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A NOTE FROM THE EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 

TACENDAȡ ÎȢȟ ÐÒÏÎÏÕÎÃÅÄ ÔÁȭ+%.ȭÄÁ ɀ ȬÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÌÅÆÔ ÕÎÓÁÉÄȭ 
 
 
In a way, we are all imprisoned.  Some of us in the literal sense ς locked up for an illegal act we 
were found guilty of committing.  And others of us, metaphorically ς confined not by the bars 
of a cell, but rather by the restraints we place on our minds or the limits society places on us.  
Imprisonment, by any meaning of the word, gives rise to a common set of feelings: loneliness 
and fear, suffocation and panic, love and loss, and sometimes a sheer, stubborn, seemingly 
miraculous hope.  These universal elements connect us to one another.  For at some point, we 
have all felt helplessly trapped by the circumstances of our lives, longing for and at times 
achieving freedom;  a euphoric and almost unnatural joy of release, of emancipation, from that 
which holds us hostage.    
 
The works presented in the Spring 2009 Edition of Tacenda Literary Magazine offer a thoughtful 
examination of imprisonment in its many guises through poetry, plays, and prose. Pieces like 
aƛŎƘŀŜƭ {ǘǳōŜƭΩǎ In Death We Trust ŀƴŘ Wƻƴŀǎ ±ŀǊƴǳƳΩǎ Just a Formality shed light on serving 
time in a penitentiary by taking on the roles of prisoners and various other actors in the 
criminal justice system and examining confinement from the inside looking out.  Zachary 
CŀŘŜƴΩǎ Hard to Breathe ŀƴŘ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳ wƻǘƘΩǎ The Otter capture a metaphorical imprisonment ς 
vividly describing self-inflicted or socially imposed restraints, and revealing an undying urge to 
break free from such control.  All of the pieces featured in this edition of Tacenda Literary 
Magazine provide the reader with brutally honest and touchingly sincere forays into the world 
of imprisonment as well as the thoughts and emotions that ensue.   
 
Common wisdom tells us that certain things are better left unsaid.  Ignorance is bliss we are 
told ς but only in the short run.  True human fulfillment comes from examining and 
understanding the conditions of our existence, good and bad, and grappling with these hard 
realities. Why do we imprison others?  Why do we imprison ourselves?  Does any of this matter?  
These are hard questions to answer, but contemplating and debating these matters can be a 
profoundly liberating venture; one that allows us to grow into autonomous human beings and 
compassionate members of society. The writers in this volume were brave enough to engage 
these grim emotions and experiences, and I thank them for sharing their insights with us.   If we 
are to be free of our prisons, in whatever form they take, we need to understand the nature of 
imprisonment and its effects on us all.  For only in that knowledge can we find the path to 
freedom from constraints that might otherwise imprison us forever. 

 
 
Sonia Tabriz 
Editor-In-Chief, Tacenda Literary Magazine
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A Deafening Silence 
Michael Stubel 
 
All is quiet in the courtroom as the defendant takes his seat 
Three long windows line the sidewall, their shades drawn 
All seems in perfect order, as if Justice itself comes steeped in dark wood and towering columns 
The late summer heat creeps through the room like an invisible shadow 
 
A special group of nine fills a separate set of benches along the opposite wall 
They come from all walks of life: A doctor, a factory worker, a salesman, a housewife 
Yet, for these few weeks, they are asked to do the impossible 
Even with a set of nine distinct views and backgrounds, the system expects a unanimous decision   
 
Prosecutors lurk over their tables, ready with graphic photos and horrific tales 
Their boisterous screams echo throughout the room as they parade in front of the jury 
άaƻƴǎǘŜǊΗ aŜƴŀŎŜ! Imminent danger to society! ¢Ƙƛǎ Ƴŀƴ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƪŜǇǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ŘŀȅΗέ 
For what seems like days on end, they demean, devalue, and debase  
 
While the prosecution dominates the stage, the defense speaks out in whispers 
No money, no resources, no public empathy 
Wǳǎǘ ŀ ŎŀǎŜ ŦƻƭŘŜǊΣ ŀ ŎƭƛŜƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ Ǉŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ tǳōƭƛŎ 5ŜŦŜƴŘŜǊΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ 
ά[ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƛǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǳǇƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴǎǘƛǘǳǘƛƻƴ ōȅ ǇǊƻǾƛŘƛƴƎ ƭŜƎŀƭ ŘŜŦŜƴǎŜΣέ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ 
Maybe, but what happened to equity?  When did defense become outright surrender? 
 
Decision time 
Confusion is just fine 
ά¢ƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǘ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎŀǎŜΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ ǎŀȅǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƴŜ 
hƘ ǎǳǊŜΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƭǘŜǊƴŀǘƛǾŜǎ ƴƻǿΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŘƛƴŜΗ 
 
The ultimate tug of war 
A struggle between two conflicting anchors, one moral and one left unspoken 
The silent bent of the court towards a cold and calculated death 
Rigid and absolute, the law recognizes no exceptions, no unique circumstances, no sympathy 
 
And the circus goes on 
We assure ourselves that all parties have experienced the impartial power of justice  
How lovely 
How sad 
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In Death We Trust  
Michael Stubel 
 
The defendant stands at attention, isolated and alone 
The community, the media, and the system stand together to hear the decision 
The lead juror, clearing his throat, rises wearily from his seat, as if carrying a large burden 
His white button-down shirt immersed in sweat, his hand trembles as he clutches the bench 
 
άhƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ƳǳǊŘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŘŜƎǊŜŜΣ ǿŜ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŦŜƴŘŀƴǘ Χέ 
At long last, the justice system was about to carve a lasting label upon an American citizen 
His dignity first stolen early in life, the man was destined for this end 
As if on an assembly line, he is stuffed, packaged, and gift-wrapped for the death house 
 
Yet, for all his transgressions, who will answer for the ills of society? 
 
²Ƙƻ ǿƛƭƭ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōǊǳǘŀƭ ŀōǳǎŜΚ  
For the horrors he witnessed as his friends were shot dead in the street? 
For his drug addiction that restricted his development? 
CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǾŜǊŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ŜŘǳŎŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀƭǘƘŎŀǊŜΚ 
 
For the court, these objections occur in a world separate from reality 
CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǘΣ ƻƴŜ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ ŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǎŜǊǾŜǎ ŀǎ ŀ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ƭƛŦŜ 
For the court, there are no excuses 
For the court, there is only an eternal marriage to death 
 
άΧ²Ŝ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŦŜƴŘŀƴǘ Ǝǳƛƭǘȅέ 
Applause erupts from the gallery 
The defendant stares straight ahead, dazed by the proceedings  
¢ƘŜ ǾƛŎǘƛƳΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŎǊƛŜǎ ƛƴ ǊŜƭƛŜŦΣ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ the punishment will ease their pain 
 
Bound and handcuffed as he is led from the courtroom, the defendant scans the gallery 
Every head is bowed, the witnesses to this grand performance unable to look at their sacrificial lamb 
Somewhere, the architects of death are smiling 
They have their next victim 
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Isolation  
Daren Hawthorne 
 
Isolation and prison  
Come hand in hand 
Like a mother  
Escorting her child  
Across a busy road 
You cannot get one  
Without the other 
 
LŦ ǘƘŜ άǎŀǾŀƎŜǎέ ŀŎǘ ǳǇ 
Throw them in the hole 
TƘŜ ŎŀƎŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƻŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ 
Too free in the cage 
¢ƘǊƻǿ ŜƳΩ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƭŜ  
In the supermax 
²ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƴƻōƻŘȅΩǎ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ  
Except their own 
 
This is the consensus  
Of the American people 
[ƻŎƪ ŜƳΩ ǳǇ  
For 23 hours a day 
Nobody to talk to  
Except the walls 
 
But why would a normal person talk to walls? 
 
Prisoners deemed crazy 
Due to circumstance 
Nothing to confide in  
Except objects 
And after a while 
They begin to talk back 
 

Is it us  
That make them crazy? 
²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ 
5ƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ 
²Ŝ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ  
Behind bars 
Not our responsibility 
 
No sun 
No air 
Nothing to do 
No reason 
To get up in the morning 
Another human life  
Gone to waste 
 
Isolation  
Broken for split second  
When a tray of food  
Is slid through a slot 
Isolation 
So bad  
¢ƘŜ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƻŦ ŀ ƎǳŀǊŘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ  
Is all tƘŀǘΩǎ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ŦƻǊ 
Not a preferred touch  
But a touch is a touch 
 
Isolation 
Where people go crazy 
Where minds are chewed away 
²ƘŜǊŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ 
²ƘŜǊŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŜȄƛǎǘ 
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The Standard of Living  

Charlie Harriman 
 
¢ƻƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ƛǎ 
YesterdaȅΩǎ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ 
Is the same special 
I had when I arrived here  
Fifteen years ago 
 
A fine balance of rotten 
Green bologna 
Curdled 
Milk and cheese 
Weeks-old 
Bread 
Topped off with 
Cockroach 
 
Doing time? 
Or a Fine dine? 
 
LΩǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǿŜƛƎƘǘ 
LΩƳ ŀǎƘŀƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻok  
At a reflective surface 
And truly see myself 
Deteriorating away 
With the walls of the prison 
With the minds of healthy kids 
With the love from family 
With my spirit 
We are all deteriorating away. 
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Weathering  

Charlie Harriman 
 
Cold as Ice 
At night 
Days are hot as Hell 
I shiver in my innocence 
As I ponder my unjust fate 
 
In my dimly lit cauldron 
I bathe in the sweat of 
My torturer 
Who has   
Three walls 
A ceiling 
And a caged off 
Exit into freedom 
That slams its bars  
On my salvation 
Every night 
The same time  
Every night 
 
Where am I? 
Why am I?  
Answer: 
Doing time 
Paying for  
{ƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦǳŎƪŜǊΩǎ ŎǊƛƳŜ 
In an isolated war zone 
Fueled by 
ά¢ƘŜ [ŀƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CǊŜŜέΥ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀ 
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now  

Sonia Tabriz 
 
L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ 
Out of my head 
Spinning around 
Choking my heart 
I fight 
Leave me alone 
Yet they linger 
Gripping my life 
Angrily 
No regrets 
Gently 
Guilt ensues 
Wraps its arms around me 
LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ 
Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ 
It will all be over 
Soon  
Soon enough  
Now  
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The Enemy of Thought  

Zachary Faden 
 
Second-guessing, over-thinking, 
Thought is the enemy of sleep. 
Lingering contemplation waxes obsessing, 
Utterly exhausted, wounded I weep. 
 
Never-ending, impending, 
Ruination and downfall await. 
Motionlessly approaching, 
A terminal date, my own weight. 
 
Stir-crazy, shaking and shocked, 
Fearful waiting, overwhelming void. 
Ironic freedom, no longer locked, 
My emancipation: my person destroyed. 
 
Unfulfilling years once faded as days, 
Now confronted, moments fill and feel. 
Abandoned routines. O, I yearn for daze. 
Instances injected, I cannot deal. 
 
Stay and decay, or 
Bring in the friar, I cry. 
The fryer is there, they say. 
Both judge: an eye for an eye. 
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Confession 

Zachary Faden 
 
ά.ŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀŎŜ ƻŦ DƻŘ Ǝƻ LΦέ 
Fuck you! 
Before the race of man, goes me. 
Your salvation, your redemption 
Only damns me. 
Your Savior fails to save. 
I confessed, 
I found Jesus. 
Jesus lost me. 
Part the seas, 
Part the cells. 
²ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪΩǎ Ƴȅ ƳƛǊŀŎƭŜ ƴƻǿΚ 
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doing time  

Sonia Tabriz 
 
Time  
On my mind 
 
Doing my mind 
Screwing my mind 
Chewing my mind 
Into shreds 
 
Bits 
And pieces 
Of a man 
That once was 
But now is 
Nothing more 
Than time 
 
Time 
On my mind 
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Sanity / Insanity  

Zachary Faden 
 
Standing on the edge, 
The edge of sanity. 
I fear, I fear the fall. 
Looming closer, ever near, 
I hear its call. 
Dauntingly looms the ledge. 
I fear, I fear the fall. 
Relapse and retreat, 
No ground for my feet, 
Footing fades, hands fly 
On the way, on the way 
To Insanity. 



TACENDA LITERARY MAGAZINE                      SPRING 2009 
 

11 

Compulsive  

Courtney Edmands 
 

1, 2, 3, 4, 
After that 25 times more. 
Soap and water, 
Rinse and lather. 
Keeping things around me clean; 
By doing this, the world keeps spinning; 
Instead of my head. 
If I stop, 
We all fall dead 
5,6,7,8, 
The fate of this, you must not break. 
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Hope Revisited  

Charlie Harriman 
 
First or last  
No difference to me 
LƴƴƻŎŜƴŎŜ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŜǘ ƳŜ ŦǊŜŜ 
 
In the game of truth 
In the game of belief 
I AM just a number 
The price I pay 
For befriending a thief 
 
¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ 
Gotta keep up hope 
But I gave up my spirit years ago 
To survive this place and cope 
 
My flame dwindled 
To spark 
When inevitability struck 
Life-without in a shoebox  
Is just my luck 
 
But maybe LΩƭƭ try 
The whole hope thing again 
5ƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŘƛŜ ƘŜǊŜ 
5ƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƛƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǇŜƴ 
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Sanctuary  

Charlie Harriman 
 
The feeling of living, yet temporarily 
Can be found down the paths 
That we had traveled in the past 
Long ago  
 
When we found ourselves wandering aimlessly 
Through the map of our lives 
Picking new paths day by day 
To travel down 
Forgetting how to return if necessary 
Storing away the directions to such places 
In the attics of our minds 
Intentionally collecting dust 
Sitting patiently  
Stacked up in the corner of the room 
²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ мн ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ  
Exposing the endless pages  
That will reveal remedies for  
Sanctuary  
 
Only now do I venture into the attic 
And blow the dust away from 
The pages of guidance 
Where do I want to go? 
The words easily bring me back  
Entangled with a sense of déjà vu  
The stories remind me of my life 
Man versus Man 
The everlasting battles 
Man versus Self 
An everlasting tranquility  
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empty spaces 

Sonia Tabriz 
 
in this state 
between sleep and wake 
I ponder the pains of others 
in places so far from my own 
lingering 
in the very same mental space  
the break  
 
between daily distraction and sweet escape 
from a pain that awaits 
and a fear to face 
 
loneliness 
too real for us to take 
that perhaps 
this is it 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Reprinted from Bleak House Review, Issue #2 January 2009  
& 

Awarded the Tacenda Literary Award for Best Poem in 2008 
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Hard to Breathe  

Zachary Faden 
 
Breathtaking beauty, a reason to breathe 
Filled my lungs, and my life, one autumn eve. 
Impassioned gusts stripped and penetrated. 
Delicate wisps held my soul. 
Three seasons passed, and the wind stayed still. 
In the dawning summer heat, the north wind stirred, 
Emptying my chest and chilling the air. 
No longer nestled very near, lonely I am 
Breathing hard, hardly breathing. 
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To the Depth of Relief  

Courtney Edmands 
 
Sinking. 
Falling out of control. 
Moving slow enough that you could stop yourself, 
But plagued with nothing to grab onto. 
Bubbles, like puffs of air  
Surround with the thickness of sunlight. 
They rise above 
¢ŀƪƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƛǊ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ǎǘƻƭŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǊƎŜƴǘ ƎŀǎǇǎΦ 
¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƘƻƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀ 
Where someone fled and left me. 
¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƘƻƭŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƘƻƭŜ 
In the heart of who it could be 
Watching me fall to the bottom 
Sunk. 
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The Best Revenge Is To Go On Living 
Rachel C. Cupelo 

 
Nathan is reeling from the loss of his lover, Tobey, to the brutality of a religious cult.  Desperate to find 
peace in the aftermath, his thoughts turn to enacting violent revenge on the men he once considered his 
friends, turning his mind away from the tenants Tobey had always held dear ς most of all, that they 
could gain equality and respect without doing the things they feared the most in their daily lives.  It takes 
a visit to a correctional facility, to hear the story of a formerly like-minded inmate, for Nathan to realize 
that he must abide by the wisdom of his deceased lover and find another way to combat his grief. 
 

POP-RIP. 
A pause, a shake of the wrist. 
POP-RIP. 
The noise the bullet made as it exploded from the barrel of the gleaming silver handgun and 

landed right between the eyes of the paper target. 
He lowered Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎ ǘƻ ǎƘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅΦ  IŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘƻǳǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ς 

not to mention his trigger finger ς ǿŜǊŜ ƴǳƳōΦ  IŜ ǊǳōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǾƛƎƻǊƻǳǎƭȅΦ  IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŘƻƴŜ ƳǳŎƘ 
ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŘƻȊŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ¢ƻōŜȅ ŘƛŜŘΦ  Lǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǳǊ ƭƻƴƎ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΧ 

At this, Ƙƛǎ ōǊŀƛƴ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭŜ ƛƳŀƎŜǎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƛƳŀƎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀƳŜ 
around dozens of times a day, whether he liked it or not.  As had become the norm, he began to sweat, 
to shake, to feel dizzy, all of which dissolved into debilitating rage.  The rage was power, and energy, 
renewed belief in what he had to do.  He raised his aching arms again, pulling the trigger.  The bullet hit 
the very heart of the man-shaped target. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǎƘƻǘΦέ 
He whirled around, startled, the gun nearly falling from his hands. 
ά²ƘƻŀΣέ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ƘŜƭŘ ǳǇ ŀ ǇŀƭƳΣ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎΣ άŘƻƴΩǘ ǎƘƻƻǘΦέ 
άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŦǳƴƴȅΣέ bŀǘƘŀƴ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǘ ƻǳǘǘŀ ƳŜΦέ 
Charlie just looked at him for a moment, smile fading, a gentle observation.  Nathan felt 

momentarily embarrassed, knowing how he must have looked ς his hair wild, eyes sunken and 
bloodshot, skin sickly white, clothes hanging from his frame like some shot-up runway model. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜƭƭΦέ 
Nathan discharged the cartridge from the gun and picked up another, shoving it carelessly into 

ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴŘƭŜΣ ά[ƛƪŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǇŜǊƳƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 
IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǿŀǊƳǘƘ ƻǊ ƘǳƳƻǊΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪΚέ 
ά{ƻ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƭǘȊ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇŜǊƳƛǘ-less semi-ŀǳǘƻƳŀǘƛŎΚέ 
ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƴŘƻŎƪǎΦ  ¢ƘŜǎŜ ōƻȅǎ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ŦǳŎƪ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇǊŜŎƛƻǳǎ 

{ŜŎƻƴŘ !ƳŜƴŘƳŜƴǘ ƛǎ ƪŜǇǘ ƛƴǘŀŎǘΦέ 
ά²ƘŜǊŜΩŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ƛǘΚέ 
ά! ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎΦέ 
ά!ƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ŀǿŀȅ ŦŀǎǘŜǊΣ ǎƳŀǊǘŀǎǎΦέ 
άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƻǿŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴ ǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 
/ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ ŦƻǊŎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ƎŜƴǘƭŜ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΦ  .ǳǘ LΩƳ ς ά 
ά/ǳǊƛƻǳǎΚ  L ōŜǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΦέ 
He put on his noise-cancelling headphones and fired another entire round.  All of them hit fatal 

marks on the target.  Satisfied, Nathan took off the headphones and ran a shaking hand through his hair, 
άL Ǝƻǘ ƛǘ ŘƻǿƴǘƻǿƴΦ  hǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳƴƪ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ ƎǳȅΩǎ ŎŀǊΦέ  IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎΣ ά¢ƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ōǳŎƪǎ L 
ŜǾŜǊ ǎǇŜƴǘΦέ 
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/ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǊƎŜǘΣ άL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜƭŘ ŀ Ǝǳƴ ƛƴ your life before 
ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

άLΩǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜ ƛƴΦέ  !ƎŀƛƴΣ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎƳǳƎƭȅ ǎŀǘƛǎŦƛŜŘΦ 
άbŀǘŜΧǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ 
!ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǊŜƭƻŀŘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜΣ ά¸ƻǳ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƴƻǿΦ  L ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛǎǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ wƻȊΤ L 

doubt she coǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƪŜǇǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ wƻǎƛŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΦέ 
ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪΚέ 
/ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳΩŘ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŎǊŀȊȅ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΦ  L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ 

ƘŜŀǊ ƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳΦέ 
IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ  άhƪΣ LΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǾŜǊǎƛƻƴΦ  !ǎ you know, somehow the fuckers that killedςέ 

he paused, then swallowŜŘΤ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜΣ άςthat killed him, were given bail, and of course 
ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘƛǾƛƴŜ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ Ǉǳǘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ŦǳƴŘǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘΦ  ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ /ƘǳǊŎƘΩǎ ŎƻƳǇƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ {ƻǳǘƘ 
Dakota.  ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪ ƻŦŦΦέ 

άbŀǘŜΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘΗ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎǊŀǿƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅΦ  ¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ōŜ 
ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ŜȄŎǳǎŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ȅƻǳ ƻŦŦΦέ 

bŀǘƘŀƴΩǎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŎƘƛƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ ά/ƘŀǊƭƛŜΣ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊƎŜǘΦ  LΩǾŜ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇƻǳƴŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻǊ ŦƻǳǊ 
ǘƛƳŜǎΣέ ŀƴŘ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎΣ bŀǘƘŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜƴǘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǾŀŎŀƴǘΣ ƳƛƭŘƭȅ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘŜŘΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƳƻǊȅΣ ά¢ƘŜȅ 
ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǳǇΣ ǎƻ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻƛƴƎΦ  /ŀƭƭŜŘ ƛǘ ŀ ƳŜƎŀŎƘurch, a retreat 
ŎŜƴǘŜǊΦ  ¢ƻƭŘ ƳŜ LΩŘ ŦƛƴŘ ǎǳŎƘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ǊŜǎǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ  {ǳǊŜΣέ ƘŜ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΣ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΣ 
ōǳǘ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΧΦέ   

IŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƘŀǊŘΦ  άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ 
showed me all of their secret passageways and defense gear, because they were convinced they could 
turn me.  I know exactly where to go.  And if they catch me?  Charlie, I could think of nothing better to 
ƎƛǾŜ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ŦƻǊΦέ 

άbŀǘŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ /w!½¸Φέ 
Nathan had turned away from him, running his thumb lightly over the filed area of the gun, 

ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǊƛŀƭ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜΦ  άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƭŜŦǘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ƴƻǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΣέ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ 
ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘƛƳ ƳǳǘǘŜǊΣ ά!ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘŜƴ LΩŘ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΧΦέ 

άWŜǎǳǎΣ bŀǘŜΧέ /Ƙarlie went to embrace him, and Nathan let him for just a moment before 
ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅΣ άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎƛƴƎΦέ 

/ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ bŀǘƘŀƴΩǎ Ŏƻŀǘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŦƻǊƭƻǊƴ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ 
ǎƘƻǾƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎΣ άbƻΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘƻƴŜΦ  ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦέ 

άbƻ LΩƳ ƴƻǘΦέ 
ά¸Ŝǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘΦ  bƻǿ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƛǘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΦέ 
 
*   *   *   *   *   *  
 
ά/ƘŀǊƭƛŜΣ ǿŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎ ǎƻǳǘƘ ŦƻǊ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΦ  ²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜΚέ 
ά²ŜƭƭΣ bŀǘŜΣ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ŦƻǊ ǎƻ ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴ ƭƻƴƎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ 

Ǿƛǎƛǘ ŀ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ ǊŀƴƎŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǘƻǿƴǎ ƻǾŜǊΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ Ƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦέ 
ά!ƴŘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻΦ  Wǳǎǘ ǎƛǘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǎƘǳǘ ǳǇΦέ 
Nathan grumbled but did as told, the gun still lying in his lŀǇΦ  /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ŜȅŜŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǊƛƭȅΣ ά¸ƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊ 

ǳƴƭƻŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻŎƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŦŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ 
ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴΦέ 

άDŜǘ ƛƴ ǿƘŜǊŜΚ  !ƴŘ other oneΚέ 
άLƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŦŜ ōƻȄΣ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǘΦέ 
ά{ŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΚέ 
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άWŜǎǳǎΣ bŀǘŜΣ LΩƳ ŦǊƻƳ ¢ŜȄŀǎΣ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΚ  {ƻƳŜ ǎǘŜǊŜƻǘȅǇŜǎ Řƻ ƘƻƭŘ ǘǊǳŜΦ  bƻǿ Ƨǳǎǘ - έ ƘŜ 
ǇŀǳǎŜŘΣ ƳŀƴŜǳǾŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǎǎƛǾŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ǇƛŎƪǳǇ ǘǊǳŎƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀ ŘŜŎŀȅƛƴƎ ōŜŀǾŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΣ άǇǳǘ ǘƘŜ 
ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅΣ ǿƛƭƭ ȅŀΩΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀǿŦǳƭ ǘŜƴǎŜΣ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ŘǊŀǿƭŜŘΣ ŀƎŀƛƴ doing as he was told. 
ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƘƻƳƛŎƛŘŀƭ ƳŀƴƛŀŎ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǘƎǳƴΧƴƻ Ǉǳƴ ƛƴǘŜƴŘŜŘΦέ  
Nathan laughed until tears rolled down his cheeks. 

 And then they saw it, far back from the main road on a flat of rolling green, interrupted by 
smaller thoroughfares behind that first fence lined with barbed wire  - beigey-gray refrigerator boxes 
stacked together, melding into the hazy blue of an Indian-summer sky.  Auburn Correctional Facility.  
Charlie drove a few more minutes before turning right, through a gate marked, '±ƛǎƛǘƻǊ !ǊǊƛǾŀƭǎΦέ 
 ά²ŀƛǘΣέ bŀǘƘŀƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŀǘΣ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ hereΚέ 
 Charlie just nodded. 
 ά²ƘȅΚΗέ 
 άL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ L ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘΦέ 
 Nathan attempted to process this as Charlie drove the rest of the way up the road and parked. 
 άDƻǘ ȅƻǳǊ L5Κ  [ŜŀǾŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΦέ 
 άIƻǿ Ŏŀƴ L Ǝƻ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿΚ  5ƻƴΩǘ L ƴŜŜŘ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻǊ 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 
 /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ άbƻǘ ƴƻǊƳŀƭƭȅΦ  .ǳǘ L Ǝƻǘ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜΦέ 
 ά¦ƘΣ Ih²Κέ 
 άwƻǎƛŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǎǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ ǊŀƴƎŜΦ  {ƘŜ 
ǎǘƻƭŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ŎŀǊŘ ǎƻ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǾƛǎƛǘƻǊ ƭƛǎǘΦέ 
 ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ƪƛŘŘƛƴƎ ƳŜΚέ 
 ά!ŦǊŀƛŘ ƴƻǘΦ  bƻǿΣ ŎΩƳƻƴΦ  {ŀƳ ƛǎ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΦέ 
 ά{ŀƳΚέ 
 άaȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 
 
 *   *   *   *   *   *  
 
 After a run through a metal detector and being clipped with badges, Nathan and Charlie were 
taken by a guard through automatic-lock metal doors to a visiting area.  The walls were a buttery taupe, 
more institutional than soothing.  The linoleum tiles were green, with a strong wash of brown.  Folding 
chairs stood askew around large, dingy metal tables.  It was cold ς not air-conditioned cold or bone-
chilling cold, but vague and desperate, contained ǿƛǘƘƛƴΦ  bŀǘƘŀƴ ǎƘǳŘŘŜǊŜŘΦ  άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 
 /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ǊǳōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪΣ άWǳǎǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ  ²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ ƛǘΦέ 
 And then, through another sliding metal door, came a motorized wheelchair, with a young 
female guard walking closely behind.  The man, still imposingly large despite his obvious handicap, 
ǿƘŜŜƭŜŘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜΦ  άIŜȅΣ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōǊƻΩΦέ 
 Charlie put his hand over the atrophied fingers arranged carefully in a special armrest.  The 
other hand was curled loosely around the joystick that moved the chair.  Charlie stared at the first hand 
ƛƴ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ hŦŦƛŎŜǊΦέ 
 {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜΣ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜΦέ  {ƘŜ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΣ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ 
visit now, ȅΩƘŜŀǊΚέ 
 IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōŀƭŘ ƘŜŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎƛƴƎ ǾƛƎƻǊΣ ά¸Ŝǎ ƳŀΩŀƳΦ  ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦέ 
 CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ bŀǘƘŀƴΣ άLΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ  {ŀƳΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ bŀǘƘŀƴƛŜƭ 
aǳǊŀƴƻΦέ 
 Nathan just stared at the crippled form before him, so Sam gave him a ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǘƻǊȅΩǎ 
ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ōƛǘΦ  LΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎƘŀǘΦέ 
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 Nathan finally recovered, with a shake of the head and a characteristic return to his chronic, 
ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘŜŘ ǎŎƻǿƭΣ άbƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ƎƛǾŜƴ ŀ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΦέ 
 Sam turned to Charlie with a questioning glance, and his younger brother returned it with an 
ǳƴŀǇƻƭƻƎŜǘƛŎ ǎƘǊǳƎΣ άLǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜΦέ 
 {ŀƳ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ άL ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ 
 !ƴƴƻȅŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ bŀǘƘŀƴ ŘƛǎǇŜƴǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴȅ 
measure of polƛǘŜƴŜǎǎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘΦ  IŜ ƎƭŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ {ŀƳΣ ά{ƻΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚέ 
 The resulting chuckle infuriated Nathan, but he kept his mouth shut. 
 άLΩƳ ŀ ǉǳŀŘǊƛǇŀƭŜƎƛŎΦ  L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ƻǊ ŦŜŜƭ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ŘƻǿƴΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ƭŜŦǘ 
ƘŀƴŘΦέ 
 Nathŀƴ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎΣ ά²Ƙȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƘŀƴŘΚέ 
 ά5ƻŎǘƻǊǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ  ¢ƘŜ ƴŜǊǾŜǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜƎŜƴŜǊŀǘŜŘΦ  {ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎΦέ 
 {ŀǘƛǎŦƛŜŘΣ bŀǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜƴ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜΣ ά{ƻ ǿƘȅ ŀƳ L ƘŜǊŜΚέ 
 άL ǘƻƭŘ {ŀƳ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƛƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǘƘought that sharing his story with you would 
ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳ Ǝŀƛƴ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǇŜǊǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜΦέ 
 άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǇŜǊǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜΦ  ²Ƙŀǘ L ƴŜŜŘ ƛǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ ǊŀƴƎŜΦέ 
 {ŀƳ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƪƛŘŘƛƴƎΦέ 
 IŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜƳǇŜǊΣ ά{ŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ²!b¢Κέ 
 {ŀƳ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ŀ ŦƻƭŘƛƴƎ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ άL ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΦέ 
 ά!ƴŘ ǿƘȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ LΚέ 
 ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ǎƘƛǘ L ŘƛŘΦέ 
 LƴǘǊƛƎǳŜŘΣ bŀǘƘŀƴ ǎŀǘ ŘƻǿƴΦ  ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚέ 
 Sam heaved a sighΣ ά.ŜƛƴƎ ŀ Ǝŀȅ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ is toughςέ 
 άIǳƘΦ  5ƻƴΩǘ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΣέ bŀǘƘŀƴ ƛƴǘŜǊƧŜŎǘŜŘΦ 
 ά!ƴŘ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ƛǘΩǎ more difficult than in others.  Nathan, from 
the time I came out at fifteen, I had people trying to save my soul from fiery damnation, including my 
ƻǿƴ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΦ  LŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǊ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ŘŜŦŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ 
town that God made me the way I was and loved me to pieces for it, I never would have set foot inside a 
church again. 
 ά!ƴŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΣ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ōŀŎƪŜŘ ƻŦŦΣ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ōƻǊŜŘƻƳΦ  9ǾŜƴ ƻǳǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ 
came to accept it in their own way.  I even made friends that were like me.  That gay bar was nothing 
but a hole in the wall in the downtown ghetto, but ǿŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƻƴ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΦέ  

He stared wistfully into space, as if he was seeing that tiny room, with its mildew-wet brick walls 
ŀƴŘ ǘŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ Ǌŀƛƴōƻǿ ŦƭŀƎ ƭȅƛƴƎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƪŜǎƘƛŦǘ ōŀǊΦ  ά²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ǘƻΦ  .ŜŎŀǳǎŜΣ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǎƻ ƪƴƻǿΣ 
people can be raised in a way to make them unforgiving of the differences of others.  About once a 
week, someone ς a local high school or college kid ς ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǳǎΦέ  IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ 
άǘƘŜȅ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ƳŜΣ ΨŎǳȊ L ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ōƛƎΦ 

ά.ǳǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΣ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ anymore, so a dozen of us formed a group.  We called 
ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǘƘŜ ±ƛƎƛƭŀƴǘŜǎΦέ 

¦ƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ƻƴ bŀǘƘŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƻƴŜǎΦέ  IŜ 
ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ {ŀƳ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴΣ ά²ƘŜƴ ¢ƻōŜȅ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǾƛŎŜ ǇǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ D{!Σ ƛǘ ǿŀs the first 
ǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ǳǎ ŀōƻǳǘΦ  Ψ5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜƳΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ  ΨŦƛƴŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŎƻƳōŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōƛŀǎ ŀƴŘ 
ȅƻǳǊ ŀƴƎŜǊΦΩέ 

{ŀƳ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ά{ƻǳƴŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƳŀǊǘ ƎǳȅΦέ  !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ bŀǘƘŀƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ 
ǎƻōŜǊƛƴƎΣ ά.ǳǘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƴȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊ.  And we were desperate.  We were afraid someone was going 
ǘƻ ǿƛƴŘ ǳǇ ŘŜŀŘΦ  .ǳǘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦέ 

ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦέ 
He stared at Nathan in surprise. 
ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƻƪ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦέ 
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{ŀƳ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǳǊ Ǉƭŀƴ ōŀŎƪŦƛǊŜŘΚ  ²ŜΩŘ ǎǇŜƴŘ ƻǳǊ ƴƛƎƘǘǎ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎΣ ƪƴƻŎƪƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ΨŦŀƎƎƻǘΦΩ  Lǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƎŀƴƎ ǿŀǊΣ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ 
disgusting competition.  The cops turned their backs on all of it.  Everyone else just preteƴŘŜŘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
exist, even though boys were ending up in the hospital almost every day. 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƻƴŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀ ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŎŀƳŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ōǳǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǳǇ 
the place.  When people started throwing punches everyone ran back outside.έ  IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ 
/ƘŀǊƭƛŜΣ άtƻƻǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōǊƻΩΦ  ¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

/ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ άL Ǌŀƴ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǇǎΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ŀ ŦŀƎƎƻǘ ŀƴŘ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ 
ǘƘŜȅ ƘǳƴƎ ǳǇΦέ 

{ŀƳ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ά²ŜΩŘ ōŜƎǳƴ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ Ǝǳƴǎ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǿŜŜƪǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ǎcreaming at the 
ƻǘƘŜǊ Ǝǳȅǎ ǘƻ ƴƻǘ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜƳΦ  ¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƳǳǎǘΩǾŜ ǇŀƴƛŎƪŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŜŀǊŘ ΨƎǳƴΣΩ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ 
ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƛǊƛƴƎΦ  ²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊ ŦƻǊ ŎƻǾŜǊ Ŧŀǎǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǎƻ 
ǿŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ ǘƻƻΦέ 

He sighed, ŘŜŜǇƭȅΣ ά{ŜǾŜƴ Ǝǳȅǎ ŘƛŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊǎΣ ŦƻǳǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊǎΦ  L ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘǿƻΤ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 
ǿƘȅ LΩƳ ƘŜǊŜΦ  hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǎƘƻǘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪΤ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ LΩƳ ǇŀǊŀƭȅȊŜŘΦ  !ƴŘ ƛŦ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ 
ǘƘŜǊŜΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ŘƛŜŘ ǘƻƻΦέ 

άIŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ōƭŜŘ ƻǳǘΣέ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǇǎΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ finally Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΧǿŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜȅ 
ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦέ  {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǇǊƛŘŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƪƛƴΦ  ά!ƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ L ŀƳΦ  
Because of the circumstances of the case, I skirted the death penalty, and they transferred me up here 
ǘƻ ǎŜǊǾŜ ƻǳǘ ƭƛŦŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ ǇŀǊƻƭŜΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ L ŎŀƳŜ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣέ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ 
άhǳǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘΣ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴΣ ƻǊ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ  L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎǇƻƪŜƴ ǘƻ 

ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛŀƭΦ  ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǘƻƻ ŀǎƘŀƳŜŘΣ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ 
stopped it somehow, if they just could have made me straight.έ 

ά.ǳǘ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜΣέ {ŀƳ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎΣ άŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ƳŜΣ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǿŜŜƪΦ  IŜΩǎ Ƴȅ 
window to the outside world. 

ά¢ƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƛǎΣ bŀǘƘŀƴΣ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ƛŦ LΩŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘŀǊŘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ƴŜŜŘŜŘ 
to do to make things right.  I had to lose friends, family, and my freedom before I realized how true it 
was that violence begets violence.  It would have been harder to solve the problem another way, but the 
result would have been that much better.  We were just so ŀƴƎǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǊŜŀǎƻƴŀōƭŜΦέ 

bŀǘƘŀƴ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇƛƴŜΣ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀŘ ŀ right to be angry.  Look at what they were doing to 
ȅƻǳΗέ 

{ŀƳ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ά.ǳǘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ōŀŎƪΦ  !ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ Ƙƻǿ L 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƴǳǊǘǳǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŀƎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘƛǾŜΣ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦέ 

ά¢Ǌǳǎǘ ƳŜΣ LΩƭƭ ōŜ productiveΦέ  bŀǘƘŀƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ 
άbƻΣ ƴƻΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎΦ  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǊŀƎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƎŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ I!¢9Σ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ 

ǳƴǿŀƴǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƻƴŜΦέ 
bŀǘƘŀƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ Ƙƛǎ ŀƴƴƻȅŀƴŎŜ ƎǊƻǿ ŜȄǇƻƴŜƴǘƛŀƭƭȅΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴŜ 

anymoǊŜΚέ 
ά¢Ǌǳǎǘ ƳŜΦ  LǘΩǎ ƭƻƴŜƭȅ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΦ  !ƴŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ L ƳŀŘŜΣ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ 

ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΦέ  IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ  ά!ƭƭ L ƘŀǾŜ ƛǎ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜΦέ 
ά²ŜƭƭΣέ bŀǘƘŀƴ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ άbƻǿ LΩƳ ŀƭƻƴŜ ǘƻƻΦ  !ƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ ǎƘƛǘΦέ 
άbƻΣέ {ŀƳ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŎŀǊŜΦ  !ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ ȅƻǳǊ 

lifeΦ  ¢ŀƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴŘ Ǌǳƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦ  .Ŝ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭΦέ 
bŀǘƘŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƳŜƭŘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ Ƴŀǎƪ ƻŦ ǊŀƎŜΣ άDǊŀǘŜŦǳƭΚ  Dw!¢9C¦[ΚΗ  ¢ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ 59!5Η  

BECAUSE OF THEM!  They need to pay ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΗέ 
The guard heard the shouting and looked back with a glare of warning.  Nathan forced himself, 

ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎΣ ǘƻ ƭƻǿŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ  IŜ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘΣ ƘŀǊŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƘǳǊǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΧL 
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ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƘƛƳΦ  L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳΦ  LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊΣ 9±9w ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ChwDL±9 
ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ  Iƻǿ 5!w9 ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜ Dw!¢9C¦[Κέ ƘŜ ƘƛǎǎŜŘΦ 

{ŀƳ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ  !ǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ L ƪƴƻǿ 
that rage, and it will DESTROY you.  It will fill you up, it will consume you, and it will KILL you, Nathan.  
¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ƘŜŀƭǘƘȅ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ƻǊ ŜƭǎŜ 
ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ¢ƻōŜȅ ŀƴȅ ƧǳǎǘƛŎŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦέ 

IŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜƭȅΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ bŀǘƘŀƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ  bŀǘƘŀƴ ǎƘǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǘƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 
ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǎȅƭƭŀōƭŜǎΣ ŦŀŎŜ ŎƻƴǘƻǊǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǇŀƛƴΦ  {ŀƳ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ǎŀǘƛǎŦƛŜŘΣ ά/ǳƭǘƛǾŀǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘǳǊǘΣ ōǳǘ 
Řƻ ƛǘ ǿƛǎŜƭȅΦ  !ŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀƴǘ ǊŜǾŜƴƎŜΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

Nathan straightened his spine, his face again turning hard with determination. 
ά¢ƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǊŜǾŜƴƎŜΣ bŀǘŜΣ ƛǎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΦέ 
bŀǘƘŀƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛƳǇƭŜΦ  Lǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜΦέ 
άLǘ ƛǎΦ  ¸ƻǳΣ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȄƛǎǘŜnce, living your life, even if 

it hurts to get out of bed every fucking morning, even if some days you just have to lie there until it gets 
ŘŀǊƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  ¸ƻǳ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƻǎŜΦ  ¸ƻǳ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ȅƻǳΦέ 
 άL ŎŀƴΩǘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ŘŜŜǇΣ ǎƘǳŘŘŜǊȅ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ άLǘ ƘǳǊǘǎ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΦέ 
 άLǘΩƭƭ ƘǳǊǘ ƭŜǎǎΦ  .ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƛǘ timeΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ Ǝƻ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀǘŜΣ ƻǊ ŜƭǎŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ 
ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀƭΦ  !ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘƻƴƻǊ ¢ƻōŜȅΩǎ ƳŜƳƻǊȅΦέ 
 Nathan sat limply in his chair, spent from this aƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƛƴƴŜǊ ǘǳǊƳƻƛƭΦ  !ƭƭ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿŀǎΣ άLΩƭƭ 
ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦέ 
 {ŀƳ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƘŜΩŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜΣ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻŦ ǘǊŜǇƛŘŀǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ  
ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘΣ ƪƛŘΦέ 
 ά¸ŜŀƘΣέ bŀǘƘŀƴ ǊǳōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ άƧǳǎǘ ƎǊŜŀǘΦέ 
 
 *   *   *   *   *   *  
 
 And then they were gone.  Nathan walked out of the cold grey boxes into the parking lot, tilting 
his head back, closing his eyes, allowing his face to be warmed by glorious, late-afternoon sun.  He took 
a deep breath.  Finally, Charlie tapped him on the sƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ  ά[ŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΦέ 
 Back in the truck, Nathan just sat there for untold minutes, staring out the window.  The sun had 
left abruptly, the world turned gray by clouds. 
 /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ  ά¸ƻǳ ƻƪΚέ 
 IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ 
 They took the long way, going west before turning onto 81 North, circling the city in silence, 
heading back towards Solvay.  And then, speeding along Onondaga Lake, Nathan suddenly sat up. 
 άtǳƭƭ ƻǾŜǊΦέ 
 ά²ƘŀǘΚέ 
 IŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ŦǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȄ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǘΦ  άtǳƭƭ ƻǾŜǊΦ  .ȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŦŜƴŎŜ ƛǎ ƻǇŜƴΦέ 
 Charlie looked; indeed, the fence that normally split the city-owned waterfront from the 
highway was wide open.  He could see a couple talking on the hood of their car, about half a mile down.  
He pulled in and parked the car in the gravel by the side of a small hill, covered in bushes and knee-high 
grass, brown and neglected.  The water lapped less than a foot from the front of the car.  There was no 
ŘƻŎƪΣ ƴƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛǾŜ ōŀǊǊƛŜǊΦ  ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘ ŀ ǇŀǊƪΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƧǳǎǘΧǿŀǎǘŜƭŀƴd. 
 By this point, Nathan had wrestled open the box and pulled out his gun and three of the 
cartridges. 
 άbŀǘŜΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ C¦/Y ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ 
 ά5ƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻǊƳƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ 
 ά²ƘŀǘΚ  .ǳǘ bŀǘŜ ς ά 
 ά{Ƙǳǘ ¦tΣ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎΦ  .ŜŦƻǊŜ L ŎƘŀƴƎŜ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΦέ 
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 Without preamble, he raised his arm, the gun held tightly in his fingers.  For one panicked 
moment, Charlie thought he meant to shoot himself, until he saw the gun sailing through the air.  
Nathan had thrown it as hard as he could into the lake.   

The cartridges followed with a bit less gusto.  Charlie watched in awe as the implements 
splashed up white and sank into the deep, cold water.  For a few minutes, Nathan stared at the waves, 
crystalline gray-blue with reddish-brown mercury sludge polluting underneath.  The mall shone garish 
emerald green tile across the water, a sad commercial icon to offset the imposing factory smokestacks 
on the other end of the lake. 

CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ǎǇƻƪŜΥ άbŀǘŜ ς έ 
άIŜ ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ƘŀǘŜŘ ƛǘΦέ 
Charlie put a hand on his shoulder, waiting.  Nathan stared without seeing at the shore, his feet 

inches from the water, his face white, his whole body trembling. 
ά{ŀƳ ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ bŀǘƘŀƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǳǇƻƴ ŀŘƳƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎΣ άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘt.  If we do 

ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ǿŜ ōŜŎƻƳŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴƎǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǘŜŦǳƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ.  It 
ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎΦ  ¢ƻōŜȅ ς,έ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǾŜǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƘŀǊŘΣ ά¢ƻōŜȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŘŀȅΦ  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ 
how he lived his life.  And he would have hated it.  I want to do it so much, but I know how Tobey would 
ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀǘŜŘ ƛǘΦ  {ƻ L ŎŀƴΩǘΦ  Lǘ ƧǳǎǘΧέ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ άLǘ ƘǳǊǘ ǎƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ōŀŘΣ L ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ς 
ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ŦƻǊΦ  L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛǾŜ ōȅ ƛǘΦέ 

Charlie smiled a littƭŜΣ ǎŀǘƛǎŦƛŜŘΣ ά{ƻΧƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΚέ 
bŀǘƘŀƴ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΣ άLΧέ ƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦΣ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘŜŘΣ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ  .ǳǘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƛǎΦ  L 

ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΦ  L ǿƻƴΩǘΦ  LΩƭƭΧƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƘƻƴƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƳŜƳƻǊȅΦέ 
IŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ ά.ǳǘ ƴƻǘ ƴƻǿΦ  [ŀǘŜǊΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŘǊƛƴƪΚέ 
bŀǘƘŀƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ƛƴ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘƛƻƴ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ ǾŜƴǘǳǊŜΣ άbŀƘΣ ƳŀƴΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀƴƪǎΦέ 
ά{ƻ ǘƘŜƴΧǿƘŀǘΚέ 
Nathan looked up at the sky for a few minutes, pewter gray and threatening rain.  Then he 

ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ά/ƘŀǊƭŜǎΣ ǘŀƪŜ ƳŜ ƘƻƳŜΦέ 
Charlie nodded and threw an arm around him and led him back to the truck, knowing his legs 

were weak and shaky from fatigue. 
άbŀǘŜΚέ 
ά¸ŜŀƘΦέ 
άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ƻƪΦέ 
IŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΣ άLΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƻ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴΣ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜΦέ 
ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘΚέ 
Nathan shook his ƘŜŀŘΣ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƭŀǊƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŀƛƴΦ  άbƻΦ  bƻǘ ȅŜǘΦέ 
ά.ǳǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŘŀȅǎΦέ 
IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅΦ  hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŘŀȅǎΦέ 
ά!ƘΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴΚέ 
bŀǘƘŀƴ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǎŀŘ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ά²ƘŜƴ L Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΦέ 
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The Jungle 
Christopher Dum 

 
 As a little girl, Danielle was always a dreamer.  She and her brother Sam would lug an old 
cardboard box into the courtyard of their housing project and get lost for hours in the endless expanses 
of their imaginations.  The box was covered in patchwork duct tape, her mƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻƭƻƴƎ ƛǘǎ 
fragile lifespan as a pirateship, aiǊǇƭŀƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ 5ŀƴƛŜƭƭŜΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜΥ a time machine.  Sam always wanted to 
travel back in time to see things like the dinosaurs and to join the files of cowboys or Indians.  But 
Danielle wanted to see the future.  Afternoon after afternoon, she watched herself dance for the 
camera, perform surgeries, and discover new civilizations in outer space.   
 During those afternoons with Sam she never envisioned her home to be overrun by addicts and 
ex-cons, never thought that she would have to watch her back in her own neighborhood.  But things 
ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ {ŀƳ ƎǊŜǿ ǳǇ ŦŀǎǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜŘΦ  hƴŜ Řŀȅ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ 
then the next he was gone in a flash and a cloud of smoke.  She heard it was just business, nothing 
ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭΦ  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎΦ  .ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅΦ   

Her mother took it personally.  Not as if she had any control over the bottle for as long as 
Danielle could remember, but after SamΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŦƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ 
cravings grew stronger.  It was in the heat of July when it happened.  Danielle was sixteen and her 
mother was screwing some new guy Ted or some stupid name like that.  One of them asked Danielle if 
shŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ Řƻ άǎƻƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎέ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƻǳǘΦ  .ȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ¢ŜŘŘȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ 
ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǘΦ  {ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ¢ŜŘŘȅ ǿŀǎ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
couch, Danielle stabbed his fat ass to death. 

When she was thirty, the parole board asked her if she was sorry.  And in a way, she was.  She 
ƴŜǾŜǊ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ¢ŜŘŘȅΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎŎƘŜƳŜΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ his body 
ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀǎǘŜ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǎƪƛƴ.  They told her that they thought she was a 
changed woman and that she would be released the next week. 

That night replayed over and over in her head as she sank into her bus seat.  When she left 
Bedford Hills at seven that evening they gave her back her rings and one hundred dollars in gate money.  
Now they were pulling through the streets of New York City at four in the morning on a bus full of a 
dozen ex-cons.  Some of them were hoping to get things back to normal, some of them wanting to get 
back into criminal activity, and perhaps some were doomed to silently slip into obscurity.   
   Snow was falling outside the foggy windows and Danielle wrapped herself tighter in her 
sweatshirt.  Earlier, she and a girl in Mets jacket with a gravely voice had gotten into a vicious argument 
ǘƘŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘΩǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ōƭƻǿǎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŎƛǊŎǳƳǎǘŀƴŎŜǎΦ  {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎƻƘŜǊŜƴǘ 
at four in the morning so her patience had worn thing.  The prisons liked to drop their releases off in the 
middle of the night when no one was awake.  But in the Big Apple, someone was always awake.  That 
was apparent as they pulled up to the crowded bus depot and bore witness to the masses of humanity 
wandering about.  Hundreds of souls running from something or someone and looking towards 
something better.   
 ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘ ƎƛǊƭǎΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΗέ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎΦ   
 With some moaning and groaning, the passengers flickered to life and began to file off the bus.  
The officer nodded to each and muttered something thŀǘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜΣ άƎƻƻŘ ƭǳŎƪΦέ 
 Danielle stepped off the bus and flexed her hands, feeling the freedom between her wrists.  The 
smell of the Roy Rogers across the street was overwhelming.  At that moment, freedom smelled to 
Danielle like fries and a burger.  Apparently, half the bus thought so too as most of them began 
wandering through the inch deep snow towards the restaurant.   
 ά/ŀƴ L ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΚέ ¢ƘŜ ŀŎƴŜ ŦŀŎŜŘ ǘŜŜƴŀƎŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭȅ ǳƴƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƻ ōŜ 
there. 
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 ά¸ŜǎΣέ 5ŀƴƛŜƭƭŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǎŜǊƛƻǳsly considering ordering everything on the menu.  She fingered the 
twenty-dollar bills in her pocket and silently calculated in her head.   
 ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΚέ 

LŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǇƻƪŜƴ ǘƻ 5ŀƴƛŜƭƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǇǊƛǎƻƴΣ ǎƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ 
getting her teeth knocked out.  She wished for a moment that she had done that to the girl on the bus. 
 άLΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ŦƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƻƪŜΦ  aŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŦǊƛŜǎ ǘƻƻΦέ 
 ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƻǳǊ ǎŜǾŜƴǘȅ-ƴƛƴŜΦέ 
 After getting her change, she stepped to the side of the counter and waited with the others.  No 
one made eye contact.  They just stared straight ahead and waited.  Danielle watched customer after 
customer get their bags of food and sit down.  When hers was ready, the sense of the cafeterias at 
Bedford was too much.  Clutching her food tightly, she walked out the door and stood on the curb. 
 Her food was gone in seconds, tasting as good as any meal she could remember.  All she could 
think about was ordering another but she knew that she had to make her money last at least as long as 
the week.  She sipped on her drink and was suddenly overwhelmed with the need to pee.  She looked 
into the restaurant and made eye contact with the girl in the Mets jacket.  They exchanged sneers and 
Danielle thought that the last thing she needed was another run-in with her.  The alley running down 
the side of the establishment looked fairly enticing and to Danielle, it seemed like a good way to 
celebrate her newfound freedom. 
 She walked down into the alley, skirted around a pile of trash and found a place out of the light.  
When she was done, Danielle stood and tossed her empty cup to the ground with a smile.  As she 
started back down the alley towards the street, a figure stepped out from the shadows into her path.   
Initially, she ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƻǊ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘΦ 
 ά{ǳǇ?έ  ¢ƘŜ ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ǿŀǎ ǳƴŦƻǊƎŜǘǘŀōƭŜΦ  {ƻ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 
 ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΚέ   
 άbƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ  Ψ/ŜǇǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƎŀǘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƎƻǘΦέ 
 Danielle scoffed and looked the girl in the eye. 
 άCǳŎƪ ȅƻǳΦέ 
 άbŀƘΣ ƛǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ  
 The girl bent down and grabbed a piece of timber from the mess of trash at her feet.  Danielle 
eyed her coolly.   
 ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎΦέ 
 She took a few steps forward and the girl moved to block her path.  Danielle put out her arms 
and gave her a hard shove backward.  The girl shook it off and raised the piece of wood.  Anticipating 
the blow, Danielle raised her hands toward her face.  But the wood came at a downward angle, catching 
her right below the kneecap.  The pain was instantly blinding and she crumpled to the ground.   
 ά{ƘƛǘΗέ ǎƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ 
 άbƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴŜ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ǳǇΦέ 
 The next blow hit her right on the temple, knocking her silly.  As Danielle lay semi-conscious on 
the ground the ƎƛǊƭ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ǊƛŦƭŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ 5ŀƴƛŜƭƭŜΩǎ ǊŜƳŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƎŀǘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŀƴŘ 
the rings from her fingers as well.  Powerless to stop the robbery, Danielle tried valiantly to just gain her 
senses.  After a few moments, the girl had left and Danielle was left alone lying on the snowy pavement.  
Get up, she told herself.  ̧ ƻǳΩǾŜ ƘŀƴŘƭŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘƛǎΦ  Dƻ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƴŜȅ ōŀŎƪΦ  Lǎ ǘƘƛǎ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀǊǘ 
the next chapter of your life?  
 Bloodied and confused, Danielle stumbled to her feet.  Tears stung her eyes and the bitter cold 
bit into her skin.  With one hand against the wall of a building, she limped down the street towards the 
bright lights and sounds around the corner.  When she rounded the bend, the girl was nowhere in sight, 
but the bus was still there.  The lights were on, exhaust was pumping out of the tail pipe and the driver 
was even standing there laughing with one of the officers.  She looked closely and through her tears, she 
could see them sipping steaming coffee and munching on warm donuts.  Sirens in the distance caught 
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her attention and she looked over her shoulder towards the city she would call home.  The streets were 
dark like an abyss.  She could see the dots of blood that traced her path from the alleyway.  Figures 
shimmered in the darkness, not fully materializing but calling to her, or warning her.   

¢ƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǳƴƴƛƴƎ ōǳǎ ŜƴƎƛƴŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜǊ ǎƴŀǇΦ  {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪΦ  IƻƳŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ 
pictured it in her dreams.  There were no friends, only enemies.  No safety, no comfort, only another 
lifelong struggle to fit in and avoid death.  She already missed the laughter of her homegirls and the 
meals Chicago used to cook using tuna and noodles from the commissary.  Sure, she shared a room with 
seven other women but that room was her house.  It was her home.  She made her bed every morning 
and they all pitched in to keep it clean.  And inside Bedford, Tookie was there to protect her.  Tookie was 
her father; big, mean and in your face.  No one wanted to mess with her.  If Danielle needed someone to 
ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƪ /ƘƛŎŀƎƻΩǎ ŀŘǾƛŎŜΦ  .ǳǘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΣ ¢ƻƻƪƛŜ ǿŀǎ 
there.  If only Tookie had been with her tonight.  And suddenly, it was clear.  She had to go back.  Out 
here, she would not survive. 

Head still spinning, Danielle looked longingly towards the bus and made her decision.  With the 
snow crunching under her weight, she limped up the street towards the idling bus.  Her pace was quite 
slow, due to so many years of high-carb meals and almost no exercise.  To her horror, the bus began to 
pull away from the curb.   

ά²ŀƛǘΗέ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƛƭŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘ ŀƛǊ ǎǳŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎΦ   
{ƘŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ŀ ŦǳǘƛƭŜ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘ ǘƻ ƎǊŀō ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅΦ  

The bus began to picƪ ǳǇ ǎǇŜŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ǉǳƛŎƪŜƴƛƴƎ ǇŀŎŜΣ 5ŀƴƛŜƭƭŜΩǎ ƘƻǇŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŦŀŘŜΦ  bƻǘƘƛƴƎ 
else was on her mind except getting on that bus.  She had no clue as to what she would say to get on, 
ōǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀǊ ŀƘŜŀŘΦ  LƴǎƛŘŜ .ŜŘŦƻǊŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŀǊned to set small goals and 
attain them to make it through.  Now, her goal was to catch that bus. 

Danielle never saw the car coming.  She darted as fast as she could from the curb, right into its 
ǇŀǘƘΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘƘǳŘ ŀǎ 5ŀƴƛŜƭƭŜΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ǿŀǎ ǎǇǳƴΣ ǘƘŜƴ Ŧƭǳng across the hood and onto the ground.  
The bus drove off into the darkness, oblivious to the fading life of its former passenger.   

She felt almost nothing but creeping warmth spreading over her entire world.  There were hints 
of pain on the periphery of ƘŜǊ ǾƛǎƛƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇŀǊǘ ǎƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜǊ ōƻŘȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǊǳƭȅ ŜȄƛǎǘ 
except for her mind.  Her mouth moved but no sound came out.  In a way, she was surprised that she 
had survived this long.  She had made it through years of turning to drugs in order to endure abuse.  
There were the temptations, threats and the mix of other inmates at Bedford Hills and she had survived 
all of that.  But tonight was enough to convince her that perhaps there was nowhere in this world that 
she belonged.  The world was not a place for a young woman who could only get health care once she 
was in prison.  It was a world that made her appreciate three hot meals and a cot at Bedford Hills.  It was 
a world that made her a stranger in her own town.   

As a crowd slowly gathered around her and sirens broke the silence of the night, Danielle could 
only close her eyes and dream like she had done for all of her life.  She could hear the voices of Chicago, 
Tookie and her other cellmates.  Their laughter rung in her ears and the familiar scent of the tier gave 
her comfort.  Chicago reached out for her touched her on the arm.  She gave a warm smile as she 
embraced Danielle and uttered the same words that she had when Danielle first arrived scared and 
alone.  /ƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ Ƨǳƴgle out there. 
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Window Pain  

Justin Ederheimer 
 

 I awoke as the sun shone through the window, piercing my eyes with rays of bright light. I 
always seemed to sleep too much, because there was nothing for me to do. I was imprisoned, and have 
been my entire liŦŜΣ ŦƻǊ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƻƴŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ōŀŘΣ ōǊƻƪŜ ŀƴȅ ƭŀǿΣ ƻǊ 
anything to even merit a slap on the wrist. Of course, I have been imprisoned my whole life, so the 
opportunity to be a model citizen has apparently passed me by.  
 I neveǊ ƪƴŜǿ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΣ ōǳǘ L Ŏŀƴ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƛǘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ 
been abandoned at a young age. It has been 49 years that I have been imprisoned, and no sign of them 
trying to help me out of my cage. I imagine that they are either dead, or in a state of mind where they 
are slowly dying, in a situation much similar to mine.  
 For someone imprisoned, I did have quite a large cell, made up of a couple separate rooms, and 
even a staircase leading to a lower level. Now this might seem like quite an upscale prison, but in reality, 
I have so much hatred for it. The worst part of it is the number of windows in my prison. There were so 
many windows situated in many parts of the cell that it was like they were laughing at me, giving me a 
taste of the outside world, but not letting me take a bite. I tried and tried again to find a fault in the 
windows design, but they were made of some very strong material. I would sit against them and scratch 
for hours, slowly losing my mind, drifting into insanity. I saw green grass, cars, even people walking with 
big animals (which I did not know the name of), which looked quite threatening. I sometimes saw small 
animals outside, animals I knew that I could easily take all my rage out on. I wanted to rip them apart, 
limb by limb, and let them slowly die, giving them the same pain I feel every day. Then I would slowly 
eat them, just like the anxiety and insanity caused by my cell was eating me alive.  
 The only thing that kept me wanting to live was one of the prison wardens. There were four 
wardens, two women, and one very large man, in addition to the occasional extra ones that came 
around. But one of the prison wardens, Jeff, as the other wardens called him, had really taken a liking to 
me. It was surprising ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǊŘŜƴǎΣ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΦ 
Jeff was much younger than most of the other wardens, but still bigger than me. I would look forward to 
the weeks when he would have food duty for me. The others just fed me once a week and I had to 
ration it appropriately, but when Jeff was on duty, he would refill my bowl, and even slip me some 
ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊŘŜƴΩǎ ŦƻƻŘ ǘŀōƭŜΦ WŜŦŦ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ Ǉŀȅ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘŀƭƪ 
to me when he could, but wƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊŘŜƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ƳǳŎƘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ 
probably the pressure from them to hate me. 
 .ǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ WŜŦŦ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅΦ L ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƻƻ ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜŦǳƭΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ 
times L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ŎǊŜŀǘing an escape plan, I would usually just dart for the cell 
door whenever the wardens left. They were too quick. I always seemed to have it shut in my face, and if 
L ŘƛŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƻǳǘΣ L ǿŀǎ ǎǿƛŦǘƭȅ Ǉǳǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŎŀƎŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƛǘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ L ǎǘopped making 
breaks for it. I sat thinking about a plan, but nothing ever came to mind. I waited patiently for an 
opening every time the wardens left, hoping that they would forget to close the door. They never did.  
 A few months later, it was pouring rain out. The windows had become fogged up and I could 
ōŀǊŜƭȅ ǎŜŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦ WŜŦŦ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƛŦǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƎƻƴŜ ǎƻƳŜǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΦ ¢ƘŜ 
larger warden, George, as the others called him, had apparently been drinking a lot. He would stumble 
around, barely conscious, and paid no attention to me at all. George walked out the door carrying all the 
trash, mostly my excrement of the week, and was taking it out to an immense building with a very loud, 
large moving door. But he forgot one thing. 

The door was open. 
I made a break for it, running with all of the strength that I had left in my feeble body. I felt the 

chill of the rain pouring over all of my overgrown hair. The grass under my feet felt like needles piercing 
my skin. The downpour becamŜ ƘŀǊǎƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ L ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ Ƴȅ ŎŜƭƭΦ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
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believe I had made it to the outside world. I realized another thing: there were multiple prisons spread 
out throughout a whole outdoor complex. I sought shelter under a large tree about 5 prisons down. I 
sat, cold and weary, tired from running.  

The next morning, it was still raining. I found a small baby bird, and did what I had planned: I 
viciously killed it. The bird screeched and cried, as I sank my teeth through its neck, blood gushing. 
IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ ǎŀǘƛǎŦŀŎǘƛƻƴΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ŝŀǘ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ Ǌŀƛƴ ŦŜƭƭ ƘŀǊǎƘƭȅ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ǎǘƛƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ L ǎŀǘ 
ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƴȅ ǘǊŜŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƭƻƴŜƭȅ ŦƻǊ WŜŦŦΩǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΣ ǘƛǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ Ŧǳƭƭ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŦŜǿ ōƛǘŜǎ ƻŦ ōƛǊŘΦ !ǎ L 
was lying, I saw one of the large creatures that had always walked outside. He spotted me and ran 
towards me, not playfully, but angrily. He came and yelled and hollered in tongues I could not 
understand, and then brutishly scraped a huge trio of claws across my face, carving a bloody scar 
running down my cheek. I ran as fast as I could back to the prison through the rain, but my aching bones 
needed food and warmth. He chased me, hot on my tail, when I hopped to the top of a tree outside my 
house. Jeff saw me sitting there and rushed out. He grabbed me and carried me inside, safe from the 
dog. 

 As much as I had resented the prison in the past, I welcomed its comfort from the outside 
world. Maybe I was here for my own protection from the harshness of the outside world. I looked up at 
Jeff, ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ aŀȅōŜ L ǿŀǎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ŎŜƭƭΦ .ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ L 
was grimy and dirty all over my coat of hair. My paws were rugged and calloused. My whiskers were 
bent. My tail was mangled and scarred. So I sat and drank milk slowly from my bowl, pondering which I 
valued more: my own freedom, or my own protection. 
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The Otter  

William Roth 
 

The ground in front of the foot high stage swarmed with bodies. Some spun in place until they 
dropped, some crawled. Limp flesh, the intense odor of sweat, a white woman clung to a black woman 
sobbing while her husband knelt beside them praying. A man on his knees bellowed like a bull, then 
plowed into a row of folding chairs that collapsed under him.  

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƘŜΚέ .ŀȄǘŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎŜarched the faces in the tent. Seeing was difficult; few 
people remained seated. Some jumped straight up into the air screaming; others fell into fits of spasm, 
writhing on the grass, friends trying to keep them from hurting themselves, trying to keep womenΩǎ ƭŜƎǎ 
covered. 

As he scanned the crowd, Baxter thought he caught sight of the pale blue blouse she sometimes 
ǿƻǊŜΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŦƛƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά{ƘŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ 
ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ άLΩƳ ǿŀǎǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǘƛƳŜΦέ  

The evanƎŜƭƛǎǘ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŎǊƻǇƘƻƴŜΣ ά!b5 ¢I9 thhwΣ .[Lb5 ²ha!b C9[[ ¢h 
HER KNEES BEFORE THE PROPHET, HER HEAD BENT SO LOW THAT HER TEARS MINGLED WITH THE 
5¦{¢Η Ψ²I¸ a9ΚΩ {I9 /wL95Η Ψ²I¸ a9Η a¸ I¦{.!b5Ω{ 59!5Σ a¸ {hbΩ{ Dhb9 !²!¸Η I!±9 L bh¢ 
BEEN TRUE? HAVE I NOT PRAYED EVERY DAY? WHY HAS MY SAVIOR DONE THIS? WHY HAS MY SAVIOR 
Chw{!Y9b a9 Lb a¸ Ih¦w hC b995ΚΩέ ¢ƘŜ ŜǾŀƴƎŜƭƛǎǘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ άΧ!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǇƘŜǘ 
ƪƴŜƭǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ IŜ ƪƴŜƭǘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōƭƛƴŘ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΣ Ψ¢IL{ L{ 
¸h¦w ¢9{¢Σ a¸ .9[h±95 {L{¢9wΗ DƻŘ ƛǎ ǘŜǎǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΗ IƻƭŘ ŦŀǎǘΗ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀƛǘƘ ŎǊǳƳōƭŜΤ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ 
your faith be beaten down! Stay true, and you shall dwell in the house of the Lord forever! 
I![[9[¦W!IΗέ   

As Baxter walked toward the exit a white worshiper, his hair combed back into a ducktail 
skipped wildly up the isle shouting glory, plowing through people like a love-crazed locomotive. Baxter 
shoved him as he passed so that he fell across the laps of three Black women cooling themselves with 
ǇŀǇŜǊ ŦŀƴǎΦ άtŜŀŎŜΣ .ǊƻǘƘŜǊΗ tŜŀŎŜ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΗέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎƘƛǇŜǊ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀǎ .ŀȄǘŜǊ ƘǳǊǊƛŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 
tent.  

Outside he stood looking around. Had he really thought Ramona would come? A stupid idea, 
asking her to meet him at a revival service. Baxter smiled a tight, bitter smile; he must be getting really 
ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƘŜǊŜΧ  

Climbing into his sports car, the broad shouldered young man drove along narrow country roads 
back toward Restonville.  When he reached the intersection, instead of continuing on toward downtown 
he veered left, crossed the metal bridge with its thumping span joints to the island and drove to his 
ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ōŜŀŎƘ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ [ŜŀǾƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ŘŀǎƘōƻŀǊŘ ƘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ 
down the duckboard ramp through the bosom clef between dunes to the beach and the thundering surf 
beyond. Swells tonight rose two or three feet before breaking. A storm rages somewhere out at sea 
tonight, churning the water angrily, not allowing it to settle, to find ƛǘǎ ƻǿƴ ƭŜǾŜƭΧ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀŎƘ ƘŜ 
had grown up on. Four generations ago his ancestors built their family summerhouse behind the dunes. 
He once suggested to Ramona that they come down here to walk at night when it lay empty, when they 
would not be seen. .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƴƻΣ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜƭƻƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜŀŎƘΧ  

Moving to his left, toward the wooden wharf, Baxter felt the sand press cool against the soles of 
his feet. He walked down to the surf where the sand lay wet and smooth, then stepped slowly, his 
footprints trailing out behind in the veneer of moonlight, leaving his mark on time, until they washed 
ŀǿŀȅ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦ ά{ƻ ōǊƛŜŦΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘȅΣ ƛŦ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƭŀǎǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻƴƎΣ 
why do people feel they have the right to tell me what to dƻΣ ǿƘƻƳ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ Ƴȅ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛǘƘΚέ   

{ŎƻǿƭƛƴƎΣ ƘŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴƎǊƛƭȅΦ  .ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ ǿŀǎ ƛǘΚ  ¢ƘŜ 
important question had to be, why did he feel that he needed to listen? 
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Hearing voices, Baxter glanced up from his frustrated musing. To his left, back amongst the 
scrub pines he saw a cavern of flickering yellow light, a fire burning in one of the hollows, a tiny rupture 
of warm color combating the captivating lifelessness of the pale moon glow.  From thirty feet away he 
watched couples walk slowly around the flames, staring into them, feeding on them -- man-moths 
fascinated. A guitar strummed; a mouth harp moaned; metronome shadow-splinters climbed the sand 
dunes behind. Nothing for Baxter, and what did he expect? People together when he was alone, people 
he probably knew. He felt drawn to them, drawn to the fire -- man-moth Baxter, but knew he could not 
go, not any more, he shook his head again, not anymore because Ramona would not be welcome at the 
fire.  

Turning away, he headed back into the darkness. The empty beach, the empty moon were his 
lot tonight. He had only himself to hold close tonight, to talk with tonight because Ramona was not 
ǘƘŜǊŜΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ƻƴƭȅ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƘŜ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΧ IŜ ƘŀŘ ƳŜǘ ƘŜǊ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ his 
summer off before starting law school. He took a job teaching adults, mostly poor Blacks from the West 
Side, how to read. Good experience, working with the poor. It would look good on his resume. But then 
he met Ramona, a program administrator trying to earn enough money to enter veterinary school. At 
first he did not like her, a proud, light-skinned Afro-American,  especially when she commented cynically 
ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ άǎƭǳƳƳƛƴƎέ ǘƘŜƴ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŀ ǊƛŎƘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ōƻȅ ǎƴŜŀƪƛƴƎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀŎƪǎ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ 
adventure before settling comfortably back into his own so secure world.   

For several weeks they argued. But then, gradually, they started talking as well, and Baxter 
realized how intelligent she was, how alive, especially when around animals. Eventually, they began 
eating lunch together, meeting in Jackson Park. Few people used the park at that hour, too hot. The 
couple would talk, then visit the river otter in the small park zoo, feed the sick looking animal a catfish or 
vegetables while planning its escape. Trapped in a cement cage the size of a large doghouse it lived 
alone with one piece of driftwood to climb on and a pail of water.   

άbƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŎŀƎŜŘΣέ wŀƳƻƴŀ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘ ŦƛŜǊŎŜƭȅΦ ά!ƴƛƳŀƭǎ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƛǾŜ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ 
ŦǊŜŜΦέ ! ƳƛƭŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊ, the zoo night watchman dozing in the reptile house, over the fence, cut the 
lock, a fish for bait in the bottom of a sack. Baxter feared the otter might bite, but Ramona said she 
would talk to it, make it understand. Ramona loved the otter, but one day as they leaned on the railing 
of the wooden bridge that arched over the lily-pad studded pond watching mallard ducks below she 
ǎŀƛŘΣ  ά9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǿŜ Řƻ ǎŜǘ ƛǘ ŦǊŜŜΣ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǘǘŜǊ ƛǎ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ƴƻǿΦ IŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ 
not even want to leavŜΦ !ƴŘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΣ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊŀǇ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜΣ ƪƛƭƭ ƛǘǎ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ  {ƻ ǿŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ 
ƘƛƳ ōŜΦέ !ƴ ŜǊǳǇǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭƛǘȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜŀǊƭȅ Řŀȅǎ ƻŦ ƴƻƴŜΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ .ŀȄǘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ  

ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦǊŜŜΦέ 
ά¸ŜǎΣ L ŘƛŘΦέ {ƘŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŘƻǿƴΦ ά.ǳǘ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŜǿ ŀǊŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦ aƻǎǘ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ ƘŀǾŜ 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ŎŀƎŜǎΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ƘǳƳŀƴǎΦέ 
ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚέ 
ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦǊŜŜΣ .ŀȄǘŜǊΚέ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΣ ƘŜǊ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǎŀŘΦ  άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘΦ /ŀƎŜǎ 

are not necessarily made of bars. My cage is my skin color and being born poor in a small city where 
ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ƪƴƻǿǎ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅΦ bƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ Ƙƻǿ ƘŀǊŘ L ǘǊȅ LΩƭƭ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜ wŀƳƻƴŀ IƻƭƳŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ²Ŝǎǘ 
{ƛŘŜ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ŎŀƎŜΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ŎŀƎŜ ƛǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ {ƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘ ōȅ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ, rather 
ǘƘŀƴ ōȅ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƛǾŜǎ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘȅΣ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǘƘŜƳ ǊŜŀƭΦ LŦ ǘƘŜȅ ƎƛǾŜ ƛǘ ǳǇ 
ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ōŜ ǊŜŀƭΤ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊΣ ŀ ǎŎŀǊȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΧέ  
Baxter hurried back to the beach houǎŜΣ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛƴΣ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ wŀƳƻƴŀ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎŜƭƭ ǇƘƻƴŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǾƛǾŀƭΦέ 

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǿƻǳƭŘΚέ 
άL ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ǳǇΣ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ L ǎŀƛŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜΦέ 
ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘƛǎΣ .ŀȄǘŜǊΦ tŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳ ŀǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ 

ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǳǎ Ŏŀƴ ƭŜŀŘ ǘƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƎƻƻŘΦέ 
 άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǎŀȅΦέ 
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ά!ǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ ǎƘŜ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΣ ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ŀ ǊŜǾƛǾŀƭ ǘŜƴǘ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ 
miles outside the city instead of inviting me to your home, Baxter? Have you spoken to your parents 
ȅŜǘΚέ 

άΧbƻΣ ōǳǘ L ǿƛƭƭΦ LΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 
 άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ .ŀȄǘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΦ ¢ŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŎǊǳŜƭΦέ 
ά¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦέ 
ά¸ŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ will deal with it, in their own way. And do 

ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ǿƛƭƭ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ǎǳŦŦŜǊƛƴƎΚ bƻǘ ȅƻǳΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ 
things right again, to get things back to normal will be to pin this on me, to turn me into a gold-digging, 
ōƭŀŎƪ ǎƭǳǘ ǿƘƻ ǎŜŘǳŎŜŘ ȅƻǳΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΣ .ŀȄǘŜǊΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŀōǳǎŜΦ  ¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ 
ȅƻǳΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ƳŜΦέ  

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ōƻǘƘ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǎƻƻƴΣ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ ²Ŝ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  
ά̧ ƻǳΩǊŜ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǎƻƻƴ ŦƻǊ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣ .ŀȄǘŜǊΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŜŀǊƴ ƛǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΦ 

Your parents are giving you the money. Your parents have given you everything you wanted. But mine 
ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƘings I wanted. Those things I did eventually get, like college, I 
ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ŦƻǊΣ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƘŀǊŘ ŦƻǊΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳΣ .ŀȄǘŜǊΣ ȅŜǎΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘ 
ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘΣ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳΤ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ƴƻt going to get 
ȅƻǳΧέ ! ƭƻƴƎ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ά¢ƘŜ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǳǎΣ .ŀȄǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ 
ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ǿƘŜƴ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǿƘŀǘ L 
ǿŀƴǘΧǘƘŜƴ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǾŜ ƻƴΦ LΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƻŦ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜΦέ 

άaŀȅ L ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƪΚέ 
άbƻΣ Ƴȅ ŎƻǳǎƛƴΩǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ  {ƘŜΩǎ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ŘŀȅǎΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀǊŎƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘ 

ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦέ 
άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǳǎΚέ 
ά¸ŜǎΦέ 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀȅΚέ 
ά{ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ L ǿŀǎ ŎǊŀȊȅΦέ 
άLΩƳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘΦέ 
ά²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 
άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀǊŎƘΦ LΩƳ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƻǊΦ LΩƳ ŀ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳΦέ 
ά5ƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘΣ .ŀȄǘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀǊŎƘ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŘŜǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ 

a permit. There could ōŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƳƛȄŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ƛǘΦέ 
άLΩƳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦέ 

Then he hung up. 
 

When Baxter arrived at the First Baptist Church on the West Side the next morning a large 
number of protestors had already gathered. He saw mostly women, many of them carrying hand-printed 
placards. Children ran excitedly about; older people stood waiting, gathered around a gray-haired 
minister. As Baxter moved into the crowd several people nodded but nobody spoke, nobody smiled. He 
counted two Whites other than himself. Ramona stood with a group of neatly dressed young Blacks, the 
men wearing white shirts, ties and slacks while Baxter had on a polo shirt and dungarees. Catching sight 
of him, she turned her back.  

A police car, its red roof-lights flashing pulled up. Climbing out, the police chief moved quickly 
into the crowd with his bullhorn. "THIS IS CHIEF GIBBS! YOU ALL KNOW ME! YOU DO NOT HAVE A 
PERMIT TO MARCH! YOU CANNOT MARCH LEGALLY WITHOUT ONE! IF YOUR LEADERS WILL COME TALK 
WITH ME, WE WILL TRY TO WORK THIS OUT!" 
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¢ƘŜ ƎǊŀȅ ƘŀƛǊŜŘ ƳƛƴƛǎǘŜǊ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƳŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊΣ /ƘƛŜŦ DƛōōǎΣ ƛǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ 
protection for the West Side community, especially around the elementary school. Somebody needs to 
ŎƭŜŀƴ ǘƘŜ ŘǊǳƎ ŘŜŀƭŜǊǎ ƻǳǘΦ ²Ŝ ǊŀǊŜƭȅ ǎŜŜ ŀ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŎŀǊ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΗέ 

As the crowd cheered the chief raised his bullhorn again, άI UNDERSTAND YOUR PROBLEM! BUT 
I w9t9!¢Σ ¸h¦ /!bbh¢ a!w/I [9D![[¸ ²L¢Ih¦¢ ! t9waL¢Ηέ 

The minister started toward the elementary school, the rest of the crowd falling in behind. 
Baxter saw a newspaper photographer, tried to stay away from him as he snapped pictures of the 
protesters. Halfway to the school, police vans pulled up to block the marchersΩ route. The back doors 
swung open. Patrolmen jumped out wearing riot gear and carrying shields.  

"WE WILL BE PEACEFUL!" The gray-haired Reverend boomed. "WE WANT NO VIOLENCE! ALL WE 
WANT IS PROTECTION FOR OUR COMMUNITY, FOR OUR CHILDREN! ALL WE WANT IS OUR RIGHTS! NO 
±Lh[9b/9Ηέ  

/ƘƛŜŦ Dƛōōǎ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǳƭƭƘƻǊƴΦ ά¢IL{ L{ ¸h¦w [!{¢ ²!wbLbDΗ ¦b[9{{ ¸h¦ 5L{t9w{9 
IMMEDIATELY YOU WILL BE ARRESTED! I REPEAT! UNLESS YOU DISPERSE IMMEDIATELY, YOU WILL BE 
!ww9{¢95Ηέ  

Ϧ{¢!¸ ¢hD9¢I9wΗέ ¢ƘŜ ƎǊŀȅ-haired minister shouted. άDh5Ω{ ²L[[ .9 5hb9Η {¢!¸ ¢hD9¢I9wΗϦ 
Chief Gibbs and two other officers approached the minister, who allowed himself to be escorted to a 
van and helped inside. Police began herding other protesters toward the vans. A white officer grabbed a 
Black child wearing green shorts and a white tee shirt by the arm, pulled him out of the confusion. The 
little boy started crying, his whole face quaking. Bending over, the officer spoke to him, pointed down 
the street. Nodding his head hard, the child ran.  

Baxter could not find Ramona. Full vans began pulling away. Placards lay on the macadam, 
scattered like snowflakes on a gray puddle. A single brown loafer sat in the gutter. Suddenly, an 
overweight woman fell to the ground, kicking, screaming, forcing the police to half-carry, half-drag her. 
"Leggo! Leggo of me!" She struggled harder, scraping her elbow on the cement. Baxter saw blood. "God! 
They cut me! They beatin' me!" Several people began pulling at the officers, one of them Ramona. When 
she got shoved aside she cƘŀǊƎŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘǳƎ ŀǘ ŀƴ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊΩǎ ǎƘƛŜƭŘΦ .ŀȄǘŜǊ ǎŀǿ ŀ ōŀǘƻƴ Ǝƻ ǳǇ ŀƴŘΣ 
lunging forward, grabbed the arm. As the officer spun toward him, startled recognition distorted the 
ŦŀŎŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀǎǘƛŎ ŦŀŎŜ ƎǳŀǊŘΦ ά.ŀȄǘŜǊΗέ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ Ƙƛǘ ƘŜǊ /ƘŀǊƭŜȅΦέ 
ά.ŀȄǘŜǊΣ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΗέ  
Somebody pinned his arms from behind and lifted him, carrying him away. The photographer 

Ǌŀƴ ǳǇΣ ŎŀƳŜǊŀ ǊŀƛǎŜŘΦ [ŜǘǘƛƴƎ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ ƘŀƴŘΣ /ƘƛŜŦ Dƛōōǎ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƴǎΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ 
ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜΣ ǎƻƴΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǇƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘŜǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛŜŦ ǎǘŀǊǘƭŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ 
ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǿǊƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘƛŎƭŜΦ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ŜŘƛǘƻǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ bƻǿ Ǝƻ ƻƴΦέ 

.ŀȄǘŜǊ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜŘΣ ά[Ŝǘ Ǝƻ ƻŦ ƳŜΣ /ƘƛŜŦ DƛōōǎΦέ 
άWǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 
άL ǿƻǊƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ L ǘŜŀŎƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳΦέ 
ά{ƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǘƻ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΣ .ŀȄǘŜǊΦέ 
ά²ƘƻΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΚέ 
ά¢Ƙŀǘ ōƭŀŎƪ ƎƛǊƭΣ wŀƳƻƴŀ IƻƭƳŜǎΦ tŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜŀǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΣ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΦ 

I doƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦέ wŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎǉǳŀŘ ŎŀǊΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛŜŦ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƎǳƛŘŜ 
.ŀȄǘŜǊ ƛƴΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜǎƛǎǘŜŘΣ ǘǿƛǎǘƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ wŀƳƻƴŀ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛŜŦ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ άLΩƭƭ 
handcuff you if I have to, Baxter. The girl will be alƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƛƴ ŀ ǾŀƴΦ {ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ōƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 
ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘΦέ 

!ŦǘŜǊ ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛŜŦ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ǎƛŘŜΣ ǎƭƛŘ ƛƴΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ƳŀƴΣ 
much larger than Baxter. He had played football at State, his nose bent slightly to the left. He barely fit 
ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘŜŜƭΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ Ƙƻǿ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƛǎ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ 
ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǿ ŦƛǊƳ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŀȅΦέ ²ƘŜƴ .ŀȄǘŜǊ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛŜŦ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ά[ƻƻƪΣ 
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son, I know things are changing. And I know you have feelings for the Holmes girl.  But you need to think 
ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴ ŀǿŦǳƭ ƭƻǘ ŀǘ ǎǘŀƪŜΣ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΦ  LŦ ȅƻǳ do 
decide to get together with her, to try and make things work with her, people around here will turn 
against your family.  Do you want that?έ 

 ά²ŜΩƭƭ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ !ǘƭŀƴǘŀΦέ 
Pulling a handkerchief from his pocket, the chief wiped sweat off his forehead as he watched 

ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ Ǿŀƴ Ǉǳƭƭ ŀǿŀȅΣ άL ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎ ŀƴȅǿhere you go, Baxter. And do you think that 
ȅƻǳΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜΚ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ IƻƭƳŜǎ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜΚ 5ƻ 
ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΣ ƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΚέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘƛǎΦέ .ŀȄǘŜǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŀƴƎǊƛƭȅΦ ά!ƭƭ L ǿŀƴǘ ƛǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƻǊŘ 
ǘƘŀǘ wŀƳƻƴŀ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘǳǊǘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘΦέ  

¢ǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛŜŦΩǎ ōǊƻǿƴ ŜȅŜǎ ƘŀǊŘŜƴŜŘΦ άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ 
how to do my job, son.έ 

άL ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƻǊŘΦέ 
The chief stared. 
Baxter stared back.  
!ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǊ Ƴŀƴ ƎǊǳƴǘŜŘΣ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ .ŀȄǘŜǊ ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ 

Ƴȅ ǿƻǊŘΦ bƻǿ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǇŀǘǊƻƭ ŎŀǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘ ƛǎ ƻǾŜǊΦ 9ǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅΩǎ ƎƻƴŜΦ 5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŘǊƛǾŜΚέ 
άbƻΦέ 
άDƻƻŘΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƭƪ ƘƻƳŜ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ Ŏƻƻƭ ƻŦŦΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΧέ 
 

²ƘŜƴ .ŀȄǘŜǊ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƘŜ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ǘŜƭŜǇƘƻƴŜŘ wŀƳƻƴŀΩǎ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΦ 
Nobody answered. He called four more times and still no answer. The next day when he went to work 
Ramona did not show up. During lunch he hurried to the park hoping she would appear, but she did not.  

¢Ƙŀǘ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ŎƻǳǎƛƴΦ άwŀƳƻƴŀ ƭŜŦǘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ 
She packed her things and ƳƻǾŜŘ ƻǳǘΦέ 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ ǎƘŜ ƎƻΣ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΚέ 
ά{ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΦέ 
ά5ƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŦƻǊŎŜ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƎƻΚέ 
!ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǇŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άΧL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ {ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

angry, but then she cried. All I know is that they kept her at the station after letting the rest of us go. I 
ǿŀƛǘŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ {ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǇŀŎƪƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ 
ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΦέ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŜƴǘΚέ 
ά¸ŜǎΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŜƴǘΦ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘΦ wŀƳƻƴŀ 

Ƙŀǎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΣ .ŀȄǘŜǊΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ Ǌǳƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŀƴŎŜǎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ 
two of you should not have happened. Please leave her alone. Please let her be and go on about your 
life. If you care ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŘƻΦέ 

ά²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ƘŜǊ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎ ǎƻ L Ŏŀƴ ǿǊƛǘŜΚέ 
άbƻΣ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎΧέ ¢ƘŜ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΣ ά.ǳǘ LΩƳ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ 

ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎŜ Ǌǳƴǎ ƻǳǘΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ǎŜƴŘ ŀ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ƘŜǊŜ LΩƭƭ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ƛǘΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǘŀƭƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΦέ 
άbƻΣ ƴƻǘ ƛŦ L Ŏŀƴ ƘŜƭǇ ƛǘΧaŀȅōŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŜǎǘ ǘƻƻΦέ 
.ŀȄǘŜǊ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΣ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘΚ ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚέ 
άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ƛǘΦ wŀƳƻƴŀ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘΦ Wǳǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΣ ǿƘŜƴ Ƴȅ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŎŀǊΣ ǎhe 

ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψ¢Ŝƭƭ .ŀȄǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ǘŜǎǘΧέ 
Moving to the beach house Baxter continued to prepare for his graduate studies, continued 

ǘŜŀŎƘƛƴƎΦ IŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǿǊƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΦ IŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƛǘŜŘΦ 9ǾŜǊȅ Řŀȅ ƘŜ 
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wŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƻ WŀŎƪǎƻƴ tŀǊƪΣ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŘ ƛǘΦ .ǳǘ wŀƳƻƴŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇΦ [ŀǘŜ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
ōŜŀŎƘ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǎƭŜŜǇΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΩǎ ŜŘƎŜΣ ǎǘŀƴŘ 
listening to the surf sliding in and out, trying to decide wƘŀǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΧ   

On a Thursday afternoon three weeks later Baxter went to the hardware store and bought a bolt 
cutter, some heavy gardening gloves and a burlap grain sack. The next day he purchased two fresh 
ŎŀǘŦƛǎƘΦ !ǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ƘŜ Řrove through dark, empty city streets to Jackson 
Park. Climbing the fence, he followed the moonlit path past the low glow of a light in the reptile house.  
²ƘŜƴ .ŀȄǘŜǊ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘǘŜǊΩǎ ŎŀƎŜ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƛƳŀƭ ƭŀȅ ŎǊƻǿŘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ōŀŎƪ ŎƻǊƴŜǊΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƛŦ it 
ǿŀǎ ŀǿŀƪŜΦ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƳŜ ōȅ ƴƻǿΦ LΩƳ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǎŜǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ {ƴŀǇǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ 
ǘƘŜ ōƻƭǘ ŎǳǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƭƻǾŜǎ ƻƴΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ 
ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ȅŜǘΣ ōǳǘ LΩǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŎŀƎŜΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ǎŎŀǊȅΣ ōǳǘ 
ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ƛǘΦέ  

²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƘŜƭŘ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǎƘ ŀǘ ƛǘǎ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻǘǘŜǊΩǎ ƴƻǎŜ ǘǿƛǘŎƘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ 
move. 

ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǊȅΦέ  
The otter did not move.  
άΧ{ƻ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊŘ ǿŀȅΦέ Grimacing, Baxter reached slowly into the cage. When 

Ƙƛǎ ƎƭƻǾŜ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘǘŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘ .ŀȄǘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ 
ŦŀŘŜŘΣ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀǊ ƎƻƴŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀǊ ƎƻƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭŜŦǘΧέ !ǎ ƘŜ 
slƛŘ Ƙƛǎ ƎƭƻǾŜŘ ƘŀƴŘ Řƻǿƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƛƳŀƭΩǎ ƴŜŎƪ ǘƘŜ ƻǘǘŜǊ ƭǳƴƎŜŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ŎŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƛǘǎ 
ǘŜŜǘƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƘƛǊǘǎƭŜŜǾŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀǿŀȅΦ 5ǊŀƎƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǉǳƛǊƳƛƴƎ ŎŀǇǘƛǾŜ ǘƻ 
the front of the cage, Baxter tried to force it into the sack. The otter dug its claws into his arm so that he 
almost dropped it, but held on until eventually the animal lay inside. Then, throwing the sack over his 
ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ .ŀȄǘŜǊ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻƭǘ ŎǳǘǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘǳǊǊƛŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜƴŎŜΧ 

During the ride to the river the otter lay so still in the sack beside him that Baxter feared it might 
ōŜ ŘŜŀŘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΩǎ ŜŘƎŜ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŎƪ ŘƻǿƴΣ ƛǘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ƳƻǘƛƻƴƭŜǎǎΦ .ŀȄǘŜǊ 
tipped the bag and dumped the animal out. Scrambling to its feet, the otter crouched staring at him. It 
seemed terrified, its sides heaving. 

ά²ŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜΚ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦέ 
Taking the two untouched catfish out and laying them in front of the otter, Baxter spread the burlap 
ǎŀŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳǳŘ ōŀƴƪΣ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ƛǘΦ άLΩƭƭ ǎǘŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ L ŎŀƴΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŦǊŜŜ ƴƻǿΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ŎŀƎŜ ƛǎ 
ƎƻƴŜΦ Lǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ǘƘƛǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊǎ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƴŜΦέ 

For almost an hour the animal crouched motionless except for its heaving sides. Baxter watched. 
¢ƘŜƴΣ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊƛȊƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ŝŀǎǘ ōŜƎŀƴ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ƭƛƎƘǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ƻǘǘŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƭƛŦǘŜŘΦ ±ŜǊȅ Ŏŀǳǘƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƛǘ 
turned to look toward the river.  

ά¸ŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊ ƛǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜƭƻƴƎΦέ  
A painful sadness welled up inside as Baxter got to his feet. He took a deep breath, held it for a 

ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻǳǘΦ άΧLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŦŀƛǊΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΚ [ƛŦŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀƛǊΧ.ǳǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ 
another chance. Ramona would like that, you getting another ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦέ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭΣ ŘŀǊƪ ŜȅŜǎ 
ǎƘƛŦǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊŜ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΣ .ŀȄǘŜǊ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ άΧL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƴƻǿΦ  L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƘŜŀŘ ōŀŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƛǎƘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜƭǇ 
ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƛǾŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƻǳǘΧέ   

The young man walked to his car. He opened the door but did not get in, continued watching. 
The otter stared at him a moment longer, then turned and waded carefully into the river shallows. 
άDƻƻŘ ƭǳŎƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ .ŀȄǘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ άDƻƻŘ ƭǳŎƪ ǘƻ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΧέ
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Just a Formality   
(selected acts) 
Jonas Varnum 

 
 
CAST OF CHARACTERS: 
Monroes 
 

Victor Monroe ς Victor Monroe is a stellar student. Although his grades are not his strongest 
asset, Victor has a lust for knowledge. He is a gifted athlete and stars in football, basketball and 
most of all track. In school he loves to sing for the choir and is the first chair bassΦ ±ƛŎǘƻǊΩǎ 
favorite holiday is Christmas, around which the play ends. 
 
Mary Monroe ς ±ƛŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ aŀǊȅ ƛǎ ŀ ŘŜǾƻǳǘ /ŀǘƘƻƭƛŎ ŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ her family to be so 
also. She is a widow ς her husband Jeremiah dying early of cancer. Jeremiah left a good amount 
of money to the Monroes, yet they still live in the lower middle class sector. 
 
Christian Monroe ς ±ƛŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƘŀƭŦ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘŜŘ from high school and is three years 
older than Victor. They are remarkably close and are best friends. Christian works construction 
and has never been in trouble, despite having a loud thought process. 

 
Law (all white males) 

Simon Sighreen ς defense lawyer of Victor Monroe. Simon is a capable attorney, and has fought 
long and hard for all of his defendants. Simon contains more heart than most attorneys, and 
sees a case through to its end, which in his case has led to more than one capital punishment. 
 
Judge 
 
Prosecutor 
 
Warden  

 
Death Row 

Billy ς ǎƪƛƴƴȅΣ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƎǳȅΦ /ƻŎƪȅΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘȅΦ IŜΩǎ ȅƻǳƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
finality of his judgment.  
 
Big Z ς 70 years old, black. Big Z has been on death row for as long as anyone remembers. He 
has seen people come in and out and believes to be living in hell. Sartre once said that to live in 
hell would be to live with the people you loathe more than anything. Big Z would agree with 
this. He is broken and will constantly discuss his routine as being the only thing in the world he 
has anymore. 
 
Jamaal ς black, talker ς could talk all day. 
 
Frank ς bƛƎ ƳǳǎŎǳƭŀǊ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƳŀƴΦ ¢ǊǳŎƪ ŘǊƛǾŜǊ ōǳƛƭŘΦ CǊŀƴƪ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƛƴƳŀǘŜǎ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ 
want to cross. He is not afraid and would beat somebody if needed.  
 
(other inmates ς 9 in all) 
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Guards  
Deathwatch Team  

 
NOTE:  The Judge, Prosecutor, Warden, Billy, Big Z, Jamaal, Guards can all be played by recurring 
people. However, some scenes require people to be on stage at the same time. Billy and Big Z for 
instance cannot be played by the same person since they have dialogue together. Also, the Deathwatch 
Team in ACT VI will consist of the Prosecutor, the Judge, the Warden, and others. 
 
SET: The prison community is composed of a large semi-circle of cells. If you could see the entire 
ǇǊƛǎƻƴ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŏƻƴǎƛǎǘ ƻŦ ǘǿƻ ǘƛŜǊǎ ƻŦ тΩ ōȅ млΩ ŎŜƭƭǎΣ ǎƛȄ ƻƴ ƻƴŜ ƭŜǾŜƭ ŀƴŘ ǎƛȄ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ 
is an open pod area with a tired looking bench press in the corner, a table off center, and an old 
television on the wall. The cells have two hanging light bulbs, a toilet, a bed, and no window.  
 
PLACE:   Prison in Maryland (could be anywhere) 
 
TIME:  Present 
 
 
PROLOGUE:  
άCǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ bŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǇǳƴƛǎƘƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ŘŜŀǘƘ Ƙŀǎ ǎǘƛǊǊŜŘ ŀŎǳǘŜ ǇǳōƭƛŎ ŎƻƴǘǊƻǾŜǊǎȅΧǘƘŜ 
battle has been waged on moral grounds. The country has debated whether a society for which the 
dignity of the individual is the supreme value can, without a fundamental inconsistency, follow the 
ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜ ƻŦ ŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ƛǘǎ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘΦέ 
 

Supreme Court Justice William Brennan 
 
 

ǅ ǅ ǅ 
ACT I 
 
Scene 1 
 
In the middle of the pod, but you do not see anything in the pod. 
 
Everything is black. A spotlight comes on Victor Monroe in the center of the pod, waiting for something. 
He has his pants rolled up like shorts and no shirt on. The sound of a razor comes on. Victor sits on a 
chair. A faceless man walks up holding the razor. 
 
GUARD: This guys calm, Charlie. 
/I!w[L9Υ ¸ŜŀƘΣ ǘƘƛǎ Ǝǳȅ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ LΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀƳ ƘŜǊŜΣ aƛƪŜΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ 
have the team here. But VictƻǊ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ 
aLY9Υ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀƭƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊƳ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪΦ 
/I!w[L9Υ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŀȊƻǊ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦ ±ƛŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊƳ ƪƛƴŘΦ IŜΩǎ ǊŜŀƭ ǎƳŀǊǘΦ 
LΩƳ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜǊǎ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦ IŀŘƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ŀ ǿƻǊŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ ±ƛŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƪŜǊΦ 
Just sitting there thinking. 
aLY9Υ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜΩǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŘŜŀŘΦ 9ǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƎŜǘǎ ǘƘŜƳΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ Ǝǳȅǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŘŜŀŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ 
razor. When did he die Charlie? 
 
Fade to black. End Scene. 



TACENDA LITERARY MAGAZINE                      SPRING 2009 
 

41 

Scene 2 
 
In the middle of the pod. Jamaal and Billy are sitting at the table fumbling with the cards 
 
Enter Victor from his cell 
 
JAMAAL: Yo Vic, come meet the new guy. I actually happy. My hour got changed. What up witchu man? 
VICTOR: What do you mean your hour got changŜŘΚ Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜΚ ²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ½Κ IŜ ƎŜǘ 
changed too? I want to talk to him? 
JAMAAL: Well fuck you too man. I want to talk to you ς whatchu say bout that? Now what the hell 
happened man ς you forget how to sleep? You look beat. 
VICTOR: Same dream Jamaal. Same dream all the time. 
W!a!![Υ 5ŀƳƴ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ¸ƻǳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ L ŀƛƴΩǘ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƴƻ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΦ L Ǝƻǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƴŜǿ Ǝǳȅ .ƛƭƭȅ ƘŜǊŜ 
ǿƘƻΩǎ ŘǳƳō ŀǎ ŀ ōǊƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƳŜΚ 
±L/¢hwΥ IŜΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƴΦ {Ƙƻǿ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǳǇ ŘǳŘŜΚ aȅ ƴŀƳŜΩǎ ±ƛŎǘƻǊΦ LΩƳ 
number 78021.  
W!a!![Υ ²Ƙȅ ȅƻǳ ƪŜŜǇ Řƻƛƴ ǘƘŀǘΦ L Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ǘƻƻΣ ōǳǘ L ŀ ƘǳǳǳƳŀƴΦ L ŀƛƴΩǘ ƴƻ ƴǳƳōŜǊΦ aŀƴ ȅƻǳ Ǉƛǎǎ 
me off with that stuff. We all humans and you just make us depressed with that number talk. 
±L/¢hwΥ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ WŀƳŀŀƭΦ LΩƳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ L ƎƛǾŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀ ƴǳƳōŜǊΦ 
LǘΩǎ ƛǊƻƴƛŎ WŀƳŀŀƭΦ LǘΩǎ ƛǊƻƴƛŎ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ т ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ L ŘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŀƴƛƳŀƭΦ LǘΩǎ ƛǊƻƴƛŎ 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩƳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘΦ  
BILLY: (under his breath) 7 years? 
W!a!![Υ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǊŜŀƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ  
±L/¢hwΥ LǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ½ ŀōƻǳǘΦ 9ǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜ L ŘǊŜŀƳΣ L ŘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎƘŀǾŜŘΦ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ 
ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿƻǊǎŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛƴƧŜŎǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ŘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ ǎƘŀǾŜŘΦ 
JAMAAL: Ya dawg, thatΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ǎŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƳǳǘǘŜǊ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƎŜǘǎ ΩŜƳΦ 
5ƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ōƻƭǘǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ LƴƧŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƎƻΦ 
±L/¢hwΥ bŀƘ ƳŀƴΦ LƴƧŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ŎǊǳŜƭ ǎǘǳŦŦΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ǊŜŀƭΦ ¢Ƙƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ 
and your doc comes in with a needle cause you got to get your tetanus shot. Same stuff man.  
.L[[¸Υ LΩƳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴƧŜŎǘŜŘ. 
W!a!![Υ !ƛƎƘǘ ±ƛŎΦ ²ƘŀǘŎƘǳ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ǳǇΦ L ŀƛƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƴƻ ǎƘƛǘ 
ŎƻƳƛƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƳŜ ŀǎ L ŘƛŜΦ L ŀƛƴΩǘ shittin on no electrocution chair. 
VICTOR: Ha. What, your momma never wiped you? 
JAMAAL: Watch it Vic.  
±L/¢hwΥ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀȅƛƴ ς ƛŦ L Ǝƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƭŜŀƴ ƛǘ ǳǇΦ {ŜǊǾŜǎ ǘƘŜƳ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻƻΦ .ǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ 
ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ Ǝƻǘ ȅƻǳ ƘƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ L±Ωǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΦ L ƎǳŜǎǎ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƳƻǊŜ 
human.  
W!a!![Υ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ LǘΩǎ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƘǳƳŀƴΦ bƻǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊΦ ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ 
get shaved before hand, ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜ ƭŀƳō ŎƘƻǇΦ {ƻƳŜ ƭŀƳō ǘƘŀǘ ƎƻǾƳŜƴǘΩǎ Ǝƻƴƴŀ Ǝƻ Ŝŀt.  
±L/¢hwΥ L ƪƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ LΩƳ ŀƴ ŀƴƛƳŀƭΦ ²Ƙƻ ǎƘŀǾŜǎ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴΚ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ bŀȊƛǎ 
ǎƘŀǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ WŜǿǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ DƭŀŘ aŀǊȅƭŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻ Ǝŀǎ ƭŜŦǘ ƻǊ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ 
Holocaust.  
JAMAAL: So why you want to be juiced? 
VI/¢hwΥ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƳŀƴΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƪƛŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƎŜǘ ǎƘƻǘǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ hǊ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ 
giving blood at the donor clinics. The people that are lying in the hospital beds. They are the ones that 
need the injections. Those are what injections should be made for. The three-headed killer is just not for 
me.  
JAMAAL: But being some cooked meat is? Yah dude, you are a number. 
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±L/¢hwΥ LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ōŜ ŀ ǎƘŜŜǇ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜǎ ǘƘŜƴ ŀŎǘ ƭƛƪŜ LΩƳ ŀ ǊŜŀƭ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ hƴŎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ 
ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǊŜal. The state does not really care. There went seven years of my life where I was a 
ǎƘŜŜǇΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ LΩƳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƛǘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀȅΣ ǿƘŜƴ L ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘΣ L Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ 
remember this. Cause I was just a sheep back then. 
BILLY: You ever hear bout that guy that lived through thirteen bolts. They shot him up thirteen times. His 
whole body got puss flowin out of it.  
VICTOR AND JAMAAL: (both look at Billy) 
VICTOR: What did you say your name was? 
BILLY: Billy.  
VICTOR: How old are you?  
BILLY: 27. Three counts of premeditated. They missed the other five. 
 
9ƴǘŜǊ .ƛƎ ½ ǿƛǘƘ DǳŀǊŘΦ .ƛƎ ½ ƭƻƻƪǎ ŀǎ ƻƭŘ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ IŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ƻƴ 5ŜŀǘƘ wƻǿ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƛǘΤ 
ƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ опΦ .ƛƎ ½Ωǎ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƛƴ ǎǘŀǘǳǊŜ ς he gets his name from the length of time on 
Death Row. 
 
BIG Z: You proud of that then. Aint nothin special.  
JAMAAL: You got this hour too Big Z?  
GUARD: Your times up Jamaal. Back to your cell.  
JAMAAL: Yo, let me hit him up for a while. Vic gonna cry to him.  
D¦!w5Υ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ Ƙŀrd on yourself Jamaal. 
JAMAAL: Ah, shit Oscar. Aight aight. 
.LD ½Υ ¸ŜŀƘΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ōǳǎǘƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜΣ WŀƳŀŀƭΦ wƻǳǘƛƴŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƎƻǘΦ {ƻ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ŦǊŜǎƘȅΦ DƻƻŘ ƎƻƻŘΦ 
.L[[¸Υ LǘΩǎ .ƛƭƭȅΦ 
.LD ½Υ 5ƻƴ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ŜǾŜǊ ŎƻƳŜ in here. You know how many 
.ƛƭƭȅǎ LΩǾŜ ƳŜǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜΦ ннΦ bŀƳŜǎ Řƻƴ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƴΦ L ƳŜǘ ŀ мп ȅŜŀǊ ƻƭŘ .ƛƭƭȅΦ L ƳŜǘ ŀ сл 
year old Billy. Nobody remembers you.  
±L/¢hwΥ ²ŜΩǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ½ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ ŘŜōŀǘŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΦ  
BIG Z: hƘ ȅŀƘΧ ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ±ƛŎΦ 
VICTOR: How we got started on the subject.  
.LD ½Υ ¸ŀƘ ǿŜƭƭΣ ƭƛƪŜ L ōŜŜƴ ǎŀȅƛƴΦ !ƛƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴ ōŜŀǘ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜΦ DŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǿ ŦǊŜǎƘȅΦ YŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜΦ 
Always the routine. 
BILLY: Shut that freshy shit old man. 
VICTOR: {Ƙǳǘ ǳǇ .ƛƭƭȅΦ IŜΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ wƻǳǘƛƴŜǎ ŀƭƭ ǿŜ ƎƻǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƳŜǎǎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƛǘΦ 
BIG Z: Routine. We gots good people on the row right now. They stay out of your way if you stay out of 
theirs kid.  
±L/¢hwΥ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƳŜŜǘ ΩŜƳ ǎƻƻƴΦ bƻōƻŘȅ ƎŜǘǎ ƛƴ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ƛŦ ǿŜ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜΦ LǘΩǎ ǎŀŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘǊǳŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǳǊ 
here, this is all we got. Three times a week for one hour we get our time in the shell. We get our recess. 
hƴŜ ƘƻǳǊΦ wŜŎŜǎǎΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ŘǊŜŀŘ ƛǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘΦ 
BILLY: So what you want me to just keep my trap shut the whole time? This place is fucked. Look at it, 
we got a washed up bench press ς ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘǿƻ прǎΦ !ƴŘ ŀ ǘŜƭŜǾƛǎƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǊƪǎΦ 
And cards. We gonna play cards our whole fuckin life. What do we play for? 
VICTOR: Offers on tƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ YŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀȅ ŦƻǊΦ  
BIG Z: (cuts off the argument) Dream Vic? Still the same dream? Good old routine. 
±L/¢hwΥ ¸ŀƘΣ WŀƳŀŀƭ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ  
.L[[¸Υ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘΚ ¸ƻǳΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ōŜ ŀƴ ŀƴƛƳŀƭΣ ǎƘŀǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƛed. 
VICTOR: What, than injection? Go back to complaining. You know how that lethal injection works? Three 
separate drugs are pumped into your body. First one makes you feel nothing. Blocks all your pain 
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receptors. Second chemical kills your muscle. No more diaphragm. No more breathing. Last one kills 
ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ ¢ƘǊŜŜ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ŘƻƎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŀƴƛƳŀƭ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ 
.L[[¸Υ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǎƘƻǿ ƳŀƴΦ YŜŜǇ ōƭŀōōŜǊƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜǎ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ Ƙƻƭȅ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ōȅ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ 
like a dog. 
BIG Z: Sheep. 
BILLY: Whatever. 
VICTOR: LΩƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿΣ ƘǳƘΚ ½Σ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ .ƛƭƭȅǎ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘƛǎ Ƨƻƛƴǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜΚ 
BIG Z: 22. 
±L/¢hwΥ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƻǿ .ƛƭƭȅΦ LΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǎƘƻǿΣ .ƛƭƭȅΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƘƻǿΦ ²ŜƭŎƻƳŜ 
to Hell.  
BILLY: Oh ya.  
BIG Z: Yah huh.. Even the shows a routine. Fuckin systems a show. Same old show too.  
±L/¢hwΥ ¢ƘŜ ƳŜŘƛŀΣ ǘƘŜ ƧǳǊȅΣ ǘƘŜ ƧǳŘƎŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ǊƛŎƘ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳŜŘ ǎƘƻǿΦ L ƳƛƎƘǘ 
ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻƴŜȅΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜƴ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻƴ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǊƻǿΦ aȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƳƻƳ Ǝƻǘ ƎƻƻŘ jobs 
man. I just got hit by the system. 
BILLY: My lawyer fucked me too. Got hit with the public defender. Kept callin me Phil. I still did killed 
ΩŜƳΣ ƳŀƴΦ L ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜ ƛǘΦ CǳŎƪΣ LΩŘ Řƻ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƴƻ ǎƘƻǿΦ {ƻ Ŏŀƴ ƛǘΦ 
.LD ½Υ IŀΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿhat you sayin boy.  
±L/¢hwΥ aȅ Ǉƻƛƴǘ .ƛƭƭȅΧ Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ tƘƛƭΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǎŜŎǳǘƻǊ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴƛƳŀƭΦ L 
ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǎƛƴŎŜ Ƴȅ ǘǊƛŀƭΦ L ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƴΣ LΩƳ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ǎƘŜŜǇΦ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƘŜŜǇ ŦƻǊ т ȅŜŀǊǎΦ 
And even before then. That media plastered my face all over T.V., newspapers: 18-year old kills father. It 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƭŀǘŜǊ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘǊǳƎ ŘŜŀƭŜǊΦ Lǘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ 
ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŘǳƳǇ ƻŦ ŀ ǘƻǿƴ ǎŀǿ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōƭŀŎƪ ǎƘŜŜǇΦ 
BIG ½Υ {ǘŀǘŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘǎ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜΦ IŀǇǇŜƴǎ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅΦ 
±L/¢hwΥ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎǘƻǇ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ōȅ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳǊǘǊƻƻƳ .ƛƭƭȅΦ LǘΩǎ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜǊΣ 
ŀƴƛƳŀƭΣ ŎƻǿŀǊŘΣ ŘƻƎΣ ŎŀǘΣ ŀǇŜΣ ǾŜǊǎǳǎ ƘǳƳŀƴΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƻǊ ǾŜǊǎǳǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŎƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƻǎŜŎǳǘƻǊΣ ǘƘŜ ƧǳŘƎŜ, the 
defender all rich. They sit and squabble over your life Billy. They sit there and dehumanize you. And 
ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘŜΦ ¸ŀƘΣ Ƴȅ ƭŀǿȅŜǊ ƪŜŜǇǎ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ LΩƳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΦ !ƴŘ ƘŜΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ L ǿƛƭƭΦ LΩƭƭ 
ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘΦ .ǳǘ LΩƳ just a sheep right now. Sheep in the system. Sheep in the 
ƎŀƳŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǊƛŎƘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƎŀƳŜΦ 
.L[[¸Υ 5ǳŘŜΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ŦǳŎƪƛƴ ǎƘƻǿΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƴ ƛŘƛƻǘΦ  
 
Victor exits back to his cell 
 
.L[[¸Υ 5ǳŘŜΣ ƘŜΩǎ ŀ ǎƘƻǿ ƳŀƴΦ !ƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ōƭŀƴŘ ŀǎ ōŀƭƭǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ǊŜŎŜǎǎΚ {ƘƛǘΦ  
BIG ½Υ ¸ƻǳ Řƻƴ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ȅŜǘ ƪƛŘΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƘƛƳ ƻƴŜ ŘŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ƭƛƪŜ ƘƛƳΦ нс ȅŜŀǊǎ ƪƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ƭƛƪŜ 
ƘƛƳΦ IŜΩƭƭ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΤ ƛǘΩƭƭ ŎŀƭƳ ƘƛƳ ŘƻǿƴΦ IŜΩƭƭ ǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴƎǎΦ  
BILLY: Fucking SHOW! What he sings? After what he just pulled on me, he goes and sings? 
.LD ½Υ ¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘǘŀ ƎŜǘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜΦ IŜΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ ƴƻǿΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ōǊŜŀƪΦ L Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭΦ 
BILLY: You can tell? Who the hell are you? A fuckin fortune teller?   
.LD ½Υ LΩƳ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜΦ 
.L[[¸Υ ²ƻǿΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ ƳŀƴΦ wŜŀƭ ŦǳŎƪƛƴ ōǊƛƎƘǘΦ  
.LD ½Υ LǘΩǎ Ǌƻǳtine. Not hard to see it in Vic. Everybody breaks.  
DǳŀǊŘΥ [ŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ .ƛƭƭȅΦ ¢ƛƳŜΩǎ ǳǇΦ 
BIG Z: Yep. Routine. Good old routine.  
 
End scene 
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ACT III 
 
Scene 1 
 
In the pod. 
 
.ƛƭƭȅ ƛǎ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ .ƛƎ ½ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƻŘΦ [ƛƎƘǘ ƛǎ ƻƴ ƛƴ ±ƛŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŎŜƭƭΦ 5ƻƻǊ ƛǎ ƻǇŜƴΣ ōǳt Victor does not wish to 
come out. They are joined by another inmate, Frank. 
 
.L[[¸Υ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ .ƛƎ ½Σ L ŘƻƴΩǘ Ƴƛǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ Ƴƛǎǎ ƛǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ 
ǎǳƴƭƛƎƘǘΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ Ƴƛǎǎ ƛǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇƻŘǎ ǊŜƳƛƴŘ ƳŜ ƻŦΣ ǊŜŎŜǎǎΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Ƴƛǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘŘƻƻǊǎ 
now, especially with Christmas coming up. Too cold.  
.LD ½Υ ¸ŀƘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƪƛŘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ ±ƛŎΦ IŜ ƭƻǾŜǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎΦ 
BILLY: Victor, wanna come to recess.  
.LD ½Υ {Ƙǳǘ ƛǘ ōƻȅΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ±ƛŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƘƻǳǊΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ Řƻƴ ǿŀƴǘ ƴƻōƻŘȅ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻΦ IŜΩǎ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƛǘΦ 
BILLY: Feeling what. 
GUARD: Frank, your hour starts. 
 
Enter Frank 
 
BILLY: Frank, you got this hour now? 
FRANK: You know why I got this hour faggot. Cause Fuckin Jamaal gone. Jamaal won an appeal. Jamaal a 
fuckin lifer now. 
.L[[¸Υ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ Ǉƻƛƴǘ CǊŀƴƪΦ 
.LD ½Υ Iƛǎ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ōƻȅ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ŀǇǇŜŀƭΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ±ƛŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŀǇǇŜŀƭΦ CǊŀƴƪ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǳǊ ƴƻǿ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 
ƘŜΩǎ ŀ ŘŜŀŘ ƳŀƴΦ IƛƳΣ WŀƳŀŀƭ ŀƴŘ ±ƛŎǘƻǊ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǎƭŀǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ bŜǿ ¸ŜŀǊΦ ²Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƎƻŜǎ CǊŀƴƪΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ 
goes Victor. Jamaal a fuckin lifer. Not them.  
BILLY: What, you sayin ς ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀǇǇŜŀƭǎ ŎŀǳǎŜ WŀƳŀŀƭ Ǝƻǘ ƻƴŜΚ 
.LD ½Υ bŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜΦ bŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǘǿƻ ǊƻǿŜǊǎ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƭƛŦŜǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ŜŀŎƘ 
other and that close to their time. Frank and Victor have as good and heard all their appeals smashed. 
 
Victor, in his cell, starts singing Christmas carols. 
 
.L[[¸Υ {ƻ ǿƘŀǘΣ ȅƻǳ ŀ ŦǳŎƪƛƴ ƭƛŦŜǊ .ƛƎ ½Φ ¸ƻǳ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ нс ȅŜŀǊǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƭƛŦŜǊ ƻƴ ǊƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΦ 
BIG Z: Yah. The State don know what to do with me. Every method I chose back then got the 8 ball. Cruel 
ŀƴŘ ¦ƴǳǎǳŀƭΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Řƻƴ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ƳŜ ŎŀǳǎŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ƛǘ ŀƛƴΩǘ άǊƛƎƘǘΦέ ²Ƙȅ ǘƘŜ 
fuck I here then. 
.L[[¸Υ ²Ƙŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΦ 
BIG Z: Hell if you care. 
.L[[¸Υ LΩm serious. 
.LD ½Υ L ŀ ƭƛŦŜǊΦ L ōŜŜƴ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛŦŜǊ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎ ƴƻǿΦ [ƛŦŜǊ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ŎǊǳŜƭ ŀƴŘ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭΦ [ƛŦŜǊ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭ 
punishment everyone talks bout. 
Cw!bYΥ {Ƙǳǘ ƛǘ .ƛƎ ½Φ L ŦǳŎƪƛƴ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǳǊΣ ȅƻǳ ŀƛƴΩǘ Ǝƻǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴ ƴŜǿ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΦ {ƻ ǎƘǳǘ ƛǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƘƻǳǊΦ 
BIG Z: You been here what Frank? 
FRANK: 12 fuckin years. And I still here all bout yo routine. Shut it. 
.LD ½Υ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ ƭƛŦŜǊ ƎƻǘΦ IŜ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜΦ ¸ŀ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƪƛƭƭ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ 
{ǘŀǘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƛƴƧŜŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘ ƛƴ ƳŜΦ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘ ŀǎ ±ƛŎ ǎŀȅǎΦ {ǘŀǘŜΩǎ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ŀ ƭƛŦŜǊ Řƻƴ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¢ƘŜ 
lifer gets the real routine. 
BILLY: Nah, lifers get to live man. They live on their dig-i-ny. 
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BIG Z: Yah, kid. How bout this for digny. I get a guy got here when he was 13. Became a lifer at 17. But 
he don learn nothin new in them four years. So he got a 13 year-ƻƭ ōǊŀƛƴΦ IŜΩǎ ŀ ƪƛŘΦ Iƛǎ ŘƛƎƴȅ ƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜ-
ƻǳǘΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜ-out for the rest of his life. Your momma put you in a room in time-out. You a kid. 
You sit there. For a day. For a day that the exact same. For a year. For two. Your life man. That shit is 
your life. Routine.  
FRANK: Man Big Z you never can shut the fuck up. I leavin this recess. Oscar get me out of here. 
.L[[¸Υ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƘƻǇŜ .ig Z.  
 
Exit Frank 
 
.L[[¸Υ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ Ƙope that we get out of here.  
BIG Z: What hope you got kid. You blasted three people. Said youd do it again. 
.L[[¸Υ ±ƛŎǘƻǊΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ƘƻǇŜΦ CǊŀƴƪΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ƘƻǇŜΦ ¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ƘƻǇŜΦ  
BIG Z: Boy, only hope we got is if that State finally realize what they do to us. They don hang me, cruel 
and unusual. Don wanna gas me. 8 ball that too. So I get to sit it in time-out. And wait. Wait for my 
ŘŜŀǘƘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƘƻǇŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǳŎƪƛƴ ŎǊǳŜƭ ŀƴŘ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭΦ 
BILLY: So, what. Jamaal get to live in peace for the rest of hiǎ ƭƛŦŜΦ IŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ Ǝƻǘǘŀ Ǝƻ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǳǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ 
what I hope for.  
.LD ½Υ ¸ŀƘ ƪƛŘΦ L ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ нс ȅŜŀǊǎΦ Iƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ŀǎƪ ōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΚ aȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƛƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ƛƴ мнΦ L 
Řƻƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ƘŜǊ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊǎ ŀǊŜΦ L Řƻƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘǎ ǎƘŜ ƭƛƪŜΦ L ŀƛƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ WŀƳŀŀƭ 
ƎƻǘΦ LŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻǇŜ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŘŀƳƴ ǇǊƻǾŜ Ƴȅ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ LŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻǳǊ ƘƻǇŜ ς our hope is death by 
State or death by incarceration. The execution is just a formality. We die-in in here. 
BILLY: Fuck that. I gonna get that lifer treatment. Live me some peace. 
.LD ½Υ Χ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ Ǝǳȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƳŜΦ bŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜΦ ²ŀƭƪ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀǘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ 
cell there. Fuckin started crying and moaning and praying all at the same time. Like a fuckin kid. Men 
walk into Row and become kids again. They pray. Wait for their fuckin peace. You get it kid. No more 
hope. Frank overthere got no hope. Men flat out break. Flat out depressed. Got no muscle anymore. Get 
ǿŜŀƪŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴ ǿŜŀƪŜǊ Řŀȅ ōȅ ŘŀȅΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ Ǝǳȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƴǘƘΦ IŜΩŘ ƎŜǘ ǎƭŜŜǇȅΣ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
ǎǘŀȅ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ŀǘ ŀ ǘƛƳŜΦ но ƘƻǳǊǎ ǿŜ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŎŜƭƭǎΦ /ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀȅ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴ 
ƘƻǳǊΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǊƻǿΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƪƛƭƭǎ ǳǎΦ 
.L[[¸Υ LΩƳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƎŜǘ Ƴȅ ǇŜŀŎŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƎŜǘǎ ǇŜŀŎŜΦ /ŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ fuckin so depressing. You 
get your routine. I get my peace. Aight Z. Got that.  
BIG Z: Death row. Life in Prison. Billy, they the same thing. They both kill you. They both  
VICTOR: (walking in from cell) ̧ ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ½Φ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ŝver going to change.  
BIG Z: Uh huh. 
±L/¢hwΥ ²Ŝ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭ ǇǳƴƛǎƘƳŜƴǘ ƛǎΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΦ 
One way or the other. In prison or by formality. 
BIG Z: Uh huh. 
VICTOR: System is going to kill us one way or anotƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƻŎǳǘŜ ƳŜΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ 
They already shaved me. They already dehumanized me.  
BIG Z: Same old shit. Routine. 
±L/¢hwΥ ¢ƘŜȅ Řƻ ƛǘ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŜȄŜŎǳǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ŦƻǊƳŀƭƛǘȅΦ .ǳǘ ŦǳŎƪ ȅƻǳ ½Φ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΦ 
Not like everybody else. I want my peace. I want my life. They can try and take it away and if we let 
ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƴΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴΦ {ƻ ǎƘǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ǳǇ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦ 
.LD ½Υ Χ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜΦ 5ŀƳƴ ŎǳȊΦ ²ƘŜƴ ŘƛŘƧǳ ǎǘŀǊǘ Ŏǳǎǎƛƴ ±ƛŎǘƻǊΚ  
 
End Scene 
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ACT VI 
 
VictorΩǎ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜ ƛǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ŀǎ ±ƛŎǘƻǊ ǘŀƪŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǎǘ ǎƛȄ ƘƻǳǊǎΦ 9ŀŎƘ ǎŎŜƴŜ 
depicts a different juncture of the last day. Scenes 1-4 should be continuous and the set should be fluid, 
ŀǎ ƛǘ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘǎ ǘƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǇŀǘƘ ƻŦ ±ƛŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƭƛŦŜΦ !ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘƛŀƭƻƎǳŜΣ ±ƛŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ŀǊŜ 
hinted at, but never divulged. They are expressed through the actor. Two members of the Deathwatch 
Team are always with him, and in the shadows. 
 
Scene I 
 
In the pod 
 
±ƛŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƭŀǎǘ ƳŜŀƭΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ steak, mashed potatoes, fried chicken and cornbread with a glass of milk. 
Victor sits down and tries to eat. He cuts his steak. He looks at his potatoes and tastes them. He has not 
seen this food in seven years.  
 
DEATHTEAM 1: (to partner) This one looks calm. 
DEATHTEAM 2: Keep him calm. Keep him calm.  
 
Unimpressed, Victor picks up a chicken wing. He bites it, obviously hungry. He starts chewing. He thinks 
again. He throws up.  
 
DEATHTEAM 1: Would you like some more? 
 
Victor shakes his head. He looks at his cornbread that was on a separate plate. He takes it and finishes it 
off.  
 
DEATHTEAM 1: Are you sure you would not like anything else? This is your last meal. 
 
Victor walks back into his cell 
 
DEATHTEAM 2: Keep him calm. Keep him calm. 
 
End Scene 
 
Scene 2 
 
±ƛŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŎŜƭƭΦ 
 
He is packing up his possessions to distribute them to family and friends. He pauses among each one of 
his things. He first puts away his books, at each one he looks up and thinks. He particularly pauses on a 
ōƻƻƪ ŜƴǘƛǘƭŜŘΣ άIƻǿ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊΦέ Iƛǎ ƭŀǎǘ ōƻƻƪ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ .ƛōƭŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜ ǿƛǇŜǎ Řǳǎǘ ƻŦŦ ƻŦΦ IŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǎ Ƙƛǎ 
eyes and cries. He begins to crumble, falling to his knees. He gets back up and puts it in a box.  
 
Next, he gets to a pile of music sheets. He cannot sing anymore. He gives up, throwing them in the box 
with sadness. 
 
He turns his attention to an award. Comprised of winged feet, he brushes it off and reads the inscription: 
State title. He laughs, ironically. 
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He picks up some wood that he had tried to whittle with no success. He offers them to the guards who 
deny them. 
 
Finally, he turns his attention to the pictures on his bed of his brother and mother. He stops at each one, 
and sits down to look at them. The last picture he sees is composed of all three of them. He stops. He falls 
to the ground as he cannot take it.  
 

DEATHTEAM 1: Do you need any help Victor? 
VICTOR: (long pause) ²ƘȅΚ L ƻǿƴ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ƴƻǿΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƴƻǿΦ  
 
Fade to black: End Scene 
 
Scene 3 
 
In the pod. Everything is black. A spotlight comes on Victor Monroe in the center of the pod, waiting for 
something. He has his pants rolled up like shorts and no shirt on. The sound of a razor comes on. Victor 
sits on a chair. 
 

Victor is shaved. As this has haunted Victor throughout the play, it is expected to be the pivotal moment 
ƻŦ ±ƛŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǘǊƛŀƭΦ ¸ŜǘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎƛǘǎ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ ǎŎŜƴŜ ƻŦ !/¢ LΣ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ǎŀȅ ŀ 
ǿƻǊŘΦ IŜ ƛǎ ŎŀƭƳ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀƛǘǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎǘǊŀǇ ƘƛƳ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ōŀǊōŜǊΩǎ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ hƴŜ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ŜŀǘƘǿŀǘŎƘ 
Team holds him as another begins to shave him. They begin with his head. Then a section on his right leg. 
Finally, they shave his face. As the Deathwatch Team moves away, you see Victor again. He stares 
straight ahead. The team forcibly picks him up. Victor will not move. At this point he cannot walk without 
anybody walking him. He is no longer physically alive. He walks behind a curtain. They give him a 
shower. They put on him the new pair of clothes. He pisses himself. They give him a clean pair. As they do 
this you see Velcrƻ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻǳǘŦƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎƘŜŎƪ ǘƘŜ ±ŜƭŎǊƻΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŎŀǳǎŜ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅ ǘƻ ōǳǊƴΦ IŜ ƛǎ 
weighed. His picture is taken. He lowers his head as they walk him out of the room. 
 
End Scene 
 
Scene 4 
 
In the death cell.  
 
Victor walks. He prays. He paces around. A Chaplain comes in. He prays with Victor. He exits.  
 
Warden enters 
 
WARDEN: Victor John Monroe, on January 6thΣ нллуΣ ǿŀǎ ŀǊǊŀƛƎƴŜŘ ǘƻ Χ όcontinues talking but nothing is 
heard as he continues to read the Death Warrant). 
 
Victor kneels. He finally picks his head up and you see him mouth the word Evan. He has finally forgiven 
him.  
 
They exit together, Victor led by guards, to the death chamber. 
 
Fade to black 
 
End Scene 
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Scene 5 
 
Inside the chamber.  
 
The chair looms with a spotlight on it. It fills the stage. At twelve feet tall, it is a huge monstrosity. As 
Victor walks to it he appears in a trance. He has composed himself enough to walk himself, but the team 
keeps physical contact with him at all time. He sits and waits as each member of the deathwatch team, 
six in all, strap a different part of him. You can see Simon Sighreen and Mary Monroe in the background 
watching. Victor did not shake, did not move, but rather stared straight ahead. As the Deathwatch team 
clears out: 
 
WARDEN: Any last words? 
VICTOR: (begins singing) Silent Night. Holy Night. All is calm. All is bright. Round yon Virgin Mother and 
Child. Holy Infant so tender and mild. Sleep in heavenly peace.  
{ƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ ƘŜŀǾŜƴƭȅΧ 
 
The lights go off in the building. The entire room (stage and audience) is black.  
Mary howls. Her son is dead. 
 
End scene. 
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A Prison of the Mind  
Art by Mike Martinez 
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A Prison of the Mind  
Marion Scherer 

 
 

CAST 
 

MODERATOR 
±L/¢LaΩ{ wLDI¢{ !/¢L±L{¢ 

FEMALE ATTORNEY/OLDER WOMAN 
FEMALE PRISONER 
MALE PRISONER 

JUDGE 
KOZENSKI 

MAN I 
MAN II 

LAWYER I 
LAWYER II 

 
 

ǅ ǅ ǅ 
 
 

SCENE I 
 
The stage is set simply with one set designed electric chair stage center to represent an electric chair. A 
single light shines on it. Down stage right are four chairs in a semi-circle. Down stage left are two 
platforms clearly separate from each other but angled out to the audience. Playing on the sound system 
off stage is the 1984 execution tape of Ivan Ray Stanley in Jackson, Georgia. Interspersed is Andrea 
Bocelli singing Panis Angelicus. Lights come up slowly as we hear the voice of Willis Marribel, assistant to 
ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛǎƻƴ ǿŀǊŘŜƴΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΣ άǘƘŜ ǿƛǘƴŜǎǎŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘΣέ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŎŜǇǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
moderator enter stage right. They circle around the chair but they are not lit. They stand motionless and 
silent staring at the chair. The tape describes the execution procedure. Approximately five minutes of 
taped dialogue elapses and when Willis aƴƴƻǳƴŎŜǎ άaƛŎƪŜȅΣ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭ [ƻǿΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜǎ ƛǘΦέ  
 
Lights come up to reveal stage right and left areas, ATTORNEY, OLDER WOMAN, JUDGE and MICHELLE 
move to chairs down stage right and sit. MALE AND FEMALE PRISONER go to stand on platforms stage 
left. MODERATOR ENTERS upstage center and walks down to address audience. 
 
Costume note:  Marion is dressed androgynously but wears a long red scarf throughout play. 
 
Notes for one-woman show: Marion comes out at beginning and addresses the audience: 
 
MARION:  Hi, I'm Marion, the Moderator for my play, A Prison of the Mind.  I'd like to invite you to use 
your imaginations this evening and please envision that stage right are 4 imaginary actors who will help 
me play a variety of parts.  You'll meet a judge, a priest, lots of attorneys, a mom, a dad, grandma.  And 
stage left, please imagine 2 platforms on which stand a male and female prisoner--when they speak to 
their loved ones or attorneys they cannot look toward them, or touch them, they cannot leave their 
platforms, they are in prison.  And you'll hear from Michelle, a woman with an agenda we all might 
relate to.  And, oh yes, the chair, I think you'll come to realize what the chair represents.  Everyone's in 
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place---let's begin.  (Tape of execution begins)  (Marion leaves stage, but returns a few minutes later as a 
witness. Execution directions are the same as previously described.) 
 
MARION:  The death penalty. Many see it as fair and just punishment.  They feel it's the inevitable 
consequence for those who commit violent crimes against society. It is the law but is it justice? What 
about the human lives lost in between the pillars of justice? Those fragmented, incarcerated battered 
souls tortured by the agony they have created? Is it our duty to mete out their punishment? They say 
ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜŀǊ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƻǳƭ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ Iƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ŎƻƴŘŜƳƴŜŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜƎƎŜŘ ŦƻǊƎƛǾeness only to remain 
unforgiving, no matter what-ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƘƻǿΧ 
 
aL/I9[[9Υ  ²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎǘƛƳǎΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǎƪ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜŘΗ 5ƻŜǎ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜǎ ƻŦ 
ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎǘƛƳǎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŜŎǳǘƛƻƴǎΚ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ real reason the execution should take place. 
²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎǘƛƳǎΩ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎΚ 
 
JUDGE (banging gavel):  Order, order in the court! These outbursts will not be permitted! 
 
a!wLhbΥ  !ƘƘ ȅŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǘǎΧƛƴǳƴŘŀǘŜŘ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅΚ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛǎƻƴǎ ŀǊŜ ƻǾŜǊŦƭƻǿƛƴƎΦ /ŀƭƛŦƻǊƴƛŀ Ƙŀǎ 
the largest death row in the U.S. with over 600 men and 11 women facing death. We have no room to 
put the increasing numbers of wrongdoers. How did we as a society get to this? How does a person 
commit a crime, end up in prison-have his life taken from him-ƻǊ ƘŜǊΚ LǘΩǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƳǇlicated, emotional 
ƛǎǎǳŜΦ 5ƻ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƳƻǊŀƭƭȅ ŦƭŀǿŜŘ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜΚ ²ŜΩǊŜ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŀƴŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ŀǎ ǿŜ 
examine the prisons of our minds-both the accused and the accusers. 
 
a![9 twL{hb9wΥ  ²ŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ōƻǊƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ōŀŘΦ 
 
FEMALE PRISONER:  I just liked ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΧL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΦ 
 
a!wLhbΥ  LŦ ŀǎ ŀ ŎƛǾƛƭƛȊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳǇŀǎǎƛƻƴŀǘŜ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŘƻƴŜ ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭ ǇǳƴƛǎƘƳŜƴǘΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŜ 
owe it to ourselves to learn to identify with the condemned? Sister Helen Prejean, author of the book, 
Dead Man Walking, asks her audiences to imagine a giant screen in front of the stage on which the 
ǿƻǊǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ŘƻƴŜ ƛǎ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ƛƴ ƘŜŀŘƭƛƴŜǎ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΦ άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ȅƻǳΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪǎΦ άLǎ ǘƘŜ 
ǿƻǊǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ŘƻƴŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀ ŦŀƛǊ ŜȄŀƳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΚέ !ƭƭƻǿ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ 
to be guilty of a crime that warrants the death penalty. Many criticized Stanley Tookie Williams actions 
at the time of his execution as being too arrogant, too controlling... If you were being given a lethal 
injection-that you knew would kill you in a matter of minutes, how much of your life flashing before 
your eyes would you try to control? 
 
MALE PRISONER:  The moment I get to know you-I have to care for you. Loneliness taught me who I am. 
My enemy is a reflection ƻŦ ƳŜΦ bƻǘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŀƘΧƛǘ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƘǳƳŀƴΦ 
 
PRIEST:    What was this kid gonna do with his life? Nobody helped him they just pushed him aside. 
 
JUDGE:  I wish he was a Libyan terrorist, instead he was the boy next door-educated, well-spoken. 
 
a!wLhbΥ  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ what the people say what do the courtrooms say? 
 
ATTORNEY:  Your honor,  I see no gain whatsoever in taking him out of that cage and executing him. This 
is an act of vengeance and rage! 
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aL/I9[[9Υ  LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǾŜƴƎŜŀƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƎŜ-ƛǘΩǎ ƧǳǎǘƛŎŜΗ 
 
ATTORNEY: If it please the court I continue to plead insanity as a defense in this case. My client was 
under duress, a tragic childhood filled with abuse and neglect. 
 
aL/I9[[9Υ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘƛƭŘƘƻƻŘΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ƘƛƳ ŘŜŀŘ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΗ 
 
ATTORNEY (losing control, knowing she will be stopped by the judge): Ladies and gentlemen of the jury 
can you see her hatred! How does her hatred and his death right a wrong! Your sister was murdered-it 
was a terrible crime-but will his death bring her back? Will it ease the pain her death has caused? 
 
JUDGE (banging gavel):  Order, order in the court--council can be held in contempt--you know?! 
 
MARION:  Perhaps violence in society will never change unless we change our political, social and 
economic conditions and no one person can change society-only a collective can. Maybe these are 
ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅΩǎ ǎƛƴǎΦ 
 
!¢¢hwb9¸Υ  hǳǊ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΣ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŜƴΣ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŜŘǳŎŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƛƳƛƴŀƭΣ ƛǘ ŘŜƳƻǊŀƭƛȊŜǎ ǘƘŜƳΗ 5ƻ 
ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōƻǿŜƭ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǎitting across from you and your 
ƪƴŜŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΗ ¢ƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴΣ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴΣ Ŝŀǘ ƛƴΦ 
 
MARION:  In the film, Roger and Me, by Michael Moore, a documentary about the demise of the middle 
class in Detroit after the closing of the steel mills, Roger visits a farm where two kinds of rabbits are sold. 
¢ƘŜ ǎƛƎƴ ŀōƻǾŜ ŜŀŎƘ ŎŀƎŜ ǊŜŀŘǎ άtŜǘ ƻǊ aŜŀǘέ ŀƴŘ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǘŜŜƴ-age girl tells us that the two kinds of 
rabbits act very differently. The ones kept to be sold as pets are nice, soft and cuddly. They, of course, 
are kept in cleaned cages, given food and fresh water daily. The rabbits sold as meat are expendable and 
they know it. The cages are dirty, crowded and the rabbits fight continuously-no one, she assures us, 
would want thŜƳ ŀǎ ŀ ǇŜǘΦ LǎƴΩǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƻǳǊ ǇǊƛǎƻƴǎ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƳŀǘŜǎ ŦƻǊΚ ! ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƭǳŎƪȅ 
enough to enter back into it, that treats them as second class citizens. Are they set up to fail even before 
they try? Young repeat offenders will often tell you: 
 
MALE PRISONER:  I'll be fine as long as I don't get locked up again. LΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘΧLΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘΦ 
 
MARION:  Of what? Of the chair? (Marion gestures ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ άŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎ ŎƘŀƛǊέ) 
 
a![9 twL{hb9wΥ  bƻΧƴƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊ-of what I might do to end up there, afraid of not being able to 
control what happens. 
 
MARION:  Afraid of not being able to control what happens. What are the things that shape us in our 
ƭƛǾŜǎΚ CŀƳƛƭƛŜǎΧ άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ 5ŀŘΧaƻƳ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎΦ bƻōƻŘȅ ŎŀǊŜŘ ƛŦ L ǘƻƻƪ ŘǊǳƎǎ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΧέ 
What do families say? 
 
OLDER WOMAN:  Kalia was my first grandchild! When she was born, I never realized that I would 
ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǊŀƛǎŜ ƘŜǊΗ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘǊŜŀƳŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ŎŜƭƭ ŦƻǊ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ Ƴȅ 
ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΦ YŀƭƛŀΩǎ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ L ŀŘƻǇǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǎhe was just three years old. Her mother was an 
addict-she never even knew her father. Kalia was so delicate and shy as a young girl-I felt so inadequate 
to be her mom. I saw her folding inward as though the only world she could tolerate was the imaginary 
one. How did this angel who spoke in whispers of spiders on the wall, become a killer? 
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C9a![9 twL{hb9wΥ  !ǎƘŀƳŜŘΧŘƛǊǘȅΧŀǎƘŀƳŜŘΦ L ŦŜŜƭ ƴŀƪŜŘΣ L ŦŜŜƭ ŦŜŀǊΦ !ƴƎŜǊΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƛǎ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭΦ 
IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΧǿƘŜƴ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ Ƴȅ ¦ƴŎƭŜ ǿŀǎ ƳƻƭŜǎǘƛƴƎ ƳŜΧƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΧƘŜ 5L5 ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΗ 
 
OLDER WOMAN:  You could have confided in me I would have listened to you! 
 
MARION:  Yes, but would you have done anything? 
 
FEMALE PRISONER:  He had a birthday one day after mine and he always said I was his birthday present. 
 
OLDER WOMAN:  Remember how we always celebrated with big cake and little cake! You always 
wanted to trade grandpa for the bigger cake! 
 
MARION:  How did it happen Kalia? 
 
C9a![9 twL{hb9wΥ  L ǎƘƻǘ ƘƛƳΧL ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ƨǳǎǘ ōe quiet. He 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΗ 5ƻ L ŜȄƛǎǘΚ 
 
MARION:  How easy was it to get a gun Kalia? 
 
h[59w ²ha!bΥ  aȅ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƻǊ ƻŦ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƘǳƴǘŜŘΧƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ŎǊƛƳŜΚ 
 
C9a![9 twL{hb9wΥ  DǳƴǎΣ ƎǳƴǎΣ ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ gun. 
 
OLDER WOMAN (sobbing):  Why, why did you have to do it? 
 
FEMALE PRISONER:  Nobody paid any attention to me! 
 
a!wLhbΥ  ²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻƻǘ ȅƻǳǊ ¦ƴŎƭŜΣ YŀƭƛŀΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭ he was the one molesting you? 
 
C9a![9 twL{hb9wΥ  L ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǎƘƻŎƪΧƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƳŀƴƛǇǳƭŀǘƛƴƎ ƳŜΧL ŦŜƭǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜΧL ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ 
ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳΦ .ǳǘ Ƴȅ DǊŀƴŘŀŘΧƘŜ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΧL ǘǊǳǎǘŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ Řƻǿƴ L ŦŜƭǘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ 
anger churning up inside me. I exploded! 
 
!¢¢hwb9¸Υ ¸ƻǳǊ ƘƻƴƻǊΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΚ IŜΩǎ 
ignoring her and this pushes her over the edge! 
 
MICHELLE: Now you just listen to yourself Miss Lawyer!  Does that mean the crime was justified?  
 
MARION:  Kalia, if you could talk to your Grandfather right now, what would you say to him? 
 
C9a![9 twL{hb9wΥ  LΩŘ ǘŜƭƭ Ƴȅ DǊŀƴŘŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƭƻǾŜΩƳΦ 
 
Brief blackout. When lights come up again, MARION has entered stage right and the Irish PRIEST has 
entered stage left. During this scene, neither will move but they will look towards each other. 
 
a!wLhbΥ  LǘΩǎ ŀ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ-looking down-I feel like 
LΩƳ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻŦ ŎŀǊŘǎ-and looking at you-ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻŦ 
cards too. Why are we here Father? What iǎ ƛǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƻΚ 
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twL9{¢Υ  ²ŜΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƎŀȊŜ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊǘƘΣ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇ ƘŜŀƭ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΦ 
 
MARION:  And what should we know about life? 
 
PRIEST:  That life is of God-death is not. 
 
MARION:  But death is an act of God-ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚ 
 
PRL9{¢Υ  .ǳǘ ŜǘŜǊƴŀƭ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴƛǘȅΩǎ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ respect ŦƻǊ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ƭƻǎǘΣ aŀǊƛƻƴΦ 
 
a!wLhbΥ  .ǳǘΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜŘ CŀǘƘŜǊΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜǊΩǎ ƭƛŦŜΦ 
 
PRIEST:  Will putting him to death heal and restore you? (aŀǊƛƻƴ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ answer.) In the long run, 
vengeance is an empty answer. 
 
MARION:  When, when will there ever be peace of mind for this tragedy? 
 
PRIEST:  When you can forgive Miss.....when ya can forgive. (He turns to go) 
 
MARION: But isn't there anything more?.... 
 
PRIEST:  I'm tired... 
 
MARION:  Some solace... 
 
PRIEST:  I'm weary... 
 
MARION:  Isn't there anything more you can say to comfort me? 
 
PRIEST:  I'm not God Marion, I'm just a man of God doin' the best I can....go now, with His blessin and 
find your own way...(he exits). 
 
MARION:  But wait......(he is already gone) 
 
Blackout 
 
 

SCENE II 
 

όaƛŎƘŜƭƭŜ ǘŀƪŜǎ ŀ ǎŜŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ άŎƘŀƛǊέ ƻōƭƛǾƛƻǳǎ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎΦύ 
 
MICHELLE:  I hate the thought of death-I hate, you know the way it crawls up the back of your throat 
and you have to spit it out because you want to deny that it even exists, like Peter who cried out denying 
WŜǎǳǎΥ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƘƛƳΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƘƛƳΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƘƛƳΗ aȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǾƛōǊŀƴǘΣ ǎǘǊƻƴƎΣ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜ ǿŀǎ 
robbed from her. How dare this man be the last one to know her private thoughts-how dare he be the 
ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜΚ LǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ DƻŘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ LǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǎŀȅΚ ²ŜƭƭΣ ƴƻǿ L ǿŀƴǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ-for 
the brutal rape, torture and murder of my sister. There is no way this man deserves to live. 
 
όaŀǊƛƻƴ ƎŜǘǎ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ άŎƘŀƛǊέ ǘƻ ƳƛƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛǎƻƴŜǊǎ ōŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭΦύ 
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During this monologue the two prisoners upstage start miming the walls of a box. They start banging on 
ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΥ άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘΦ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ L 
ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ƭƛŦŜΦ LΩƳ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘέ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜƳΦ {ƘŜ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ  άƛƴ 
ǇǊƛǎƻƴέ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΧόMarion gestures sadly back to MichelleύΧŀǿŜΧǎƘŜΧ is in her world. 
 
όaŀǊƛƻƴ ǊŜǘǳǊƴǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ άŎƘŀƛǊέ ǎƛǘǎ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǳƳŜǎ ƳƻƴƻƭƻƎǳŜΦύ 
 
aL/I9[[9Υ   ¢ƘŜȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŦǳƴŜǊŀƭ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΧŀƴŘ ŘƛŘ L ǿŀƴǘ 
it or should they bury it with the other remains. (She looks at her own hands and sadly laughs.) Everyone 
loved her, she cared about people. Her smile could light up a whole room. When she was delivering 
Leila, her daughter, there were complications serious enough to threaten her life and she asked for a 
priest to come and give her Last Rites. Before they even did anything to her! It was her wish that if there 
was a choice between her and the baby, she wished the baby's life to come first and she wanted her 
request in writing-of course. The family objected. Don was having none of it and as her husband I 
believe he had the final say. But she called for a priest just the same. I was in the room with her when 
ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ŎƘŀǇƭŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ Ƴŀƴ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŎŀƭƭΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǇǊƛŜǎǘΚϦ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘŜƴ 
ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǇƭŀƛƴΦ άbƻǘ ŀ /ŀǘƘƻƭƛŎ ƻƴŜ ƳŀΩŀƳΣ LΩƳ 9ǇƛǎŎƻǇŀƭƛŀƴΦέ  {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜ-άŀƴŘ 
ȅƻǳΚέ ά²ŜƭƭΣ LΩƳ /ŀǘƘƻƭƛŎΣ ƳŀΩŀƳ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǇǊƛŜǎǘΗέ ²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŜǾŜƴ aƻƴŀΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀƴȅ 
hesitation-no longer thinking about her paƛƴ ǎƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ άǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 
 
Mona had the gift of talking with people. She never dominated the talk-she guided it. Where did they 
ǿƻǊƪΣ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎΧƭƻƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ Ǉǳǘ ƛƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 
ǊŜǉǳŜǎǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǇǊƛŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΧōƭŀƘΧōƭŀƘΧōƭŀƘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƎƻΦέ {ƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ 
talking, smiling, interested in them, their lives, their thoughts. If she could have risen from the hospital 
bed to get coffee for them she would have. 
 
bƻǿ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƘƻƭŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ŘƛŜ ǿŜ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ǎǇŀŎŜ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƻ 
live. Our space, our physical space-where we sat at work, at church, in the kitchen-it eventually gets 
άǘŀƪŜƴέ ōȅ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΦ hǳǊ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƻƴŜǎ-they look to that space, we sat in, stood in, laughed and loved 
in and they mourn their loss-and the space actually ƭƻƻƪǎ ŜƳǇǘȅ ŦƻǊ ŀǿƘƛƭŜΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƛǘΩǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ōȅ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ 
else-ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅ-ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƭƛŦŜΦ 
 
²ŜƭƭΣ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǎǇŀŎŜ ƎƻƴŜ-just gone-no mourning, no grieving-ǿŜΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦǳƳƛƎŀǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ 
rid of another cockroach-ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭΦ /ƭƻǎǳǊŜΣ ǊŜƭƛŜŦ-ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƴ excuse good enough for why he killed 
Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ IŜǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ƛǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ƭƻǎŜ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǎƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ 
that fear. When his death comes, I want to be there with a picture of Mona plastered to the window for 
him to see. IΩƭƭ ōŜ ŜƭŀǘŜŘΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ŘǳŜΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩǾŜ ǎǳŦŦŜǊŜŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ 
 
MARION:  Did Mona believe in the death penalty? 
 
aL/I9[[9Υ  {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǇŜƴŀƭǘȅ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ bƻΧǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ 
 
PRIEST (upstageύΥ  LŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ-he holds you captive. 
 
M![9 twL{hb9wΥ  LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ōȅ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ŜŘǳŎŀǘŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ƳƻǊŜΧǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ 
 
FEMALE PRISONER (as she lies down and curls up into a fetal position): Even animals know when they 
are expendable and they behave accordingly. 
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MARION:   Well OK ǘƘŜƴΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜƴŜǎǎΦ /Φ{Φ [ŜǿƛǎΣ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ōƻƻƪΣ Mere Christianity, poses the 
ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ DƻŘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǎǳŎƘ ǊƻǘǘŜƴ ǎǘǳŦŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŜƴǘ ǿǊƻƴƎΚ ¢ƘŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǎǘǳŦŦ ŀ 
creature is made of he continues-the cleverer and stronger and freer it is-then the better it will be if it 
goes right, but also the worse it will be if it goes wrong. A cow cannot be very good or very bad, a dog 
can be both better and worse; a child better and worse still; an ordinary man still more so; a man of 
genius still more so; a superhuman spirit best-ƻǊ ǿƻǊǎǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭΦ Iƻǿ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ŀǊƪ tƻǿŜǊ Ǝƻ ǿǊƻƴƎΚέ ¢Ƙŀƴƪ 
you C.S.Lewis. (She waves to heaven) 
 
We all know our Judea-Christian answer to that question. Satan wanted to be the center of attention-he 
wanted to put himself first before God-and that is the sin he taught the human race. If Jesus asks us to 
forgive-made it his business to teach all he came in contact with that the very essence of Christianity is 
to forgive the sins of others-to treat others as you would have them treat you-are not some of these 
ǘǊŀƎŜŘƛŜǎ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅΩǎ ǎƛƴǎΚ όMarion goes downstage and points to prisoners.) 
 
LǎƴΩǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƴ ƻŦ ǇƻǾŜǊǘȅΣ ƴŜƎƭŜŎǘΣ ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ŜŘǳŎŀǘƛƻƴΣ ƛƳǇƻǾŜǊƛǎƘŜŘ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴǎΣ ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ŦƻƻŘΣ ƭŀŎƪ 
of understanding, compassion, love? 
 
If we are meant to take care of our fellow man-ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ ōƛǊǘƘΚ LǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ 
guide the young in this world without infringing on individual rights? Should we not pray for each other 
and devote intense, introspective moments dedicated to the love and spiritual enlightenment of all 
ƘǳƳŀƴƛǘȅΚ {ƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŀǎǎƛƎƴŜŘ ƘƻƳŜǿƻǊƪ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŎƭŀǎǎǊƻƻƳǎ ǘƻŘŀȅΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛǎ 
possibly offend? 
 
(A DRUNKEN MAN  from stage right crosses over to stage left. He will speak facing downstage. He acts 
drunk and enraged-coming home to the family after a binge.) 
 
a!b LΥ  ²Ƙƻ ǎŀȅǎ LΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ŘǊƛƴƪΚ ²ƘŀǘΚ LΩƭƭ ǇǳƴŎƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴŜŘ ŦŀŎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ 
bitch! Yo Danny boy-be a good son and get your old man another beer-ǘƘŀǘΩǎ my boy-ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ōƻȅΗ 
Whoa! 99 bottles of beer on the wall, hey, hey! 
 
MALE PRISONER:  I feel scared sometimes Pop-ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ 
are here-L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŜǊŜ-ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǇƭŀŎŜ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀy. Far away 
from me and Mom-ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ Ŧǳƴ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƻǊƭŘ tƻǇ-ōǳǘ ƴƻōƻŘȅΩǎ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ōǳǘ 
ȅƻǳΦ LΩƳ ƘǳƴƎǊȅ tƻǇ-ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦŜŜŘ ƳŜΦ LΩƳ ƭƻƴŜƭȅ tƻǇ-ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘƻƭŘ ƳŜΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ 
Pop-can you hear me? 
 
MAN I:  Hey, hey (he laughsύ ƪƛŘ ǿƘŜǊŜΩǎ Ƴȅ ōŜŜǊΚ (Blackout-man leaves. GANG LEADER enters wearing 
a backward cap.) 
 
GANG LEADER:    Hey kid-come here-(he pantomimes putting his arm around the shoulders of the boy) 
¸ƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊƪ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ-you belong to us! (He exits giving a gang brothership 
sign with his hands.) 
 
YOUNG GIRL PRISONER begins crying like a baby. 
 
WOMAN enters-ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƘŜŀǾƛƭȅ ŘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ƭƛǎǘŜƴǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅΩǎ ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǘƛŜǎ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ ƛƴ ŀ 
tourniquet and inserts a needle-she goes comatose-blackout. 
 
MARION and MICHELLE enter stage left having viewed this scene. 
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MICHELLE: Their lives are not my fault. 
 
a!wLhbΥ  .ǳǘ ƻƴ ǎƻƳŜ ƭŜǾŜƭ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƳŜΚ 
 
MICHELLE:  Why do you say that? My parents loved me-they took care of me! 
 
MARIObΥ  IŀǾŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ-even needed-more than what people gave you? And 
that if you could just reach out and touch the heart of someone-you yourself would be healed from the 
sickness of loneliness? 
 
MICHELLE:  Yes, my devotion is to my familyΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘΣ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƭǘƘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǿƘƻ 
destroy life. 
 
a!wLhbΥ  .ǳǘ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅƛƴƎ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƭǎƻ ōȅ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘΚ 5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ Ǉŀȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 
crime? 
 
aL/I9[[9Υ  ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǉŀȅ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΗ 
 
a!wLhbΥ  ²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƧǳǎǘƛŎŜ ƛn his execution! (Marion points to prisoner) 
 
MICHELLE:  What! 
 
a!wLhbΥ  ¸Ŝǎ ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŜ ōǳǘ DƻŘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ-not ours. 
 
MICHELLE:  Where is the justice in that choice? 
 
MARION:  Where is the integrity in yours? 
 
MARION (continued):  AƴƎŜǊ Ŏŀƴ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƛǘΩǎ ōƛƴŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ 
your heart-ŎŀƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘΚ 
 
aL/I9[[9Υ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΗ όShe turns upstage as though to leave but she does not.) 
 
MARION (ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ aƛŎƘŜƭƭŜΩǎ ǘŜƳǇŜǊύ LΩƳ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƻŦ /ƭƛƴǘƻƴΩǎ ŜŎƻƴƻƳƛŎ ŀŘǾƛǎƻǊΣ WŀƳŜǎ /ŀǊǾƛƭƭŜΣ 
ǿƘƻ ŎƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƘǊŀǎŜΥ άLǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŜŎƻƴƻƳȅ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΗέ ²ŜƭƭΧƛǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ heart stupid! Remember that old 
ŎŀǊǘƻƻƴ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊ aǊΦ aŎDƻƻΚ LΩƳ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƘƛƳ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ Ƴŀƴ 
who cƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǎŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ǳƴǿƛǘǘƛƴƎƭȅ ǎƻΣ ƛƴ ǇŜǊƛƭƻǳǎ 
ŎƛǊŎǳƳǎǘŀƴŎŜǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŀŦŜΦ  IŜΩŘ ǿŀƴŘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ ŀ ŎƭƛŦŦ ŀƴŘ ǎƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ŀ ǊƻŎƪ 
ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ  ²ŜΩŘ ƭŀǳƎƘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜŎƪƭŜǎs choices---dare we laugh at our own?  But 
the most seductive thing about McGoo was his total ignorance of fear.  To be able to artfully evade that 
which stymies our courage to face the unknown---what a relief it would be to be exempt from the 
responsibility of fear!  I mean how much blind courage would it take to just let go and use our heart 
muscle to think with instead of our brain? 
 
MALE PRISONER:  Did you ever compromise to get ahead? 
 
FEMALE PRISONER: (sits up and looks about). This is about the death penalty here! What are you talking 
about? 
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MARION:  No, no, I like this question. Did you ever compromise to get ahead, spiritually, emotionally? 
¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ 
 
FEMALE PRISONER:  I did, I killed the wrong person. I hated my uncle. I killed my grandpa. 
 
a!wLhbΥ  ¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ killed anyone at all, Kalia, you should have talked, screamed it out to your 
family-ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƪŜŜǇ ƻƴ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊǎΣ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ ǇƻƭƛŎŜΣ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎ-keep 
talking Kalia-like someone kidnapped-never give in to your terrorist, always fight! In the end you have 
nothing to lose. 
 
C9a![9 twL{hb9wΥ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΧL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘ ǿǊƻƴƎΧL ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΧōǳǘ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ 
ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ 
 
MARION:  Kalia, do you think yoǳΩƭƭ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀǘƘ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊΚ όPointing to chair) 
 
.ƻǘƘ ǇǊƛǎƻƴŜǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜƎǳƴ ǘƻ άŀƎŜέ ŀƴŘ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ƘŀǊŘŜƴŜŘΦ 
 
C9a![9 twL{hb9wΥ  9ŀŎƘ Řŀȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ōƭŜƴŘǎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘΦ aȅ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜ ŜŀŎƘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 
havŜΦ 9ƴŘ ǳǇ ƻƴ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǊƻǿΚ IŀƘΗ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ ŘŀƳƴΗ 
 
MARION: Oh please, let's just hear from the justice system.  
 
Blackout 
 
Stage left two attorneys leaving courtroom. 
 
[!²¸9w мΥ  LǘΩǎ ŀ ƳƻǊŀƭƭȅ ŦƭŀǿŜŘ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦ 
 
LAWYER 2:  Yea, if someone eƴŘǎ ǳǇ ƻƴ ŘŜŀǘƘ Ǌƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀŘŜǉǳŀǘŜ ƭŜƎŀƭ 
representation! (They laugh and exit)  
 
MARION: But Governor Ryan echoed the words of Supreme Court Justice Harry Blackman when he said: 
 ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ Lƭƭƛƴƻƛǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǇŜƴŀƭǘȅ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ƛs arbitrary and capricious and therefore immoral-I shall no 
longer tinker with the machinery of death. I believe a manifest injustice has occurred. The death penalty 
was handed out differently depending on where people lived in Illinois, who their prosecutor was, who 
ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘŜŦŜƴǎŜ ƭŀǿȅŜǊ ǿŀǎΣ Ƙƻǿ ǇƻƻǊ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǊŀŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜΦέ 
 
MARION:  And in an unprecedented appeal, CA State prosecutors at one time had requested that US 9th 
Circuit Judge Alex Kozinski,* an outspoken supporter of capital punishment, be barred from hearing any 
/! ŘŜŀǘƘ ǇŜƴŀƭǘȅ ŎŀǎŜǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ {ŀƴ vǳŜƴǘƛƴΩǎ 5ŜŀǘƘ wƻǿ ŀƴŘ ōŜŦǊƛŜƴŘŜŘ ƛƴƳŀǘŜ aƛŎƘŀŜƭ ²Φ 
Hunter. 
 
²ha!b !¢¢hwb9¸Υ !ƭŜȄ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ŦŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ƛƳǇŀǊǘƛŀƭ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ŀƴȅ фth 
Circuit Panel now or in the future deciding capital cases! 
 
KOZINSKI:  These accusations are crazy! In my 17 years as an appellate judge I never blocked one 
execution. Whatever qualms I had about the morality of the death penalty were drowned out by the 
pitiful cries of thŜ ǾƛŎǘƛƳǎΦ   aǊΦ IǳƴǘŜǊ ƛǎ ŀ ǘŀƭŜƴǘŜŘ ǿǊƛǘŜǊΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ Ǉƛǘȅ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭŜƴǘ 
sooner. The visit was-a chance to see what the inmates look like. Look in their eyes. 
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WOMAN ATTY:  Well, Alex, what did he say to you? 
 
(During this speech by Judge Kozinski stage right MALE PRISONER stands up-light grows brighter on him 
as he speaks. He cannot see his visitor and he faces the audience when he addresses KOZINSKI.) 
 
MALE PRISONER:  What you have in the jailhouse sir, is a whole bunch of lost people.  If you think about 
ƛǘΣ ƛŦ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ƘŀŘ DƻŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǾŜǎ ǇǊƻǇŜǊƭȅΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩŘ ōŜ ƴƻ ƴŜŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƧŀƛƭƘƻǳǎŜǎ ƻǊ ǇǊƛǎƻƴǎΦ  LΩƳ ƘǳƳŀƴΣ 
LΩƳ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΦ  .ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǿ ƳŜ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ǇǊƛǎƻƴ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŀ ƭƻǎǘ ǎƻǳƭ---somebody 
who needs God---bad. 
 
There are those of us who knowτǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ {ŀǘŀƴΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜτand this---is Hell on earth. 
 
KOZINSKI (speaking to woman prosecutorύΥ  IŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŦƻǊ DƻŘΩǎ ǎŀƪŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƘƛƳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ 
prison! 
 
FEMALE ATTORNEY:  Well, as your attorney, Mr. Kozinski, I question whether your interest in this case 
has become so personal that it might interfere with your ability to remain neutral in any other capital 
ŎŀǎŜΦ LǘΩǎ ǳƴƴŜǊǾƛƴƎΧ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƧǳŘƎŜΧƎƻƛƴƎ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ŘǳǘƛŜǎ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƛǾŀǘƛƻƴǎ-
ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƻƻ ƛƴǾƻlved with Hunter. 
 
KOZINSKI:  It must make you uncomfortable to know that I think of them as flesh and blood, human 
ōŜƛƴƎǎΦ LǘΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŜŀǎƛŜǊ ǘƻ ŘƛǎǇƻǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŎŀǎŜǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ ƘǳƳŀƴ ōŜƛƴƎǎΦ 
 
MARION:  Hold that thought Judge!  Most people think of morality as abiding by the laws and keeping 
fair play and harmony flowing. But if we look at the deeper levels, the conscience inside each of us also 
needs a spic and span job-ŎƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƛƴǘŜƴŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǎƻǳƭǎ ǘŀƪŜǎ ŜŦŦƻǊǘΦ LǘΩǎ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭ, honest, 
introspective work. And it involves your heart- ah yesτallowing your brain to penetrate your heart and 
see what dwells there. 
 
MALE PRISONER:  Why should any of you care about my life? I made a mistake, a terrible one, that 
haunts my soul. There is no escape from it. I re-learn that every day LΩƳ ƘŜǊŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǎǳƴǎŜǘǎΣ ƻǊ 
ǿŀƭƪǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀŎƘΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ŦƻǊ ŀ άƘŀƳōǳǊƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƛŜǎΦέ Time-it stands still in here-ŀƴŘ LΩƳ 
ŜȄǇŜƴŘŀōƭŜ ƴƻǿΦ LǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ƳŜ-to stop caring whether I lƛǾŜ ƻǊ ŘƛŜΦ LǘΩǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŦƻǊ you-
ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ŦƻǊ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅΦ Dƻ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘǳǘ ƳŜ ǳǇΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŦŜŜƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƛŦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ your ŀƛǊΗ LŦ LΩƳ 
ƴƻǘΧ 
 
MICHELLE: (spoken directly to the male prisoner)  Aw shut up! They shoulda cut out your tongue outa 
your mouth when they convicted you! 
 
MARION: Both are startled when they realize she can hear him! 
 
aL/I9[[9Υ  ¸ƻǳΗ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ-who-(she begins to cry) took my sister from me. (She stares at him-
unable to speak for a moment) Why her hands? You fucking, crazy son of a bitch! Why her hands! 
 
MARION (stepping in as a referee):  Hey-language, people! 
 
MICHELLE:  You ask me to feel pity for this bastard-spare his life-ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŀƭƭ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ ǎŀŎǊŜŘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 
ǎƛƴƪ ƛƴΧƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘŀƭƪΦ 
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MARION:  How can his death heal your heartΚ {ƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀƭƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ Ǉŀƛƴ ōǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǇŜŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ 
ƧǳǎǘƛŎŜΚ {ƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻŎǳǎ ōŜ ƻƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΚ 
 
MICHELLE:  What else is there? 
 
a!wLhbΥ  ¢Ǌȅ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǘŜΦ ¢ǳǊƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻǳƭ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊǎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƻǳǘΦ /ŀƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ 
that forgiving him frees you and gives you the enormous gift of peace. 
 
aL/I9[[9Υ  L ŎŀƴΩǘΦ L ŦŜŜƭ ƴǳƳōΦ 
 
MARION:  Open up and take him with you. 
 
aL/I9[[9Υ  L ŎŀƴΩǘΦ 
 
a!wLhbΥ  ¸ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘΗ όMarion now picks up the execution chair effortlessly and moves it 
upstageτout of the way. She is passionate in her confrontation with Michelle.) 
 
How is indulging in hatred bringing you closer to peace, contentment, joy-closer to God? Will the smile 
ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀŎŜ ōŜ ǊŜŀƭ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ Ǉƭastered to the execution chamber 
window? You keep slamming the door on yourself! That numbness you feel is your own soul shutting off 
the food it so desperately needs. There is no nourishment in revenge!  Michelle-look at himτno, not 
just at himτthrough himτat his soul! Is God really asking you to set the record straight? Healing 
yourself is an inside job-nothing external can cure what ails you. Tryτkeep trying to forgiveτƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ 
Ƴƻǎǘ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŜǾŜǊ ŘƻΦ 
 
MICHELLE (reaches her hand out to the male prisoner):  It was because you wanted to be touched, 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚ 
 
MALE PRISONER: As God will help me-I beg your forgiveness. 
 
(Michelle turns upstage to where the chair has been moved.  She slowly walks towards it and tries to 
move it back to where it was but she cannot.  With great effort, crying and sobbing she gets on her 
hands and knees to move what to her is a mountain.  Finally she gets the chair back in its original 
position.) 
 
MICHELLE (goes up and takes him off the podium and walks him over to the execution chair.  She wraps 
ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀǇǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘ ŎǊȅƛƴƎ άThis is for my ǎƛǎǘŜǊΧǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΗέ  (She begins to wrap the 
arm straps repeating: ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΧǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦΗέ  (She looks up and when she looks 
into his eyes she cannot do it. She breaks down sobbing and pushes him away from the chair.) 
 
C9a![9 twL{hb9wΥ  {ǘƻǇΗ IŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ōŜƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ IŜ ōŜƭƻƴƎǎ ƘŜǊŜ-with me. 
 
(She gets down off her podium and comes over to him and takes him back to his stand. He gets up on it. 
She faces the audience.) 
 
We are criminals and we live it out in cages. Some of us have done some pretty bad things-horrible 
things-I think we all agree on that. And you guys are Christians or Jews, Muslims or Buddhists, Agnostics, 
maybe you donΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ DƻŘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ƳŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ-a citizen of the earth. Well, 
we are also citizens of the earth. Are we any different from your flesh and blood? Soul? Are we made of 
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ǎƛƭƭȅ Ǉǳǘǘȅ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ DƻŘΚ /ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳǇŀǎǎƛƻƴ Ŧor our prisons of the mind that hold us 
ŎŀǇǘƛǾŜ ǘƻ ŘǊǳƎǎ ƻǊ ƎŀƴƎǎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǊ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘȅΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊƛǎƻƴǎΚ 5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǳǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƪƛƭƭ ȅƻǳΚ 
aŀȅōŜ ƛǘΩǎ ŜŀǎƛŜǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘŜŀŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ ƭƛǾŜΦ ²Ŝ Řƻ ƭƛǾŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻǿŜƭǎ 
ƻŦ ƘŜƭƭΦ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎŜŜƪ ǘƻ Řƻ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ōǳǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŀƴȅ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΦ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ 
most important thing in life is to do the right thing-ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΦ L ŀƳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƭ 
of the man you just executed and this is my prayer to God: 
I pray that you forgive the sin I have committed and take away what I wish I had not done. 
 
MALE PRISONER also begins to repeat the prayer as the light fades on them. 
 
aǳǎƛŎ  ŦǊƻƳ  YƘŀŎƘŀǘǳǊƛŀƴΩǎ {ǇŀǊǘŀŎǳǎ ά!ŘŀƎƛƻ ƻŦ {ǇŀǊǘŀŎǳǎ ŀƴŘ tƘǊȅƎƛŀέ  
 
As the music plays the prisoners in slow motion begin to fold up inside themselves-like the petals of a 
flower closing on to itself. This reflects their isolation and primal desire to survive at any cost and the 
only hope now-is to draw whatever energy they can from their own inner spirit-ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ƎƻǘΦ 
 
a!wLhbΥ  !ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻǳǊ ǎǘƻǊȅ ŦƻƭƪǎΦ Lǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎƻƳŜǎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ 
said a billion times-love your neighbor as yourself-ŀƴŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ƘǳƳŀƴƛǘȅΩs ephemeral 
ability to heal each other. 
 
MARION takes off the red scarf and ties it around the execution chair and exits stage left.  
 
Two spots are left on the prisoners as the music ends they are moving to a slow deathτlike a bird with 
an arrow that has pierced its heart.  They die as the music ends. 
 
Notes for one woman show:  say goodbye stage right to four imaginary actors who helped play the 
partsτgo stage left say goodbye to the 2 prisoners.  Turn to leave and then remember Michelleτgo to 
pick her up and hug her.  Look once more at the scene and turn and leave. 
 
 

THE END 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
*TƘŜ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊ ƻŦ WǳŘƎŜ YƻȊƛƴǎƪƛ ƛǎ ōŀǎŜŘ ƻƴ IŜƴǊȅ ²ŜƛƴǎǘŜƛƴΩǎ нлло !ǊǘƛŎƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ [! ¢ƛƳŜǎΣ άhƴŜ WǳǊƛǎǘΩǎ /ŀǎŜ 
hǾŜǊ Iƛǎ ¢ƛŜǎ ¢ƻ ! YƛƭƭŜǊΦέ 
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Tabriz has been published in and now serves as the Editor-in-Chief of Tacenda Literary Magazine; she 
also serves as Managing Editor of BleakHouse Publishing. Most recently, her writing has appeared in 
Bleak House ReviewΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜŘ ά¢ƘŜ tǊƛǎƻƴ [ƛōǊŀǊƛŀƴΣέ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǿƛǘƘ ±ƛŎǘƻǊ IŀǎǎƛƴŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ 
received a Tacenda Literary Award for Best CollaboratioƴΤ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǇƻŜƳΣ άŜƳǇǘȅ ǎǇŀŎŜǎΣέ ǿƘƛŎƘ 
received a Tacenda Literary Award for Best Poem. She has also co-edited and contributed to a book with 
Dr. Robert Johnson titled Lethal Rejection: Stories on Crime and Punishment to be released by Carolina 
Academic Press in May 2009. Tabriz looks forward to attending law school upon graduation and aspires 
to continue writing on issues of criminal justice and deprivation of liberty. 

 
Kristen Luppino  (Associate Editor) is a junior at American University majoring in Urban Education 
Policy with a minor in Literature.  {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŦƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ƻŦ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅΩǎ 
/ǊŜŀǘƛǾŜ ²ǊƛǘƛƴƎ /ƭǳō ŀƴŘ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƭǳōΩǎ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘΦ  She has studied in workshop with 
Professors Randon Noble, Richard McCann, and director of the MFA program in creative writing David 
Keplinger.  She is a former contributor to Tacenda Literary Magazine. 
 
Jonas Varnum (Associate Editor & Author) is an honors undergraduate student at American University.  
Through his writing, Jonas has examined the justice system from both the prospective of the 
government and the defendants, and the culture clash that creates the dissonance between the two.  
His studies have led him to write several fictional pieces on the subject.  Jonas is a Consulting Editor with 
BleakHouse Publishing. 
 
Robert Johnson  (Supervising Editor) is a Professor of Justice, Law and Society at American University 
and Editor of BleakHouse Publishing. Johnson is a widely published author of fiction and non-fiction. He 
is the author of two collections of original poems on justice issues, Poetic Justice: Reflections on the Big 
House, the Death House, and the American Way of Justice, winner of the L.I.F.E. award from WilloTrees 
Press; and Burnt Offerings: Poems on Crime and Punishment. Johnson is the author of Justice Follies: 
Parody from Planet Prison, a collection of satirical stories on prisons and prison life; and Sunset Sonata: 
{ǘƻǊƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ tƻŜƳǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ wƛǾŜǊΩǎ 9ŘƎŜ, a collage of stories and poems about daily life, including life in 
the shadow of terrorism. His short stories and poems have appeared in Admit2, The American Review, 
Black Bear Review, The National Catholic Reporter, Carnelian, CMC (Crime Media Culture), Dan River 
Anthology, JMWW, Lifelines, Mannequin Envy, Pleasant Living Magazine, Tacenda Literary Magazine, 
and Wild Violet. Iƛǎ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǎǘƻǊȅΣ ά¢ƘŜ tǊŀŎǘƛŎŜ ƻŦ YƛƭƭƛƴƎΣέ ǿƻƴ ŀ ƴŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ŦƛŎǘƛƻƴ ŎƻƴǘŜǎǘ ǎǇƻƴǎƻǊŜŘ ōȅ 
Wild Violet ƳŀƎŀȊƛƴŜΦ WƻƘƴǎƻƴΩǎ best known work of social scienceτDeath Work: A Study of the Modern 
Execution Processτwon the Outstanding Book Award of the Academy of Criminal Justice Sciences. 
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Shirin Karimi  (Copy Editor) is a literature major at American University who is pursuing the premedical 
program. She is a consulting editor for BleakHouse Publishing, a writer for the Catalyst science 
magazine, and a researcher in the Chemistry department. 
 
Liz Calka (Cover Designer) is an award-winning photographer and undergraduate student at American 
University majoring in Visual Media and minoring in Graphic Design. Calka created the BleakHouse 
website as well as the cover for Origami Heart, a BleakHouse Publishing book. 
 

ǅ ǅ ǅ 
 
Rachel C. Cupelo (Author), originally from upstate New York, is a first-year graduate student at 
American University, majoring in Justice and Public Policy Studies.  Her major interests in Justice concern 
youth and families; she has spent time interning for both the District of Columbia Family Court as well as 
The Campaign 4 Youth Justice, an organization dedicated to the special needs of youth in the system.  
She has been practicing her other passion, writing, for much of her life.  Other work by Rachel can be 
found in the 2008 issue of Tacenda Literary Magazine.  After graduation, Rachel plans to attend law 
school. 
 
Christopher Dum  (Author) is a Ph.D. student studying Criminal Justice at the University at Albany.  He 
received his B.A. and M.A. from American University in Washington, DC and spent several years working 
as a private investigator.  His research interests include prisons, restorative justice and prisoner reentry.  
When he's not immersed in academics, Christopher enjoys competitive sports, exploring the outdoors 
and ethnic restaurants. 
 
Justin Ederheimer  (Author) is from Gambrills, Maryland.  He enjoys writing, especially short stories 
and essays.  He has a passion for guitar and composes his own music and lyrics.  He's an active athlete, 
playing both lacrosse and ice hockey.  He is interested in pursuing a career in communication, 
journalism, or screenwriting. 
 
Courtney Edmands  (Author), originally from Kennebunk Maine, is a junior at New England College, 
majoring in Journalism with minor studies in Studio Art. Her interest in prison justice stems off the 
mentally ill and their need for treatment in place of detention. In the future, she will be participating in a 
ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ǿƻǊƪǎƘƻǇ ǿƛǘƘ tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ {ǳǎŀƴ bŀƎŜƭǎŜƴ ŀǘ DƻŦŦǎǘƻǿƴ ²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ tǊƛǎƻƴ, working with inmates 
on their short stories, poetry, and other writing mediums. Courtney is an avid writer and outdoor 
enthusiast and plans to use the basis of incarceration as her subject in future works. 
 
Zachary Faden (Author), originally from Philadelphia, is an undergraduate honors student at American 
University, double majoring in History and Philosophy.  He worked with a law firm focusing on Human 
Rights, where he helped bring a series of civil actions against the private corporations involved in the 
Abu Ghraib prisoner torturing, as well as attempting to legally hold the mercenary industry accountable 
for its wrongdoing. 
 
Charlie Harriman  (Author) is a sophomore at New England College majoring in Business 
Administration and Accounting. Although his areas of interest lie within the field of finance, he has a 
sincere passion for protecting freedom and individual liberties. He believes the devastating effects of 
mass incarceration reverberate through our society and send shock waves of horror and betrayal by 
one's country throughout America's cities. Writing descriptive non-fiction on the issues regarding 
imprisonment behaves as a portal for him to finalize and transmit to the American people the truths 
that must be faced regarding imprisonment in this country. 
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Daren Hawthorne  (Author) is a junior at American University majoring in Justice Law and Society. He is 
fascinated by every aspect of the law and is greatly intrigued by criminal law. Daren wants to work on 
policy and implementations so that the judicial system switches from myopic to impartial. On his down 
time, Daren enjoys writing, traveling, playing basketball, football, and golf. Daren was born and raised in 
Westchester County, New York. 
 
Mike Martinez  (Artist) married his high school sweetheart and is a proud grandfather.  He has been 
incarcerated for approximately 15 years, 10 of which have been spent on death row.  He is a former 
navy mechanic who has found comfort in the arts. 
 
William Roth  (Author) is currently a professor at DeSales University in Pennsylvania and has five books 
in print.  Two of his short stories have placed in national competitions -- Serpentinia and NMW. Two 
others have been accepted for publication by The MacGuffin and by Overtime Magazine. William lived 
for several years in the Deep South where he worked with the Poverty Program and the Civil Rights 
Movement. 
 
Marion Scherer  (Author) graduated from Illinois State University with an MA in theatre and was an 
American College Theatre Festival Finalist before beginning her careeǊΦ {ƘŜ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ƛƴ ά! aƛŘǎǳƳƳŜǊ 
bƛƎƘǘΩǎ 5ǊŜŀƳέ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǳǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ǘǊƻǳǇŜ άhŦŦ /ŜƴǘŜǊέ ƛƴ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪΦ CƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘǿƻ 
ƴŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǘƻǳǊǎ ƻŦ ά¢ƘŜ {ǘŀǊ {ǇŀƴƎƭŜŘ DƛǊƭέ ŀƴŘ ά¢ƘŜ LƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ¸ŜŀǊǎΣέ aŀǊƛƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ƛƴ ά¢ƘŜ 
Young and The ReǎǘƭŜǎǎέ ŀƴŘ ά5ŀȅǎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ [ƛǾŜǎΦέ She staǊǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǾƛŜ άhǇŜƴ {ǇŀŎŜǎέ and won a 
5ǊŀƳŀ /ǊƛǘƛŎǎ !ǿŀǊŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǊƻƭŜ ƛƴ ά.ŜŘǘƛƳŜ {ǘƻǊȅΦέ  Her voice can be heard on National Democratic 
phone campaign ads and as an English translator in many French movies. She now writes modern-day 
morality plays including άLŦ hƴƭȅ L IŀŘ aƻǊŜ ¢ƛƳŜέ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘŜǊƳƛƴŀƭ ƛƭƭƴŜǎǎΣ ά! tǊƛǎƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aƛƴŘέ ŀōƻǳǘ 
ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǇŜƴŀƭǘȅΣ ŀƴŘ ά¢ƻ 5ƻ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ DƻƻŘέ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎǘŜƳ ŎŜƭƭ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƳŀƴ ŎƭƻƴƛƴƎΦ  {ƘŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 
executive producer of her own company and lives in Ventura County, California with her husband and 
two cats. 
 
Michael Stubel  (Author) is a sophomore in the School of Public Affairs, majoring in Political Science 
with other academic interests in United States foreign policy and journalism. He has become more 
aware and concerned with issues of social and criminal justice, particularly involving injustices within the 
capital punishment system while taking Professor Robert Johnson's Death Penalty Colloquium. Michael 
is a native of Abington, Pennsylvania, just north of Philadelphia. He enjoys writing, architecture, and 
playing baseball. 
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