is long, and he 
seems to know something I don’t. With how 
many years he has lived that is surely true. After 
a few seconds he will return to his book as if  
he never contemplated the universe for that 
moment. Maybe I am romanticizing the look; 
he is after all, more likely to be thinking about 
whether the chicken is done or if  my mother is 

still going to see my sister tomorrow. I should 
give her a call.
 I shift in my seat, and the small dog 
sitting at my feet decides this is an invitation, 
narrowly missing my face with his skull. I am 
not enamored with dogs; there is a reason I 
prefer the aloofness of  my cat, even though 
she can be worse than the dog sometimes. I 
arch my eyebrow at the dog for interrupting my 
observations. He simply looks at me with semi-
cloudy brown eyes and blinks before yawning 
in my face. I make a mental note to tell my 
mother he needs his teeth brushed again. He 
disregards my disgust at the waft of  dog food, 
grass, and decay, and he noses at my hand. 
Shifting him, I settle him onto my lap, and my 
fingers card through his coarsening hair. My 
mother shaves him in the summer revealing his 
downy undercoat, but the winter months steal 
away that luxury. He nuzzles my hand one more 
time in reminder that his cold nose will be used 
on more sensitive skin if  I consider stopping, 
then he too turns to observe the man outside 
the window.

The sky is darkening now as the sun sets. 
There are no special colors to distract as the 
grey clouds blot them from my view. Only the 
darkening of  the sky calls me to awareness of  
the coming night. I have something more to 
observe. 

He is checking the meat on the grill 
again as he sips from his glass. Turning over 
every piece, he considers the offering before 
setting down his tongs, regarding the sky, and 
inevitably returning to his book. 

It amazes me sometimes how quiet 
this man can be. I also know how loud. More 
than one tiled game had commenced with 
plentiful banter. I know it drives my mother 
crazy sometimes. I also know how much more 
she loves him. I also see how he loves her. A 
twinge of  pain echoes in my chest from a long 
forgotten time now twisted and mutilated by 
truth. A child’s world is only a fantasy created 
by illusion. An adult who lives in such a world 
is institutionalized. An unfair parallel to be sure. 

I did not meet this man out of  fair 
circumstances, but unchangeable ones. I 
thought my mother happy before in life, and 
learned a hard, unforgiving truth. Because 

of  this man I learned that. And I can never 
express enough thanks for it. The shadow 
that haunted her now flees in the light of  her 
happiness. I am not foolish enough to think 
that I put it there. I have given her joy and 
sorrow, I pray in unequal measure. Some days I 
fear how that scale tips. 

He seemed so strange to me when we 
met; I had never encountered anyone like him. 
I cannot say I cared for him. What person can 
truly care for a stranger on sight without pity or 
obligation? If  so, they are a better person than 
I. I can say that I care for him now. 

Not everything he has taught me has 
been willingly learned. I have caused him plenty 
of  heartaches in my time. And yet he has never 
abandoned. I remember shaking in a small 
seat in an office, scared of  what was to come. 
I remember the chill of  the wind as I walked 
toward awaiting headlights knowing he stood 
guard just behind. This man with no obligation, 
no law forcing him to, and no reason beyond 
what I learned to be love. 

He has saved me many times. Not 
from dragons or zombie hordes or even the 
police. I think he still worries that last one 
might come true. But he has been a hero to 
me, a figure whom I can look up to, and a 
man not on a pedestal out of  reach but within 
arm’s length. Even when what he is saving me 
from is something I created. He still groans 
when I mention something is wrong with 
my computer. It is not my fault the electrical 
monstrosity is evil. 

But there are times when the danger was 
not a joke of  times past, when I would spend 
my nights looking at the ceiling scared that I 
would not come out the other side unscathed. 
And many times I was right and I would be 
changed, but I was never alone. He never left 
my side. So accustomed to it now and yet still 
amazed, I fear I will take it for granted. 

This stranger, who I would trust with my 
life, who I feel safe, and who I have no doubt 
of  my love for. 

I know he loves me; he tells me every 
time I see him. I have not returned the 
sentiment enough. 

I know that a clever reader believes I am 
observing my father. You, dear fellow observer, 

are wrong. 
Or perhaps not. 
The man that I am watching is in fact 

a father, but I am not of  his blood. Though, 
perhaps, sometimes I wish it. Sometimes I long 
after possessing a likeness closer to his. If  I do, 
I have never told him so.

I can hear my mother calling my name. 
I turn my attention to her. Setting the table? 
A chore that I am certain every child lives to 
perform. 

I place the dog on the floor where he 
looks at me with utter betrayal before tottering 
off  to beg for scraps from my mother. He 
at least is less likely to be whacked with the 
serving spoon. Clanking the plates as I lift them 
from their assigned cupboard, I watch as the 
man lifts the lid from the grill, and the smoke 
billows around him. He checks the chicken and 
decides it is sufficiently cooked. As he begins to 
place the strips on a tray, I notice the well-worn 
collar of  his shirt. It is an old Braves shirt. I 
know this because he lent it to me when we 
first went together to a game. I never told him 
how much I love that memory. We certainly 
have changed each other. I learned more 
about life from him than many, and he learned 
patience that makes saints turn green. I am 
not an easy child even though I am grown. We 
have disagreed on many things and argued over 
many more. We will never see eye to eye on all 
things, but we know that some things are more 
important than a shared view. A happy home is 
one of  them. 

It was not always just what he taught 
me about life, but what he proved to me to 
be possible. Unconditional love I have always 
known from my mother, but from a man who 
was once a stranger? It seems odd now that I 
ever called him such. 

As I place the plates and silverware 
in the familiar pattern, I think about who I 
would be now without him in my life. It is not 
a thought I dwell on for long. No one dwells 
on things unpleasant if  one can avoid it. I have 
watched him build many things. I don’t think 
he knows how much he built me up from a 
small, broken, and angry child. I am still those 
things, but so many more now for having his 
presence. 
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I turn at the sound of  a knock at the 
glass pane of  the porch door. He is looking at 
me and pointing at the lock, his mouth making 
exaggerated words. I can hear my mother 
laughing in the kitchen. It would appear the he 
managed to lock himself  out again. The same 
hands that squeeze a trigger or draw a bow to 
fell a deer are now pointing at the handle as 
if  I have not already figured out the problem. 
I pretend to be confused, and he looks at me 
in a way that tells me I am less than amusing 
right now. But the look still holds a love which 
I can now no longer remember a time when it 

was not there. I know he does not realize how 
greatly he is loved in return. That he does not 
know how I speak of  him.

He does not know there are times when 
people assume him to be my father, that there 
are times I do not want to correct them, that 
there are times I do not correct them. There are 
times I do not even correct myself. He does not 
know how much I love him; he probably thinks 
the same about me.

I grin as I open the door. God has 
granted many blessings in my life, but I never 
thought a stepfather would be one of  them. 

Mikalah Crymes is a young author who has 
been writing for ten years. She is a twenty-
year-old student at the University of  North 
Georgia. She is earning a major in Criminal 
Justice and is the advertiser for the UNG 
Swing Dance association. However, her first 
love is writing.

The Exorcism of 
Valen Sibyl

James Worsham

2nd

 The congregation was working itself  
to a fever pitch of  chanting and ululations 
when the boy’s father, Dr. Henry Sibyl, burst 
upon the proceedings from the red brick 
church’s back door.  His nine year old son 
Valen lay at the center of  attention this night, in 
the clearing that served as Homerville Baptist 
Church’s backyard.  Looking more fascinated 
than frightened, Valen had been bound in place 
by his would be saviors on what could only be 
described as an altar.  Where had they gotten 
that?  Dr. Henry found himself  wondering at 
it and the curiosity he observed on his son’s 
face.  How could Valen seem inquisitive with 
so much wrong happening around him?  The 
boy’s age was the only answer the man could 
fathom, but to many, there was much that was 
unfathomable about Valen Sibyl. 
 All stopped with the father’s sudden 
entrance.  The mob seemed to sense his 
appearance and slowly turned to face him.  
By their reactions they had been expecting 
something more diabolical than the good 
doctor of  law they now faced in his navy 
business suit.  Dr. Sibyl stared them down, 
tall and straight-backed with his square-jawed 
features framed by dark hair and round wire-
rimmed glasses.  Slowly, their expressions 
shifted from that of  ecstasy and determination 
to distress and shame.  Some, Henry noted, 
looked wary.  As well they should.
 Reigning in his anger for the moment 
lest he do something he might regret, Dr. Sibyl 
stalked past the ring of  torches that had been 
lit to keep bugs away and up to the people that 
had bound his son.  Reaching their center, he 
took a moment, walking in a small circle to 
buy time, studying the situation.  He needed to 

tread carefully. 
 Most in the crowd were members of  

the community that Sibyl considered from the 
more ignorant side of  town, but there were 
others there that he knew to have educations 
and a cleverness of  sorts.  It would be a 
dangerous mix of  ignorance and whit, and it 
was this combination that held his son for the 
moment.  Henry would be damned if  these 
people were allowed to do any kind of  harm to 
Valen now that he had arrived.  

The problem was Homerville.  It was a 
small township in the remote southeast corner 
of  Georgia, not far from the Okefenokee 
Swamp, where Spanish moss hung from the 
live oaks that grew there.  As with most small 
towns, small problems became magnified in 
Homerville, and with its little community, it 
was easy to step on toes with slights, real or 
imagined, that were not easily forgotten.  In a 
town like Homerville, how a person solved a 
problem mattered almost more than solving it.   
This was the difficulty Dr. Sibyl faced.  Most of  
Homerville’s inhabitants were good people, if  
excitable.  Still, they knew sense when shown it.

Dr. Sibyl finished rounding on the 
crowd.  They seemed cowed enough by his 
silent scrutiny for him to begin.
 “I didn’t know there was a church 
function today,” he began, “Coraline, I would 
have cut my business in Atlanta short sooner, 
if  you’d told me; though I must say, it’s rather 
odd hours for such a happening.  Tell me, what 
is the event?”  Henry waited for a response but 
none was forthcoming so he continued, “And 
where is the good minister?  I would think 
Richard would be here for such a gathering on 
his grounds.  Well?  Y’all seem quite tongue 
tied.  Coraline?  Speak up.  Tell me what’s going 
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on here.”
 Coraline Vincent, the Sibyl’s au pair, 
crept forward from the shadows she’d been 
backing into as he spoke.  As she was walking 
into the light, Henry noted her glancing 
about, looking for help, but she may as well 
been seeking water in a desert.  None of  her 
compatriots would meet her eyes, or his for 
that matter.  Or not.  There was one pair of  
beady eyes in the back fixed on his.  They met 
each other, and Dr. Sibyl began to suspect the 
night’s true culprit.
 “Sir … Mr. … Dr. Sibyl,” Coraline 
began shakily, “What are we doing… is a hard 
question to answer or rather, just, the activity is 
difficult to sum up.” She faltered.
 “Do your best then.” Henry replied 
giving her and the crowd a hard look.
 Coraline went on hesitantly, searching 
for the words as she spoke them. “Sir, it’s 
an activity of  faith and… affirmation of  
commitment to The Lord and His ways… We 
seek to confirm that all here stand in His light.”
 “I see.” Dr. Sibyl was impressed at the 
dancing response.  Coraline could have done 
well in a court room.  “A very worthy goal, and 
appropriate to the setting, but why was my son, 
your charge, required for it?”
 “My charge… Little Valen… Well, you 
see, Doctor Sibyl, a lot’s been occurring while 
you were away, what with the children starting 
that classics school you founded for them, 
and them learning some very unusual tidbits 
from history.  It’s been the cause of… oddish 
happenings.” She faltered here, but Henry 
encouraged her to continue.  She was nearing 
the point.
 “Some in the community have grown 
concerned that the children, Valen especially, 
are straying from proper values… and wanted 
to ensure the boy was not suffering any… 
inappropriate influence… for his own good, 
as Mr. Healy said, and I couldn’t see anything 
wrong with what was discussed.”
 Doctor Sibyl stared at what she was 
telling him.  “So you saw fit to take my son out 
of  his home in the middle of  the night to this, 
this clearly unsanctioned gathering behind the 
church?  What are y’all doing that you can’t 
meet in the light of  day?”  Dr. Sibyl expected 

silence from such questions but was surprised 
when a ready answer came, swift, passionate 
and angry from those same eyes in the back.
 “This is a cleansing, and our assemblage 
meets with the blessing of  a higher authority 
than the heads of  your congregation or town 
hall Dr. Henry Sibyl.” Amos Healy, the leader 
of  the small Pentecostal community in sleepy 
little Homerville strode to the altar wearing an 
old seersucker suit that he’d clearly outgrown 
some years before.  It had the unfortunate 
effect of  accentuating his size and rotund figure 
with his balding head crowned by a comb over 
that was insufficient.
 “Your boy is tainted by the Devil 
Himself, and we here tonight have gathered for 
the good of  all to excise his touch that comes 
from that so called school of  yours.”
 Here Coraline winced, looking alarmed.  
“Dr. Sibyl,” she broke in, “this was not what 
Mr. Healy said it would be.  With most of  the 
town talking, and you gone, I was concerned 
for the boy.  Amos there came to me very 
reasonably about him and a few upstanding 
members of  the community having a talk with 
Valen, setting him straight about what is proper 
for a modern young man … He insisted on this 
time of  night as the only one affordable to him 
and his colleagues, what with his business and 
tending his own small flock.”
 “And I did talk with him,” Healy cut 
in “and imagine my alarm to find the son of  
Homerville’s favorite gripped by evil.”
 Dr. Sibyl scrutinized Coraline for a 
moment.  She had been in his employ less than 
a month and not had the time to learn the 
ins and outs of  the town’s community which 
was deceptively treacherous.  No, this was not 
entirely her fault.  He looked at her, now near 
tears, no longer blaming her but the dumpy, 
sour man in front of  him.
 “Go home Coraline.  This is not 
your fault.  I’ll deal with this matter, and we 
will talk in the morning.” Coraline met his 
understanding gaze and nodded, looking 
concerned.
 “I’m sorry, sir,” and turning to his son 
yet tied to the altar, “Don’t worry Valen, your 
father is here now, and he’s the best lawyer in 
two states.  He’ll get you out of  this.”

 The boy looked at his au pair, who he 
was fond of  despite their short time together, 
and managed a smile.  “I know Cora.  I’ll see 
you tomorrow.  Jim’s comin’ over to help build 
the club house.” Smiling through sniffles, 
Coraline withdrew, walking quietly away.  Valen 
baffled even his father sometimes.
 “Now,” Dr. Sibyl began, rounding on 
the crowd “before we go any further, one of  
you is going to untie my son, then we are going 
to get to the bottom of  this.”  Dr. Henry Sibyl 
was letting some of  his anger show and none in 
the community would stand against the famous 
lawyer when riled. He stood and waited, quietly 
furious, while Will Brehon, a local blacksmith, 
cut the boys bonds.  It was not until his son 
was safely beside him, still studying everyone 
around, that he addressed Healy, seeming calm 
once again.
 “So you say my son is possessed by the 
devil … and what has led you and yours to this 
ridiculous conclusion?  What evidence do you 
have to lend this claim credence or is this just 
about my school, Amos?  I thought we and the 
town hall had settled this … Lord, this is like 
the new library all over again. ”
 Healy glared almost savagely back at the 
handsome, middle aged man who stood as a 
pillar of  Homerville’s community, and it could 
not have been lost on the him that he, with 
his thick rimmed glasses and squashed face, 
was something of  an outlier.  “Your school is 
only a symptom of  what ails our community, 
Sibyl, and I have testimony from righteous 
souls that stand in God’s grace.  Those of  word 
incontrovertible, dedicated to His will.  Let 
yourself  doubt them and risk salvation, itself.”
 Henry shook his head at the man.  There 
was no denying Amos Healy had the fire and 
style to match the best southern preachers and 
tent raisers.  The man had a masters in theology 
from Young-Harris College, but never had 
Henry Sibyl seen more talent and intellect more 
ill-used; but it had always been so, even back 
to the times they competed for marks in grade 
school.  

“I may not doubt their testimony as you 
call it,” Dr. Sibyl replied, “but I would hear 
it from them, yourself  and my son, and then 
decide for myself  the nature of  this trouble.” 

He glanced about the gathering. “Bring them 
forward and let us hear it.”
 Amos offered a sinister smile. “I call on 
you good people to bear witness tonight, that 
before God and all his righteous servants, that 
boy, Valen Sibyl, is an unwilling pawn of  Satan 
and his soul hangs in the balance.  Will Brehon, 
Sue McClain, and myself, Amos Healy, will 
testify to his dangerous transgressions against 
God Himself  so we might exorcise the demons 
that plague him as is our sacred duty.”
 Henry considered the man and his 
flock, “Careful, Amos, you’re drifting from 
showmanship to melodrama.”
 Amos’s eyes narrowed. “My words are 
dramatized by the lord himself.  They can only 
be righteous.  Will Brehon, come forward and 
tell of  the first incident that raised the alarm of  
the watchful in our peaceful town.”
 The lanky blacksmith came out of  the 
crowd, uncomfortable at being singled out.  Dr. 
Sibyl knew him to be a good man, one who 
did not usually to associate with Amos and his 
Pentecostal extremists.  Likely, he had been 
roped into this the same way Coraline had.  By 
his sheepish expression, this was probably the 
case.
 “Well,” Will began, glancing around at 
the crowd without meeting Henry’s eyes, “It 
was a couple weeks ago, Dr. Sibyl.  You’d just 
left for Atlanta and I was taking some time to 
get the work done on some of  my own nags 
that feet needed trimming.  I was working 
underneath one when young Valen dropped 
by on his way home from school like he does 
sometime to watch me at the forge.  He was 
asking his usual questions and I was answering 
best as I could, just like always.  I started to tell 
him about a wine shelf  I was crafting out of  
horse shoes for Mrs. Fitzgerald down the way, 
and how I was having some trouble with my 
grinder to smooth the edges.  That was when 
things took a turn towards strange.”
 “Your boy said if  I was having trouble at 
the forge I should make offerings to Vulcano 
or sum such.  I didn’t half  know what he was 
talking about at first.  Thought it was some 
strange joke of  his till he told me this Vulcano 
was an old god and patron to smiths and 
craftsman.  Later he told my eldest Leddy who 
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was having trouble with young Steven Alsheen 
that she needed to stop submitting to Eros and 
give heed to Venus and Juno if  she wanted real 
happiness with him, though he also said it was 
gross either way.” Will smiled at this point but 
then came back to himself  and the situation.
 Coughing, he managed to stammer 
out the end, “I thought like it might be a 
little sacrilegious but most know your boy’s 
a bright one and imaginative and it seemed a 
funny story so I told it around town a bit.  I 
didn’t give it much heed ‘til Mr. Healy came to 
me asking questions and made it seem more 
serious.  I thought I might as well help with the 
boy, if  I could, but he never told me about any 
of  these goings on here tonight ‘til I arrived 
and saw what was what.” Finally Will’s eyes met 
Dr. Sibyl’s who was able to read the apology in 
them.
 Henry nodded in acknowledgment.  
Before he could respond to any of  what Will 
said however Healy took the offensive.  
 “And there plain as day is the first nail 
in the coffin.  The boy advocates the worship 
of  false, pagan gods, demons and servants of  
Lucifer every one of  them.  From the mouth 
of  this honest, Christian man, who could doubt 
his words?”
 Turning on Dr. Sibyl, Amos Healy gave 
a smug look.  “But such evil cannot come from 
such an innocent himself,” he continued. “No, 
It could only be the work of  the devil.  Let 
us free your son from him Henry so he might 
walk with God.”
 Dr. Sibyl faced Healy, looking 
unimpressed. “I don’t yet see that that’s 
necessary Amos.  While you’re right, I have 
no reason to doubt Will’s testimony, especially 
in the tone it was given, and he is an honest 
man, it only seems to me like Valen might be 
taking some of  his lessons at the new school 
a bit too literally.  It hardly seems to warrant 
this assemblage of  yours, and you know better 
than I that some theologians in history have 
argued that pagan pantheons could be seen as 
representing aspects that make up the whole 
of  a unified deity and not demons.  A one true 
god as you’d probably put it.  My boy may as 
well have been telling Will and his daughter to 
look for the wisdom our god has to offer for 

their respective problems.” A small few in the 
crowd, including Will, had begun to nod along 
with Dr. Sibyl who was now smiling.
 Mr. Healy was not. “Any philosophers, 
as you might name, of  such an opinion,” 
he glowered as he replied, “were apostates 
everyone had long since rejected in any 
ecclesiastical sense.  But it matters not.  There’s 
still plenty of  testimony to be given, though 
I will not dismiss the importance of  what 
Will has offered.  Mrs. McClain, would you be 
kind enough to stand and give the elucidation 
of  what you have witnessed from this poor 
bedeviled boy?”
 “It would be my pleasure, Minister.” 
The widow Sue McClain stepped forward on 
spindly legs dressed in her Sunday best, her 
prunish face covered by a mask of  makeup 
that would probably crack like plaster if  placed 
under heat.  She had joined Healy’s Pentecostal 
congregation after her husband’s death some 
years ago and was what Henry considered a 
bleeding heart member.  He sometimes thought 
that had she been part of  Amos’s ilk while her 
husband lived the man would have died years 
sooner. 
 Mrs. McClain came to the middle of  the 
circle, beaming at being the center of  attention 
as she began. “Some of  the boys from your 
school Dr. Sibyl, young Valen included, were 
up at the Wilson farm playing with their son 
Howell.  I was returning the pair of  pruning 
shears I borrowed from Katy after my late 
husband’s finally gave out last spring.  The boys 
seemed playing some war game or other.  It 
was violent, but that is quite typical of  young 
boys I’m told.  At first I barely gave their games 
attention, but they began to raise such a racket 
that I went over to quiet them on my way 
out so they wouldn’t mar the peace of  such 
a wonderful afternoon for the other Wilsons.  
I thought it the least I could do after Katy’s 
kindness.”
 “As I approached however I began to 
comprehend what the children were yelling.  
Dr. Sibyl, those boys were speaking in tongues, 
the most horrid gibberish you could imagine.  I 
couldn’t make heads or tails of  it.  They were 
working themselves into a frenzy, and your son 
was the eye of  the hurricane.  He seemed to be 

pulling strings on the others like marionettes.  I 
was so overwhelmed I ran as fast as the Lord 
would allow till He led me to good minister 
Healy, the only one I would trust to deal with 
such a diabolical happening.”
 Her rendition finished, she deferred to 
Healy, smiling, pleased at his obvious approval.  
The man readily took back the reins. 

“And so we come to an affront even 
more egregious than the last.  Now we hear 
of  this boy’s afflicted soul infecting those of  
his friends, our children, and loved ones.  His 
plague has all of  them speaking the devil’s own 
tongue.  It will fester from the inside out, till it 
perverts us all.  We must cut out the rot.  What 
can you say to such testimony, Dr. Sibyl, when 
God’s truth stares you in the face?”

Dr. Sibyl hesitated to respond.  He 
seemed pensive at this testimony, studying 
Valen who looked back questioningly.  The 
man appeared in doubt, but then he smiled at 
his son and raised his gaze to meet Mr. Healy’s.

“Tell me Amos, how deeply have you 
questioned Mrs. McClain about the specifics of  
these events?”

“As deeply as I thought was needed.  She 
is a true believer, and I have no reason to doubt 
her good word.” Amos replied, offended at the 
idea of  questioning her validity.

“Nor do I doubt her Amos, but, if  you’ll 
pardon the expression, it seems to me that with 
boy’s games, as with much in life, the devil is in 
the details.  Tell me Sue,” the good doctor said 
turning to her, “can you remember any of  what 
the boys were actually saying?”

The widow’s reply was as dismissive as 
her minister. “They were speaking in unholy 
tongues, Sir. I barely understood a word.”

“But surely some words or phrases jump 
out to your memory.  Please, try to recall if  
you can.” Women of  Mrs. McClain’s standing 
responded better to manners than firmness.

“Well they were jumping about 
pretending to stab one another.  Most of  their 
gibberish seemed to be a much of  “Dulce and 
decorum is’s, parrot bellums, and sick siempre 
tranus’s.” It was all devils speak to one that 
walks with The Lord.”

Mrs. McClain’s self-righteous expression 
faltered as she drew up her recollection.  She 

read something curious in the good doctor’s 
eyes as she repeated the phrases, and now she 
saw that even her favored minister had paled 
some by the end.

Doctor Sibyl saw it too and smiled 
inwardly.  Yes, a man of  theology and 
education might be familiar enough with dead 
languages to recognize a few famous Latin 
phrases even when they were butchered by the 
like of  the widow McClain.  Clearly Amos had 
not thought to question the widow’s story deep 
enough or he would have realized it possessed 
this chink.

“Thank you, Mrs. McClain, your 
testimony has been most elucidating,” he said, 
giving a small smile to Amos, “but I think my 
boy might be able to explain more clearly what 
you actually witnessed on your visit.  Valen, 
please tell us about the game you were playing 
that day at the Wilson’s farm.”

His son stepped forward with only 
a little hesitation.  The good doctor could 
not help but feel a little proud.  Only nine 
and already so brave, even if  it was because 
he didn’t fully understand the people or the 
situation.  But he would one day.  Valen wanted 
to understand everything.

He began quietly, speaking only for his 
father, the widow and Mr. Healy’s ears.  “We 
were playing tyrants and dictators.  It’s a game 
I made up.  This time we were reenacting the 
death of  Julius Caesar.  I was Cassius and 
Howell was Brutus.  Charley got to be Caesar 
that time, but we were taking turns at it.  The 
rest of  us were just random Roman senators.  
Senatus Populos que Romanus!”

The widow’s eyes went wide at the 
unfamiliar phrases, but Dr. Sibyl intervened 
before she panicked, “and that’s Latin you 
see Mrs. McClain, as was likely everything 
you heard that day.  It’s a dead language of  
the Roman Empire that the boys are learning 
for their benefit at the new school.  There 
was probably very little that was diabolical in 
anything you heard at the Wilson’s farm.  It’s 
even used in the Catholic Church.  You were 
misled by a boy’s game ma’am, an eccentric 
game, but still a game.”

Mrs. McClain was scandalized. 
“Catholics!  It’s not a wonder so many 
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broke away from them if  they speak some 
pagan tongue.” She turned to Mr. Healy and 
addressed him. “Minister, I think my old self  
has had enough for the night.  I’m going to 
take myself  home, but I will see you before the 
next sermon Sunday.  Good night.” And with 
that, she made her way out, waiting only for her 
old maid of  a daughter to accompany her.

Glad to see the back of  her, Henry 
brought his attention squarely on Amos Healy. 
“Well Amos, that’s another one down.  What 
of  your own testimony?  What sins has young 
Valen perpetrated before your eyes that leads 
you to believe he needs salvation in the form 
of  exorcism?”

If  Amos Healy was glowering before, he 
glared daggers now.  Henry wondered briefly 
what he had ever really done to earn such ire 
from the man.  Their rivalry went back a long 
way, but surely it was not simple envy from the 
notoriety he’d gained in the courtroom?  His 
rumination was cut short by Amos’s invective 
reply.

“Ever a tone of  mockery from you and 
yours Sibyl.  Such must the faithful always 
endure for Gods work.  Very well then.  Good 
people,” he addressed the group at large now, 
preparing to deliver his testimonial in the form 
of  a sermon as he seemed to do in all things, 
“hear me now, and know that I have talked with 
this boy and those who are his school mates.  
My own son James attends that pit of  vipers 
they call an institution though not after this 
night.  By God’s grace he has not been infected 
by the plague that infests those halls, but I will 
not suffer him to be endangered another day 
there.  He still walks in the light of  The Lord 
by the faith of  his upbringing which bolsters 
him.”

“But I have spoken with this boy and 
his ilk.  Sat down and dined with the devil 
himself, using a very long spoon indeed!  Know 
then that when I questioned him about the 
aforementioned incidents I discovered that he 
has only begun to proliferate the vileness of  his 
father’s den of  infamy.  He and his compatriots 
intend to found what they dare call a temple 
dedicated to Jove, a king of  gods, though I 
name him The Fallen One and Father of  Lies.”

“He plans the worship of  a false idol, 

and worst of  all, he brings others of  his 
impressionable age group into the devil’s fold 
with him.  He plans the corruption of  our 
youth, our hope for the future, and must be 
stopped.  You all bear witness to my testimony 
and know the truth of  my words by my hope 
for salvation by the grace of  God Almighty.”

It was an impressive tirade, all the more 
for being probably extemporized.  Through 
it, Dr. Sibyl found himself  shaking his head 
at such a waste it seemed to represent.  The 
entire thing had a divisive effect on those who 
bore witness to it.  Amos’s most stringent 
adherents had whipped themselves up to a level 
of  ardor approaching where the crowd had 
been on Henry’s arrival, but they were in the 
minority.  The larger part of  the assemblage 
had seen reason with how Henry had disarmed 
the previous testimonies and shied away from 
Amos and his spitting disciples as though they 
were snake bitten.

“Powerful words Amos,” Dr. Sibyl 
addressed the man, “and hard to refute exactly, 
but we’ve now heard your side as you see it.  
Now let’s hear the other.  Let my boy speak and 
we will hear his truth after yours.”

Valen came forward again, eyeing 
Amos.  He seemed to have decided the minister 
contained something either dangerous or 
interesting.  It was hard to tell with the boy.  He 
turned to his father to speak.

“He must be talking about the 
clubhouse,” the boy began, “a group of  us are 
building it to have after school.  Mr. Brehon’s 
been helping us some”

“A clubhouse is it?” Henry replied 
encouragingly, “That sounds like a fine idea.  I 
had something similar when I was your age.  
But why would Mr. Healy think you were 
founding a pagan temple?”

Here for the first time the boy looked 
sheepish.  Dr. Henry had to give him a stern 
look to prod him into continuing, but that was 
all it took.

“It… It was Jim Healy’s idea.  To 
consecrate it for protection and favor like the 
Romans used to.  He said that while we were at 
it we might as well go for the most important 
old god of  the lot so we picked Jove, though I 
wanted Phoebus Apollo for it.”

Amos Healy’s fervent face had gone 
slack at the boy’s pronouncement and Valen 
hurriedly continued, “But we haven’t gotten 
a chance to go ahead with it yet.  Jim said 
we’d have to find something like some pure 
Virginians, untouched by a man, to pull off  the 
consecration and those must be hard to come 
by cause we can’t find any.  We keep wondering 
where the Romans got them but there’s nothing 
in our text books about it and Mr. Roberts our 
teacher just laughed when we asked him.”  

“The point is, we haven’t done anything 
yet so you shouldn’t be mad at Jim.  He just 
wants our club house to be protected really 
well.  I think he’s looking forward to having 
it more than any of  us for some reason, but I 
can’t blame him.  Clara Thomas keeps bugging 
me around school and when we finish the 
club house she’s not gonna be allowed in.  I 
think Jim’s got a similar problem with Sarah 
Cunningham, and that’s why he wants it so bad, 
so you can’t be mad at him for that.”

Valen was almost pleading by the end 
of  his say, but Henry still found it difficult to 
keep a straight face.  It was good to hear the 
earnestness of  Valen’s voice in the case for 
his friend’s clemency.  He stepped in, resting a 
hand on his son’s shoulder.

“Yes, pure Virginians, those certainly are 
hard to find these days.  Well, Amos, I think 
this simplifies a great deal.” And it did.  Amos 
would damn himself  now if  it came out true 

that his own son was so intimately connected 
to this business as Valen said, and Henry knew 
enough of  James Healy’s character to know 
that he would not let Valen go down alone.  
Amos couldn’t prosecute anymore.  Not in a 
town like Homerville and expect to keep his 
high standing among his own sect.  Suddenly 
it was best for all involved if  the whole matter 
got swept under the rug, and Dr. Sibyl could 
see by the look on Amos Healy’s face that he 
knew it too.  It was time to press the advantage 
and go home.  

“I don’t think there’s an issue of  faith 
here at all.  Just some eccentric boys who have 
taken their studies a little too far, but they are 
just boys after all.  I’m going to have a gentle 
talk with my son as we walk home.  Perhaps 
you’ll do the same when you reach yours.  I 
hope you’ll be gentle as well.”

Amos Healy was ashen faced as they 
turned to go, barely acknowledging them 
when they left.  Dr. Henry Sibyl smiled as the 
crowd parted before them like the Red Sea.  
He’d done his best to get his son out of  this 
mess and clear the ruckus of  rumors reported 
to have been circulating around Valen while 
Henry himself  was in Atlanta. You just couldn’t 
have such talk swirling around a family in a 
small town, but in the end, he’d really had to do 
very little.  The best thing had simply been to 
let Valen speak.  Sometimes the truth just wills 
out.  He just had to make sure people heard it.  
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3rd Infernal
Matthew Larre

The Manhattan skyline was a Van 
Gogh painting. The moon shrouded itself  
in the tears of  angels, each flake uniformly 
different from its neighbor. The snow fell 
down onto the buildings and playgrounds and 
motor vehicles. It seemed to fall harder on 
the homeless. This far along in winter, streets 
looked like the road that Cormac McCarthy 
wrote about: desolate. The dirt and grime from 
the roads mixed with the slush and snow to 
form a pasty muck that was indescribable. A 
pale darkness draped the atmosphere, closing 
the blinds to a city that wouldn’t sleep anyway. 
The sounds of  taxi horns and police sirens 
bounced off  the buildings, echoing as far away 
as Long Island. The aura of  the Big Apple was 
inescapable. Even the families in Hoboken 
could hear the violent sounds of  the city fifteen 
miles away.  It was a drug dealer that lured his 
victims back for more time and time again. 
Beautifully menacing. 

New York City was a hierarchy in 
appearance and social standing. Manhattan 
was the king, ruling over the metropolis with 
Brooklyn, Queens, the Bronx, and Staten 
Island as its subjects. Manhattan was clean 
and money-hungry. Everywhere else was a 
stain on the corporate Oxford shirt of  the 
Upper East Side. Jacks didn’t really know what 
the correct order of  the social succession of  
the other five boroughs was exactly. It didn’t 
matter to the aristocrats, the king’s chosen 
people. As the building’s windows lit up the 
night sky like a highway message board, they 
attempted to tell him something in a long-since 
forgotten language. He wondered what was 
happening behind the darkened windows of  
the city: “Who is fucking whom? What drugs 

are the other Wall Street hyenas ingesting 
through every imaginable orifice? How are the 
criminals going to fulfill their inherent maniacal 
tendencies tonight?” And they call this “the 
greatest city in the world.” The only people 
who believed that were the ignorant men and 
women who wished they could afford to take 
part in such a materialistic, artificial lifestyle. If  
only they knew. Fucking idiots. They needed 
to stay where they belonged. Cities like San 
Francisco where they preach about “unity” and 
“one love” in their hemp clothing and man-
buns.  

He was just like them once, tricked into 
a belief  or idea of  an ideal life with the ideal 
job, the ideal apartment, the ideal car, and 
anything else that might give him some sense 
of  purpose. So many people have it wrong. 
They all believe success means happiness. 
Most people who are successful have never 
tasted happiness, but he had. That feeling 
had been drowned out long ago by the voices 
of  everything that he resented in this God-
forsaken city. His advice to God: stay gone. It 
seemed quite hypocritical to hate these people 
for desiring and believing the same things as 
he did. But it wasn’t. They were in his way. 
Nothing was going to stop him.  Not even 
a population of  bureaucrats, politicians, and 
pseudo-intellectuals who had never considered 
that there was more to life than chasing the 
faces of  dead presidents; and he was no better 
than them, but he naïvely liked to believe he 
was. 

His apartment, no, his “penthouse,” as 
the superficial, pretentious assholes may call it, 
was elegant in every respect. The gray granite 
countertops, looking like the slush-ridden 
sidewalks, spanned the length of  nearly every 

surface, save a couple of  rustic wooden tables. 
He went through a vintage phase a few years 
back. Apparently it was all the rage amongst 
the upper class so, naturally, he followed suit. 
Everything was twice as big as it should have 
been. The few visitors that he allowed instantly 
felt inadequate in his presence. 

There were two bedrooms fully adorned 
with king-size beds, memory foam mattresses, 
silk sheets, large flat screens so big they looked 
as if  they were trying too hard, and various 
wall décor. The bedrooms were directly across 
from each other with their open doors staring 
into one another, as if  they were trying to spill 
the words that Jacks could never say out loud. 
At least if  he didn’t want to get fucked by 
the long dick of  the Securities and Exchange 
Commission, he wouldn’t. There was an even 
bigger flat screen in his living room, placed 
methodically between the two high-rise 
windows that he enjoyed gazing out of  every 
night. The Great Jay Gatsby looking over the 
festivities of  the city, all the while only hoping 
to attract the one that got away: money.  Two 
DVD racks stood on either side of  the TV, one 
for his impressive porn collection, of  course, 
and the other for his various assortments of  
Nick Cage films. For Jacks, there was nothing 
like nestling up with a nice glass of  anything 
above 80 proof, filled to the brim, after a long 
day of  robbing everyone from the blue-collar 
factory workers to the upper-middle class of  
the countless cities of  this fine country and 
watching good ole’ Nicky Cage drink himself  
to death in Las Vegas. The guy had the right 
idea.

His most prized possession stood 
silently in the left hand corner by the window, 
an old record player carved out of  an old oak 
tree. The etchings all over it were from a time 
when Zoroastrians were still prominent in 
the Middle East.  He would never tell how he 
came to possess it, but it captured the eye of  
anyone who walked through his door. That 
number was slim in these days. Trust was a 
hard thing to earn in the upper echelon of  
society to which he belonged. Why? Jacks was 
perpetually answering that question. Either that 
or he was the reason that they all kept asking 
it. For instance, last month he swindled a single 

mother of  four kids. GloboCorps was down 
by astronomical proportions and he wanted 
to milk it to the last drop. He sold her two 
thousand shares. He called it a “your children’s 
children’s college tuition” kind of  investment. 
Textbook, yet effective.

There were many records to sort 
through in his collection but the only record 
that ever touched the needle was Robert 
Johnson’s “Hellhound On My Trail.”  Right 
next to the player was an odd type of  calendar, 
if  it could even be called that. It was divided 
into six sections, from top to bottom: one for 
years, one for months, one for days, one for 
hours, one for minutes, and one for seconds. 
That wasn’t the strange part. What he was 
never able to explain was that it counted 
backwards, from ten years. It had been there 
since the day he moved in. He almost threw 
it out but he found a strange kind of  comfort 
in having it. Kind of  like the way anyone 
feels when they find a half-empty bottle of  
OxyContin in the medicine cabinet. They may 
not need it, but they are glad it’s there.

A couple of  hours past midnight while 
the rest of  the Eastern seaboard slept, with the 
exception of  the few dreamers left in the world, 
he stayed up. He clutched his glass of  scotch as 
if  it were the wooden door in the middle of  the 
splintering-cold Atlantic as the Titanic slowly 
descended into a place so dark it had no name. 
Each iceberg in the glass stared at him like it 
was preparing to take him down too. What 
they didn’t know was that he didn’t need their 
help. At least he knew he was going to take all 
of  the ignorant peasants down with him. Their 
wallets were yawning. They were the whales 
and he was Captain Ahab, forever searching 
for his prize. The consequences didn’t matter. 
He reached for his way-too-expensive crystal 
decanter imported from a far away place. 
He often considered purchasing a new one 
because the bottom of  it never seemed to be 
deep enough. He poured the remainder of  the 
25-year-old Macallan into his glass and returned 
to the window to gaze out past the streets of  
Manhattan. 

The city was a grid, each street with 
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its own rhyme and reason for its precise 
placement. Every single move was calculated. 
Every person on the street was either tunnel-
visioned, screaming into a cell phone, begging 
for change, or soliciting their bodies to the 
weak men of  every generation. Sometimes, all 
at the same time. The streets were littered with 
syringes, McDonald’s wrappers, cigarette butts, 
joint roaches, and every other conceivable 
vice that keeps this city’s motor running. This 
whole environment was a capitalistic machine, 
pretending it didn’t know the rest of  the world 
was crashing down beside it. It was like a blind 
executive of  a Fortune 500 company feverishly 
trying to close a pitch in her top-floor, corner 
office while the World Trade Center burned 
to ash outside her window. This was not the 
greatest city in the world. Every sound, every 
smell, every aspect of  this place repulsed Jacks. 
If  it weren’t for the money, he would have left 
a long time ago. Or become another one of  the 
mechanical pieces to serve a function that kept 
this miserable place defiling the very land it was 
situated on.

As the crow flies, he was probably 
looking toward Secaucus or Pittsburg or maybe 
even as far as Los Angeles. It really didn’t 
matter to him where his sights were set. No 
matter where he looked, he didn’t belong. He 
seemed to have been born during the wrong 
time period. Or in the wrong country. Or to 
the wrong world, if  there was ever another one. 
He was trying to keep his mind off  tomorrow. 
He was, quite literally, about to jump out of  his 
skin.

In the slew of  vagrants that roamed 
the debris-ridden landscape below his top 
floor penthouse on the Upper East Side, the 
less fortunate, to put it quite euphemistically, 
would be wondering what the fuck he had to 
complain about. A 6, maybe 7 figure salary? 
Living above Central Park? What the fuck 
could he be so bitter about? They would never 
know, nor could they ever understand. They 
were two completely different beings. Species 
would almost be a better category to exemplify 
their separation in that world. The world that 
was good to Jacks. The world that had dealt 
him the hand, above all hands, and he had no 
rational excuse to wish it hadn’t. Jacks was the 

only one that knew that it wasn’t the world 
nor his background nor his family connections 
that had dealt him the hand. He knew that, to 
everyone else, the world was just the world, but 
to him, the world took on new meaning. At 
least his world did. The world that he had to 
conquer. It wasn’t a goal. It wasn’t a choice. It 
was a destiny. He could never be satisfied. He 
was the Dracula of  Wall Street, forever thirsty 
for the blood money pouring out of  his dull-
minded clients’ pockets.

“Jordan Belfort: The Wolf  of  Wall 
Street. What a pussy,” he once told Forbes 
in an interview they were conducting for the 
“up-and-comers” of  Goldman Sachs. Sure, the 
big guns upstairs weren’t too happy with the 
negative publicity that his loud mouth attracted, 
but they had to admit it. This kid had balls.

“Come back to bed, you,” the woman in 
the white robe said with her eyes still fixed on 
the back of  her eyelids.

Snapped out of  his nightly trance, Jacks 
replied, “In a minute.” He was confused, 
because he had never gone to bed in the first 
place, unless she considered the emotionless, 
and, quite frankly, lackluster sex “going to 
bed.”  He still wondered why she hung around, 
so deeply in love with a man that was, by all 
means, empty. She was his polar opposite. She 
had to know that she was far from his exclusive 
fuck-buddy. She must have known what kind 
of  person he was. It must be true that a black 
card could keep any girl around.

He threw back the rest of  the scotch 
in his glass and placed it carefully onto its 
coaster, next to the empty decanter. His only 
companions. The picture saddened him. He 
crossed the room into his bathroom. One that 
was all too ornate. Of  course, everything was 
black marble with a steam shower and sauna. 
He took his clothes off  and stared at what he 
saw in the reflection. He was toned, tan, and 
muscular. He was disgusted. The ugliest man 
he had ever laid eyes on was all he saw. Never 
satisfied.

“Time to switch to two-a-days,” he 
spoke to his reflection as he punched himself  
in the abdominals. Jacks moved to the bed and 

slid under the silk sheets in what he thought 
was quite a seductive way. His lover gave him 
no recognition. There was no way he could get 
it up anyway. The scotch was the only thing 
rushing south of  his waistline. As he lay there 
with his eyes shut, he waited for the darkness 
to come. A darkness that he happily welcomed 
and as he drifted into his alcohol-induced 
sleep, the lines from Robert Frost’s poem 
“Acquainted with the Night” sang in his head.

The Keurig sang its usual chorus at 
7 a.m. while Jackson Stall exploded out of  
bed like a bad mattress spring. The routine 
headache kicked in seemingly an eternity before 
he could reach the aspirin. He walked out of  
his bedroom and made his usual pass of  the 
skyline out his window next to the record 
player. The city looked quiet for once. He 
dropped the needle on his favorite record and 
glanced at the clock:

0 Years
 0 Months
 0 Days
 6 Hours
 6 Minutes
 6 Seconds
 
 “Fucking finally!” he shouted louder 
than he hoped for. 
 “You’re rather chipper this morning,” 
Arielle muttered under her breath while 
pretending to read The New York Times. 
 “Not as chipper as I would have been 
if  you woke me up in usual fashion.” Jacks 
couldn’t help but chuckle at that one as he 
winked in her direction.
 “You think yourself  quite the 
comedian, Jacks. You always have,” she replied 
nonchalantly, keeping her eyes glued to the 
paper.

 Jacks walked with his chest too far in 
front of  him toward the kitchen, which to no 
one’s surprise was blanketed in ashy granite 
and stainless steel. Coffee was good but Baileys 
and Jameson made it better. He made his 
concoction, no longer trying to hide it. He 
pulled the mug to his pursed lips and gulped 

it down with a little too much ease as Robert 
Johnson sang “and the days keep on remindin’ 
me, there’s a hellhound on my trail.” He smiled 
fiercely as he heard the lyrics coming from the 
window, as if  the city itself  was singing to him.

“This song creeps me out in every 
conceivable way,” Arielle said as she walked 
into the kitchen to refill her coffee cup.
 “That’s because it can only soothe the 
wicked,” Jacks chuckled.
 “And what am I, some kind of  angel?”
 “Not after the things I’ve seen you do in 
the bedroom,” Jacks said as he smacked her ass.
 “Ugh, pervert.” She set down her coffee 
cup, grabbed her purse, and began to set out 
the door without another word. He grabbed 
her wrist as she was halfway out the door and 
pulled her back in. He brushed the bangs that 
she hated so much behind her left ear and 
kissed her. 
 “I hate how you do that,” she said as 
she pulled her lips from his and looked over 
his shoulder, her chin resting perfectly on his 
collarbone.
 “Do what?” Jacks asked even though he 
knew the answer.
 “How it only takes one kiss.”
 “I’m sorry, babe. You know my 
relationship with the morning.”
 She feigned anger as she playfully 
punched his chest, “Yes, I do, and you never 
cease to remind me.”
 “You know I love you,” he reassured her 
while holding her by the waist. He was the only 
man that ever stared directly into her eyes the 
way he did. Almost like he was looking straight 
through her.
 “Where did you come from?” she asked 
with no intention for a response. He just 
smirked and after a few seconds, she turned out 
of  the door.

He walked over to the record player and 
took the needle off  the record. He raised the 
disk to the window and simultaneously stared 
at it and the sky beyond it. It looked dark and 
bright at the same time.

“Oh Bobby Johnson, what I wouldn’t 
do to hear your stories,” Jacks said to himself. 
He placed the record back and took one more 
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glance at the clock.
 0 Years
 0 Months
 0 Days
 5 hours
 41 Minutes
 6 Seconds

 He had some time to kill before he 
set off. As the time passed, he dozed off. He 
woke up two and half  hours later. He still had 
time before his 1:30 meeting. As some bald 
spokesperson in a mediocre suit was spouting 
off  about the latest controversy in the NFL, 
Jacks realized the Jameson was still hitting him 
a little harder than usual. He reached into his 
bedside table and pulled out a little sack of  
booger sugar. He dumped a little bit onto the 
mirror he kept under his bed and divided up 
six lines. One might assume that he planned on 
spanning their consumption over some time 
but not Jacks. He railed each line as if  it was 
powdered sugar and he was the crepe. 

 “God damn, that’ll put lead in your 
pencil,” he thought to himself. He jumped to 
the floor and started doing push-ups, shouting 
out the intervals as if  somebody was listening. 
He returned to the bed after twenty or so.

 After the rush from the cocaine had 
died down, he put the bag back in the drawer 
and the mirror back under the bed. He 
presumed to retreat to his closet and pick from 
his assortment of  perfectly tailored suits. He 
pulled his black Armani suit and favorite red 
tie from the rack and set them gently onto the 
bed. He went back into his closet and picked 
up his Peter Millar loafers and set them at the 
foot of  his bed. He grabbed his towel from the 
back of  the bathroom door and walked in to 
take a shower. He turned the knob to a scalding 
temperature, undressed, and stepped in. As 
the water was beating down on him, he kept 
singing the words “If  today was Christmas Eve 
and tomorrow was Christmas day, all I would 
need is my sweet little rider.”
 After he powdered his nose to his liking, 
Jacks stepped out of  his room and shut the 
door with a considerable amount of  conviction. 
He read the clock to his right. 

 0 Years
 0 Months
 0 Days
 1 Hour
 24 Minutes
 6 Seconds

 “Perfect,” Jacks reassured himself. By 
bus, it took forever to get to 85 Broad Street. 
Probably over an hour, if  not more. Jacks 
wasn’t the type of  guy to mingle with the lesser 
people of  the city. He wasted his easily earned 
money on a private limo service. For the love 
of  God, he looked like the biggest asshole. He 
strolled across the penthouse’s hardwood floors 
to the kitchen to pour himself  another Irish 
coffee before he set off. He poured it down his 
throat with a prolonged ease and set out the 
door without locking it behind him. 

 He walked out of  his building across 
the street from the east side of  Central Park 
and waited patiently for his limo to arrive. The 
December snow caked the street and rested 
gently on the tree branches of  Central Park. He 
felt like Holden Caulfield, wondering where the 
ducks had gone to from the lagoon of  Central 
Park. He instantly felt jealous of  both Holden 
and the ducks. It was the kind of  cold where 
you can’t even see your breath. It just blends 
in to the frosted air and evaporates to pour on 
you later. He wondered how many people’s 
breath, perspiration, and spit was pouring down 
on him. He felt uneasy for some reason, as if  
someone was watching him. This unease wasn’t 
scary but oddly comforting. 
 “What time is it?” Jacks asked Dale, the 
doorman.
 “12:30, Mr. Stall.”
 Before Jacks could complain, the matte 
black Escalade pulled up to the curb and 
Luscious stepped out to open the back right 
door for Jacks. He looked like a dark bowling 
ball, rushing down the sidewalk before the pins 
went up. The snowflakes stood out on his bald 
scalp.
 “About fucking time!” he said to the 
driver.
 “My apologies, sir. Traffic on George 
Washington Bridge was brutal,” Luscious relied 

apologetically. 
 “Whatever.” Jacks slammed the door 
on him, giving Luscious the clear command 
to hurry the hell up. He didn’t care for his 
excuses. Once he was back in the driver’s seat, 
Luscious pulled away from the curb and took 
the everyday route. Anybody else probably 
would have gone straight south down Park 
Avenue, but Jacks preferred the scenic route. 
They drove east until they couldn’t anymore 
and proceeded to head south towards the Wall 
Street Financial District. Driving along the 
East River, Jacks stared out at the water. He 
wondered how many people met their demise 
at the bottom of  the freezing canal. The snow 
drifted down onto the water but it never froze 
over. He watched the pedestrians walk along 
the waterway and wondered about their lives. 
“Did they believe in God? Have they returned 
their videotapes lately? Did they know where 
the ducks were today?” He was just curious 
about other humans, knowing he was so much 
unlike them.
 
 As Jacks was in the backseat pondering 
God-knows-what, he didn’t notice the white 
Cadillac following the limo that Luscious 
had. He didn’t think much of  it since most 
of  the men he drove around the city had 
quite the following. It rarely led to any violent 
confrontations. 

 “Hey, Luscious!” Jacks called to the 
driver from the back seat.
 Snapped out of  his anxious worry, 
Luscious replied, “Yessir?”
 “Drop me off  at the corner of  Broad 
and Exchange, will you?”
 “Isn’t that out of  the way for you, sir?” 
Luscious was confused. It was 20 degrees 
out and the snow was currently enveloping 
Manhattan, ready to swallow her beauty whole. 
 “I don’t mind it much today. I’ll walk the 
rest of  the way to Goldman. I could use the 
fresh air.”
 “Big day?”
 Jacks smiled with a menacing grin, 
“Nothing that I didn’t already know.”
 Luscious was confused. He knew that 
the man in his backseat was odd. He had been 

driving him for three years and change. He 
knew he was strange. They continued the rest 
of  the ride in silence.

 The Escalade pulled up to the stoplight 
at the corner of  Broad and Exchange Street 
and Jacks didn’t wait for Luscious to get out to 
open the door. He just threw a $50 bill through 
the window and got out without another word. 

 Luscious was just about to pull away, 
confused at the reason for such a lofty tip, but 
then he noticed the white Cadillac pulled over 
about 50 yards behind him. Luscious rolled 
down the driver’s side window and asked Jacks, 
“Are you sure you want to walk? It’s obviously 
no trouble to drive you the rest of  the way.”
 “I’ll be fine,” Jacks replied as he double-
tapped the roof  of  the car. Luscious didn’t 
necessarily feel comfortable with the idea but 
he obliged in the end.

 Jacks stood on the corner of  the two 
streets and stared up at the top floor of  85 
Broad Street. For an instant, the temperature 
around him raised and the snow turned to rain. 
Yet, he remained still, entranced by the opaque 
glass wrapping around the top floor of  his 
building. He almost didn’t notice the snow and 
the comforting unease return. Then, he felt 
someone standing next to him, her scent all too 
familiar. He turned and saw Arielle, dressed in a 
white trench coat. As the snow seemed to miss 
her body, he noticed something different about 
her.
 “Hey Jacks,” she said in a soft tone.
 He was so thrown back at her presence, 
he almost couldn’t hear himself  reply, “Hi, 
Arielle” stuttering like a nervous ten year old 
after seeing his first set of  tits.
 She didn’t notice his address. The way 
he said her name stirred her. “Oh, yeah. Me,” 
she thought to herself  even though she just as 
likely said it out loud.
 “What are you doing here?” 
 “Wouldn’t want to miss the big show, 
would I now?”
 “The big show, huh? What’s going on? 
Am I being Punk’d? You working for another 
firm?” Jackswas getting awfully defensive.
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 “I remember this place well, Jackson,” 
the lady dressed in white ignored his question 
while taking in the familiar environment.
 “Well, yeah. Not many people forget it.”
 “I met you here ten years ago. No shock 
that you don’t remember it.” Jacks was starting 
to get mad but he didn’t respond. He was 
sorting through the files in his head, trying to 
grasp anything that resembled her memory.
 Arielle looked at the building being 
pelted by the raindrops which seemed to 
come from nowhere. “Gloucester had just 
fired me. No reason besides the fact that I had 
gained a couple of  pounds. Really? You’re not 
remembering any of  this?”
 “I’m sorry, I don’t,” Jacks shrugged off  
her question with disinterest. “Why have you 
never brought it up before? We’ve been seeing 
each other for years.” 
 “I’ll paint you a picture. We were in the 
lobby. I was by the reception desk, dressed in 
black stockings, a beige skirt, a white blouse, 
and a beige jacket. Gloucester was in the 
middle of  walking away after telling me to try 
and dip my foot in the porn industry since I 
had no future on Wall Street. Then, you come 
walking in the revolving door with a shit-eating, 
first-day-on-a-trading-floor grin. Yes it was that 
obvious. I was in the middle of  pleading for 
my job back when Tom sees you and asks you 
if  I looked like a candidate for employment. 
I assume you wanted to make a good first 
impression so you complied with his every 
comment that followed. Ringing any bells, 
sweet cheeks?”
 All of  a sudden, he was questioning their 
whole relationship, if  he could even call it that. 
He couldn’t understand what her intentions of  
being with him were. “So, what? You’re here to 
sabotage me?” he asked her.
 “Quite the opposite. I’m here to help 
you.”
 “How?”
 There was a long silence while they took 
in each other’s presence. She replied, “Don’t do 
this, Jacks.”
 “Okay, where the fuck is Ashton 
Kutcher?” Jacks started to sarcastically fling his 
head around like a demonic bobble head doll.
 “I am only looking out for you. There’s 

no turning back after you take that road.”
 “Why would I want to turn back?”
 “Okay fine. You go up there. Then 
what? You have everything you ever think you 
want? But it isn’t you. You don’t want this.”
 Jacks scoffed at the absurd remark, “You 
don’t even know me!”
 “Fine, then go. You will never see me 
again, though. People like me do not wander 
into the places that you do. I’ve done it for a 
year already. I just always hoped you’d find your 
way.” 
 Jacks imagined his life as it is now. Then 
he imagined his life, as it would be here in a few 
minutes. He didn’t need more than five seconds 
to weigh his options. “Goodbye, Arielle.”
 As he was walking away, he heard Arielle 
call to him, “Remember to ask yourself  when 
all of  your dreams come true: was it worth it?”
 He barely heard her last comment as 
he walked away. Arielle walked in the opposite 
direction, away from wherever Jacks was 
heading. The rain poured. None of  the Angels 
were crying anymore. His decision was made.

 He made his way to the building, 
walked up the granite steps, shuffled through 
the revolving door and made his way across 
the atrium. Everything was in slow motion, 
and he was taking in everything around him. 
The marble floors, littered with the invisible 
footprints of  lesser men. The walls plastered 
with the faces that built this corporation. His 
mask would soon join theirs. The delivery boy, 
shuffling about the city in frenzy, delivering 
important messages and documents to far 
superior men than himself. He arrived at the 
elevator and pressed the “up” button. The 
doors in front of  him welcomed him instantly, 
and he walked in, turned around and pressed 
the button for floor 66. The doors closed shut 
to a world that was lesser than him and he was 
on his way up. His stomach dropped as the 
elevator lofted him up and the woman’s words 
echoed in his head, “Was it worth it?”

 The doors opened. All he could think 
about was the snow-shrouded street with the 
woman in white standing in the middle of  it. 
He shook his head and walked through the 

double doors made of  oak. It looked like the 
same wood his record player was carved out of. 
Sitting on the oval, glass conference table was 
the contract, anxiously awaiting his signature. 
He was, in an instant, above the rest of  them. 
In the moment that he raised his eyes from the 
table, everything was burning outside the tall 
glass windows. He walked over to glare over 
his newfound empire of  Wall Street. The skies 

were black and the sun shone fire-bright on the 
horizon.

 His eyes panned the streets below and 
came to an abrupt stop. There, standing next 
to the white Cadillac and the CEO of  the SEC, 
was whom he once knew as Arielle. She lied. 
She wasn’t going anywhere.

Matthew Larre is a peculiar lad. He is loyal to a 
fault to his friends and family. He has no idea what 
he wants out of  life. He hates change. He has an 
affinity for Nicolas Cage. A glass of  whiskey and 
some Hall & Oates are all he needs.
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Death before 
Dishonor

Emmy Dixon

1st

“Funny how fear works: you expend 
every ounce of your being avoiding 
it, but, somehow, it still manages to 
envelope you.”

Courtney Torres
“Void”

Creative 
Non-Fiction

“He stands in the unbroken line of  patriots who 
have dared to die that freedom might live, and grow, and 
increase its blessings. Freedom lives. And through it, he 
lives—in a way that humbles the undertakings of  most 

men” ~FDR1 

I. Let it be Hushed

Let it be hushed; let the deep ocean close

Upon these dead. Others may laud their parts,

Raise monuments of  marble in their names.

But we who flew with them and laughed with them, –

We other crews who, living side by side,

In outward contacts slowly came to know

Their inmost parts, would rather leave untouched

The wound we healed, the love we buried there.

These men knew moments you have never known,

Nor ever will; we knew those moments too,

And talked of  them in whispers late at night;

Such confidence was born of  danger shared.2 

II. Incomplete Mission

 The most common definition of  mission 
is that of  personal vocation. My great-uncle 
Harvey’s last mission in the Second World 
War (WWII), the one he never returned 

from, is simply labeled “incomplete”: “WWII 
Mission of  the 459th Bombardment Group to 
Munich, Germany [:] Incomplete Mission on 
10/20/1944.”3 

  It turned out to be the most 
consequential mission of  his life, but certainly 
not the most important to him personally, nor 
even the most vital to the war effort. It was 
insignificant in the face of  so much loss; his 
B-24 bomber was only one of  hundreds that 
failed to return. He and eight comrades lost 
their lives that October day in the icy Adriatic 
Sea, but were they always meant to die in service 
of  the United States? Or were their lives cut 
short, their missions truly incomplete?

III. Harvey DeGrey Dixon

 Around 5:00 AM on a sultry May 
morning, my second child slipped into this 
world. We named our first son Harvey after 
my great-uncle who died in WWII. My dad 
had always said that’s what he would’ve named 
a son. He never had one. I hated the name at 
first. Harvey. It sounded so old-fashioned and 
strange. Mark, my husband loved it immediately. 
A soldier’s name since the Middle Ages, Harvey 
means warrior, battle-worthy, eager for war—
and he was. My labor was precarious. His heart 
rate toed the line of  acceptable, dipping and 
dropping, then racing and skipping. The doctor 
wasn’t present and tensions were high. Mark was 
called into service and carefully eased away the 
umbilical cord that was wrapped tightly around 
our son’s neck; the first lusty cry announced his 
victory. A warrior was born. My only son, my 
little boy, had begun his mission.
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IV. Harvey Reed Sorensen

 Born on May 27, 1923, Harvey Reed 
Sorensen, my son’s namesake, was a child of  
the Depression. Called Harv by his family, he 
was the eighth son of  an Idaho farming family, 
and there would be three more after him; he 
was poor. The countryside was his playground 
and he made his own fun. Employing his 
affinity for wood, he carved horses for pleasure 
and toys for his siblings. His baby brother 
Gene recalled how the younger boys never 
felt the poverty or desperation of  the 1930s 
thanks to their big brothers Harvey and Bert. 
One particularly memorable Christmas, Harvey 
made sure the young ones could hear Santa’s 
sleigh bells and left a hand-carved toy truck 
for each boy. In this way, he protected them 
and enlivened what could have been dismal 
circumstances.4

 

   

 
 
 The bombing of  Pearl Harbor 
interrupted their oddly picturesque childhood, 
and Bert immediately enlisted in the Army Air 
Corps. The oldest Sorensen son, Lawrence, was 
given his choice of  the Navy or the Marines. 
Harvey was still in high school at that time, but 
not for long. Never one to back down from a 
fight—which kept him in trouble—he enlisted 
in the Army Air Corps in December of  1942. 
“There was a fight going on that he felt he was 

a part of  and nothing else was important at 
that time.” Even though he had a safe position 
in Denver as an instructor for 50 caliber gun 
maintenance, gun site cameras, and the Norden 
bomb site, he wanted to fly. He wanted to get 
in the fight. Grounded due to color blindness, 
he didn’t give up and eventually pulled the right 
strings. He was assigned to a B-24 bombing 
crew and stationed in Italy. 5 

 Before shipping out, he spent important 
time with family and precious moments with 
his girlfriend. After the family’s old Chevy had 
broken down one dark July night in 1944, Harv 
shared his future plans with Gene on the long 
walk home. He wanted to carve wood like Mot 
Thornton, a hometown artist. He wanted a car. 
He wanted to travel. He wanted to make life 
better for their mom. He strongly encouraged 
Gene to stay in school and not join the fight.  
That was the last time his feet touched the rich 
Idaho soil of  his birth and the last time he 
looked out for his much-loved baby brother.6
 

                   

V. Gary Reed Sorensen

 “My dad’s a Vietnam Vet,” I never tired 
of  telling people. I was proud of  him, proud 
of  him in a way only a child could be. He was 
my personal hero. Later on, I learned what it 
meant to be a Vietnam Veteran, and my pride 
reflected that. More than my hero, he is my 
standard. 

          

                 

 
 Gary, my father, was born in 1950 on 
his uncle Harvey’s birthday, May 27, only six 
years after Harvey’s death. His father, Leo, 
the second oldest Sorensen boy, adored his 
deceased little brother and gave Gary his 
middle name, Reed.  Raised in the same small 
town of  American Falls, Idaho, Gary liked 
to have fun. He drank too much, got in too 
many fights, and was eventually kicked off  the 
wrestling team, his one joy in school. 
 1967. Options were slim, and Vietnam 
beckoned to boys willing or no. He convinced 
his mom, Ethel, to let him enlist in the Army. 
The recruiter promised her that because he was 
only seventeen, he wouldn’t see action. He’d 
be stationed somewhere safer, Europe maybe. 
She reluctantly signed the paper allowing her 
firstborn son to join the army, and just like his 
Uncle Harvey, he enlisted voluntarily at a time 
when many boys were dragged from home. After 
basic training, he received orders to go to war. 
This was not what was promised. He went to 
the recruiter and explained.
   “Alright son, we can fix that.” The 
recruiter agreed. As he looked over the 
paperwork, preparing to make the change in 
order, he noticed Gary’s birthday. “Says here 
your birthday is May 27, 1950. Is that right?” 

 “Yes, sir.”

  “Well then, there’s no conflict. Your 

flight doesn’t leave until then. Enjoy sunny 
Saigon.” 

 He spent his eighteenth birthday on 
a plane bound for the South Pacific. The 
recruiter hid from Grandma. 

 After two tours of  duty in Vietnam, 
he returned to Idaho, restless and lacking 
direction. Only a few months of  civilian life 
revealed his mission. He got a tattoo that said 
“death before dishonor” and went on to 
complete a twenty-year career as an airborne 
Army Ranger, something else I never tire of  
telling people. My dad was special ops. He 
jumped out of  perfectly good airplanes. He 
could bite the head off  a live snake and eat it 
raw.7

 

VI. Let it be Hushed, cont.

We shared their targets, too; but we came back.

Lightly we talked of  it. We packed their kit,

Divided up such common useful things

As cigarettes and chocolate, rations stored

Against a rainy day that never came.

‘And they cast lots among them!’ Someone said,

‘It was a pity that he wore his watch;

It was a good one, twenty pounds he said

He paid for it in Egypt. Now, let’s see,

Who’s on tonight. Ah, Taffy – you’ve a good one!

You’d better leave it with me.’ And we laughed.

Cold were we? Cold at heart. You get that way.

Sometimes we knew what happened; how they crashed.

It was not always on the other side.

One pranged upon the runway, dipped a wing,

The navigator bought it, and the gunner.

The other two got out, a little shaken.

Figure 1

Figure 3

Figure 2
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Bob crashed when doing an air test, just low flying

– At least they think it was, they couldn’t say.

The plane was burning fiercely when they found it;

One man thrown clear, still living, but he died

On way to hospital. The loss was ours, –

Because I shared an aeroplane with Bob.

We had to get another D for dog.

And some did not come back. We never knew

Whether they lived – at first just overdue,

Till minutes changed to hours, and still no news.

One went to bed; but roused by later crews,

Asked ‘Were they back yet?’ and being answered ‘No’,

Went back to sleep.

One’s waking eyes sought out the empty beds,

And ‘Damn’, you said, ‘another kit to pack’;

I never liked that part, you never knew

What privacies your sorting might lay bare.

I always tried to leave my kit arranged

In decent tidiness. You never knew.8 

VII. Coffee with Dad

 He never talked to his little girl about the 
Army. He never talked about the war. Did he 
lose friends there? Did he keep his belongings 
in neat order, just in case? Did he pack bags 
belonging to good men who didn’t complete 
their missions?

 I asked him about it once. I was 
eighteen, and like most eighteen-year-olds, I 
thought I knew everything about the world, 
including Vietnam. I knew about the terrible 
things America had done and the mistakes that 
had been made. Being the daughter of  a vet, I 

didn’t blame the soldiers, but I sure questioned 
the mission. Over a pot of  coffee at the Huddle 
House, where we always did our best talking, I 
asked him what he thought about what he had 
done there. He replied simply: “I did what I 
was told. We believed in what we were doing. 
I did my duty.” His answer made it clear that 
there was nothing else to be said. The simplicity 
has stayed with me.9 

VIII. A Soldier’s Daughter

 In 1998, I had another pot of  coffee, 
another conversation at the Huddle House. 
This time I was joined by a Desert Storm 
veteran: a Navy recruiter. We talked about 
life. We talked about the news. He talked cash 
bonuses and travel. I talked about my proud 
military family. He mentioned duty. I shook his 
hand.  Driven by desperation to escape my own 
small town, and with no firm goals in mind, I 
enlisted. Without consulting my parents, the 
next day I traveled to Atlanta and swore in, a 
nuclear candidate in the United States Navy. 
I have never been more overcome with pride 
as I was in that moment. I stood alone, an 
adult making an adult decision, my hand over 
my heart, swearing to faithfully uphold the 
constitution as my mother had done. As my 
father had done. As Harvey had died doing.

  While I spent time in delayed-entry 
waiting for my spot in nuclear school to open, 
I met Mark and married him six months later. 
My recruiter tried to convince me not to, but 
my mind was set. Mark encouraged me to 
simply follow my heart, and he would follow 
me. I just couldn’t go. I no longer needed 
to escape. Ultimately, I dropped out of  the 
program, pulling strings to get out of  my 
contract. 

  Much time has been spent in self-
recrimination. How could I not do my duty? 
How could I disappoint my mother, my father?  
I felt like a criminal—almost. Four children 
later, it is clear that the Navy was not my 
mission. I have a different set of  duties. 

IX. A Soldier’s Duty

 The definition of  duty is highly personal.  
It can be “action and conduct due to a superior; 
homage, submission; due respect, reverence; 
an expression of  submission, deference, or 
respect.” It can also be “[t]hat which is owing 
to any one; (one’s) due; a debt; a charge, fee, 
etc. legally due; a due portion or allowance. Of  
duty: as a debt or thing due.” Most commonly 
though, duty is an “[a]ction, or an act, that is 
due in the way of  moral or legal obligation; 
that which one ought or is bound to do; an 
obligation.”10 Harvey felt that he had a duty to 
serve his country as his brothers were doing, as 
many of  his friends were doing. His duty was 
something he chose. He felt a moral obligation. 
That cannot be said for all of  the young men 
who were drafted to fight this war and the police 
action that came later, Vietnam. Their duty was 
a legal obligation. They are all remembered the 
same: “Citation of  Honor, [soldier X] Who 
Gave His Life in the Performance of  His Duty 
[Date X]. He lived to bear his country’s arms. 
He died to save its honor. He was a soldier . . . 
and he knew a soldier’s duty.”11 

X. Duty is the Mission

 Years later, Poppy (Gary) had a 
conversation with his grandson about duty. He 
presented him with a shelf  and some small, 
carved horses that Uncle Harvey had made 
before he went to war.  Gary told him that the 
shelf  could hold special things, the things he 
collected as he went about his duties. 

 Five-year-old Harvey asked, “Poppy 
what are duties?”

 “Well, Harv, duties are those things you 
do because you have to.”

                

 “Like eating?”
  “No, like going to school, or cleaning 
your room, or taking care of  your mom. The 
things that make you a man.”  

 It was then I understood. Sometimes, 
doing one’s duty is the only mission that 
matters.  

XI. Mission’s End

 Harv Sorensen, called Slick by his crew-
mates, arrived at his Italian post of  Guilia 
Airfield, near Cerignola, in September 1944, 
just twenty-one years old and ready to fight.  
On October 11, his ten-man crew, part of  the 
459th Bombardment Group, 758th Bomb Squad, 
had their first long mission over Germany 
which lasted six hours and thirty minutes. 
This was for real. These were not games. Two 
shorter missions followed on October 14 
and 15 and another long combat mission on 
October 16.  They were tired. Each flight took 
its toll, the tension shredding their nerves. 
As a waist gunner, Harvey had an especially 
dangerous and uncomfortable position. 
Frostbite was a very real concern. He wore 
electric underwear to keep warmish and had to 
worry about his oxygen tank freezing. As the 
crew’s armorer, he carried a heavy responsibility 
to his comrades: rapid gun repair and arming 
the bombs mid-flight. Weapons expertise had 
earned him this duty; he could dismantle and 
reassemble a gun in seconds, blindfolded.12

 

            

Figure 4

Figure 5
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 At the same time, his oldest brother 
Lawrence was somewhere in the Pacific on 
the Battleship New Mexico, his brother and 
best friend Bert was with the 8th Air Force 
somewhere in France, and his little brother Wes 
was preparing to embark on his own mission 
somewhere in Italy with a combat engineer 
unit. Their family waited anxiously in American 
Falls, cherishing every scrap of  news. In his 
last letter home, written just six days before he 
died, Harvey included instructions for what 
his parents should buy for themselves from him 
for Christmas. In a letter to his only sister, he 
described the flak so thick you could almost 
walk on it. Unfortunately though, he knew it 
was the bullet you couldn’t see that was the one 
to fear. “I wish I could climb inside my helmet 
to escape it.”13

 

           

 

 Their B-24 Liberator took off  again 
on October 20, 1944, around noon, heading 
straight to Munich; Hitler’s ball bearing 
factories were in their Norden bomb site. After 
they completed the initial flight pattern, they 
turned north. Over Venice, the number three 
supercharger suddenly flamed out. Down to 
three engines, the pilot, second lieutenant 
Arthur Hartman, decided they could not 
possibly complete the mission; it was too long 
on reduced power, and they would run out of  

fuel behind enemy lines. He rolled the dice. 
Even though they had covered over half  of  
the distance to Munich by then, he started back 
to Guilia Airfield. That’s when all hell broke 
loose. As the plane started across the coast, the 
German anti-aircraft batteries opened up on 
the lone target. Two more engines flamed out. 
Riddled with holes, they were going down—
hard.14   

 They had been going south, out to sea, 
and the bomber crashed into the Gulf  of  
Venice about ten miles from the Italian shore. 
The plane broke in two.  The other waist 
gunner and radio commander, Sargent Paul 
Estep, and Harvey managed to make it to one 
of  the windows—windows  from which they 
should have been targeting German planes—and 
swam for their lives against the choppy waves. 
The bomber sank in less than a minute. There 
was no time for lifeboats. They couldn’t radio 
for help.15 

 Sgt. Estep noticed the nose wheel 
floating nearby and helped Harv grab ahold 
of  it. Then he went looking for any other 
survivors. There were four. The wheel was 
about two foot in diameter and soon held 
the weight of  six desperate men. They all 
had various injuries except Sgt. Estep.  He 
considered swimming for shore since it was 
close and no one even knew they had crashed, 
but decided his comrades would never last 
without him there. Harv had a broken hip and 
was in intense pain. Nearly six hours later, after 
a valiant fight by his friends to keep him awake, 
Hary lost consciousness and slipped below the 
sea, the first of  the survivors to drown.16 

  That same morning, his mom, Effie, had 
gotten up and told his teenage brother Gene 
about a terrible dream she had: “this big black 
airplane was going down all night long.” 

 “It’s nothing, mom. You’ve just got boys 
all over the world. You’re worrying too much,” 
Gene tried to comfort her. He’d soon learn that 
you can’t second guess a mother’s instinct.

  At about 6:00 AM on November 5, 
1944, there was a knock on the door. His dad, 
as usual, yelled out, “Who is it?!” 

  “Western Union.” A gir1’s voice 

responded quietly.
 “Oh Lawrence, it’s one of  the boys!” 
Effie cried out.

 

        

 
 Gene read the telegram to his parents.  
Effie simply picked up a bucket and headed out 
to milk her cows. She was strong as iron, but 
would never be the same.17  

         

 Another person forever changed, Sgt. 
Estep spent an entire twenty-four hours in the 
treacherous waters of  the Adriatic, watching 
each of  his friends drown, one at a time, 
marking time on a watch that never stopped. 
Rescued completely by chance after a fighter 
pilot had gone down in the area and sent a 
mayday, if  not for his survival and subsequent 
testimony, the families of  ten young men would 
forever wonder what had happened to them; 
their records would reflect  the terrifying label, 
M.I.A. Thanks to his endurance, they know 
the final hopeless moments of  pilot Arthur 
Hartman, co-pilot Donald Smithey, engineer 
Don Kearney, and top turret gunner, Theodore 
Scott, who never made it out of  the plane, 
as well as the story of  those who braved the 
sea for hours, suffering and scared: navigator 
Arthur Fierman, bombardier Donald Collins, 
ball turret gunner Richard Oldenburg, tail 
turret gunner Harold Lauck, and my great-
uncle, waist gunner and armorer Harvey 
Sorensen.18   
 In a final service to the woman who 
had borne twelve children and already buried 
four, Effie was not told that because of  his 
vast knowledge of  the guns, Harvey had been 
moved from his original position as top turret 
gunner to the waist gunner position. Since the 
report by Sgt. Estep was kept classified, the 
names were not included, only the positions, 
and because the top turret gunner was one of  
the men who went down with the plane, she 
died thinking it was her boy, and that if  nothing 
else, he didn’t suffer long.19  
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 Sometime in the 1950s, the wreckage 
was found, and the four bodies that remained 
on board given burial. Harvey’s body was never 
recovered. Years later, his brother Lawrence 
placed a veteran’s headstone in Neeley 
cemetery next to his Mom, Dad, brothers, and 
grandparents as a reminder to the younger 
generations:  Harvey was a fun-loving man who 
only wanted to carve wood and grow old with a 
family of  his own; even more than that though, 
he wanted to defend his country, wanted to do 
his duty. It’s a family tradition.20  

  One carton of  personal effects was 
returned to his mother along with $2.08, which 
was all the money he had kept for himself; 
everything else he had sent home to his 
family.21 Nothing remains of  Guilia Airfield, 
seventy years later, except the faint scarring of  
a runway only visible from the air.22 

  

   

 

XII. Passing the Torch

 Watching my son get his first promotion 
in the Civil Air Patrol, I was filled with the 
same overwhelming feelings I’d felt swearing 
into the Navy almost twenty years prior. Pride. 
Duty. Mission. As his commanders pinned his 
collar, I could see that he felt it, too. He hopes 
to be a weapons engineer in the Army one day. 
Like my great-grandma,  I’ll have to learn to 
live with a lump in my throat. 

 I pray he is able to complete his 
great-great-Uncle Harvey’s mission. Not the 
bombing run to Germany, though. I want my 
son to grow up and find his passion, to fall in 
love, to be filled with pride for his child. I want 
him to feel the soil of  his home when he lies 

down to die, many, many years from now. I 
pray that the world will know lasting peace and 
not one more young man who must choose 
war as his duty, or be forced into a mission of  
another man’s choosing.

          

 

 Time moves on and the world is made 
new again.  

  

XIII. Let it be Hushed, final

But that is past. The healing river flows

And washes clean the wound with passing years.

We grieve not now. There was a time for tears,

When Death stood by us, and we dared not weep.

Let the seas close above them, and the dissolving deep.23
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2nd Void
Courtney Torres

 It’s always strange to me when people 
link Florida with vacations. I guess we all have 
our memories and experiences. I’ve spent my 
fair share of  summer vacations in Jacksonville, 
but the bad has overshadowed good. Florida is 
where my childhood ended. 

September 15, 2002. I went with my 
mom and grandmother, to the funeral of  
Jean Theus, a woman I’d only met once. She 
was my uncle’s mother, and we were there for 
him and my aunt. It had started to cool off  in 
North Georgia, but Jacksonville, Florida still 
felt like the middle of  summer. We were only 
there for three days, two of  which were spent 
coming and going, but that was enough. The 
Spanish moss was polluting the air and my 
sinuses with pollen. I went home from the less 
than enjoyable trip with a sniffle that, over the 
course of  two weeks, became the gates to Hell. 

The initial sinus infection morphed 
into an earache. Mom treated it with heated 
sweet oil in my ear. The sensation of  liquid the 
temperature of  bath water being poured into 
one’s ear is unpleasant. The moment the oil 
breaches the air pocket in the canal you know 
it because your eyes have a sensor that’s like 
the red thing that pops up on the Thanksgiving 
turkey. When this happens it feels like that 
oil has slipped down into your brain and the 
room begins to tilt. And then just as quickly as 
the sensation comes, it’s gone again. The heat 
dulled the pain, but that only lasted minutes, 
however long it took for my body to leech the 
warmth from the oil.

The level of  pain in my ear grew to such 
heights that it woke me from a dead sleep. 
Two in the morning, I roamed the dark house 
in tears wishing it would stop. I imagined a 

horrible little worm boring its way deeper and 
deeper into my head. I didn’t want to wake my 
parents, but it was such an unbearable pain 
that cradled the entire right side of  my head. 
I finally gave in and woke my mom with a 
choked plea for help.  

I went to the doctor first thing that 
morning still in tears. Dr. Jones was like a 
grandpa from an old book, sweater over the 
dress shirt and tie with khakis, loafers, and 
large wire-framed glasses that highlighted 
his cartoonish features. Looking back, I’m 
not sure if  he actually had no idea what was 
wrong or if  he just wanted to be finished 
as quickly as possible so he could jet off  to 
his vacation. We left with a prescription for 
medicated eardrops. I was back two days later. 
The substitute doctor, a tall lumpy man with a 
blank expression that made him appear as if  he 
though he’d rather you did his job for him. Dr. 
Vance aggressively poked around in my ear and 
noted swelling. He diagnosed it a swimmer’s 
ear and wrote me a prescription for a round of  
Zithromax and sent me on my way. 

I had one pill left when the worm 
reached my brain. September 30th, a Monday, 
was exactly fourteen days since Florida. Mom 
had left me home long enough to take Dusty, 
my little brother, to school. It takes fifteen 
minutes or less to get to the elementary school 
and back. By the time she got home, I had 
washed the dishes, loaded the washer and 
vacuumed both the living room and the den, 
which adds up to seventy-five percent of  the 
house. She found me lying down on the couch, 
exhausted. 

I complained about feeling sick to my 
stomach, like vomiting was in my near future. 
I hadn’t eaten anything, but in case it was a 

reaction to already taking my medication, Mom 
sat me down at the island in the kitchen and 
gave me a small amount of  soda in a thirty-two 
ounce cup and a short stack of  Saltines. She 
said I could have something for lunch if  I kept 
that down. I didn’t think I was getting lunch, 
but then eating was the last thing I wanted to 
do. I barely made it through the three sips of  
soda and a cracker before my saliva turned 
watery the way it does right before my stomach 
empties itself. I had to spit in my empty cup as 
I whined to Mom that I didn’t want anymore.

That was the last moment of  that 
morning I remember. I have a giant void in my 
timeline of  that day. One minute it’s not yet 
9:00 am and I’m spitting into a cup sitting in 
my kitchen and the next, I’m waking up in a 
nightmare. 

I open my eyes only to close them again 
as blinding lights flood my pupils. I’m lying on 
an elevated surface that was neither hard nor 
soft surrounded by strange people taking off  
my clothes. Fear and adrenaline course through 
my body and I kick and scream. I scream for 
them to leave me alone. I scream for them to 
stop. I scream for my dad. 

I recognize that I’m in a hospital, that 
these are doctors and nurses, but I don’t 
understand. What happened? Why am I here?  
The biggest mystery is why they keep insisting 
that my dad isn’t here yet. He works down the 
street from the hospital and if  I’m here, there’s 
no way he’s still at work. I don’t believe them. 
Something is wrong and I don’t like it. 

They take my confusion as a window 
of  opportunity. They strip my lower half  
and begin to insert a catheter. There’s an 
uncomfortable stinging and I start kicking and 
screaming again. Adrenaline is a crazy thing, 
it turns out of  shape men into cross-country 
runners, it turns mothers into super humans, 
and it turns tiny eleven year-old girls into 
assassins.

“Sweetie, you need to be still. I need 
to put this in,” the nurse says poking around 
between my legs. “Hold her down!”

Two men come to hold my arms down. 
I struggle against the orderly on my right. His 
Georgia red polo with his name tag pinned to it 

is all I see. “Hi my name is JASON,” it reads. I 
wriggle against his grip and pry my arm loose. 
It sends him back like the end of  a tug-of-war 
game, giving me my chance. He catches his 
balance and as he rushes back towards me I 
rear my foot back and shove it into his chest. 
Jason couldn’t have expected to be deliberately 
kicked. Up until this moment my kicking had 
been only to keep my personal space mine. 
This time, there is enough force behind the 
blow that it sends him stumbling into the 
counter behind him bordering the room’s walls. 
I watch as his hand cradles his left side, how he 
winces in pain and gasps for air. 

A large black man almost three times 
the size of  Jason comes and pins my right side 
down while the nurse inserts the catheter and 
another administers a sedative. The edges of  
my eyes grow fuzzy and I can hear distorted 
voices checking to see if  Jason the Orderly is 
okay.

“I think she broke my ribs,” was the last 
thing I heard.

I later learned when I woke again, that 
I had been admitted to Scottish Rite Hospital 
in Atlanta. Apparently, I wasn’t too far off  
the mark when I imagined a worm burrowing 
into my brain. My ear ache was the worm. 
The infection had traveled from my outer 
ear, through my middle and past my inner ear 
and spread to my Mastoid bone. The infected 
portion of  my skull caused the lining of  my 
brain to swell which then put pressure on my 
brain. 

The time between my kitchen and the 
ER had been lost because I had been having 
back to back seizures. First there had been 
petit mal, or absence, seizures. They lasted for 
hours before my mom knew something was 
wrong. She thought I was just being stubborn 
not literally unresponsive. She called for help 
when I failed to react to my dad and started 
spinning in her arms like the ballerina in a little 
girl’s music box. Within minutes of  the EMTs 
arriving, I went into grand mal seizures; these 
are the ones where the body thrashes violently. 
They had to life flight me to the hospital.

They told me I got lucky. The 
mastoiditis, if  left unnoticed a few days more, 
could have become meningitis if  the infection 



Spring 2016
79

The Chestatee Review
78

had made it to my spine. I could have been 
dead before the end of  the week. But that 
wouldn’t have mattered if  they hadn’t gotten 
the swelling down in the lining of  my brain. I 
would have developed encephalitis and been 
dead in two days. I had three surgeries in five 
days--a mastoidectamy, the insertion of  a pic-
line and tubes in my ears--along with eighteen 
days of  five different antibiotics and anti-
seizure medication. 

It was certainly a strange environment 
to stay in while experiencing something so 
humbling--rubber lizards on the ceiling of  the 
MRI room, a library of  movies, a playground 
outside my window, a coy pond in the 
basement, giant glass cases of  canaries and 
finches in the halls. Eleven-years-old and Death 
had reached for me, but instead of  claiming my 
life, that cold grip of  his, pulled me from one 
darkness, into another. 

Though I survived that experience, I 
understand what they mean when they say 
that sometimes living is worse than dying. 
That day threw my world into a downward 
spiral, of  which I am still falling. I developed 
Sodium Depletion Disorder due to being kept 
on a seizure medication for over two years 
when I was only meant to take it for three 
months. I suffered from Post Traumatic Stress 
Disorder. And to top everything off, I inherited 

Polycystic Ovarian Syndrome from my mother. 
Each day I juggle depression, insomnia, weight 
gain, immense pain everywhere, along with my 
school work and anything else the world throws 
at me.

I never had a fear of  death, only of  
failing. Funny how fear works: you expend 
every ounce of  your being avoiding it, but, 
somehow, it still manages to envelope you. 
Usually a near-death experience leaves a person 
with a new appreciation for life, but when you 
spend eleven years fighting to maintain your 
health, life passes you by. I’ve caught glimmers 
of  this realization before, watching my little 
brother grow into this independent adult. The 
contrast between the two of  us has stared me 
in the face for six years. 

It wasn’t until my professor told me to 
write a narrative that I realized just how much 
of  my life had been eclipsed by September 30, 
2002. I had nothing else to write about. I’ve 
been focused on academics and my health. I 
didn’t date. I had no real adventures. I never 
went to a Homecoming or Prom. The things I 
hold dearest to me never happened because I 
convinced myself  that there would be time for 
it “someday later,” but as I sit here writing this, 
I am haunted by my own words: “Someday can 
never be Today.” 

Courtney Torres is an avid daydreamer who 
believes in fairy rings and wishing wells, magic 
and witchcraft. She sometimes is depressed that 
she was blessed with a wonderful little brother 
because any hopes of  meeting the Goblin King 
have been crushed. She is still celebrating the 
return of  Pluto to the solar system; she never 
lost hope. (See also: 13, 95 and 107)

3rd

Emmy Dixon

The first time I saw Elvis, I was five 
years old. It was also the first time I saw my 
mother cry. It was 1984, and an Elvis Special 
was echoing through our tiny living room. 
Elvis had been dead for seven years, yet still 
my mother cried. She had grown up with his 
music, learned to dance with his music, loved 
and lost with his music. Of  course, I didn’t 
know that then; I only knew that my normally 
unflappable mother was in full melt-down 
mode in front of  our little black and white TV. 
I was transfixed. He was bloated and sweaty 
and covered in rhinestones, kind of  a sparkly, 
Las Vegas-inspired, vacationing Santa Claus. 
He sang “Hound Dog” and I sang along. He 
shook like a bowl full of  jelly and I shook 
along. My mother cried. When I asked her why, 
she said, “Baby girl, you see, once you know 
the man, you love him, and once you love him, 
well, you never forget.” That stuck with me. 
So did “Hound Dog.” The fact of  the matter 
was that I liked Elvis. I liked him a lot. He’d 
never made it into my top ten, though, and I 
never forgot his sweating and heaving. I didn’t 
get it. When I expressed this to my enraptured 
mother as she watched Elvis, in color now, 
a full twenty years after his death, she shook 
her head and simply said “Clearly, you don’t 
know him.” The simplicity of  her reply stayed 
with me; a mystery wrapped in shiny paper, 
put aside to savor, turning it over in my mind 
every time I heard his voice on the radio. Oddly 
enough, considering her passion for the man, 
she’d never been to Graceland, and neither, 
therefore, had I. A gaping hole existed in my 
understanding of  Elvis Presley.

I embarked upon a quest to “get to 
know” Elvis, to finally unwrap the mystery, its 

paper now dull and lusterless from years of  
handling. I booked a pilgrimage to the holiest 
sites and readied myself  for an epiphany. The 
research I had read in preparation for my 
journey implied that people love Elvis because 
he was the right thing at the right time. He was 
a liminal figure in history, a bad boy rock star 
who loved his mama, a millionaire who gave 
his money away, and a good looking white 
boy who wasn’t scared to admit that he had 
no prejudice. He broke down color barriers by 
providing a white face for black music. He has 
endured not only because of  his overexposure 
and his manager’s brilliant marketing, but also 
because he embodied the original American 
rags-to-riches Dream. This can only partially 
explain the living legacy, however; a place in the 
argument must also be made for the unnamable 
quality, the mystique, the charisma, that thing 
that made my mother cry. Coming of  age 
during a time of  transition, not only for music 
and the Deep South, but for the entirety of  
society, as well, Elvis was forced into the role 
of  trailblazer; over fifty years later, I was hot on 
his trail.

Once I had devoured over a thousand 
pages of  biographical material, I began my 
journey at the Tupelo birthplace; after all, 
it seemed a logical place. There, the two-
room home where he was born sits in a 
beautiful park in the middle of  the same poor 
neighborhood it has always inhabited.  It was a 
paradoxical experience to visit this rustic first 
home of  a multi-millionaire planted proudly 
among its shabby neighbors. It was as if  he 
was birthed on a deserted island in a sea of  
poverty; the Presleys seemed all alone in the 
midst of  so many. A remarkably functional 
family given their financial woes, they were 

Can’t Help Falling in Love: 
A Pilgrimage to Find the Real Elvis Presley
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always uncommonly close. Vernon, his father, 
reminisced, “Though we had friends and 
relatives, including my parents . . . the three 
of  us formed our own private world” (qtd. in 
Guralnick, Last Train 15). Their solid family 
unit seemed to help insulate them from the 
worst of  situations.

Perhaps this insularity was a derivative 
of  the tragic loss of  Elvis’s twin brother, 
stillborn in a cozy double bed much like the 
one now sitting in the sunny front room of  
their charming first home. I stood in awe of  
this bed, a quilt-covered manger that simulated 
the one in which baby Elvis was brought 
forth, bathed in pain and blood and tears, his 
mother, no doubt, sobbing a lullaby of  love 
and loss. Next to the bed sat a tiny chair—his 
first throne? It’s a magical place, this museum, 
and at its heart sits the very church he attended 
as a child, which was acquired some time later 
and moved to the spot, creating a fuller tourist 
experience. The site is made complete with 
another chapel, this one dreamed of  by the 
deeply-religious Elvis as a place for his fans to 
meditate.

It was in this chapel that I had my 
first coming-to-Elvis moment. I had read in 
his biography about a particularly touching 
moment recalled by his mother, Gladys: “Elvis 
would hear us worrying about our debts, being 
out of  work and sickness . . . and he’d say, 
‘Don’t you worry none, Baby. When I grow 
up, I’m going to buy you a fine house and pay 
everything you owe at the grocery store and 
get two Cadillacs—one for you and Daddy, 
and one for me’ ”(qtd. in Guralnick, Last Train 
16). It was in this beautiful chapel, as I rested 
in the oak pew and admired the kaleidoscope 
formed by the rough-cut chunks of  colored 
glass playing softly across the maroon carpet, 
that I realized the significance of  that quote. A 
drive to simply raise his parents from poverty 
ultimately led to an improvement in the lives of  
millions. That the filthy rich Elvis would turn 
out to be a noted humanitarian made me love 
him a little bit. I couldn’t help it.
   Elvis was undeniably concerned with 
humanity and ever sought to give back for 
what he considered to be his innumerous 
blessings. According to Steve Russell, “Each 

year, he gave $1,000 or more to 50 Memphis-
area charities. He often paid hospital bills and 
bought homes for friends and family. And 
sometimes he’d buy a Cadillac for a complete 
stranger” (50). Another particularly touching 
gesture was a determination to build a park and 
youth center for underprivileged kids back in 
Tupelo where he grew up (Guralnick, Careless 
94). He donated large sums of  money to the 
process, but in the end his dreams fell through; 
the site is simply his birthplace: a park-like 
setting for an outdoors museum, complete 
with spacious gift shop. Considering how much 
revenue the place must generate, however, the 
neighborhood is perhaps better served by the 
museum.

Even though he never forgot about his 
childhood in Tupelo, he was greatly influenced 
by the culture he found in Memphis, especially 
the black part, downtown on Beale Street. 
Historically, Beale Street was a collection of  
African American businesses and juke joints 
playing the likes of  B.B. King, Muddy Waters, 
and Louis Armstrong. That was the Beale Street 
that Elvis spent time on. One of  his favorite 
stores, Lansky’s, is where he first developed his 
iconic fashion. He was determined to stand out, 
and with the help of  Lanksy’s , he did just that. 
Though he remained the same quiet and polite 
boy he’d ever been, he completely changed 
his manner of  garb, favoring dress pants and 
pink, and took to elaborately styling his hair 
(Guralnick, Last Train 49). Today, Beale Street 
looks much different and is largely a mixture of  
neon-lit restaurants and gift shops, but it is still 
known for its blues music, and B.B. King now 
has a club there, as well.

It was at B.B. King’s House of  Blues that 
I began to feel the pulse of  the man behind 
the legend. Chasing me through one bluesy 
joint after another, the thumping and snarling 
and twang had my heart jumping and my 
blood running hot. I was “All Shook Up.”  I 
worked up a devilish thirst and several shots 
of  Jack Daniels later, I finally glimpsed Elvis 
leaning against a building, sideburns only 
partially illuminated under the neon lights, 
his face mostly in shadow. I had a “Fever.” I 
couldn’t believe my luck, and whether it was 
the thumping music, the flashing lights or the 

burning whiskey, I was determined to “Follow 
That Dream.” It was “Now or Never.” I inched 
in close enough to see that it was the young and 
beautiful Elvis.

“Are You Lonesome Tonight?” I asked 
him.

“I’m afraid ‘The Wonder of  You’ will give 
me nothing but ‘Trouble’ ‘Little Sister.’”

“‘Don’t Be Cruel,’” I told him, “don’t be 
a ‘Hound Dog;’ just ‘Love Me Tender’ all night 
long.” 

He said “‘I’ve got the ‘Steamroller Blues,’ 
and I’m hopping on the ‘Mystery Train’ 
tonight, bound for the City of  Gold. ‘There’ll 
Be Peace In The Valley For Me’ tonight.”

 I was “Hurt” by his confession. I couldn’t 
just give up. I knew “I Was the One.” 

 “Will you ‘Reconsider Baby’?” I pleaded, 
but he evaporated before my eyes. Evidently, it 
was only “The Devil in Disguise.” 

I realized that I’d be sleeping alone at the 
“Heartbreak Hotel” that night, but I knew that 
if  “I Can Dream” I could still have “A Little 
Less Conversation” and a little more action. I 
was lucky I didn’t end up doing the “Jailhouse 
Rock” that night after seeing Elvis against that 
red brick wall dressed in “Blue Suede Shoes” 
and rockabilly fashion far ahead of  his time. 
Like the legions of  women before me, I was 
smitten.

 His way with the ladies and his radical 
style of  dressing were only part of  what made 
him so iconic; it was his lack of  racial prejudice 
and his ability to sing the songs of  black music 
that would ultimately cement his position as 
Icon. Elvis became a conduit for positive race 
relations and set precedence for race mixing. 
During a tumultuous time in American history, 
particularly for the South, Elvis emerged as the 
perfectly desegregated young man. He was a 
well-mannered, good-looking white boy who 
came from a respectable, if  poor home, yet he 
could sing the blues of  the black culture and 
understand their often overwhelming poverty. 
Standing on the edge of  a cultural divide, Elvis 
broke down barriers, stirred up controversy, 
and proceeded to make a killing at it. Wilson 
says that, “Liminal figures are significant 
because they are symbolically on the edge not 
just of  society but for society. In this sense, the 

Elvis Icon was a lightning rod that absorbed 
the dangerous rays of  social change” (136). In 
other words, his humanitarian efforts extended 
beyond the bounds of  monetary donation into 
the realms of  social service. His success helped 
to mainstream black musicians and made the 
bluesy Beale street music hip with the middle 
class white teens that were needed to drive an 
industry revolution. 

This revolution was born at Sun Studios, 
fathered by Elvis Presley, and delivered by Sam 
Phillips. Sun Studios started out as a blues and 
“race” label (Guralnick, Last Train 58). Sam 
Phillips, the owner, started Sun because he 
wanted to provide an opportunity for “some 
of  [the] great Negro artists” in the mid-
South” (Guralnick, Last Train 60). He said that 
essentially, “I was shooting for the damn row 
that wasn’t planted” (qtd. in Guralnick, Last 
Train 60). He was passionate, not just about the 
music of  blacks, but about their culture, as well. 
This was not a popular view in 1950s Memphis, 
and his studio struggled initially. He persevered 
though, because he knew:

These records [rhythm and blues] 
appealed to white youngsters . 
. . But there was something in 
many of  those youngsters that 
resisted buying this music. The 
Southern ones especially felt a 
resistance that even they probably 
didn’t quite understand. They 
liked the music, but they weren’t 
sure whether they ought to like it 
or not. So I got to thinking how 
many records you could sell if  
you could find white performers 
who could play and sing in the 
same exciting, alive way. (qtd. in 
Guralnick, Last Train 96)

In walked young Elvis, with stars in his eyes, 
ready to conquer the world. He paid to record 
his first record, a gift for his mother (Guralnick, 
Last Train 63). He then had to wait a year 
before getting called back and given money to 
produce another.  This was the sound Philips 
had been looking for, and the record from that 
night, “It’s All Right, Mama,” was an overnight 
smash hit. Phillips had his vehicle for bringing 
blues into the living rooms of  wealthier white 
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people—the kind that could afford to buy 
records. 

It wasn’t only Elvis’s sound that Phillips 
knew would appeal across the color line; he 
seemed biracial in other ways, as well, marking 
him further as a liminal person. When Phillips 
first met Elvis, he said “he [Elvis] tried not 
show it, but he [Elvis] felt so inferior. He 
reminded me of  a black man in that way; his 
insecurity was so markedly like that of  a black 
person” (qtd. in Guralnick, Last Train 43). So, 
he dressed the part, he sounded the part, and 
he even conveyed the part. He was a white kid 
that seemed black in all ways except the one 
that threatened white audiences the most—
skin color. The fact that Elvis, himself, had no 
apparent racial prejudice made him the perfect 
vehicle for change. Phillips remarked on how 
special this was, and how important it was to 
the success of  music integration:

The lack of  prejudice on the part 
of  Elvis Presley had to be one of  
the biggest things that ever could 
have happened to us, though. It 
was almost subversive, sneaking 
around through the music—but 
we hit things a little bit, don’t you 
think? I went out into this no-
man’s-land, and I knocked the 
shit out of  the color line. (qtd. in 
Guralnick, Last Train 134)

While it was but the first step, they had indeed, 
knocked the shit out of  the color line. Elvis 
himself, was blown away by his instant success 
and never lost the feeling like it might all 
disappear just as suddenly as it had appeared. 
Speaking of  his own overnight success, Elvis 
said “Well, sir, I’ve been very lucky. I happened 
to come along at a time in the music business 
when there was no trend. The people were 
looking for something different, and I was 
lucky. I came along just in time” (qtd. in. 
Guralnick, Last Train 486). It was just in 
time for a lot of  people, and Peter Guralnick 
confirms that “there was little question that he 
was a hero in the black community” (Last Train 
370). He may have been Phillips’s hero as well, 
as Sun studios thrived for some time after that.

It was at Sun studios, right on the spot 
where he cut his first record that I had my 

second coming-to-Elvis moment. I was invited 
to stand on the sharpie-marked spot where 
Elvis stood, holding the very same microphone 
he held, though cautioned against putting my 
mouth on it, and encouraged to take a picture, 
perhaps striking one of  the iconic poses. This 
I did, and gladly. I also indulged in the best 
chocolate milkshake I’d ever had at the old-
fashioned soda bar in the lobby. As I sipped, I 
pondered the role of  Elvis in bringing blacks 
and whites together in a communal melody, the 
gold-record success of  which was plastered all 
over the walls: Johnny Cash, Muddy Waters, 
Roy Orbison, Howling Wolf, Carl Perkins, 
B.B. King, the list is extensive. He is like a 
rock star Jesus holding one hand out to each 
race, his body a conductor of  rock and soul 
harmonization. In other words, a mighty fine 
guy—the kind I’d love to share a milkshake 
with. As I marveled at how unique Elvis was, 
how unusual it would be for a young white 
man in the South to have no racial prejudice 
at a time when it seemed to be served nightly 
between the BBQ and beans, I remembered 
a quote from his father, Vernon: “There were 
times we had nothing to eat but corn bread and 
water . . . but we had compassion for people. 
Poor we were, I’ll never deny that. But trash 
we weren’t. . . .We never had any prejudice. We 
never put anybody down. Neither did Elvis” 
(qtd. in Guralnick, Last Train 29). That Elvis 
would be such a nice guy and also turn out to 
be such a champion for the racial integration 
of  the music world made me love him a little 
more. 

Rock star Jesus was only one image; 
Elvis was ultimately molded into a greenback-
giving cash cow by his brilliant manager, 
Colonel Parker.  Guralnick said that “Elvis 
was the purest of  postwar products, the 
commodity that had been missing from the 
shelves in an expanding marketplace of  leisure 
times and disposable cash. The colonel ‘slept, 
ate, and breathed Elvis,’…Elvis was fresh-
faced and eager to please, pure plasticity in an 
informational age that required a protean hero” 
(Last Train 240-1). He became what he was told 
to be. It is clear that even he recognized that 
who he truly was may have been lost in what 
he presented to the world because when asked 

if  he was satisfied with his image, he answered, 
“Well, the image is one thing, and a human 
being is another, you know? It’s very hard to 
live up to an image, I’ll put it that way” (qtd. 
in “The Ultimate Elvis Interview” 40). He was 
very conscious of  his image, or the image that 
was created for him, and felt responsibility to 
maintain it for the good of  all who depended 
on him. This sense of  responsibility weighed 
heavily on his shoulders and led to intense 
loneliness.

Loneliness was only part of  what 
prompted Elvis to go on a spiritual quest to 
discover what was missing in his life. He also 
questioned why he was chosen, what was 
special about him. A new hairdresser became 
his confidant, and in one of  their many 
sessions, Elvis said, “I’ve always known that 
there had to be a purpose to my life. I mean, 
there has to be a purpose for my life. I’ve 
always felt an unseen hand behind me, guiding 
my life. I mean, there has to be a purpose. 
. . there’s got to be a reason . . .why I was 
chosen to be Elvis Presley” (qtd in Guralnick, 
Careless 174). The closer he came to this 
hairdresser, the more time he spent in spiritual 
studies, the more nervous the Colonel became. 
Eventually, the Colonel felt compelled to chase 
off  the hairdresser (Guralnick, Careless 243). 
Fortunately for the Elvis Icon, his hair didn’t 
suffer from this loss which is more than I can 
say for the man who continued to feel largely 
alone.

Nowhere else on my journey did I 
feel Elvis’s loneliness quite as intensely as I 
did at my last stop, the one place I had yet to 
photograph—Graceland.  It is here, more than 
any other place that Elvis the Icon resides. If  
ever the man sat on the huge white leather 
sofa, or splashed in the pool, I felt no trace of  
him. At Graceland, I was faced with a theme 
park atmosphere, complete with compulsory, 
twenty-five-dollar, snapped-as-you-board-the-
shuttle, souvenir photos. Nowhere on the entire 
tour did I come face-to-face with anything 
portraying the man that was Elvis Presley. 
There wasn’t a hint of  drug abuse, weight 
problems, or philandering. Instead, his high-life 
was romanticized and played off  in a strictly 
charming way. There wasn’t a photo that wasn’t 

completely flattering. The entire property was 
expunged of  anything hinting at less than God-
like behavior. His personal rooms, including 
the one where he died, were off  limits to the 
tour; instead, I was quickly funneled through 
the Icon’s public spaces and encouraged to 
spend plenty of  time in his trophy room, with 
its plethora of  gold records and Grammies 
on careful display. There was no hint of  the 
real Elvis here, only an elaborately set stage 
patiently awaiting the return of  the King. 

Even his grave was a stage; however, 
it was here, in the little meditation garden 
where his family is planted, that I had my final 
coming-to-Elvis moment. As I kneeled in front 
of  his grave and rested my travel-weary heart, 
the familiar strains of  “Are You Lonesome 
Tonight” filled my ears. I had heard the song a 
million times, yet now my breath caught on the 
lines, “You know someone said that the world’s 
a stage/And each must play a part.” Taking 
into account everything I’d read and witnessed 
on my journey, I feel confident saying that was 
exactly how Elvis felt throughout his career. He 
was simply playing a part. It was then that I felt 
the full weight of  his loss. Did he ever get to be 
himself ? What could he have been without his 
directors, shapers, and clingers? Later on in the 
song, I was hit with the lines, “Now the stage 
is bare and I’m standing there/ With emptiness 
all around.” My heart broke for the little boy 
that just wanted to buy his mama a Cadillac. He 
had no idea that he would end up ushering in 
a new age with all its attendant tribulations.  It 
was then that I knew; I had fallen in love with 
Elvis Presley. I just couldn’t help it.

As history will attest, I am not alone 
in my love; however, how many really loved 
the man and how many simply love the Icon? 
I sought to uncover the real Elvis, the man 
behind the legend, but he proved to be as 
difficult to find as he was to define. It is almost 
as if  he simply sprang forth a fully formed 
icon. Wilson explains why the Icon Elvis 
has endured as a powerful symbol: “Elvis’s 
historical era was liminal for the South, a 
transitional time, when heritage weakened but 
the future was unclear. He was a symbolic 
mediator who moved through history but 
seemed outside of  history” (138).  Elvis has 
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become a symbol of  change, transition, and 
rebellion; he means something different for 
everyone and for every time period. Forever a 
part and forever apart, he is all of  the legends 
and none of  them. According to a plaque at 
his birthplace, the Presley family left Tupelo 
overnight in a ’37 Plymouth “for a better life” 
(Guralnick, Last Train 28). That Plymouth 
might as well have been a rocket, for it surely 
took Elvis straight to the Sun.  Even Icarus 
couldn’t get as close to the Sun as Elvis did, 
and it comes as no surprise that Elvis would 
ultimately succumb to the pressures of  his 
fame, the responsibilities of  his success, and 
the desperation of  his loneliness. Fortunately, 
because of  the unique combination of  
circumstances and personality facets, the liminal 
Elvis Aron Presley, gone too soon at forty-two, 

will live on forever, known simply as Elvis. 
My pilgrimage to the major sites along 

this trail, the Tupelo birth place, Beale Street, 
Sun Studios, and Graceland, revealed an 
industry thriving on the myths surrounding 
the man that has become the ultimate Icon. 
There were no less than ten gift shops selling 
that Icon, but I found only whispers of  the 
man that the legend was founded on. It was 
as if  Elvis himself  had truly disappeared, 
separating himself  permanently; he’d finally 
left the building. This pervasive liminality, his 
continued separation from the rest of  history, is 
at the heart of  his continued reign as the King 
of  Rock and Roll. To me, though, he was just 
a man—and now that I know him, I love him, 
never, I’m sure, to forget.
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“Though his tall tales are a special 
kind of grotespue, Bierce knew 
where to push and pull so that he 
never actually crossed a line, but 
maybe, redrew a few.”

Courtney Torres
“Murder, Mayhem, and A Good Laugh”
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1st A Whore’s Art: 
Plauto’s  Use of Aspasia in Menexenus

Emmy Dixon

 Contained within a rhetorical theory 
anthology, Plato’s Menexenus remains a prime 
source of  evidence for Aspasia’s rhetorical 
abilities. So widely considered evidentiary, 
Menexenus is included as a chapter selection 
under her name rather than its true author. 

Problematically, everything presented about 
women in Ancient Greece has been recorded, 
interpreted, and translated by men; therefore, 
what is accepted about feminine contributions 
to rhetoric has also been founded upon men 
talking about, for, and through women. Some 
scholars argue that Menexenus is a straight-
forward recording of  a speech invented by 

Aspasia, while others claim the work is ironic, 
meant as a satirical jab against rhetoricians in 

general. An additional angle reveals Aspasia had 
nothing to do with these words and is instead 
part of  an elaborate ruse attributing work to a 

woman in order to impart a complex symbolism.

 Because, with very few exceptions, 
Ancient Greek women were considered 
voiceless and deficient in reasoning abilities, 
Aspasia’s oratory excellence appears paradoxical.  
Female Athenian citizens did not enjoy the same 
rights as the men in the celebrated democratic 
polis. They did not typically go to school, and 
in many cases, rarely left their homes (Glenn 
182). They certainly did not involve themselves 
in politics or rhetoric. In fact, Aristotle famously 
declared, “Silence gives grace to women” (Glenn 
192).  Aspasia appears as an exception. She was 
a Milesian immigrant to Athens, and thus, had 
to obey all the laws of  Athens without enjoying 
any of  the citizen rights; however, since she 
was not a citizen, she also did not have to obey 
the strict societal rules for women (Glenn 182). 

According to Cheryl Glenn, “Aspasia could 
ignore—even rupture—the traditional enclosure 
of  the female body” (182). She would go on to 
allegedly run a brothel, instruct men in rhetoric, 
and be the special companion of  Pericles, a 
celebrated general and promoter of  Athenian 
democracy. This role gave her much influence 
and a particular insight—if  she indeed existed. 
The only record of  her is anecdotal, second-
hand, and filtered through the patriarchy.

 The power that Aspasia had over politics 
and Pericles in particular would have greatly 
disturbed the conservative Plato, who took an 
equally dim view of  rhetoric. In Gorgias, Plato 
emphasizes his feelings on rhetoric by using 
Socrates to destroy Gorgias, a noted rhetorician, 
using the infamous Socratic Method. Essentially, 
Plato backs Gorgias into a logic corner and 
forces him to admit that rhetoric is only a means 
of  skillful persuasion and has no essential basis 
in finding the truth, a hallmark of  Platonic 
philosophy:

Gorgias: I call it the ability to 
persuade with speeches either 
judges in the law courts or 
statesmen in the council-chamber 
or the commons in the Assembly 
or an audience at any other 
meeting that may be held on 
public affairs. And I tell you that 
by virtue of  this power you will 
have the doctor as your slave, and 
the trainer as your slave; and the 
money-getter will turn out to be 
making money not for himself, but 
for another, --in fact for you, who 
are able to speak and persuade the 
multitude. (Plato 91)

That is a heavy indictment. The fact that Plato 
fictionalized this piece—it was not a transcript 
of  an actual conversation between Socrates 
and Gorgias—allows one to infer that this was 
representative of  Plato’s view of  rhetoric. 

 While Menexenus is sectioned under 
Aspasia’s name as author, it was actually 
written by Plato, and thus should be read with 
an understanding of  the values of  Plato. The 
piece is in the tradition of  the dialogue so 
prized by Plato and encloses a conversation 
between Socrates and Menexenus, a young 
admirer. They banter about the need for an 
orator to be found for an upcoming funeral, 
and Socrates mentions Aspasia as a possibility, 
and then gives her speech. The speech takes up 
the bulk of  the piece and is an extravagant, if  
stale, work that closely resembles the style of  
the “Encomium of  Helen,” a famous oration 
by Gorgias that demonstrates the power of  
rhetoric. A pastiche of  other works, intended 
to be reminiscent of  the famous funeral eulogy 
given by Pericles, is relayed in an amusing 
chain of  hearsay. Glenn notes, “[t]he Menexenus 
contains Plato’s version of  Socrates’ version of  
Aspasia’s version of  Pericles’ Funeral Oration” 
(188). It is important to note that even in 
a work ostensibly conveying the words of  
Aspasia, she is not allowed a voice—even in a 
fictional text. Whether this was due to wariness 
of  her influence, an indication of  how much 
she was respected, or simply a literary device 
is another argument. The argument at hand is 
how Menexenus should be read. 

A straight-forward reading celebrates 
the figure of  Aspasia and gives hope to 
feminist studies in rhetoric. Glenn argues for 
this line of  reasoning and lays out a clear case 
in support of  a historically accurate Aspasia, 
well-respected and highly intelligent. She agrees 
that Aspasia was a close confidant of  Pericles 
and so influential that she quite likely wrote 
or co-authored many of  his speeches (187). 
In Menexenus, Socrates claims that if  he was 
suddenly selected to give the funeral address, 
he should be able to because he has been well-
schooled in the art of  oratory by “she who 
made so many good speakers, and one who 
was the best among all Hellenes—Pericles 

the son of  Xanthippus” (Plato 61). That is a 
robust endorsement of  the quality instruction 
provided by Aspasia—if  the piece is read as a 
historical document intended to simply relay 
facts. If  that is the accepted reading, then it 
also makes the case that Aspasia is heralding 
rhetoric as useful and good. During her speech, 
she says, “[f]or noble words are a memory and 
crown of  noble actions, which is given to the 
doers of  them by the hearers. A word is needed 
which will duly praise the dead and gently 
admonish the living, exhorting the brethren 
and descendants of  the departed to imitate 
their virtue” (Plato 62). So, if  this work is read 
literally and taken at face-value, Plato is in favor 
of  rhetoric—a fallacious conclusion challenged 
in Gorgias. 

There is another way to read Menexenus, 
a way that results in a more compelling reading: 
by having Aspasia—a woman—responsible 
for the speech, and making the speech an 
exaggerated version that is quickly composed 
from a stock of  such speeches, Plato is 
providing a cynical view of  the art of  rhetoric. 
Initially, Socrates is very disparaging towards 
orators. He makes pointed comments: “death 
in battle is certainly in many respects a noble 
thing. The dead man gets a fine and costly 
funeral, although he may have been poor, and 
a speech is made over him by a wise man who 
weighs his words, and has long ago prepared 
what he has to say, although he who is praised 
may not have been good for much”(Plato 
61). This cynical view encapsulates the entire 
work. The point of  the encounter is to find 
an orator for a military funeral. The speaker 
will be a “wise man” who “weighs his words” 
and “long ago prepared what he has to say.” 
That is the set-up for this alleged speech by 
Aspasia. Socrates tells Menexenus, “[e]very 
rhetorician has speeches ready-made; nor is 
there any difficulty in improvising that sort 
of  stuff ” (61). This is a reference to his initial 
sarcastic appraisal. His pessimism is so blatant 
that his companion, Menexenus, comments, 
“You are always making fun of  the rhetoricians, 
Socrates” (61). This is Plato’s negative opinion 
of  rhetoricians being channeled through 
Socrates. 
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There are several places within Menexenus 

that read as clues that perhaps Aspasia, as 
a person, had nothing to do with anything 
concrete within this piece. The following 
exchange reads as a stereotypically conceived 
woman playing coy, and it is possible that 
Plato employed the reference to Aspasia to 
make some larger claim about rhetoric being a 
female, and thus impotent, pastime:

Menexenus: Then why will you 
not rehearse what she said?

Socrates: Because I am afraid that 
my mistress may be angry with me 
if  I publish her speech.

Menexenus: Nay, Socrates, let 
us have the speech, whether 
Aspasia’s or any one else’s, no 
matter about that. I hope that you 
will oblige me.

Socrates: But I am afraid that you 
will laugh at me if  I continue the 
games of  youth in old age.

 Placing Socrates under the tutelage of  a 
woman, having him claim to be afraid of  a 
woman, and giving him typecast feminine 
behaviors point to Plato making an argument 
about the feminine nature of  rhetoric. By doing 
so, he allows his audience to attribute other 
accepted qualities of  women to the art, subtly 
making his case. In addition to the feminizing, 
Plato plants seeds of  doubt about Aspasia. 
Menexenus says outright that he does not care 
who wrote the speech, and in fact, he seems 
rather disbelieving of  Aspasia’s authorship 
throughout.

Menexenus: Truly, Socrates, 
I marvel that Aspasia, who is 
only a woman, should be able to 
compose such a speech; she must 
be a rare one.

Socrates: Well, if  you are 
incredulous, you may come with 
me and hear her.

Menexenus: I have often met 

Aspasia, Socrates, and know what 
she is like.

Socrates: Well, and do you not 
admire her and are you not 
grateful for her speech?

Menexenus: yes, Socrates, I am 
very grateful to her or to him who 
told you, and still more to you 
who have told me. (63)

By saying that he is “grateful to her or to him 
who told you,” Menexenus acknowledges that 
Aspasia may not be the true author, but only 
the one that Socrates wishes to credit with 
the speech. Extricating the truth within all 
of  this becomes a Platonic puzzle. Danielle 
Trudeau concludes, “All is false, all is deception 
in this eulogy: Socrates is no longer Socrates 
but Aspasia; she is no longer herself  but an 
Athenian orator, skilled in this game; Athens 
is no longer Athens but an idol of  the state 
presented as reality” (86). Only Plato knows 
his intent by placing Aspasia in this precarious 
position.

 Considering the larger opinion of  
women held throughout antiquity, it is 
important to question why one would be held 
in such apparent esteem, especially a foreign-
born courtesan. It is possible that Aspasia was a 
rarity that managed to transcend the boundaries 
of  her sex. A straight-forward analysis leaves 
the impression that Plato celebrated Aspasia. 
Certainly Socrates gives her effusive praise. 
A closer reading in conjunction with an 
acknowledgement of  the author’s values leaves 
a decidedly different feel. One would hope 
that at least a solitary woman existed that was 
afforded this level of  respect, but it is more 
likely that within Menexenus, Plato wished to 
play on the stereotypes and connotations 
of  women in order to make a complex 
and derogatory statement about rhetoric. 
Evidence suggests that he uses Aspasia, 
widely considered a well-educated courtesan, 
as a figurehead for the ultimate insult to the 
Sophists: rhetoric is a whore’s art.  
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Emmy Dixon

Body of Christ, 
Bond of Man:

Re-imagining the Sacred Bread as Fellowship 
within The Gospel According to S. Matthew

 Because Jews were saved from 
starvation by God-given bread, or manna, on 
their journey out of  slavery in Exodus, bread 
is an intrinsic part of  the Jewish tradition.  It 
is not just an ordinary loaf  that is valued by 
Jews, but specifically the unleavened variety, 
known as “azumos” in Greek, or “matzo” in 
the Torah.  Jews even have laws about when to 
eat matzo, for example, at the Passover Seder. 
Also important in the Christian tradition, 
The Gospel According to S. Matthew uses it as a 
ritual element and a foundational metaphor.  
For some Christians, bread is a metaphor for 
Jesus’ teachings, but for others, it is literally 
the flesh of  Christ. More important than the 
physical aliment, however, is the fellowship 
and community that it engenders. Essentially, 
bread connects men to the word of  God, to 
each other, and to their ancestors. At its core, 
bread is a metonymy for camaraderie. Because 
the narrative places far greater importance on 
fellowship than ritual bread-eating, Matthew 
conveys the essential belief  in Communion 
with the Holy Spirit, and ultimately salvation, 
through fellowship. While bread is a central 
part of  the Christian Eucharist, clues in 
The Gospel According to S. Matthew show that 
Jesus values bread, not for its specific flour 
and leavening blend, but for its unique 
amalgamation of  God-given grain and man’s 
cooperative labor, which naturally leads to the 
fellowship that pleases him most.

 Bread makes its New Testament debut 
in the The Gospel According to S. Matthew and 
plays a starring role in the Last Supper, a 
meal that provides context for the rest of  
Christianity. Jesus Christ leads the disciples to 
a final banquet together and then partakes of  
a ceremonial repast: “And as they were eating, 
Jesus took bread, and blessed it, and brake 
it, and gave it to the disciples, and said, Take, 
eat; this is my body. And he took the cup, 
and gave thanks, and gave it to them, saying, 
Drink ye all of  it; For this is my blood of  the 
new testament, which is shed for many for the 
remission of  sins” (KJV Bible, Matt. 26.26-29). 
This meal is followed by the statement that the 
disciples “sung a hymn,” a song of  praise. The 
narrative does not provide the words of  the 
hymn, or specify what Jesus said when he gave 
“thanks” or “blessed” the bread. Presented 
as a series of  commands from Christ to his 
disciples, the meal implies a catechism, or 
instruction, for devotees: “Take, eat.” Done 
in remembrance of  the crucifixion, Christians 
primarily believe that the Last Supper is meant 
to be liturgical and thus must be recreated 
ritually. 
 After the Last Supper, Jesus Christ is 
crucified, an act that has become memorialized 
by the Holy Communion, or Eucharist. A ritual 
typically involving ingestion of  bread and wine, 
along with particular prayers of  thanksgiving, 
the commonality with all forms of  the 
Christian Eucharist is the belief  in a disturbing 

metaphor—eating bread as the flesh of  Christ. 
In the process of  communion, the bread and 
wine are said to be the flesh and blood of  Jesus 
himself. In other words, followers are asked 
to share in cannibalism. For Catholics, this 
metaphor transcends its metaphorical status, 
undergoing transubstantiation, becoming literal 
flesh and blood. For Protestants, this bread 
does not literally become flesh, but remains 
bread, and it is only the ceremonial status that 
is important. According to Robert Orsi, “[o]ne 
of  the greatest sources of  violence in Western 
history has been the question of  what Jesus 
meant when he said at the Last Supper, ‘This 
is my body.’ Catholics take the phrase literally 
and Protestants do not, and rivers of  blood 
have flowed over this theological difference” 
(1). In other words, Catholics are able to find 
significant meaning in bread as true flesh that 
for other denominations is simply bread.
 Another conflict pertaining to the bread 
centers on its leavening—or lack thereof. Until 
the New Testament, as already mentioned, 
the emphasis was on the unleavened variety. 
Michael P. Germano explains that this was 
represented in Greek by the word azumos. 
Suddenly, in The Gospel According to S. Matthew, 
bread is represented by the Greek word artos. 
Throughout the rest of  the Gospel, bread 
is referred to as artos (1). While this is not 
conclusive evidence on its own, it does impart 
a troubling ambiguity if  understanding is 
necessary for religious compliance. Further 
evidence that the bread may have been leavened 
comes from a parable: “The kingdom of  
heaven is like unto leaven, which a woman hid 
in three measures of  meal, til the whole thing 
was leavened” (Matt.13.33).  Surely this parable 
does not intend that the Kingdom of  Heaven 
is in violation of  its own code. According to 
Germano, several arguments point to it being 
leavened bread: the Last Supper may have 
actually been an eve of  Passover feast, instead 
of  an actual Seder; and in the Gospel of  John, 
the bread was used to sop gravy or sauce for 
Judas. He also provides the counterarguments 
for these points, highlighting their contentious 
nature (1). This debate comes down to whether 
or not Jesus ate unleavened bread at the 
Last Supper, an argument that is futile if  the 

Communion was not intended to be liturgical.
 Whether leavened or not, in addition to 
being a metaphor for the flesh of  Christ, bread 
can be viewed as a physical representation of  
the word of  God. In Matthew, Satan, known 
here as the tempter, entices Jesus to follow him: 
“And when the tempter came to him, he said, 
If  thou be the Son of  God, command that 
these stones be made bread. But he answered 
and said, It is written, Man shall not live by 
bread alone, but by every word that proceedeth 
out of  the mouth of  God” (Matt. 4.3-4). Jesus 
is explaining that simple bread, unlike the 
metaphorical variety, cannot sustain man; his 
spiritual being requires a richer loaf, one that 
symbolizes the words of  his creator. Similarly, 
J. Duncan M. Derrett claims that the Greek 
word artos is used frequently as a metaphor for 
the Torah: “Artos appears frequently in the 
sense ‘Word.’” (101). Later on in Matthew, Jesus 
warns his disciples to beware of  the leavening 
of  the Pharisees and the Sadducees. After an 
explanation, the disciples “understood  . . .  
that he bade them not beware of  the leaven 
of  bread, but of  the doctrine of  the Pharisees 
and of  the Sadducees” (16:5-12). Jesus is not 
anti-leavening; he is anti-false-doctrine. Bread 
then, of  which leavening can be part, is a 
metaphor for not just the Word according to 
the Christians, but to the Jews, as well.
 Holy Word, flesh, or flour, ingesting 
bread in the Eucharist is only part of  what 
makes it a ritual. Jonathan Brumberg-Kraus 
explains that “the occasion itself  of  gathering 
to eat . . . and then Jesus’ actions of  breaking 
and distributing bread . . . and the argument 
that breaks out between the disciples each 
prompt some comment or explanation” (171). 
It is this need for explanation, this provoking 
of  table-talk, that delineates ritual. Brumberg-
Kraus argues that it forces the audience to 
pay certain attention to the particularities of  
the meal (172). By focusing on all the details 
of  the meal, it can then be replicated, thus 
becoming ritual. Brumberg-Kraus claims that 
ceremonially eating bread allows diners to 
transcend a superficial understanding of  God’s 
sacrifice: “‘Broken bread’ . . . become[s] the 
ritualized means for others to internalize Jesus’ 
experience of  death and new life to them” 
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(179). The bread, in addition to the ritualized 
words, bridges the distance between Jesus’ Last 
Supper and modern man. 
 The ritualized words that accompany 
the Eucharist are a result of  historicized 
practice, not textual command. In Matthew, it 
is explicitly stated that one is to eat bread and 
drink wine; however, the particular prayers to 
be spoken, known as the institution narratives, 
are not given by the text. According to Brian 
McGowan, there is a disjunction between 
what is expressed during the Eucharist today 
and what was originally vocalized; he claims 
the crucial element is offering a prayer of  
thanksgiving: “the institution narratives, 
however formulaic [they now appear], were 
in form and function not originally liturgical 
recitations but interpretive etiologies of  a 
catechetical nature” (86). McGowan argues that 
their purpose was to teach, in cultic fashion, 
the beginnings of  the church. It is fair to say, 
then, that while the modern interpretation 
of  Holy Communion is not the only way of  
remembering God’s sacrifice, it is effective at 
transmitting shared culture. 
 As a ritual element, bread not only 
perpetuates religion, it also connects 
individual sects of  Christians to their common 
foundational mythos through reenactment.  
According to Brumberg-Kraus, 

Christians of  the first and 
second centuries CE ritualized 
their foundation myths in order 
to heighten their experiential 
dimension, to embody their 
respective mythic identities in 
shared, replicable, self-conscious 
group experiences. Their ritual 
meals were and continue to be 
palpable, concrete, experiential 
means for reinforcing or 
inculcating members with their 
distinctive religious identity. (171)

While each group may have a different 
interpretation of  the correct way to take 
communion, the ritual itself  leads back to 
a common starting point. Reenacting these 
myths adds to the ritualistic quality of  the 
meal, and in turn, enables the reinforcement 
and perpetuation of  religious ideals, while 

connecting generations of  believers in the same 
web. By ritually ingesting the body of  Christ, 
Christians reaffirm their place among fellow 
Christians. The question remains, why bread?
 Theoretically, any food item could 
represent the flesh of  Christ, but bread has the 
special honor because it has a privileged status 
in the ancient world and represents the shared 
existence of  man and God. Michael Brown 
explains that grain, the seed of  bread, was 
an intrinsic part of  ancient culture (603). He 
further explains that bread has the extra quality 
of  showing what can be accomplished when 
man and God work together:

Bread is a substantial 
representation of  both God’s 
graciousness and humanity’s 
acceptance of  and utilization 
of  that graciousness. It is a 
substantive demonstration of  
the positive and gracious mixture 
of  both divine and human 
productivity, which Christians 
claim is decisively represented in 
the incarnation of  Jesus Christ 
. . . . Given its vital necessity 
for human existence, bread 
symbolizes the Christian claim 
that it is only in the incarnated 
Christ—this mysterious mixture 
of  humanity and divinity—that 
authentic human existence is 
found. (604)

Therefore, Brown claims, people found 
metaphysical significance in the bread as a way 
of  experiencing the reality of  Christ, whether 
this was his intention or not. Bread shows that 
God can be counted on to provide, and man 
to utilize His blessings, in addition to being 
a remembrance of  Christ, said also to be the 
nexus of  man and God.
 Bread is also the perfect food for 
communion because it establishes a community 
(through the multi-stage process of  creation 
and consumption) among men and highlights 
cooperation, another central Christian doctrine 
within the Gospel. Brown claims that the 
bread “recognizes the fundamental complexity 
involved in the process of  human productivity” 
(605). While ancient man depended on God 

to provide the grain, man depended on man 
to tend it, grind it, and bake it. Bread shows 
that “human beings are not only dependent on 
God for existence but are also dependent on 
the cooperative productiveness of  each other” 
(606). Bread, as an act, is one of  cooperation; 
therefore, placing it as a requirement for 
communion with God serves to encourage 
a community-wide spirit of  cooperative 
productivity essential to the replication of  
Christian values. 
 An example of  Jesus valuing cooperative 
productivity between humans and God can be 
found in the feeding miracles; coincidentally, 
these power stories also involve bread and 
communal eating. After a long day of  listening 
to Jesus’ preaching, the multitudes are 
hungry:  

 And when it was evening, his 
disciples came to him, saying, 
This is a desert place, and the time 
is now past; send the multitude 
away, that they may go into the 
villages, and buy themselves 
victuals. But Jesus said unto 
them, They need not depart; 
give ye them to eat. And they say 
unto him, We have here but five 
loaves, and two fishes. He said, 
Bring them hither to me. And he 
commanded the multitude to sit 
down on the grass, and took the 
five loaves, and the two fishes, and 
looking up to heaven, he blessed, 
and brake, and gave the loaves to 
his disciples, and the disciples to 
the multitude. And they did all eat, 
and were filled: and they took up 
of  the fragments that remained 
twelve baskets full. And they 
that had eaten were about five 
thousand men, beside women and 
children. (Matt. 14.15-21)

The disciples express the typical view: The people 
are hungry, so you should send them to the village—it’s 
not our problem to feed them, and besides, we don’t 
have enough to share!  Jesus quickly contradicts 
this viewpoint, highlighting his creed of  
cooperative efforts. Together they are able to 
take the disciples’ meager dinner and transform 

it into a meal to feed five thousand. This 
miracle is repeated later, the repetition giving it 
particular significance.
 Jesus demonstrates that even above 
cooperative productivity, he values fellowship 
among men, another quality engendered by 
bread, the sharing, the baking, and the breaking. 
First, Jesus includes all of  his followers into 
one family: “For whosoever shall do the will of  
my Father which is in heaven, the same is my 
brother, and sister, and mother” (Matt. 12.50). 
Then he notes the importance of  gathering 
and community by saying, “For where two or 
three are gathered together in my name, there 
am I in the midst of  them” (Matt. 18.20). So, 
all believers are one family, and anytime they 
gather, Jesus is present among them. Their 
fellowship is the essence of  Christ. A final 
example of  how much Jesus values fellowship 
above all is found in the passage where 
the disciples question him about the most 
important commandment: “Master, which is 
the great commandment in the law? Jesus said 
unto him, Thou shalt love the Lord thy God 
with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and 
with all thy mind. This is the first and great 
commandment. And the second is like unto 
it, Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself. On 
these two commandments hang all the law and 
prophets” (Matt. 22.36-40). “Thou shalt love 
thy neighbor as thyself ” is more important 
than the laws and prophets, a stunning 
pronouncement that overshadows bread. 
Since the most important thing to Jesus is the 
relationships between men, various other types 
of  communion meals, even those excluding 
specific bread or the modern institution 
narratives, are just as acceptable. Even though 
they may differ radically from the Last Supper, 
this difference does not detract from their 
Eucharistic value.
 Following this line of  argument, 
followers are able to achieve communion with 
the Holy Spirit, and thus salvation as promised 
by the Gospel, even if  they do not consume 
bread as the Body of  Christ. Najeeb Awad 
also makes this argument when he claims 
that “the evidence of  Salvation’s universality 
lies in pneumatology and not primarily in 
Christology” (256). In other words, salvation 



Spring 2016
95

The Chestatee Review
94

is to be found in contact with the Holy 
Spirit, something that is open to everyone. 
Conceivably, Christ would make the claim that 
where men are gathered together sharing bread, 
the Holy Spirit is also; when a neighbor helps 
a neighbor, there the Holy Spirit resides. Awad 
explains his argument for salvation through 
the Spirit: “Christ is claimed as a primal means 
for salvation. However, we also have parallel 
to this a belief  that Christ is also a tool in the 
hands of  a prior agent of  salvation, namely the 
Father: God is reconciling the world to Himself  
through Christ” (260).  There is evidence in the 
text of  the pre-existence of  the Spirit: In the 
beginning, it was revealed that “she [Mary] was 
found with child of  the Holy Ghost” (Matt. 
1.18). Clearly, since the baby is Jesus, the Holy 
Spirit pre-exists. Further evidence is shown in 
the prophecy about how Jesus will enact his 
mission: “he [Jesus] shall baptize you with the 
Holy Ghost” (Matt. 3.11). Jesus is a conduit for 
the Spirit. Finally, Jesus proclaims the higher 
significance of  the Spirit when he says, “All 
manner of  sin and blasphemy against the Holy 
Ghost shall not be forgiven unto men” (Matt. 
12.31). This pronouncement indicates the high 
regard that Jesus has for the Spirit and gives 

reason for his emphasis on fellowship—it, 
rather than bread, is the way to Heaven.  

Since it is fellowship that paves the way 
to salvation, bread alone, leavened or otherwise, 
pales in significance; rather, it is the act of  
eating the bread or broth together, of  sharing 
a grain or apple harvest, of  giving loaves or 
time to a neighbor that is communion with 
the Holy Spirit, and thus God. Man embodies 
Christ when engaged in fellowship. This is 
why bread was, and remains, so important; it is 
not a solitary process. Creating bread requires 
not only faith in God to provide the seed, but 
farmers to tend the crops, millers to grind the 
grain, bakers to produce the loaves, friends to 
share the bounty, the entire process boosts an 
economy and provides the essential backbone 
of  a society. So, whether artos referred to 
unleavened matzo or bread brimming with 
the yeasty Kingdom of  Heaven, whether it 
represents the doctrine of  God or the body 
of  Christ, whether the ritual of  the Eucharist 
was meant as a catechism or a liturgy, it was left 
vague for a reason: man is not to eat his meal 
in parts, dwelling on minor details, but rather, 
feast on the meal in its entirety, savoring the 
good company of  his fellows in Christ.
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Murder, Mayhem, and 
A Good Laugh: 
Ambrose Bierce’s Tall Tale

Courtney Torres

3rd

 Tall tales like Davey Crocket, Paul 
Bunyan, and Johnny Appleseed grew to 
embody American sentimentalities and became 
a staple in American culture early on when 
Benjamin Franklin’s propensity to stretch the 
truth during his trips to London spawned 
stories, such as American sheep having so 
much wool in just their tails that the farmers 
have to strap carts to them so the wool won’t 
drag the ground (Pinsker 448). What started 
as an exaggeration that produced titanic 
characters, soon evolved into boast and brag 
stories that eventually became the tall tales we 
recognize today. Sandford Pinsker explains 
this evolution by examining tall tales in today’s 
society where “braggadocio [is] defined as 
belonging to the weakest, most confused and 
hyper-sensitive man in the house; and the 
larger-than-life, nineteenth-century hero [has 
given] way to a wide variety of  modern anti-
heroes” (454). Ambrose Bierce invested in this 
trend of  highlighting the anti-hero early on. 
Primarily, Bierce is known for his Civil War 
stories, in particular, “Chickamauga” and “An 
Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge,” but his war 
stories account for only a fraction of  his work. 
Bierce took the gothic qualities of  Edgar Allen 
Poe’s style and the satirical exaggerations of  
Benjamin Franklin and combined them with his 
own macabre imagination and cynical views to 
produce a new breed of  tall tale that embraced 
the anti-hero and shocked his readers with 
the outlandish crimes they often professed. 
Through this new breed of  tall tale, Bierce 
was able to portray the world as he had grown 
to view it, forcing his readers to see the parts 
of  society that they often refused to accept 

existed; they might even leave a reader with a 
shadow of  doubt as to the tales being false at 
all.
 Tom Quirk argues that much of  the 
content in Bierce’s short stories stemmed 
from his vivid imagination, coupled with the 
“grotesqueries of  war,” and the “fear, spite, 
arrogance, and stupidity of  human conduct, 
alongside transcendent acts of  valor and self  
sacrifice” that he saw during his service (118). 
The change in his worldview led to him being 
labeled a cynic, which Bierce himself  defined 
in The Devil’s Dictionary, as a “blackguard whose 
faulty vision sees things as they are, not as they 
ought to be.” Bierce’s writing ranges from tales 
of  ghosts, horror, war, and vagrancy, and more, 
that all possess both a grotesque and human 
element that is occasionally offset by a twisted 
humor. “My Favorite Murder,” “The City of  
the Gone Away,” “A Bottomless Grave,” and 
“Oil of  Dog” are just four such stories in 
which Bierce’s characters tell their stories with 
nostalgia, personal satisfaction, vindictiveness, 
or even misguided guilt while expressing his 
unique humor. Each story exhibits aspects of  
the traditional tall tale and even hints of  the 
satirical qualities of  Jonathan Swift’s “A Modest 
Proposal.” Ultimately, “his comedy was so 
outlandishly grotesque (as in “Oil of  Dog” or 
“A Revolt of  the Gods”) that it makes one a 
little bit ashamed to laugh” (Quirk 131). 
 Perhaps the perfect example of  Bierce’s 
grotesque humor can be found in “My Favorite 
Murder,” where an attorney uses the details of  
a previous murder committed by Samuel, the 
narrator, to lessen the charges of  his seven-
year trial for the murder of  his mother. This 
particular story is heavy with satirical content, 
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The customary oath having 
been administered, I made the 
following statement, which 
impressed the judge with so 
strong a sense of  the comparative 
triviality of  the offense for which 
I was on trial that he made no 
further search for mitigating 
circumstances, but simply 
instructed the jury to acquit, and I 
left the court without a stain upon 
my reputation.

The story maintains this straight-faced comedy 
throughout the narrator’s account of  how he 
murdered his uncle by knocking him on the 
head, severing both Achilles tendons, stuffing 
him in a wheat sack, and eventually stringing 
him up in a tree for an angry goat to bludgeon 
him to death, at his own amusement. One 
aspect that makes this tale so outlandish is 
the civility that Samuel demonstrates while 
committing the act of  murder. Samuel does 
not shoot his uncle when he finds him because 
“he had neither gun nor pistol handy” and 
instead “greet[s] him pleasantly and [strikes] 
him a powerful blow on the head with the butt 
of  [his] rifle” (“My Favorite Murder”). He also 
politely discusses the murder with his uncle 
beforehand and concedes to his request to 
die in “in the bosom of  [his] family.” Samuel 
proceeds to carry his uncle in the sack back 
to the house until he comes to a tree with 
a rope swing, where he changes his mind. 
It is not until the goat that is “in a state of  
chronic constitutional indignation” enters the 
picture that story grows from being simply 
outlandish to a complete tall tale, in that the 
goat essentially rams the uncle repeatedly as if  
the man were a piñata. The story reaches its 
tallest point at the end when Samuel describes 
the final moment:

 At a height of  forty or fifty 
feet . . . it shot downward on a 
steeper and steeper course with 
augmenting velocity, passed 
immediately above me with a 
noise like the rush of  a cannon 
shot and struck my poor uncle 
almost squarely on the top of  the 
head! So frightful was the impact 

that not only the man’s neck was 
broken, but the rope too; and 
the body of  the deceased, forced 
against the earth, was crushed to 
pulp beneath the awful front of  
that meteoric sheep!

Therefore, “My Favorite Murder” utilizes a 
morbid kind of  humor that is able to mask the 
atrocities of  what is actually happening through 
the preposterous circumstances of  the story 
that is being told and the nonchalant tone of  
the narrator. 
  Moreover, Bierce pushes the satire to 
pure irony in “The City of  the Gone Away.” 
The story’s main event centers on a ceremony 
to honor the dead as the entire town gathers 
to relocate the entire cemetery, owned by the 
narrator; they plan to turn the cemetery into a 
park for the ever-growing city surrounding it. 
The preposterousness of  this tale starts with 
the narrator swearing on a priest’s grave that 
he will never “earn an honest penny” again, 
continuing with him starting a fraudulent 
medical practice. The narrator’s practice is 
not only affluent, but highly supported by the 
government of  Gone Away: “Government 
agents brought me caravans of  orphans, 
paupers, lunatics and all who had become a 
public charge. My skill in curing orphanism and 
pauperism was particularly acknowledged by 
a grateful parliament.” During the ceremony, 
the cemetery—which had grown with, and 
because of, his practice—was found to be 
completely empty. This is when the narrator 
informs the reader that the bodies of  the 
individuals that he was charged to “treat” were 
sold to local medical colleges as cadavers. He 
further testifies how he used the rest of  the 
bodies: “I had owned and operated the most 
extensive and thoroughly appointed soapworks 
in all the country. The excellence of  my ‘Toilet 
Homoline’ was attested by certificates from 
scores of  the saintliest theologians, and I had 
one in autograph from Badelina Fatti the most 
famous living soaprano.” Bierce’s use of  irony 
shows through the narrator’s legerdemain of  
the manner in which he not only conducted 
the fraudulent medical practice fraudulently, 
but also in the fact that he basically broadcasts 
that his soap is made from humans in calling it 

“Homoline” and then pushed that further by 
having a cleaning guru certify it.  
 Furthermore, while satirical, “A 
Bottomless Grave” is almost a pure tall tale 
about a family that unknowingly, though the 
mother’s actions are debatable, buries the 
father alive in the backyard after he seemingly 
dies at the dinner table. The nineteen-year-
old narrator, John, is charged with the task of  
“remov[ing] the Coroner.” After which, he is 
arrested for murder and spends a night in jail, 
followed by a quick and shady trial where he 
is released on the grounds that “[he] pleaded 
not guilty, adding that the man whom [he] had 
murdered was a notorious Democrat.” John is 
released and returns home. Because the family 
hid the father’s death, there is no body of  
proof  when the mother tries to claim the life 
insurance, which leads them to take odd jobs:

My mother opened a select 
private school for instruction 
in the art of  changing the spots 
upon leopard-skin rugs; my eldest 
brother, George Henry, who 
had a turn for music, became a 
bugler in a neighboring asylum 
for deaf  mutes; my sister, Mary 
Maria, took orders for Professor 
Pumpernickel’s Essence of  
Latchkeys for flavoring mineral 
springs, and I set up as an adjuster 
and gilder of  crossbeams for 
gibbets. (“A Bottomless Grave”)

These jobs prove insufficient in providing 
funds to support the family. They resort to 
the murder and robbery of  travelers and 
passersby that won’t raise any alarm in the 
town and bury the bodies in their cellar. One 
of  the younger children scream during a burial, 
startling everyone as they had come to believe 
the cellar was haunted because of  the number 
of  bodies buried down there. Upon seeing 
that the catalyst of  the child’s fear is seeing the 
father wavering in the shadows, they all flee 
in fear. The mother and older children knock 
the small children down in their attempts to 
escape the terrors of  the cellar. In the midst 
of  their retreat, their lantern is overturned and 
the house and younger children perish in the 
flames. Ten years later, John returns for the 

buried treasure they hid opposite the bodies in 
the cellar, but finds that the authorities found 
it when investigating the fire. He resigns to 
digging up his father for a ring he was buried 
wearing, only to fall through the bottom and 
come to the realization that they had buried 
the father alive: “[t]he grave having been 
accidentally dug above the forgotten drain, 
and down almost to the crown of  its arch, and 
no coffin having been used, his struggles on 
reviving had broken the rotten masonry and 
he had fallen through.” Bierce’s use of  the 
elements of  tall tale that call for exaggeration 
while making the unbelievable believable, is 
exemplified in this story by its continuance 
to push further the level of  atrocity, each act 
outdoing the last and underscoring the next.  
 Finally, in “Oil of  Dog,” Bierce manages 
to provide his signature grotesque humor while 
evoking sympathy from the reader for the 
narrator who feels responsible for the deaths 
of  his parents. The narrator is a boy whose 
father manufactures the dog-oil, a pivotal 
ingredient in the town’s number one prescribed 
medicine, and whose mother “had a small 
studio in the shadow of  the village church, 
where she disposed of  unwelcome babes.” 
The boy brought his father dogs and took the 
bodies of  the babes away for his mother. When 
he grows fearful of  a constable following him, 
he takes one of  the bodies into his father’s 
factory and disposes of  it in a vat of  dog-oil 
instead of  the river, which was customary. He 
professes what he did to his parents after his 
father exclaims that the oil is the best he’d ever 
made: “Bewailing their previous ignorance of  
the advantages of  combining their industries, 
my parents at once took measures to repair 
the error. My mother removed her studio to a 
wing of  the factory building and my duties in 
connection with the business ceased; I was no 
longer required—” Ultimately, they conspired 
to continue making the premium “dog-oil,” 
evading any suspicion from the town until 
their businesses grow to the point that “[t]
he conversion of  their neighbors into dog-oil 
bec[omes], in short, the one passion of  their 
lives.” Eventually, a decision made at a town 
meeting binds the couple’s businesses with 
numerous restrictions. On this night, the boy 
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witnesses his parents preparing to kill one 
another, fight, and the father, stabbed by the 
mother, drag her into the vat of  dog-oil where 
both parish. By choosing to have the story be 
about a young boy, who, at the encouragement 
of  his parents, is subjected to deplorable acts 
and blames himself  for his parents’ murder-
suicide, Bierce is able to use his exceptional 
skills in capturing sympathy from a reader by 
writing a horrendous story with a remorseful 
narrator, a novelty among his narrators, 
while still sustaining the hilarity through the 
nonsensical events of  the story.
 So, as the evidence shows, Ambrose 
Bierce had a certain finesse when it came 
to writing in general, but when he recoded 
the formula of  the tall tale, he started a new 
chapter in American literature. Though his tall 
tales are a special kind of  grotesque, Bierce 
knew where to push and pull so that he never 
actually crossed a line, but maybe, redrew a few. 
The sensationalism in his tales held a mirror 
up to the world that couldn’t lie, showing his 
readers what he saw every day and what they 
not only ignored, but dismissed. Bierce’s tall 
tales exhibit a trace of  his journalistic skills 
by retaining a believability factor within the 
narrative, something that could cause a reader, 
upon second glance, to ponder if  the narrator 

is telling their story because it is so extravagant 
that no one would believe it anyway. It certainly 
wouldn’t be the first or the last time a tall tale 
sprung from truth. Not too many years after 
publishing many of  these tall tales, Bierce’s 
public was introduced to real life horror. The 
Borden murders, details of  which quickly 
became a children’s play song, and the case 
of  H. H. Holmes, a serial killer that Chicago 
found generally charming and likable, but is 
believed to have killed at least 200 people, are 
two stories that otherwise would be dismissed 
as tall tales, along with the likes of  Bierce’s, 
had the public not experienced the events the 
news sensations. Thus, in the spirits of  “A 
Modest Proposal,” Ambrose Bierce was able 
to create a new standard for exaggeration and 
comedy while making a social commentary 
that requires several readings to be fully 
understood. He allows his stories to speak on 
hypocrisy in religion and politics, scandal in 
entrepreneurship, irony in philanthropy, and 
more. Bierce subtly hides his commentaries 
within his tales, and while his stories may, at 
first, appear to be shock art, like Jonathan 
Swift, he merely points at the problems he sees 
and laughs; it is the reader’s job to figure out 
what the truth is that lies beneath the fiction.
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Art

  The artwork being showcased 
this year has been  submitted by UNG 
students and juried by our own Beth Sale, 
who curates the art galleries on all four 
campuses. The works presented cover all 
mediums and wonderfully represent the 
extensive art classes offered at UNG, as well 
as the immense talent of our art students. 
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  Intertwined 
Rebecca Adams

  Teacher
Rebecca Adams

  Body of Life 
Carolyn Nooney

  Seam 
Jill Raden

  Roots 
Olivia Cusimano

  Crash 
Olivia Cusimano



Spring 2016The Chestatee Review
10

2 103

  Nyktalgia 
Kelly Lyne Donnelly

  In Hiding
Rachel Tiller

  Savannah Days 
Rachel Tiller

  Taya 
Anna Moran

  Outer Space 
Zoe Tidd

  2015 Ice Storm 
Christina Packard
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  Refraction 
Justin Knowles

  Jose
Salli Jarquin-Tapia

  Luis 
Caroline Welsch

Nice to Meat You 
Caroline Welsch

  Jars 
Ye-Hyeon Shim

   Just a Walk
Jill Raden
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  Through the Window 
Devin Worthy

  Holes in the Trees
Devin Worthy

  Doors 
Rachel Tiller

  Serenity 
Courtney Torres

  Just a Cigarette 
Theresa Kim

Rest Your Spirit 
Now 

Theresa  Kim
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PoeDown Flash 
Fiction Brianna Schantz(PoeDown Flash FictionContest)

The Instinct 1st

Amos Hendricks’ feet dangle in the 
air, high above Felix’s fleeting complexion. A 
dark, ominous shadow is cast upon the room as 
the dead man swings back and forth, squeaking 
with the turns of  the rope. Felix takes a 
small step back, observing the blank stare 
permanently marked across Amos’ face.
 It’s the third death this week.

Felix doesn’t waste any time with this 
one—immediately he climbs the misplaced, 
wooden ladder and cuts the tie from the top, 
unraveling the noose and unleashing the slick 
skull of  the deceased. The small town inhales 
the musty air as the corpse of  the baker comes 
crashing down, slamming against the hay of  the 
barn.

“Suicide?” A woman asks.
Felix fixes his jacket and runs his hand 

through his hair. “Suicide.” He says eventually, 
walking back out the barn door.

But it’s a murder—Felix knows it.
Jack-o-lanterns decorate the streets, 

taunting the detective as he passes. Children 
warding off  spirits halt in their tracks, staring 
at the man. A strange feeling resides in Felix’s 
chest as he meets the eyes of  one of  the 
creatures of  Hallow Eve’s night.

Murderer. The instinct whispers, and 
Felix makes a mental note to himself, pausing 
momentarily before continuing down the trail, 
heading straight for the forest. The brush 
consumes him as he treks on, wearily walking 
for his lone cabin. He likes seclusion—no, he 
adores it. It helps him think, helps him solve 
the many cold cases rubbing against the mush 
of  his brain.

Suddenly Felix stops, feeling a mad stare 
caress his spine. Trickles of  the town seep 
through the colored leaves, but nothing else. 
Only the moon and lumber are his company.

Murderer. The instinct hisses again, and 
Felix spins, wild shadows dancing around him. 
For a moment, he sees it, the ravenous flame 
embedded into crazed pupils, inquiring Felix 
from the depths of  the ebony.

The detective takes off  in a flash, 
rushing the chuckling monster—the giggling 
murderer. Felix reaches and grasps the collar of  
the witch, thrusting her backwards against the 
bark of  an oak tree.

Rainbows of  red turn clockwise as 
Felix tightens his grip, choking the smiling 
appearance of  the puckered hag, smothering 
it into nonexistence. Candy drops, thudding 
against Felix’s shoe, and a faint gag escapes the 
witch’s crinkled lips.

Murderer! The animalistic instinct shrieks 
as a crack penetrates Felix’s ears, and the frail 
woman slumps limply in his grip. The detective 
breathes slowly, finally dropping the burden of  
the case. The woman slides against the lumber, 
her face peeling from the rest of  her, slumping 
against his feet—exposing the true identity of  a 
purple-fleshed boy.

Confusion tears through Felix’s mind 
as the instinct laughs, the shrill sound echoing 
against his cranium. But then the detective 
stops, standing in the center of  the spinning 
forest, wobbling closer to his prey. He seizes 
the boy by his hair and drags, vanishing into the 
oblivion of  the woods.

Rope. The instinct whispers, You’ll need 
rope.

“A dark, ominous shadow is cast 
upon the room as the dead man 
swings back and forth, squeaking 
with the turns of the rope.”

Brianna Schantz
“The Instinct”

 In addition to our large 
annual writing contest, The 
Chestatee Review hosts a small 
themed contest to add another 
element to an event we host. 
This year we, once again, held 
a horror flash fiction contest to 
accompany our annual PoeDown, 
a celebration of all things scary 
via the works of Edgar Allan Poe. 
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2nd Starscape
Tim Bellows

12 August
Liftoff  day. Just 162 days till I reach the 
destination planet. The lab coats back at 
headquarters say I need to start a journal to 
keep my mind occupied—apparently the last 
few guys who flew cargo between star systems 
practically went insane from the loneliness. 
Hell. I’m no writer, but I guess I’ll give it a shot. 
Not like anyone’s reading this anyhow.

19 August
One week in. My brain’s a little fuddled from 
such a broken sleep cycle. No one told me how 
hard it would be to adjust to permanent night 
outside the window. I probably sleep twice as 
much as I did back home, just in a half-dozen 
daily increments. Routine checks on the cargo 
take no time at all, so I have hours at a time to 
myself. Getting paid to sleep and read all day? I 
should have taken this job years ago.

14 October
I vastly underestimated how many books to 
bring—I’ve never had this much free time 
before. I’ve taken to just gazing out the 
window, watching the stars for hours at a time. 
Just an endless sea of  empty blackness. 
Sometimes I stare for so long that when my 
focus shifts and I see my reflection, my eyes 
don’t even look like mine anymore.

9 November
This is getting harder. I haven’t seen another 
person in almost three months. Sometimes 
I imagine I hear someone talking to me, 
whispering my name, but I can never pinpoint 
the sound. It comes from everywhere and 
nowhere at once. I tell myself  it’s just my brain 

forming words out of  the hum of  the ship’s 
engine in a desperate attempt to seek out 
human interaction.
But I know I’m lying.

2 December
I’ve taken to playing a game to stay occupied: 
I move the second hand of  my watch in real 
time, counting the seconds in my head and then 
comparing against the ship’s clock. It’s greatly 
improved my understanding of  a second—the 
timing is much more precise than I realized. 
Plus if  I hold the watch close enough, I can 
pretend the ticking is the only thing I hear.

16 December
Today I got to fourteen minutes before losing 
the rhythm—a new personal best. I swear I 
heard someone clap in approval, but it could 
have just been the rattle of  the cargo in the 
hold…

28 December
I can’t shake this feeling. I keep shuddering 
unexpectedly, like when someone breathes on 
the back of  your neck. But when I turn around, 
there’s nothing there. I play the watch game 
nonstop, too terrified to let my mind wander.

4 January
I can’t tell what’s real anymore. The whispers 
grow more lifelike by the day. When I go to 
sleep, I lay my watch next to me and follow 
the hands in endless circles till I pass out from 
exhaustion.

5 January
The watch is gone.

I am not alone.

Confessions
Devin Ripley 3rd

“Forgive me, father, for I have 
sinned.”

The dark silence was heavy in the booth.
“What sin have you committed, my son?”  

The voice was kind, gentle, almost loving.
“I…don’t know.”  The man sounded no 

older than twenty.
“Yet you know you have sinned.”
“We all are sinners – if  your lord tells it 

true,” the man said.
“Indeed we are.  And, like a loving parent, 

He will forgive you.”  The pastor spoke like a 
man incapable of  judging even the worst of  
people.

“…But can I forgive myself ?” the man 
asked no one.  He hesitated to say more.

The pastor was tempted to slide the 
separation in order to see the poor soul, but he 
respected the man’s privacy.  He said with care, 
“Tell me whatever you wish to bare.  Anything 
said here is between only you and God.  I cannot 
mention any of  what is said to anyone else.”

The man sighed like a man who’d seen 
the worst of  atrocities.  “I…I wish I knew where 
to begin.”

“The start is usually a good place,” the 
pastor offered with a wry smile.

“It’s happened for as long as I can 
remember,” the sinner stated.  “Every once in 
a while, I get these…urges, and when I do I … I 
black out.  I don’t know what I do when I’m out 
like that.  I’ve always had this…feeling whenever 
I wake up – like when you feel like you’ve done 
something really wrong but don’t know what.

“I usually just…push it out and go on 
with my life.”  He breathed deep, as if  to steady 

himself.  “It…It’s gotten worse though recently.  
This time, I woke up and everything in the house 
was torn up.  The drapes, the bed, the carpet…
all of  it.  But that’s not the worst part.”  The man 
went silent.

The pastor prompted, “What happened 
next, child?”

The man loosed a shuddering breath.  
“It’s not what happened after that…  Father, 
it…it’s about what happened before.  I found 
something that looked like…looked like…”  
Again, the man went quiet.

The pastor felt his concern grow.  Poor 
soul.  “What did it look like?”

“Blood, sir.”  His voice had changed.  
Now it sounded smooth, confident. 

The pastor felt a chill go down his spine.  
Not since the mayor’s confessionals had he heard 
such a dangerously smooth voice.  It sounded 
just as beautiful as a rose – and just as deadly.

“Is something the matter, my child?” he 
asked, hiding his nervousness.

The voice came back.  “It’s this poor lad.  
You see, Father, he doesn’t know the gift I give 
him.  He flees from it.  Runs like a scared rabbit.”

“Who are you?” the pastor demanded.
“The truth,” it hissed.
The older man felt a chill seep into his 

bones.  I must run – quickly!
A hand tore through the wooden 

separation.  It grabbed his collar and pulled him 
over.

“Would you like to know a secret, Father?” 
Blank, white eyes stared into his soul.  “I have 
those urges right now.”

The pastor feared the worst.  “Father, 
save me.”

(PoeDown Flash FictionContest)(PoeDown Flash FictionContest)
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The Chestatee Review

 Our focus isn’t meerly placed on 
writing and art, but promoting our love 
of literary arts through our Visiting 
Authors interview and our PoeDown 
event honoring Edgar Allen Poe, and 
celebrating the talent of our student body 
through the various Open Mic Night 
events hosted on several campuses. 

Events of the Year Interview with Tony Grooms

WILLS: Welcome, Mr. Grooms.

GROOMS: Things have changed since I was here last. This building was not here, and now I’ve 
come into this really swank place. 

WILLS: Well, I think we can get started. Mr. Grooms, when did you know you wanted to be a 
writer?

GROOMS: I don’t even know now that I want to be a writer. Writing is a bit of  a challenge, 
but I suspect by now, having done it for most of  my life, I can say it is my calling. I first started 
writing as an elementary school student, maybe fourth grade, writing little poems and getting 
rewarded for it. Well, actually, the very first time I wrote a story I was told, “you can do better 
than this.” It was not well appreciated; but soon I started getting rewarded for writing poems 
and short stories, so I continued throughout high school and then went away to college to 
become an anthropologist. After a few courses on kinship relationships and that kind of  thing, 
I ended up in the theater department where, at my university, drama was taught. The next thing 

Visiting Author
 Anthony Grooms, a Southern historical fiction and 
poetry author, visited the University of  North Georgia’s 
Gainesville Campus in March of  2015 and granted Sigma 
Tau Delta member, E. M. Wills, the following interview. 
Mister Grooms’ work has been featured in leading literary 
journals including African American Review, Crab Orchard 
Review, and Callaloo, and has secured multiple literary 
awards, among them the Lillian Smith Prize for Fiction 
(won twice), the Sokolov Scholarship of  the Bread Loaf  
Writers’ Conference, and an Arts Administration Fellowship 
from the National Endowment for the Arts. His work was 
featured on the 2006 “Top 25 List of  Books All Georgians 
Should Read,” curated by The Georgia Center of  the Book. 
His most well-known piece and 2002 winner of  the Lillian 
Smith Book Award, Bombingham (2001), is a novel that 
illuminates issues faced during the Civil Rights Movement 
and the concurrent Vietnam War. Anthony Grooms’ other 
works include a collection of  poetry, Ice Poems (1988), an 
anthology of  short stories, Trouble No More (1995), and 
many other titles. He is now a professor, teaching English, 
literature, and creative writing courses at Kennesaw State 
University, and has taught at a broad array of  institutions 
around the world, including UGA, Clark Atlanta University 
in Georgia, the University of  Cape Coast in Ghana, West 
Africa, and the University of  Southern Stockholm, Sweden.
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I knew I had to take a degree in theater because I didn’t have enough anthropology credits to 
graduate.
 
I had a moment after undergraduate school of  feeling very lost, in fact, not knowing exactly 
what I wanted to do. I realized that—well, I realized that I was good at writing and wanted to 
do it, but I didn’t see that as a profession. I continued to take creative writing courses, and was 
taking a course with Richard Bausch at Northern Virginia Community College. We were standing 
in a restaurant called Lums—it was a beer-burger place—and Dick came over to me and said, 
“Why don’t you come and join me at the graduate program in George Mason University?” I was 
surprised that he asked, and mumbled, “Well I don’t know if  I want to do that.” He looked at me 
as if  I were the most stupid person on Earth and said, “But you are a writer.” At that moment, 
a light went off  in my head, and I thought, why! I am a writer. I remember rushing home to my 
girlfriend and telling her, “Dick Bausch said I was a writer!” That was a moment of  epiphany.

WILLS: So did you appreciate those first few challenges that they put you through when they 
said that you could be a writer?

GROOMS: No. [laughs] The very first time I remember was probably third or fourth grade. 
It was the first time that I’d really fallen into the imaginative space of  a story. So, I sat there 
dreaming and writing the story in class, following the instructions of  the T.V. teacher—we had 
rolled in a T.V.—and she said, “Write a story about Abdul the camel.” And I did. I thought it was 
a fantastic story. I went up to the front desk, where the very harried fourth grade teacher took 
a glance at it. What she was looking at, of  course, was probably handwriting, because in those 
days we studied handwriting, and probably grammar and that kind of  thing. She didn’t see what 
she wanted to see there. Those were the days of, “Dot your i’s and cross your t’s and don’t forget 
your apostrophes.” So no, I didn’t appreciate that. I was very disappointed that she didn’t like my 
story. I’ve come now, of  course, to appreciate critique. After all, you’re trying to reach readers and 
getting good critique is a way to help you reach your readers.

WILLS: Would you say there’s a time in your life that you find yourself  writing about a lot?

GROOMS: Not really. If  you mean, am I an autobiographical writer, I’m not. Like any writer, 
my ideas, the way I see the world, becomes a part of  the story, but I don’t write about the specific 
facts of  my own life very much. Mostly I’m known as a historical writer. I am writing about 
recent history, so it’s history that occurred during my childhood. In that sense, maybe, you could 
say I’m writing about my childhood, but it’s not about me. I grew up in Virginia, most of  my 
stories are set in the deep South, which is the home I’ve had for going on thirty years in Georgia, 
and also married to a woman from Alabama, so I’m going back and forth between Birmingham 
and Atlanta. Very few stories I write are actually set in Virginia, so I would say that other than 
the fact that, coincidentally, the history that I’m interested in is also my time of  coming-of-age, I 
really don’t write about myself.

WILLS: In your experience, what writing strategies do you employ that really work for you?

GROOMS: Oh, there are so many. As a historical writer, one of  the things I really like to do is to 
get a hold of  oral histories, written or taped, because they—because they do two things for me as 
a fiction writer: one is that they provide a very specific, personal view of  an event. You can get a 
historical view of  an event which someone’s researched, who has this grand view of  exactly what 
was happening when and why, but most people who were living through history just don’t know 
all of  that. They just know what was happening to them. They don’t know the bigger picture. 

If  you can imagine you’re in a battle, you know someone is shooting at you, but you don’t know 
what the generals are thinking or where the other troops are moving necessarily. So getting that 
specific point-of-view is important. 
 
But also getting the language of  the time is important because, and this might shock you, there 
was a time when people said things like, oh, “Right on.” You know what that means? They would 
say, “Right on baby,” And that was very—that was the way people communicated. Now, of  
course, there are different things that you say in slang and different ways you intone things. One 
word that’s stuck with us is, “cool,” for example, but young people today say it very differently 
than young people did, say, forty years ago, ‘cause forty years ago it was down inflected. Things 
were, “cool,” with a downward inflection. Now they’re, “cool,” and it’s up-inflected. I don’t know 
if  the meaning is that different, but I think so. But, to hear that kind of  thing from an oral history 
is very useful to me as a creative writer.

WILLS: So when you go to writing, do have any sort of  technique or any kind of  order you do 
things in?

GROOMS: In terms of  process, I try to set my butt in a chair and write for an hour or so 
without too much of  a major interruption, and that can be a bit of  a challenge, but I’m pretty 
lucky in that I have a space to work in. I’m lucky that my family generally ignores me [laughs], 
particularly when I’m writing. Even when they interrupt me, it’s something that I’ve become 
immune to. It doesn’t really throw me off  track anymore. But, in terms of  process, I’m a fairly 
sloppy first-drafter. So, it’s really important to get the ideas on the page and to try to capture 
some of  the energy, the dynamics of  what I’m thinking, and then revise, making it more 
accessible to people, developing it where it needs to be developed, and cutting it out where it 
needs to be cut out, that sort of  thing.

I work through, fairly typically, I think, what we call “the writer’s process,” but the challenge 
always is time. It’s not just having the time, but because I am a teacher, it’s also having the space, 
the mental space in a sense, because believe it or not, your teachers’ heads get filled up with your 
papers. [laughs] Particularly a writing teacher: you have students who have ideas, and you want 
to help them with their ideas, and so while you’re thinking about your idea the student’s idea pops 
up in your head, and you say no I don’t want to think about that now, I want to think about my own story. 
What I’ve been doing for such a long time now, about thirty years probably—no longer than 
that actually. It comes as a second nature to me to sit down and write, get two or three pages a 
day, and if  I’m teaching, parenting, taking care of  a house, cooking or cleaning, all those things 
that you do in order to survive, you know, if  you get two or three pages a day that’s pretty good I 
think.

WILLS: You touched on this a little bit, but how do you balance the craft of  writing with the 
business of  writing, like publishing and conferences?

GROOMS: The business of  writing is just that; it’s a business. As an artist, you have these 
wonderfully idealistic visions of  what you want your writing to do, and you think everyone should 
love it, and then, you know, Hollywood would come knocking. But, when you send your work 
off  to what I sometimes call “Holly York”, all the New York commercial publishers. You really 
are dealing with corporations that are not even themselves simple companies, but they’re part of  
conglomerations of  media companies. You all who are in media studies probably know that there 
are only five or six humungous media companies in the world. And what do they want? They 
want to make money. 
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They are not really interested in making a new vision for American literature or something of  
that nature, but you learn to deal with that. You learn how to write those query letters that try to 
address not only your sensibilities as an artist but also try to make the publishers understand that 
they can sell books if  they support your book. The balance is just something that comes after a 
while, quite naturally. It’s kind of  like you’re asking, how do you manage to eat supper and lunch 
in the same day? It’s just something you have to do, so you do it. 

I tend to write more than I do what I call “literary tasks.” That is, I write more than I promote, 
just because I need to have the stories to sell. But, at some point I just have to make the time 
to promote, so it really just comes quite naturally. It’s not much of  a struggle. Though I will 
say, dealing with publishers and agents is a lot like dealing with your insurance agency, or your 
telephone company or your cable t.v. company. It can become very frustrating, particularly 
because American commercial publishing is an extraordinarily arcane business. 

When you think about Coca-Cola, you recall Coca-Cola has a secret formula, and it tends to 
work. Right? Whatever it is, whatever kind of  thing they’re putting into Coca-Cola, and I would 
guess it’s mostly sugar, they guard that secret, they know that people like it, and they’ve made that 
same formula over and over again. What? A million times a day? A billion times? Whatever. But, 
every book that comes across a publisher’s desk is different, and every book requires a different 
kind of  treatment. It might be categorized as a mystery, and there are a hundred mysteries being 
published by that company, but it’s still going to be a different book than the mystery book next 
to it. So, it’s a very different business than we usually think of  when we think of  business and 
products that businesses are making. 

Also, one of  the things that sometimes younger writers don’t understand is that you’re not just 
selling your book, you’re selling your personality. That’s why they put pictures on the covers of  
books, you know? And that’s why some people have big hair on their book covers, and some 
people have their fingers on their chins to make themselves look smarter because they’re also 
presenting themselves. They’re saying, I’m the author of  this book, and I’m very smart, or I’m very pretty, 
or whatever they’re saying to the audience, and, you should buy my book because of  it. Or, I’m very 
crazy. You know we have a group of  writers who just do crazy things to get attention around their 
writing as well.

WILLS: So has your experience with publishing changed your views about writing?

GROOMS: No. I wouldn’t say so. My experience with publishing has certainly changed my view 
about publishing. So much so that, and you know, as long as I’ve been publishing, people have 
been saying American publishing is in crisis. It’s never not in crisis. So after a while, you get to a 
point where you feel like, I could start my own publishing company and do just as well. When 
you think of  Viacom, which is the ultimate holder of  my novel, it’s, well—the last time I looked 
it was a forty-billion-dollar company, and it won’t pay for your taxi ride. With things like that you 
begin to get very frustrated with publishing. When it works, I think it works very well, but I think 
it’s a very clunky, crazy, unpredictable business driven by all sorts of  personalities and personality 
conflicts, and people who have, in my opinion, limited imaginations of  what American literature 
could look like.

WILLS: We’re gonna move on to a new subject.

GROOMS: Okay. [laughs]

WILLS: As a writer who happens to be from the South, what are your thoughts on regionalism, 
and does it help writers, hurt writers, or do you even notice a difference?

GROOMS: I do think that regionalism is important, because particularly stories, fiction, ought to 
be set someplace, and places are regional. There are differences in the way that people speak or 
eat or act from region to region. Somebody was just saying that the United States is really fifteen 
different countries. You see that sometimes, you know. When you go to, well, even in Atlanta 
where I live people tend to wave at each other still, but there are places I think—famously, in 
New England—people don’t wave at one another even in rural areas. 

So having a story set in a region—and one of  the things I think is kind of  funny is that, again to 
harp on New York publishing, is that somehow they think they’re extraregional, that they don’t 
exist in a region, but in fact, they live in a region called, well mostly Manhattan, which is a very 
interesting region, but it’s the smallest area-wise in the entire country. But none the less, I don’t 
think, though, that we ought to be limited by region. I think William Faulkner actually says it best 
when he talks about writing about his “little postage stamp of  Earth,” the place that he comes 
from, but writing about it in a way that becomes, to use a term that’s kind of  out of  vogue now, 
becomes universal; that is, that it reaches beyond the region. 

So this isn’t writing just for people who live in Mississippi, this is writing for everybody. Certainly 
we read stories set in England or Manhattan or Chicago, and we don’t feel that somehow it’s all 
strange and doesn’t connect with us in any way just because the setting is different. So, finally, I 
think that regionalism, in that sense, in the sense of  setting, is necessary. If, though, you are only 
trying to reach people in your region I think it’s very limiting. 

And, finally, I would say it’s helped Southern writers to classify themselves as Southern writers 
because then you have a category, and it just happens that people tend to need categories. We 
don’t hear much, for example, about New England writers or Northern writers, but there is a 
kind of  a category of  Southern writers that helps to promote writing that is based in the South 
and written by Southerners. You can actually live in the North East and call yourself  a Southern 
writer. You go to the bookstore, you ask for Southern writers; you don’t ask for Northern writers. 
Californians have kind of  picked up on that. They’re “California writers,” then of  course there 
are “California girls.” Are there Georgia girls in the sense of  a category? A kind of  commercial 
category? This is probably something you don’t know but reflects back to my coming of  age 
when the Beach Boys were on the air—girls wished they were all California girls because of  that 
kind of  branding.

WILLS: So how do you look at your work as a whole? What do you believe is your contribution 
to literature?

GROOMS: This is an interesting question for me because sometimes I feel I’m so busy that I 
don’t look at the whole, but I think I am a social realist writer. It’s something that I really can’t 
escape. I grew up coming-of-age during the Civil Rights Movement and the Vietnam War, which 
were huge social issues for the entire country. People just a little bit older than I were either going 
to war or they were protesting in the streets. Not everybody but a lot of  them. Those social 
changes  are part of  my makeup. So it would be difficult for me to write a story that didn’t in 
some way recognize that there are social tensions, and also to talk about how those social tensions 
can be worked out.
But having said that, I have very broad interests. My last three manuscripts have had a social 
realist focus, the Vietnam War and Civil Rights Movement and Jim Crow. I think it’s time for me 
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to hop to the future now. The next novel I work on will probably be some type of  hard science 
fiction. I like hard science fiction, something dealing with particle physics and cosmology and that 
kind of  thing. But likely it’s also going to have some type of  social realist element in it as well.

WILLS: So you’ve written both poetry and novels. When you go to writing, how do you 
determine which medium is better, which is more conducive to what you’re trying to get across?

GROOMS: That has never been a problem for me or much of  a thing I’ve thought about. When 
I come across an idea, it almost always presents its self  as a form. For example, I would say, “I 
want to write a poem about—” or, “I want to write a story about—.” So only once did I actually 
change forms. There was a novel manuscript that started as a poem, so that’s really unusual for 
me. Usually, I think of  the idea and the form simultaneously. I tend to write more fiction than I 
do poetry. If  you had to say, which are you? Which do you do? It would be fiction writer. So most 
of  the ideas do come in narrative form, but there are poems that float around in my head too.

WILLS: So you’ve taught at a variety of  places, including UGA…
GROOMS: And the University of  Cape Coast in Ghana.

WILLS: Yes, Cape Coast, and now Kennessaw. So do you think that your influences from all of  
these places have any kind of  tangible influence on what you write?

GROOMS: I think so. Travel is a great book. You learn a lot. You learn a lot about people. You 
learn a lot about yourself. I never felt more American than when I lived in West Africa, and I 
thought, okay, I’m a black man going to a country that is predominantly black, I’m just going 
to fit right in here. Nobody’s going to know I’m not Ghanaian. Except, everybody. The way I 
walked; my clothing, though of  course there are lots of  Ghanaians who wear Western clothing. 
Apparently it was the way I wore it—when I’d be walking with my Ghanaian friends, someone 
would shout something in Twi, the local language, and my friend would turn and say, “He’s asking 
if  you’re an American,” and I’d say, “Well, how does he know?” But there’s something about 
the gait of  an American. As an American I walked much heavier, my footsteps are louder, and 
I noticed that one day while I was just walking over pavement that I’m stomping through like 
Frankenstein while others were moving in a lighter way. 

What’s interesting to me, teaching at these places—I’ve taught at- University of  Cape Coast 
in Ghana, but also Södertörns högskola, also called the University of  Southern Stockholm in 
Sweden, and I’ve lectured in Morocco. It’s interesting what the expectations of  different students 
are for professors. For example in West Africa, students like to carry professors’ books. It’s a 
way of  showing respect. They’ll say, “Please may I carry your books,” and you accept and they’re 
honored, and you’re pleased to actually not have to carry your books. But in Sweden, where 
people are very nice but the expectation is that we’re all equal, just because you’re a professor doesn’t 
mean you’re better than I am. 

So when I met with my students, I said, oh, I’m gonna be really cool, and you can call me by my first name, 
and one of  them said, well I’m glad we can because we call all of  our professors by their first names. What’s 
the big deal about that? We are all a socially democratic society, we’re all equal. Then I told them what the 
deadline for the paper was, and one of  them said, no I’m having a baby that day, and another said, no 
that’s not good for me, so we negotiated a bit, and then nobody met the deadline. I asked them what 
was up with that, and they said well, there’s no penalty. Just because you can write a paper faster than the next 
person doesn’t mean you should get an “A.” 

So, a very different system than in the United States, and also, my American students chagrin at 
this, but the Swedes get a little stipend. They get a little money to go to school, whereas you have 
to pay. And then in Morocco the expectation is debate. They’re very respectful, but you just don’t 
take the professor’s word over there. You learn by questioning and challenging the professor. 
Those different cultural experiences have been interesting to me and, yes they have had an impact 
on me and my writing and how I see the world, and what I want to do with my writing, too, 
because I want to include all of  those people in my audience. Not just Southern Americans, not 
just black Americans.

WILLS: So what topics get you super excited when you start writing?

GROOMS: Super excited. Hmm. I tend not to get excited. I get excited when someone says you 
can sleep late this morning. I just have many, many, broad interests, and certainly historical subjects 
are of  interest, and not just the history of  the Civil Rights Movement, which I mostly write 
about, but almost any kind of  history. Science, again. My mathematical abilities are pretty poor 
though I can balance a checkbook most times. But don’t put anything in front of  me to—I don’t 
even know what a cosine is so—isn’t that when you—never mind. [laughs] But I love to hear 
people tell stories about science. I love these famous stories about Einstein’s thought problems, 
about how people traveling at different speeds age differently or see time differently, all that kind 
of  thing. That is really interesting to me. 

I’m also interested in what you might call “the experience,” often a supernatural experience that 
just changes a person’s world view. When you think, for example, that there aren’t ghosts, and 
then you see a ghost. I’ve never seen a ghost, but talking to people who have, you know—what 
happens in that moment when the things that you thought were normal have suddenly been 
turned upside down? That, I think, is an interesting kind of  experience to write about and to 
think about.

WILLS: Who would you say are your literary influences?

GROOMS: In terms of  reading or in terms of  actual influences, or in terms of  help? Because 
if  it’s in terms of  people who gave me space to write, then I have to start with my parents. 
They were—my father is still living—they were people who allowed for a little craziness in 
terms of  reading and writing and play in the household. I grew up in a rural area. One of  my 
responsibilities was to feed the pigs. But, if  I were reading, my father would always say, well, do it 
later. He would say I had the skinniest pigs in Virginia. My mother encouraged reading, and that’s 
where writing begins I think: with reading and becoming interested in stories and poems. They 
always had books in the house, and they were a great influence. 

As I read very broadly, it’s hard to pinpoint any particular author, but there are some particular 
works that really are important to me. One is Carl Sandburg’s Chicago. I was fairly young, probably 
ten or eleven, when I first encountered that poem. I did not encounter it in a poetry book so I 
didn’t recognize it as a poem, because poems are supposed to have a very regular rhythm and an 
end rhyme, and that one doesn’t. I thought it was a piece of  advertising. I just couldn’t figure it 
out, but I loved it.

And then some of  the stories of  Ernest Hemingway, for example, Soldier’s Home is a great story. 
I like William Faulkner’s That Evening Sun, that’s a model story. I just finished reviewing, because 
I’m going to teach—well, as much as one teaches a novel—one presents a novel to students and 
can talk about it—but I’m going to teach Ernest Gaines’ A Lesson Before Dying, which I’ve read 
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several times over the past few years. Just reviewing it for a class last week I was thinking, this is 
such a perfect novel. This is so wonderfully constructed. And Arthur C. Clarke’s 2001 is just an 
incredible work as well, not so much for its construction but for its detail, and it’s the kind science 
fiction I like. I mean I don’t like a bunch of  laser beams cutting people’s heads off. I really prefer 
to learn how it feels to be in space and that kind of  thing.

WILLS: Is there anyone you’ve met who’s had a huge impact on your writing?

GROOMS: I would say my mentor Richard Bausch, the same guy who said, “You stupid person, 
you are a writer.” He has remained a mentor. Other teachers of  my graduate years, Susan Shreve, 
for example, was also very important to me. So teachers in general, I would say, have been great 
influences, even if  they weren’t writing teachers. But certainly Bausch and Shreve, as my mentors, 
are important.

WILLS: Our final question has to do with your upcoming novel, The Vain Conversation. Is there 
anything that you could tell us about it?

GROOMS: I could tell you about The Vain Conversation, and I could also tell you that it is old 
news now. I’ve got two manuscripts—I guess I should update my website. I’ve written two 
manuscripts since then. The Vain Conversation, which I think is a perfect novel, though so far 
[laughs] I haven’t been able to convince an editor of  that. My wife describes it as an unrelenting 
novel. It is a very violent novel. It’s about race violence in the South in the 1940’s. It flashes back 
and forth and at its earliest it goes back to the nineteen teens and at its latest, actually 2008. So 
it follows this one character from the 40’s into 2008, but it flashes back with other characters. 
It’s really a novel that is centered around a lynching, and it answers the question: how does a 
society reckon with this kind of  violence? It doesn’t give an easy answer, I think. In a lot of  race 
redemption novels there’s kind of  an idealistic ending in which we, you know, all join hands and 
sing Kumbyah, but this one doesn’t do that. It really suggests that we kind of  fizzle. That it’s not 
a bang but a whimper in terms of  how we deal with these issues.

But, I’ll tell you about my other novels too if  we have time, and very briefly, I just finished, and 
I’m doing a final edit on—though I don’t have a publisher for—a book called Burn the House. It 
is a book about Vietnam War deserters in the 1970’s who go to Sweden. In it, a young man tries 
to adjust from Southern Jim Crow to Swedish society, a “middle way” socialist society. The story 
tells how he deals with his alienation; how he deals with his sense of  being exotic, as well. It was 
a lot of  fun to write because I got to revisit a lot of  60’s pop-culture, including Swedish pop-
culture. Can you believe it? Even before Abba there were Swedish [pop] bands and some of  them 
weren’t too bad. And then, I’ve written my first book for young readers, and that, again, goes 
back to Birmingham, or “Bombingham,” but it focuses primarily on school integration. So that’s 
kind of  what I’ve been doing, and right now I’m at kind of  a, I guess, post-partum period where I 
don’t have a project in mind, so I’ll have to go and start something.

WILLS: So perhaps science fiction is next?

GROOMS: Perhaps, yeah. Perhaps. I’m not sure if  I know quite enough about how to get started 
with that, but that’s the thing. You start, and you play around, you fail and you start again, and 
you keep going at it, and then your son comes down and says, “Dad, are you finished with your 
hobby?” And you say, “This hobby will get you through school!” But it won’t. [laughs] So anyway, 
it’s a lot of  fun and, finally, it’s what I’m called to do, so I feel fulfilled doing it.

WILLS: Well, we appreciate you coming to speak with us and thank you for your time.

GROOMS: Oh, thank you for your questions.

SECOND INTERVIEWER: Wait, I have a question! When you first started writing, for your 
first draft and rough draft, what did you use, [a typewriter] or handwriting?

GROOMS: Oh, I can’t handwrite anymore; it’s so old-school. I can’t handwrite a grocery list. I 
keyboard everything. I do actually have typewriters at the house, but they’re kind of  decorating 
things. I can point and say, “This is what we used to work on,” you know. But I like it, I think 
better when I keyboard, and there’s something actually about the rhythm of  keyboarding that 
works for me. Handwriting is too slow, for one thing, and I can’t read my own handwriting. I 
might make a note or two in handwriting, but it really blossoms on a keyboard. 

SECOND INTERVIEWER: You do any writing for movies?

GROOMS: No. I’m not a film script writer. I used to be a playwright, but I got so tired of  actors, 
all prima donnas, and oh, how dare you change my words, that kind of  thing. I did that when I was an 
undergraduate, but since I was an undergrad I’ve been pretty much a prose writer and a poet and 
have never really gone back to dramatic writing. I appreciate it. I do like it, and I think it’s a real 
art form.
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To celebrate Halloween, we throw a gothic literature event called PoeDown. Students read scary 
stories and poetry, ate spooky snacks, watched horror movies, and danced.  We also enjoied 
hearing the contest winners of  the horror flash fiction contest. The winning pieces can be read 
on pages 109 - 111.

PoeDown
Our newly trianual Open Mic Nights are a hit among students and faculty. Participants perform 
many different acts, ranging from live music and beat-boxing to powerful spoken word poetry 
and heart wrenching memoirs. 

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

Judge Bios

Raymond L. Atkins resides in Rome, Georgia, where he is an instructor of  
English at Georgia Northwestern Technical College. He lives on the banks of  the 
Etowah River in an old house with a patient wife and a fat dog. His hobbies include 
people-watching, reading, and watching movies that have no hope of  ever achieving 
credibility. His first novel, The Front Porch Prophet, was published by Medallion Press 
in 2008 and was awarded the Georgia Author of  the Year Award for First Novel. His 
second novel, Sorrow Wood, was published by Medallion Press in 2009. His third novel, 
Camp Redemption, was released by Mercer University Press in 2013 and was awarded the 
Ferrol Sams Award for Fiction and the 2014 Georgia Author of  the Year Award for 
Fiction. His fourth novel, Sweetwater Blues, is a Townsend Prize nominee. South of  the 
Etowah, his first creative non-fiction book, will be released by Mercer University Press 
in March of  2016. Learn more about him at www.raymondlatkins.com.

James Beck is the Artistic Director of  Onion Man Productions.  In addition to 
conducting free readings of  new plays in progress by local playwrights, offering low 
cost classes and programs, the company produces an annual show at each June.  The 
show is a collection of  10-minute plays by primarily local playwrights. Since January 
2009, Onion Man has produced 74 new plays by Georgia playwrights, resulting in 
55 directing opportunities and 206 paid roles for actors. James also is a playwright, 
director and an actor.  James won “Best Actor” in 2013 from the Metropolitan 
Theatre Awards for his role as “Lenny” in “Of  Mice and Men” produced at 
Lionheart.  Currently James is learning to play the guitar and to write songs. More 
information is available at www.onionmanproductions.com

Jennifer Lewin is a versatile young scholar whose interests range from the Bible 
to Modern Poetry. Her essays and reviews, on topics as diverse as Spenser, Milton, 
Shakespeare, dreams in literature, eighteenth-century poetry, the Victorian novel, 
and the New Criticism, have appeared in Shakespeare Studies, Shakespeare Quarterly, 
Renaissance Quarterly, International Shakespeare Quarterly, International Eighteenth-Century 
Studies, Blackwell’s Companion to Twentieth-Century Poetry in English, and Never Again Would 
Birds’ Song Be the Same, a collection of  essays in honor of  John Hollander which 
she also edited. Her poetry has appeared in Raritan. Educated at Brandeis and Yale, 
she has taught at both those institutions, Boston University, and the University of  
Kentucky before taking up her current post here at Sewanee.

Arisa White is an MFA graduate from the University of  Massachusetts, Amherst, 
and is the author of  the chapbooks Disposition for Shininess and Post Pardon, as well 
as the full-length collections Hurrah’s Nest and A Penny Saved. Her debut collection, 
Hurrah’s Nest, won the 2012 San Francisco Book Festival Award for poetry and was 
nominated for a 44th NAACP Image Award, the 82nd California Book Awards, and 
the 2013 Wheatley Book Awards. Member of  the PlayGround writers’ pool, Arisa 
has received residencies, fellowships, or scholarships from Headlands Center for the 
Arts, Port Townsend Writers’ Conference, Rose O’Neill Literary House, Squaw Valley 
Community of  Writers, Hedgebrook, Atlantic Center for the Arts, Prague Summer 
Program, Fine Arts Work Center, and Bread Loaf  Writers’ Conference. A regional 
representative for Nepantla: A Journal Dedicated to Queer Poets of  Color, she is a 2013-14 
recipient of  an Investing in Artist Grant from the Center for Cultural Innovation, a 
BFA faculty member at Goddard College, and features on the album WORD with the 
Jessica Jones Quartet. arisawhite.com 

Sara Amis holds an MFA in Creative Writing from the University of  Georgia. Her 
work has appeared in Magpie Magazine, the Flagpole, The Dead Mule School of  
Southern Literature, Jabberwocky 3 and 5, Datura, Moon Milk Review, Luna Station 
Quarterly, Nonbinary Review, Stirring, the feminist speculative poetry anthology The 
Moment of  Change, Stone River Sky: An Anthology of  Georgia Poems by Negative 
Capability Press, and is upcoming in an anthology of  essays by Miglior Press.  Her 
poem series “The Sophia Leaves Text Messages” was published as an artist’s book 
by Papaveria Press, and she has an experimental poetry project on Twitter.com titled 
“The Traveling Bobcat Poetry Show.”

Poetry Judge

One-Act Play Judge

Fiction Judge

Creative Non-fiction Judge

Formal Essay Judge
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Courtney “Boss Lady” Torres
Editor – in – Chief  | “Feed the zombies, save the homeless.”

Karen Dodson
Faculty Advisor | “The person you will be five years from now depends on the books that you read and the 

people with whom you associate.”

Donna Gessell
Dahlonega Faculty Advisor | “Study has been for me the sovereign remedy against all the disappointments of  

life. I have never known any trouble that an hour’s reading would not dissipate.” —Montesquieu

Elizabeth Fields
Guest Faculty Advisor | “I don’t need time, what I need is a deadline.” –Duke Ellington

Terra Sullens
Assistant Editor | “Did someone say ‘free coffee’?” 

Rachael Bryant
Dahlonega CR Club President | “Where would we be without rhetorical questions?”

Miranda Hayes
Line Editor | “Seeing someone reading a good book is a book recommending a person.”

Daniel Gordon
Student Editor | “Everyone writes a shitty first draft, but the love for revision sets writers apart. 

Chelsea Nicole Bond
Advertizing/Art & Formatting Committees | “Imperfection is beauty, madness is genius, and it’s better to 

be absolutely ridiculous than absolutely boring.” –Marilyn Monroe

Megan Ray
Proofreader | “We’re all stories, in the end. Just make it a good one, eh?” –Dr. Who

Diane Jagels
Student Editor | “Unless someone like you cares a whole awful lot, nothing is going to get better. It’s not.” –The 

Lorax

 The Chestatee Review doubles as a club and a class, open to all students who are interested 
in helping. The group that participated in the compiling and editing of  content this year were 
passionate about the magazine’s development and were immensely hardworking. Through the 
dedication of  the 2015-2016 staff, this magazine has come together wonderfully.

Staff Quotes Kelly Lynne Donnelly
Artistic Editor | “You can believe what you want, and I will know what I need to know.”

Aleta Reid
The Black Sheep | “People who mix their metaphors should be hung, drawn, and quoted.”

Haley Patterson
Swell Human Being |”Ideas are like rabbits. You get a couple and learn how to handle them, and pretty soon 

you have a dozen.” –John Steinbeck

Barbara Davis
Logistics Chairwoman | “Your attitude, not your aptitude, will determine your altitude.” –Zig Ziglar

Lindy Tran
Student Editor | “Shoes immobilize creativity; people are born free, not in chains.”

Devan Heyburn
Head of  Submissions for Dahlonega Campus | “I used to draw my lowercase ‘a’s like little balloons, and 

I miss that about myself.”

Bridgette Mazuran
Student Editor | “Out of  my mind, I’ll be back in five minutes.”

Kate Koehler
Public Relations | “Be the best you that you can be!” 

Mackenzie Fink
Art Maverick | “May my heart be kind, my mind fierce, and my spirit brave.”

Dawn Andrews
Spectre | “I’m always single because I have transcended love.”

Zachary Hunter
Contributing Author | “Not always present, but always writing.” 

Liz Skews
Rando Staffer | “I <3 the CR”

Veronica Harris
General Staffer | “It’s too early to be this existential.” 

Cassey Smith
General Staffer | “I’m normal, I promise.”
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Submit your original, unpublished works to the annual Chestatee Review 
writing contest!

Deadline: November 1, 2016

Categories for submission:
 

Poetry
Short Stories

One-Act Plays
Creative Nonfiction

Formal Essays

Winners receive cash prizes and publication in 
The Chestatee Review

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

Winners will be announced in December 2015. First and second place 
winners will automatically be entered into the 2016 Southern Literary 

Festival writing contest.

Send submissions via UNG email to

chestateereview@ung.edu

Annual Writing Contest 
Information

 The Chestatee Review hosts an annual 
writing contest for UNG students in five 
sections: poetry, one-act plays, formal 
essay, short fiction, and creative nonfiction. 
Students from all disciplines are welcome 
and encouraged to submit their work. 
Winners in each category win cash prizes, 
publication in that year’s magazine, and 
an opportunity to compete in the Southern 
Literary Festival.

Writing Contest
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 You  may submit works in more than one category.  No more than 5 
submissions per category will be accepted. 

 Stories, plays, and essays may not exceed 5,000 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, 
telephone number, and 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. If  submitting 
in more than one category, make sure to send different emails for each. Works 
submitted cannot have been published except in UNG campus newspapers or 
publications. 

 Failure to comply with these rules will result in automatic disqualification. 

Rules for Writing Contest 
Submissions

Submissions deadline: December 11th
1. Art forms accepted, but not limited to, are: Drawing, Painting, Prints, 
Sculpture, Pottery, Weaving, Digital, Photography (digital and film), &t. Please limit 
submissions to 3-4 images. 

2. All art must be photographed/scanned in high quality print-worthy images 
(150+ dpi). 

3. Submissions should be high resolution JPGs properly named for clear 
identification with Last name and at least part of  the title. (ie: Artist = John Doe 
Artwork = Lost in the Woods  Image name = DoeLostITW.jpg)

4. Send submissions to:
 a. If  you are an art major you’ll need to create a folder in     
  Digication. 
 b. Otherwise, send your submissions to ChestateeReview@UNG.edu    
  with the subject line: Art Submissions 

5. All submissions must be submitted with the following information in a Word 
document: Artist name, student ID# and school email, telephone number, a mailing 
address, 50 word artist bio, title of  artwork, and medium and dimensions of  artwork. 
 a. If  you are an Art major, this information should still be sent to the   
  Chestatee Review email with the specification that your submissions are  
  on Digication.

6. Send all artwork and artist information document in a zipped file; do not copy 
the entry into the body of  your email.

7. Works submitted cannot have been published except in UNG campus 
newspapers or publications. 

8. Any and all images that are not print quality will not be considered for 
publication.

Rules for Art
Submissions
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Poetry 
First Place: “Night Life” by James Worsham
Second Place: “Carrying” by Brittany Barron
Third Place: “Like a Dream” by Dalena Tran

One-Act Plays
First Place: “Choosing Vincent” by Kelly Lynne Donnelly
Second Place: “Cruise Director Samson” by Emmy Dixon
Third Place: “Side Show’” by Jansen Castleberry

Fiction
First Place: “A Likeness” by Mikalah Crymes
Second Place: “The Exorcism of  Valen Sibyl” by James Worsham
Third Place: “Infernal” by MAtthew Larre

Creative Non-fiction
First Place: “Death before Dishonor” by Emmy Dixon
Second Place: “Void” by Courtney Torres
Third Place: “Can’t Help Falling in Love” by Emmy Dixon

Formal Essays
First Place: “A Whore’s Art: Plato’s Use of  Aspasia in Menexenus” by Emmy  
 Dixon
Second Place: “The Body of  Christ, The Bond of  Man: Re-imagining the   
 Sacred Bread as Fellowship within The Gospel According to S. Matthew” by  
 Emmy  Dixon
Third Place: “Murder, Mayhem, and A Good Laugh: Ambrose Bierce’s Tall  
 Tale” by Courtney Torres

Contest Winners
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 The Chestatee Review would like to 
express its sincerest thanks to all that helped 
make this year’s publication possible. Firstly, 
the student staff and faculty advisors are the 
driving forces behind the magazine each year. 
Your continual dedication and skill make our 
publication unparalleled. We would also like 
to thank our writing contest judges who make 
the tough choices for us, other faculty who 
assist by spreading the word to their students, 
and members of administration 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 each year.

Thank You


