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A NOTEFROM THEEDITOR-IN-CHIEF

TACEND4 18h DPOI 11 QODABET OAd AKOOAA 1 AAEOD

In a waywe are all imprisoned. Some of us in the literal sengzcked up for an illegal act we

were found guilty of committing. And others of us, metaphoricqlgonfined not by the bars

of a cell, but rather by the restraints we place on our minds or timédi 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 elemerdarect 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 hosge.

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
aA OKI St InpDéatzaVe fTrisiy R W2 y I &Justa IFdidfatipsted light on serving

time in a penitentiary bytaking on the roles of prisoners and various other actors in the
criminal justice system and examining confinement from the inside looking dachary

Cl RSWirth Breathd Y R 2 A f f XHe Ottemvaptiir& Draetaphorical imprisonment
vividly describing selhflicted 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 provid 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 ¢ but only in the short run. True human fulfilment comes from examining and
understanding the conditions of our existence, good and bad, and Grgpwith these hard
realities.Why do we imprison others®hy do we imprison ourselvef®es 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 bravegarnouengage
these grim emotions and experiences, and | 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 omythat knowledge can we find the path to
freedom from constraints that might otherwise imprison us forever.

Sonia Tabriz
EditorIn-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 surmer 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, theyre 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 tkem as they parade in front of the jury
daz2yaidsSNHnhmanénydar@& tosocie¢t KA a YIFy Ydzad 6S (SLI FNRY (K
For what seems like days on end, they demean, devalue, and debase

While the prosecution dominates the stage, the defespeaks out in whispers

No money, no resources, no public empathy
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Maybe, butwhat happened to equity? When did defense become outright surrender?
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Decision time

Confusion is just fine
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The ultimatetug 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 ciras 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 tbgeto hear the decision

The lead juror, clearing his throat, rises wearily from his seat, as if carrying a large burden
His white buttondown shirt immersed in sweat, his hand trembles as he clutches the bench

Ghy GKS O2dzy i 27F YzdzN&SS NB AMYYR (KKSS TRASNESY RR Sy30NBXE&E
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/gifiped for the death house

Yet, for all his transgressions, who will answer for the ills of society?

2 K2 gAff FyasgSNI F2NJ KAa FlFiKSNDa oNHzilf | 6dzaSK

For the horrors he witnessed as his friends were shot dead in the street?

For his drug addiction that ragcted his development?

C2NJ GKS &ASOSNB Y20KSNRa f101 2F SRdOFGA2Y FyR KSt

For the court, these objections occur in a world separate from reality

C2NJ GKS O2dzaNIiz 2yS GSNNAoftS FFOdGA2y aSNwWsSa a F+ RS
For the court, thee are no excuses

For the court, there is only an eternal marriage to death

GX2S FTAYR (GUKS RSFSYyRFIyld 3Idzaf Geé

Applause erupts from the gallery

The defendant stares straight ahead, dazed by the proceedings

¢tKS @GAOQUAYQA TFI YA & theNmiShénenhwil edsSthek B> O2y FARSY 0 (K

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 okdth 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

LT GKS aqal g 3Sa¢ | O
Throw them in the hole

Isitus

That make them crazy?

28 R2yQi 1y26
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Behind bars

Not our responsibility
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No air

TKS OF3aS AayQi 3I22R Sy 2 dedtking to do

Too free in the cage

CKNRBg SYQ Ay (KS K2ftS

In the supermax

No reason
To get up in the morning
Another human life

2 KSNB (KS& | NB y202ReQaGdiNRasts Y

Except their own

This is the consensus

Of the American people
[ 201 SYQ dzLJ
For 23 hours a day
Nobody to talk to

Except the walls

Butwhy 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

Isolation

Broken for split second

When a tray of food

Is slid through a slot

Isolation

So bad

¢KS (2dzOK 27F | 3dzZ NRQa KLy
salKl 6 Qa fSF4 G2 tAQS F2NJ
Not a preferred touch

But a touch is a touch

Isolation

Where people go crazy

Where minds are chewed away

2 KSNBE GAYS R2SayQi YIF ddGdSNJ
2 KSNB tA@QAy3 R2SayQi SEAA
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The Standard of Living
Charlie Harriman

¢C2yAIKGQa aLISOALE Aa
Yesterd@ Q& & LISOA I f

Is the same special

I had when | arrived here

Fifteen years ago

A fine balance of rotten
Green bologna
Curdled

Milk and cheese
Weeksold

Bread

Topped off with
Cockroach

Doing time?
Or a Fine dine?

LQ@S t2ad G22 YdzOK ¢SA3IKI
LQY | AKlKSR G2 f 2

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

Daysare hot as Hell

| shiver in my innocence
As | ponder my unjust fate

In my dimly lit cauldron
| 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 sameiime

Every night

Where am |?
Why am 1?
Answer:
Doing time
Paying for

{2YS 2GKSNI FdzO01 SN &

In an isolated war zone
Fueled by

G¢KS [FYR 2F (KS CNBSéY

ONR YS



TACENDAITERARMAGAZINE SPRIN@GO009

now
Sonia Tabriz

L OFyQdi 3ISi (GKSasS GK2dAKUGaA
Out of my head

Spinning around

Choking myeart

| fight

Leave me alone

Yet they linger

Gripping my life

Angrily

No regrets

Gently

Guilt ensues

Wraps its arms around me

LQY a2 NNk

Li R2SayQid YIFGdaGSN
It will all be over

Soon

Soon enough

Now
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The Enemy of Thought
ZacharyFaden

Seconeguessing, ovethinking,

Thought is the enemy of sleep.

Lingering contemplation waxes obsessing,
Utterly exhausted, wounded | weep.

Neverending, impending,
Ruination and downfall await.
Motionlessly approaching,

A terminal date, my own weight.

Stircrazy, shaking and sbked,

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, | yearn for daze.
Instances injected,dannot deal.

Stay and decay, or

Bring in the friar, | cry.

The fryer is there, they say.
Both judge: an eye for an eye.
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Confession
ZacharyFaden

G. ST2NB GKS 3INXOS
Fuck you!

Before the race of man, goes me.
Your salvation, your redemption
Only damns me.

Your Savior fails to save.

| confessed,

| found Jesus.

Jesus lost me.

Part the seas,

Part the cells.

2 KSNBE (KS ¥Fdz01 Qa
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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
Thantime

Time
On my mind
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Sanity / Insanity
ZacharyFaden

Standing on the edge,
The edge of sanity.

| fear, | fear the fall.
Looming closer, ever near,
I hear its call.

Dauntingly looms the lagk.
| fear, | fear the fall.
Relapse and retreat,

No ground for my feet,
Footing fades, hands fly
On the way, on the way
To Insanity.

10
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Compulsive
Courtney Edmands

1,2, 3,4,

After that 25 times more.

Soap and water

Rinse and lather.

Keeping things arouhme clean;

By doing this, the world keeps spinning;
Instead of my head.

If | stop,

We all fall dead

5,6,7,8,

The fate of this, you must not break.

11
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Hope Revisited
Charlie Harriman

First or last
No difference to me
LYyy20SyoOS
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In the game of truth

In the game of belief

| AM just a number
The price | pay

For befriending a thief
¢tKSe ale LQ@S 320 |
Gotta keep up hope

But | gave up my spirit years ago

To survive this place and cope

My flame dwindled

To spark

When inevitdility struck
Lifewithout in a shoebox
Is just my luck

But maybel. @y f

The whole hope thing again
52y Qi slyld G2 R
52y Qi slyld G2 o

S KSNB
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Sanctuary
Charlie Harriman

The feeling of living, yet temporarily
Can be found down thegths

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 atics of our minds

Intentionally collecting dust

Sitting patiently

Stacked up in the corner of the room

2 A0K GKS mH 2Q0ft201 tA3IKIG FNRY G(GKS 6AYyR29%
Exposing the endless pages

That will reveal remedies for

Sanctuary

Only now do | venture into the attic
And blow the dust away from

The pages of guidance

Where do | want to go?

The words easily bring me back
Entangled with a sense of déja vu
The stories remind me of my life
Man versus Man

The everlasting battles

Man versus Self

An everlasting tranquility

13
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empty spaces
Sonia Tabriz

in this state

between sleep and wake

| 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 tdface

loneliness

too real for us to take
that perhaps

this is it

Reprinted from Bleak House Revidgsue #2 January 2009

Awarded the Tacenda Literary Award for Best Poem in 2008

&

14
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Hard to Breathe
ZacharyFaden

Breathtaking beaty, 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 mychest and chilling the air.

No longer nestled very near, lonely | am

Breathing hard, hardly breathing.

15
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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 torgb onto.

Bubbles, like puffs of air

Surround with the thickness of sunlight.

They rise above

CH1AY3a 2FF 6A0GK AN GKS@ Q@S adGz2tSy FTNRY dzZNHSyd 3t
¢tKSNBQa | K2fS Ay GKS o262y 2F G4KS &ast

Where someone fled and left me.

¢tKSNBQa I K2fST GKSNBQa || K2t S

In the heart of who it could be
Watching me fall to the bottom
Sunk.

16
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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 Ity 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 heldqewust of all, that they

could gan 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-ttkeded inmate, for Nathan to realize

that he must abide by the wisdom of his dased lover and find another way to combat his grief.

PORRIP.

A pause, a shake of the wrist.

POPRIP.

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.

Heloweredk A & | N a (G2 akKFk(1S GKSY 2dzi O2YLX SicSt & o I
not to mention his trigger finge¢ 4 SNX y dzY o @ | S NMzoo6SR KAa SeSa @A13
Y2NB GKFy R21TS aiAyO0S ¢206Se RASRO® LG KIFER 0SSy ¥2dz

AtthisK A& ONI Ay FflakKSR o016 01 2 GKS K2NNRofS AYl
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 debilitatenge. 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 maishaped target.

G, 2dzQNB | 3I22R aK2ioé
He whirled around, startled, the gun nearfling from his hands.
G2 K2F>¢ [/ KFNIAS KStR dzLJ F LI fYS INAYYAYy3IS y

GR2

GLOQA y20 Fdzyyesé bl aKFy ayl LIISRTI a, 2dz a0l NBR

Charlie just looked at him for a moment, smile fading, a gentle observation. Nathan felt
momentarily embarrased, knowing how he must have lookedhis hair wild, eyes sunken and
bloodshot, skin sickly white, clothes hanging from his frame like someughninway model.

G,2dz £t221 tA1S KSftf oé

Nathan discharged the cartridge from the gun and picked up anothekirstpdt carelessly into
0KS KIFIYyRfST 4[A1S L RARYQO IfNBIFIRe (y26dé

G,2dz 320 F LISNX¥YAG F2N dKFd GKAYy3IKE

'S AaYAESR 4 /KFNIASYT 6AGK2dzi 61 NY¥iK 2NJ KdzY2 NE

{2 GKSe& 2dzai f Sl @& 2leks srhlidalii2 YAlyli AKBKNE A GK  LISN

G2 SQNB 2RW R2KO§ aab tKSaS o0602@ea 2dzi KSNB R2y Qi 3IA
{SO2YyR ! YSYRYSyG A& {1SLIWG Aydal Ol oé

G2 KSNBQR @&2dz 380 AlGKE

aG! f20 2F ljdzSadAz2ya G2RIFe&xX [/ KINISaope

G!' yasgSNI GKSY FyR GKSeQff 32 IgLke& FlLadiSNE avYl NI

Q
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R2Yy Qi 2¢S RpIDd I2RREYY (K
/| KEFNY AS AA3IKSRE FT2NOAYy3I KAYaSgd G2 3ISyidtS KAa
&/ dzNAR 2 dza K L 6Sd @&2dz I NB®é
He put on his noiseancelling headphones and fired another entire round. All of them hit fatal
marks on the target. Satisfied, Nathan todktbe headphones and ran a shaking hand through his hair,
aL 320 AL R2gyl(26y o0 hdzi 2F GKS GNXzy|{ 2F a42YS 3Idz
SOSNJ alLSy i e
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/| KNI AS aKz221 KA&a KSIFIRX da.S80FdzAS L R2y QG o6Sft A

KSFNJAG FNBY @&2dzpé

IS Yy2RRSR® Ghl1Z LQf fyodkhavSomerbwzhaifuckers tha Blddi @S NE A
he paused, then swall)l® RT KS 02 dzf Ry ¢hat kiietl dm, wieke $iveyl bal; Snll of @ourse
GKSANI RAGAYS £ SFRSNJ Lzl dz2lJ GKS FdzyRa G2 3Sd GKSY
Dakota.¢ KS8 QNB [ ff (23SGKSNE Sl ae (G2 LAO|l 2FF ¢

Gbl Sz &2dz Ol yQiH CKFG LIXFOS Aa 3I2Ay3 G2 o068
SELISOGAYI e2dz 12 aK2g¢g dzZJdx yR AlG Attt IABS GKSY

brﬂKryQa a YAt ONIOGKSAE feS2Rdz KIAZYNER Sdli/aK I L Q@S &Gl @ SR
GAYS&azé FyR G GKA&AX bliKFryQa SeSa ¢Syd atAakafte
RNBa&aSR GKS LXFOS dals a2 L ¢2dz RyQl (ueRdretel & (KS
OSy i SN ¢t2f R YS LQR FAYR &adzOK aLIANAR{GdZ t NBad GKS
odzi L ySOSNI K2dzaAKEG X dE

'S aylLIWSR o601 G2 FGdSydAiazys KAa FF0OS KINRO®
showed me H of their secret passageways and defense gear, because they were convinced they could
turn me. | know exactly where to go. And if they catch me? Charlie, | could think of nothing better to
IABS Y& tAFS F2NWE

bl S GKIFIG Aa FdzO1Ay3a [ w! %, ¢

Nathan had @irned away from him, running his thumb lightly over the filed area of the gun,
GKSNBE (KS aSNAIf ydzYoSN) dzaSR (G2 o6So aLdaQa yz20 fA
KSINR KAY YdziadSNE a! G €SIFad GKSYy LQR 6S 6AGK KAYX

G WS & dza = abli¢ \iieGtXc embrdce him, and Nathan let him for just a moment before
Lzt t Ay3a gl @& aL KIFI@S (G2 FAYAAK LINI OGAOAy3IdE

/| KNI AS aK22{1 KAA KSIFIRX LAO|IAY3 dzLJ bl GKFyQa (
AK20AY3 A0 Ayd2 KAA § NIAZA D 284 BR dXOSNBE R2y S o , 2dzQ

Gb2 LQY y2io¢

G,Sa &2dz I NBo CKSNBEQa a2YS2yS @&2dz ySSR (G2 YSS

5

* * * * * *

G/ KI NI ASS 6SQ0S 0SSy RNAQGAY3 &2dziK F2NJ 20SNJ |y

G2Stf> bliSx ﬁéékédd?Y@ﬁéK@@@JﬁQNJaz 32 RRIYY f
GraAl | aK22iGAy3 Nry3aS GKNBS 20ya 2OBSNWE

a,2dz RARYQU FyagsgSNI ve udﬁéuxzywé

G!' YR LQY y23G 32Ay3 (2¢ Wdza i aAd ol O1 FyR akdz

Nathan grumbled but did as told, the gun still lying in his.0® /| KF NI AS Se@SR Al ¢
dzyt 2+ R IyR 201 GKIFIG GKAYy3 FyR Lidzi AG Ay GKS &l F8
0S8 |

-0t S G2 3ASH Ayodé

GaDSG Ay othd biEKE I YR

aLY GKS &FFS 0602ESX dzyRSNJ GKS aSl| Goé
G{ SNA2dzaf & K¢
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GWSadeSs HIQY FTNRBY ¢ S N

LI dzZa SRX YI ySdz@SNAyYy 3 (K - aah

32RRIYY GKAYy3 Féglezx gAff & QKE

G, 2dzQNB | g Fdzf G Sy aSdoingak hefwdsdoklé KS RNIF gt S
G, SFKZ ¢Sttt LQ@®S 332G | K2YAOARFt YIFYAFO
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 thoraughfares behind that first fence lined \Wwitbarbed wire - beigeygray refrigerator boxes

stacked together, melding into the hazy blue of an Inedsammer sky. Auburn Correctional Facility.

Charlie drove a few more minutes before turninght, through agate marked,# A 8 A 1 2 NJ | NNX @I f a4 d
G2 AGZ¢ blFdOdKFY GdzZNYSR | NRPheagkKRR Ay KAa aSrkrdz a, 2d
Charlie just nodded.
a2 KeKHé¢
L G2fR @2dzx GKSNBQa az2vyS2yS L ¢tyid @2dz 12 YSS
Nathan attempted to process this as Charlie drove the rest of the waheiroad and parked.

GD20 @&2dzNJ L5K [ SI &S S@GSNEGKAY3I StasS Ay GKS OF

Gl 2¢g OlFy L 32 Ay (GKSNB G2 @GAard az2yvyS2yS L R2y.
2YSOKAY3AKE
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* * * * * *

After a run through a metal detector and being clipped with badges, Nathan and Charlie were

taken by a guard through automatiock 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 wascalat airconditioned cold or bone

chilling cold, but vague and desperate, contaigedl ( K A y ® bl iKIFIy &KdJdzZRRSNBRO® a
/| KIF N AS NH2©oOoSR KA&a o0l O1X dawdzad G11S I RSSLI 6NB
And then, through another sliding metal door, came a motorized wheelchair, with a young

female guard walking closelyehind. The man, still imposingly large despite his obvious handicap,

gKSSEt SR aUNFAIKG dzlJ G2 / KINIAS® a1l Ses fAGGES ONP
Charlie put his hand over the atrophied fingers arranged carefully in a special armrest. The

other hand was curled loosely aroutite joystick that moved the chair. Charlie stared at the first hand
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Nathan just stared at the crippled form before him, so Sam gave Einvah £ S &, S
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Nathan finally recovered, with a shake of the head and a characteristic return to his chronic,
SEKIFIdzaiSR 4026t ab2i GKIFIG L ¢F& IABSY || OK2AOSDE
Sam turned to Chadiwith a questioning glance, and his younger brother returned it with an
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The resulting chuckle infuriated Nathan, but he kept his mouth shut.
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the time | came out at fifteen, | had people trying to save soul from fiery damnation, including my
26y LI NBydao LF A0 KFERYQO 0SSy F2NJ/KFENXIAS RSTS
town that God made me the way | was and loved me to pieces for it, | never would have set foot inside a
churchagain.
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came to accept it in their own way. | even made friends that were like me. That gay bar was nothing
but a hole in the wall in the downtown ghetto, batS t S ySR 2y SI OK 2 KSNXE

He stared wistfully into space, as if he was seeing that tiny room, with its mikdsvirick walls
FYR GFGGSNBR NIAyoz2g¢g FEl3 teAy3a | ONRaa GKS YI1Sa
people can be raised in a way make them unforgiving of the differences of others. About once a
week, someong a local high school or college lq@s 2 dz2f R 6 Sl i GKS aAKAG 2dzi 27
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He stared at Nathan in surprise.
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disgusting competition. The cops turned their backs on all of it. Everyone else jusf jré&@eR A RARY
exist, even though boys were ending up in the hospital almost every day.
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Because of the circumstances of tbase, | skirted the death penalty, and they transferred me up here
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stopped it somehow, if they just could have made me stragght.
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window to the outside world.
G¢KS GNHzZiK A& bl OKFYyS GKFEGO L ¢2dz RyQid o6S KSNZI
to do to make things right. | had to lose friends, family, and my freedom before | realizettueit
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. Wewerejsst Y ANE GKIF G y2GKAy3 St asS a
bl GKFEY &GN AIKG Sy Sright s bedangdy L BogkSaEwhat they drerddoiRy td
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The guard heard the shouting and looked back with a glare of warning. Nathan forced himself,
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that rage, andtiwill DESTROY you. It will fill you itpwill consume you, and will KILL you, Nathan.
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Nathan straightened his spine, his face again turning hard with determination.
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it hurts to get out of bed every fucking morning, even if some days you just have to lie there until it gets
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Nathan sat limply in his chair, spent fromthig R KA a 26y AYYSNIJ GdzN¥2Af @
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* * * * * *

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 gloriotafidat®mon sun. He took
a deep breath. Finally, Charlie tapped him on tke2sdzf R S NJp a[ SGQa 3I2 ¢

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.
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They took the long way, gay 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.
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Charlie looked; indeed, the fence that normally split the -oityned 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 cartime gravel by the side of a small hill, covered in bushes and-kigge
grass, brown and neglected. The water lapped less than a foot from the front of the car. There was no

R201Z y2 LINRGSOGADS o NNA SN ,@dz O2dzZ Ry Qid OFft A
By this point, Nathan had wrestled open the box and pulled out his gun and three of the
cartridges.
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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 throwrit 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 grayblue wth reddishbrown 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.

CAylLfttes /KIQMIAS aLkR1SY abl 4GS
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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.
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how he lived his life. And he wouldvehatedit. | want to do itso much but | know how Tobey would
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Nathan looked up at the sky for a few minutes, pewter gray and threatening rain. Then he
f221SR o0 O]l F+d KAa FTNBESYRI G/ KFNISaz aGlr1S YS K2Y

Charlie nodded and threw an arm around him and led him back to the truck, knowing his legs
were weak and shaky from fatigue.
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The Jungle
Christopher Dum

As a little g, 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, BetiliK SN a | G G SY LI G2
fragile lifespan as a pirateshipNaLJt | Y S5 | Yy R 54 tiyhd rBacHing. (5am diwayd dvahteditS Y
travel back in time to see things like the dinosaurs and to join the files of cowboys or Indians. But
Danielle wantedto 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
OKIyaSR YR {FY 3ANBg dzZlJ FFadaGdSNI Ky akKS O2dzZ RQOS
then the next he was gone in a flash and a cloud of smoke. h&el it was just business, nothing
LISNB2Y | @ CKIFGiQa K2g AG ¢l a 2y GKS A0NBSGaod . dzii

Her mother took it personally. Not as if she had any control over the bottle for as long as
Danielle could remember, but after S&& RS 6K GKS Y2ySeé ad2LIISR Tt 2«
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
shiS YAIKG R2 Gaz2yS GKAy3aé G2 KSELI GKS FrYAfe 2dzio
Al YSIydo {KS (2fR 0GKSY GKIG &aKSQR GKAY{ I 02dz
couch, Danielle stabbed his fat ass to death.

When she s thirty, the parole board asked her if she was sorry. And in a way, she was. She
YSOSNI NBFtte gl yiSR G2 (Afft ¢SRR&3Z 2dzad hiRbdyy Qi ot
F3FAyad KSNARAZI YR RARYQO .4Theyibld Gethafithey thoBghtisieavasa NS I (i K
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 backihgs 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 excons. Some of them were hoping to get things back to normal, some of them wanting to get
back intocriminal 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 aajyawoicehad gotteninto a vicious argument
GKFd YAIKGQOS O02YS G2 o0ft26a dzyRSNJ RAFFSNBYy G OANDd
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 wien 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 lotkivayds
something better.

G! t NAIKG IANI Az £SGQa 3A2H¢ O2YYIFIYyRSR (GKS 2FFAO

With some moaning and groaning, the passengers flickered to life and began to file off the bus.

The officer nodded to each and muttered somethingth &2 dzy RSR f A1 S> &a322R f dz0]

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 burgerApparently, half the bus thought so too as most of them began
wandering through the inch deep snow towards the restaurant.

G/ by L KSEfL)I @2dKé ¢KS |OyS FFOSR GSSylF3asSNI I
there.
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G, Sazé¢ 51 yASslfcBnsideBnglordetnB avergthBhéldnzhdamenu. She fingered the
twenty-dollar bills in her pocket and silently calculated in her head.
{2 6KIG R2 @&2dz ¢l yiK¢
LT &a2YS2yS KIR aLlR{1Sy (2 5FyASttS gAGK GKIFG
getting her teeth knocked out. She wished for a moment that she had done that to the girl on the bus.
GLQft KIFI@S | ydzYoSNI FAGS gAlGK I 021So al 1S A
GeKFEGQa TAWNT S BSy e
After getting her change, she stepped to the side @& tiounter 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 toanuch. 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 mostwtléeast 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 thg she needed was another rim 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 pil&ragh 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, sheO2 dzf Ry Qi G4Stf AF A4 gFa F Yry 2NJ ¢g2YFys odzi
G{eI ¢KS 2IFI01Si0 sla dzyF2NBSGGlIof S {2 6la (Kl
G2 KId GKS KSff R2 @2dz ¢l yiKe
Gb2iKAY 3D W/ S GKIFG 3FLGS YzySe GKIG @2dz 320
Danielle scoffed and lookedétyirl in the eye.
G CdzO1 @& 2 dzdé
bl KZ A0 R2y QO ¢62N)] fA1S GKI Goé
The girl bent down and grabbed a piece of timber from the mess of trash at her feet. Danielle
eyed her coolly.
¢.8FKZ 6AGK YS Al R2840é
She took a few steps forward and the girl moweddlock 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.
G{KAGHE AKS ONRSR 2dzi o
Gb2¢ @2dz R2y S Fdz01 SR dzLJpé
The next blow hit her right on the temple, knocking her silly. As Danielle laycsesgious on
thegroundtheI A NI [jdzA O1f & NAFE SR GKNRdAZAK KSNJ LR2O1Sdasz Gl
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 andiBliswas left alone lying on the snowy pavement.
Get up she told herself, 2 dzQ@S KIFyRf SR Y2NB GKIy GKA&a® D2 3Si
the next chapter of your life?
Bloodied and confused, Danielle stumbled to her feet. Tears ditangyes 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 gt 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 wamutdo 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 he darkness, not fully materializing but calling to her, or warning her.

¢tKS &az2dzyR 2F GKS 3dzyyAy3d o0dza Sy3aiayS YIRS KSNJI a
pictured it in her dreams. There were no friends, only enemies. No safety, no cporibrtanother
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 waghhouse. 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 Danietlecheomeone to
Grtl1 G2X aKSQR aSS{U /KAOIF3I2Qa | ROAOSO® dzi AT aKSe
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.

Hed 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 highrb meals and almost noercise. To her horror, the bus began to
pull away from the curb.

G2l AdGH¢E akKS gl Af SR odzi GKS O2f R I ANJ adzO]

{KS NIXAaSR | KFEYR Ay | FdziAtS FaGaGSYLW G2 NJ ©
The bus beganto fic dzLJ alLJISSR FyR gAGK Ada 1ljdzAO1SyAy3 LI OS:
else was on her mind except getting on that bus. She had no clue as to what she would say to get on,
0dzi KSNJ YAYR gl ayQi GKAY{1Ay3 Kiedito Set shdll igdalS ang @ Ly
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
LI G K ® ¢KSNBE ¢ a | (KdzR | &g abrosythehbod &n@ antodah2 géunds | & &L
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 emtirdd. There were hints
of pain on the periphery oK SNJ @A AA2Yy S odzi F2NJ 0KS Yz2ad LI NI &K
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 drugsién tr 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 wast 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 gathedlearound 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 thédasdent 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./ 2YS KSNB Qkautthele. A 1 Q& | 2dzy
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Window Pain
Justin Ederheimer

| awoke as the sun shone through the window, piercing my eyes with rays of bright light. |
always seemed to sleep too much, because there was nothing for me to do. | was imprisoned, and have
beenmyentre ¥ S F2NJ NSl a2ya L R2y Qi S@Sy (y2¢éd L KI @3S
anything to even merit a slap on the wrist. Of course, | have been imprisoned my whole life, so the
opportunity to be a model citizen has apparently passed me by.

IneveNJ {yS¢6 Y& LI NBydasx odzi L OFYy AYIF3IAYS L glay
been abandoned at a young age. It has been 49 years that | have been imprisoned, and no sign of them
trying to help me out of my cage. | imagine that they are qitthead, or in a state of mind where they
are slowly dying, in a situation much similar to mine.

For someone imprisoned, | 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 déenquite an upscale prison, but in reality,
| 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
tagte of the outside world, but not letting me take a bite. | tried and tried again to find a fault in the
windows design, but they were made of some very strong material. | would sit against them and scratch
for hours, slowly losing my mind, drifting intosamity. | saw green grass, cars, even people walking with
big animals (which | did not know the name of), which looked quite threatening. | sometimes saw small
animals outside, animals | knew that | could easily take all my rage out on. | wanted tomipafzet,
limb by limb, and let them slowly die, giving them the same pain | feel every day. Then | 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 fhreson 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. ltwas surprising SOl dza S KS gt a NBFftfe FTNASYRfe& gAlGK |ff
Jeff was much younger than most of the other wardens, but still bigger than me. | would look forward to
the weeks when he would have food duty for me. The others judtnfie once a week and | had to
ration it appropriately, but when Jeff was on duty, he would refill my bowl, and even slip me some
OKAO1SY a2YSiAYSa FTNBY G(GKS g4I NRSyQa F22R (lFofSod W
to me when he could, but WSy GKS NBaid 2F (GKS 41 NRSya 6SNBE | NJ
probably the pressure from them to hate me.

.dzi S@Sy WSFF RARY QO R2 YdzOK F2NJ YS (2 glyd
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door whenever the wardens left. They were too quick. | always seemed to have it shut in my face, and if
L RAR YF{1S Al 2dzi> L ¢l a agAFafe Lzl ofgddikking ol O 7
breaks for it. | sat thinking about a plan, but nothing ever came to mind. | 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 rabut. The windows had become fogged up and | could
ol NBfe aSS 2dzi 2F GKSY® WSTT KIR STl KAA AKATFOZ
larger warden, George, as the others called him, had apparently been drinking a lot. He woultestumb
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 | had left in my feeble body. | 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 becé@n KI NAKSNJ G4KS f2y3ISNI GKIFIG L NBYFAYS
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believe | had made it to the outside wd. | realized another thinghere were multiple prisons spread
out throughout a whole outdoor complex. | sought shelter under a large tree tabqurisons down. |
sat, cold and weary, tired from running.

The next morning, it was still raining. | found a small baby bird, and did what | had planned:
viciously killed it. The bird screeched and cried, as | sank my teeth through its neck, blbowygus
| 26 SOSNE L ¢l ayQid FSStAy3a lye atrdAraftroOodizye L 02 dz
dzy RSNJ Y& GNBS F3aFLAys f2ySte F2NJ WSTFTFQa O2YLIyesx
was lying, | saw one of the & 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 | could not
understand, and then brutishly scraped a huge trio of claws across my face, carving a ldaody s
running down my cheek. | ran as fast as | could back to the prison through the rain, but my aching bones
needed food and warmth. He chased me, hot on my tail, when | hopped to the top of a tree outside my
house. Jeff saw me sitting there and rushed.ddé grabbed me and carried me inside, safe from the
dog.

As much as | had resented the prison in the past, | welcomed its comfort from the outside
world. Maybe | was here for my own protection from the harshness of the outside world. | looked up at
Jeffk YR KS aYAf SR R2g¢y |G YS® aléoS L éla gNRy3 |02
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 | sat and dralkkshowly from my bowlpondering which |
valued moremy 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 intenodor 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.

62 KSNB A& akKSKé . drchell $héldacaski? thedentl Seding wes Hifficals 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 W@ent S 3 &
covered.

As he scanned the crowd, Baxter thought he caught sight of the pale blue blouse she sometimes
g2NB® . dzii GKSYy KS O2dZ R y28( 06S &dz2NB yR O2dzZ R y2i
aFAR ljdZAStGted aLQY gl adAay3a vYe GAYSPE

TheevaAl St A a0 &aK2dziSR F3aFAYy Ayid2 GKS YAONRBLK2Z2YSZ
HER KNEES BEFORE THE PROPHET, HER HEAD BENT SO LOW THAT HER TEARS MINGLED WITI
5/ {¢H w21 6 a9KQ {19 /wL95H W21, 6 a9H a, I {. ! b5Q{
BEEN TRUEAVE | NOT PRAYED EVERY DAY? WHY HAS MY SAVIOR DONE THIS? WHY HAS MY SAVI
Chw{!Y9b a9 Lb a, l h!w hC b995KQ¢ ¢KS S@Fy3asStaiai
1yStid R2gy lFa ¢gSttd 1S (yStd R2eys LI2 GSFRNIK AYAC | KL{y
,hiw ¢9{¢x a, .9[h+x95 {L{¢9wH D2R A& GSadAiy3a e&z2dz
your faith be beaten down! Stay true, and you shall dwell in the house of the Lord forever!

IV 9 ) W1 HE

As Baxter walked toward the ex# white worshiper, his hair combed back into a ducktail
skipped wildly up the isle shouting glory, plowing through people like advaed locomotive. Baxter
shoved him as he passed so that he fell across the laps of three Black women cooling thewitielves
LI LISNJ Fryad atSFOSE . NRPGKSNH tSIFOS 0SS 4AGK @&2dzHée
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. Baxteresrdl tight, bitter smile; he must be getting really
RSALISNI G0SsE GNBAY3 G2 O2y@AyOS KSNJI G2 YSSG KAY KSN.

Climbing into his sports car, the broad shouldered young man drove along narrow country roads
back toward Restonville. When he reached the intersectiostead of continuing on toward downtown
he veered left, crossed the metal bridge with its thumping span joints to the island and drove to his
LI NByiaQ o6SIOK K2dzaSeo [SFPAy3d KAa akKz2Sa 2y GKS Ol
down the dwckboard 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, tofihdi & 2 6y f S@St X¢ KA & & 2
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 notbeseen. dzi aKS alFARI y23X 4KS RAR y20 o0Stz2y3a 2y i

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
Fgl @& FfEY2a0 AYYSRAFGSt@d a{2 ONRSTFI (KS Y2YSyizxz¢
why do people feel they have the righttotell me what® 8 ¢ K2Y (2 &aLISyR Y& GAYS

{026t Ay3ar KS &K221 KAa KSIR FyaNARfeo Cdzi G K|
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 ngusiio 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 coupes walk slowly around the flames, staring into them, feeding on theman-moths
fascinated. A guitar strummed; a mouth harp moaned; metronome shasjginters climbed the sand
dunes behind. Nothing for Baxter, and what did he expect? People togethar devas alone, people
he probably knew. He felt drawn to them, drawn to the firenanmoth Baxter, but knew he could not
go, not any more, he shook his head again, amotmorebecause Ramona would not be welcome at the
fire.
Turning away, he headed Hainto 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
GKSNB® IS KIR 2yfeée KAYaSt¥ G2 dFrf1 6A0K HKAfS KS
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 tryingdarn enough money to enter veterinary school. At
first he did not like her, a proud, ligiskinned AfreAmerican, especially when she commented cynically
Fo2dzi KA& dafdzYYAy3dé GKSYy O2YLI NBR KAY (2 F NAXOK
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. Everifueyiybegan
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 &gpe. 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.
Gb20KAY3a &aK2dzZ R 6S OF3ISRZI¢ wlkY2yl RSOfINBR FA
FNBESde | Y AtheSooin@ht WakclBmarNdozh§ iNhe 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 dathay leaned on the railing
of the wooden bridge that arched over the lpad studded pond watching mallard ducks below she
al ARZ G9OBSY AF S R2 aSi A0 FTNBSI Al oAttt LINBOI ¢
notevenwanttolea8 ® ! yR Fyeégles GKSeQff 2dzad OGNIX L) Fy233§KSN
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GKSANI 26y LINAQGIGS OF3aSax Of dZRAY 3 KdzYl ya d¢
G2 KId R2 @2dz YSI yKEé
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are not necessarily made of bars. Mgge is my skin color and being born poor in a small city where
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axter hurried back to the beach @S> f Si KAYAStEF Ayz OFftSR wlkY2yl
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miles outside the city instead of inviting me your home, Baxter? Have you spoken to your parents
8SUKE
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things right again, to get things back to normal will be to pis i me, to turn me into a goidigging,
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Your parents are giving you the money. Your parents have given you everything you wanted. But mine
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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 carryingphiatedi
placards. Children ran excitedly about; older people stood waiting, gathered around dnajregt
minister. As Baxter moved into the crowd several people nddaoigt 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, sheturned her back.

A police car, its red rodights 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 WNHO®E YOUR LEADERS WILL COME TALK
WITH ME, WE WILL TRY TO WORK THIS OUT!"
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protection for the West Side community, especially around the elementary school. $dmekeds to
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As the crowd cheered the chief raised his bullhorn agaidNDERSTAND YOUR PROBLEM! BUT
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The miniser 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 vgmdled up to block the marchefxoute. The back doors
swung open. Patrolmen jumped out wearing riot gear and carrying shields.

"WE WILL BE PEACEFUL!" Thelgiagd Reverend boomed. "WE WANT NO VIOLENCE! ALL WE
WANT IS PROTECTION FOR OUR COMMUNITY, FOR OUR CHILDREN! ALL WERNGHNTSISNQUR
+Lh[ 9b/ 9HE

/| KAST DAooa fAFGSR KAa odAf t K2Nyo a¢l L{ L{ .,
IMMEDIATELY YOU WILL BE ARRESTED! | REPEAT! UNLESS YOU DISPERSE IMMEDIATELY, YOU WI
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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 waring 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 coud 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 policalfechrry, halfdrag 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 sh&«¢ NHSR ol O] G2 ddaAaA 4 Fy 2FFAOSNIDA &f¢
lunging forward, grabbed the arm. As the officer spun toward him, startled recognition distorted the
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Somebody pinned his arms from behind and lifted him, carrying him away. The photographer
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much larger than Baxter. He had played football at State, his nose bentysliglitie left. He barely fit
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son, | know things are chging.And | know you have feelings for the Holmes girl. But you need to think
0KA&a GKAYy3I GKNRBAdAKO® CKSNBQa |y | gFdzA €20 dbd adl
decide to get together with her, to try and make things workhalter, people around here will turn
against your family. Do you want that?
G2SQftt tABS Ay lVihtLyal o¢
Pulling a handkerchief from his pocket, the chief wiped sweat off his forehead as he watched
GKS tFad @ry Lzt | g &3 dHere o godBaxted Aridl 2adyouf think tkdt @S LIN
e2szR SOSNI 6S FotS (2 02YS K2YSK 52 @2dz G4KAYy]l GKS
@2dz GKAY]l @2dzNJ LI NByidaz 2NJ KSNJ LI NByida F2N dkKIdG Y
GL R2WIQGG 26 IKSE NI GKA&ADE . FEGSNI NBLX ASR | yINRT &d
GKFG wlkY2yl 62yQiG 0SS Kdz2NIZ (KIFIG aKSQftt 6S NBfSFas
CdzNYyAy3 aftz2pfter GKS OKASTQAa ONRBgy SeSa KI NRSyS
how to do my job, sos.
GL syl e2dzN) 62 NRDE
The chief stared.
Baxter stared back.

P'FOSNI L f2y3 aAtSyOSs GKS 2ftRSNJ YIY 3INHzyGSRZ N
Y& $2NR® b2g¢g 3ISOH 2dzi 2F Yeé LI GNBEf OFNXP ¢KS LINRGSa
aGb2o¢

GD22R® LQY 3A2Ay3 (2 tSG e2dz 6l t]1 K2YS a2 ez2dz
aldl GdAz2y Xe

2 KSy . FTEGSNI NBFOKSR KA& LINByiliaQ Kz2dza$S KS AY
Nobody answered. He called four more times and still no answer.n€xt 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.

CKIFG S@SyAy3a a42YSo02Re FAylLffe IyagSNBR (KS LIK?Z
She packed her things a2 S R 2 dzil ®¢

G2 KSNS RAR aKS 323 o6F O] (G2 KSNJ LI NBylhakKe

G{KS tSTlG GKS OAle& d¢

G5AR (KS LRfAOS F2NOS KSNJ G2 3IA2KE

PFASNI I f2y3 LI dzasS GKS O02dzaAy &l ARI aGaXL R2yQi
angry, but then she cried. All | know is that tHeypt her at the station after letting the rest of us go. |
g AGSR® {KS g2dZ RyQid GSfft YS gKIG KFLIWSYSR® { KS .
F LI NLGYSYy(doé

G52 @&2dz 1y2¢6 6KSNB akKS ¢gSyiKé

G,Sazx L (1y2¢ o6KSNBE aKS giSy@adzoddi RXEQihk aj BRy Y Sl
KIFa | f20 32Ay3 FT2NJ KSNE . IEGSN® L R2y Qi 6yl G2
two of you should not have happened. Please leave her alone. Please let her be and go on about your
life. fyoucaresF 2 NJ KSNE GKI GQa ¢KIFI(d &2dzQff R2 dE

G2Aftf &2dz G €SHad 3IAGS YS KSNJ I RRNBaa a2z L Ol
b2 L 62yQli 3IAPS e&2dz KSNJ I RRNBaaxé ¢KS 02dzaa
dzy G Af GKS téléé Nbzy & 2dzi® LT &2dz aSyR | fSGGSNI KS
G, @5 y23G S@Sy 3I2Ay3 G2 €SO YS dlFf1 6AGK KSNWE
Gb2z y24 AT L OFy KStfLI AldXal&éoS GKAA A& e&2dzNJ i
. EGSNI TNRBSsYSRTI a2Keé RAR @&2dz al GKFGK 2 KFG R2
aL IV?)\IV?yQu are AGd whkY2yl alFAR AG® Wdzaid hedo ST2 NS
GdzZNY SR FyR &FARZ Wwe¢eStt . IEGSNIGKIG YIFLéoS GKAA A&
Moving to the beach house Baxter continued to prepare for his graduate studies, continued
GSIFOKAYy3I® IS RAR y2i oNARGS GKS tSGGSNI 0SOldzasS KS
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wkf{1SR G2 WFHOl1az2y tIN]X QGAaAGSR GKS 2GG4SNJ I yR TFSF
0SI OK K2dzaS: ¢KSYy KS O2dA R y2i afSSLlE KS g2dzZ R 3
listening to the surf sliding in and out, trying to decidkw & (2 R2 X

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
OFrdFArAakKed ' GKNBS 2 Q0 trav®©throughkddrk, Endpfy Tity streefsTo JecksNd/ A y 3
Park. Climbing the fence, he followed the moonlit path past the low glow of a light in the reptile house.

2 KSy . FTEGSNI NBIFIOKSR (KS 2G6dGSNna O3S GKS lityAYl £ f
gra ol 1S® I'S alFAR ljdzAaSiGftes a,2dz 1{y296 YS o0& y2060
GKS o02fd OdzidSNJ 0KS @&2dzy3 YIly Lldzi GKS 3If20Sa 2vy:
dzy RSNR G YR 6KIFGiQa KILILISHFAFSG A ®S2&5iZFTodkA & QOK3I &
82dz Oy R2 Al®é

2 KSy KS KSfR 2Ly G(GKS al 01 ¢AGK GKS FAaak Fd Al
move

2SS ySSR (2 KdAzZNNE ®¢

The otter did not move.

axX{2 ¢S KI@S (2 RRimatikghBaxtei réa8heddloNRintasthegcaye. When
KAa 3f20S (2dzOKSR GKS 200SNNa KSIRXI GKSNB gl a yz2
FI RSRZ &, 2dzQNB y20 GKFG FIFEN 32ySo | 2dz OF yQi S Gf

0
SRR KAa 3JIft20SR KIYyR R2gy 2@0SN) 6§KS o6l 01 2F G4KS Iy,
G§SSGK Ay GKS @&2dzy3a YlIyQa aKANIatSS@S o0STF2NB &0 NUZ
the front of the cage, Baxter tried to force it intoetsack. 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
dK2dz2f RSNJ . FEGSNI INIF60SR (KS o02tdG OdziGSNI I yR KdzNNA
During the ride to the river the otter lay so still in the sack beside him that Baxter feared it might
60S RSIR® 2KSy KS NBIFIOKSR GKS gl Gd4dSNRa SR3IS FyR Ld:
tipped the bag and dumped the animal out. Scrambling to i, fdhe otter crouched staring at him. It
seemed terrified, its sides heaving.
G2la GKAa + YAadlr{1{SK L R2yQd ¢lyd GdKA&a (G2 oS
Taking the two untouched catfish out and laying them in front of the otter, Basgtezad the burlap
alr ol 2y GUKS YdzR olylz ald R2gy 2y AGd aLQff adl e
J32ySed LG YAIKEG GF1S e2dz + oKAES G2 NBIEATS dKAAZ
For almost an hour the animal crouched motionlessept for its heaving sides. Baxter watched.
¢CKSYys FAylftes a (KS K2NAT 2y (2 GKS Srad o0S3alry 3
turned to look toward the river.
G, S8azr GKFGQa NAIKGP ¢KS NAROSNI Aa oKSNB @2dz oSt
A painful sadess welled up inside as Baxter got to his feet. He took a deep breath, held it for a
Y2YSYy(GzX 0SF¥F2NB atz2gfte tSGGAy3a AG 2dzid aXLGQa y2i
another chance. Ramona would like that, you getting anot®dek | y OS dé¢ 2 KSy (GKS &Yl
AKATGSR G2 &aGFINB G KAYZ . IEGSNI y2RRSRI aXL KI @8
1SSL) 82dz HtABS dzyGAf @2dz Oy FAAdz2NE (GKAy3Ia 2dziXé
The young man walked to his car. He opened the door but did @bing continued watching.
The otter stared at him a moment longer, then turned and waded carefully into the river shallows.
GaD22R f dzO 02 & 2 dzob ¢ .FEGSNI & AR j dzA St & @
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Just a Formality
(selecedacts)
Jonas Varnum

CAST OF CHARACTERS:
Monroes

Victor Monroec¢ Victor Monroe s a stellar student. Although his grada not his strongest

asset, Victohasa lust for knowledge. His a gifted athlete and staiia football, basketball and

most of all track. In school hievesto sing for the choir ands the first chairbassp + A Ol 2 NR &
favorite holiday is Christmas, around which the play ends.

Mary Monroe¢+ A O 2 NRA Y2(GKSNX al NB A A& her faniySt@Bedmi  / | (0 K ;
also. She is a widowher 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 Monrogg = A O 2 NR& KI f ¥ 0 NP fiok SigtichooKaNdhisithiek yedrs 3 NI R d
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 Sighreeq defense lawyeof 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
Bilyca{Ayyesz &aK2NI ¢KAGS 3Jded /2018 odzi akKeo |
finality of his judgment.
Big Z¢ 70 years old, black. Big Z has been on death row for as long as anyone remembers. He
has see 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 beingnilyething in the world he
has anymore.

Jamaalk; black, talkerg could talk all day.

Frank¢bA 3 Y dza Odzf F NJ ¢ KAGS YIFyd ¢ NHzO1 RNAGSNI odzif R
want to cross. He is not afraid and would beat somebody if needed.

(otherinmatesg 9 in all)
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Guards
Deathwatch Team

NOTE: The didge, Prosecutor, Warden, Billy, Big Z, Jamaal, Guards can all be played by recurring
people. However, some scenes require people to bestageat the same time. Billy and Big Z for
instance cannbbe played by the same person since they have dialogue together. Also, the Deathwatch
Team in AC VI will consist of the Prosecutor, the Judge, tterd&n, and others.

SET: The prison community is composed of a large seintie of cells. If you could sehe entire

LINR &2y Al ¢62dxZ R O2yairad 2F G662 GASNAR 2F 17Q o6& mMngC
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 celtsve two hanging light bulbs, a toilet, a bed, and no window.

PLACEPrison in Maryland (could be anywhere)

TIME: Present

PROLOGUE:

GCNRBY GKS o0S3aAYyYyAy3a 2F 2dz2NJ bk dA2ys (GKS LldzyAaKYSy(
battle has beenvaged on moral grounds. The country has debated whether a society for which the

dignity of the individual is the supreme value cavithout a fundamental inconsistency follow the

LIN OGAOS 2F RStEAOSNIXGSte LzidAy3a a2vy$S 2F AGa YSYo

Supreme Gurt Justice William Brenma
Dbbz
ACT |
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. Tinedsof a razor comes oWictor sits on a

chair. A faceless man walks up holding the razor.

GUARD: This guys calm, Charlie.
/1P w[LO9Y ,SIKZ GKA& 3Fdz2 A&y
I

have the team here. But VBINJ A 4y Qi R2 Ay 3 ®

aLY9Y L R2yQi tA1S GKAA /KINIASO ¢KS OFtY 685F2NB

/11 w[LOY 2dz 1(y263 &2YSGAYSa GKS NIT2N R2Sa GKI

LQY 2yS 2F GKS g §OKSNE &R2dz2] KAKND (IKISR yaKR f (S Ri AV @z

Just sitting there thinking.
aLY9Y LGQa f Al S KSQa It NBIFRé& RSIR® 99SNER GAYS GKS
razor. When did he die Charlie?

Fade to black. End Scene.
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Scene 2
In themiddle 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. | actually happholMr got changed. What up whu man?

VICTOR: What do you mean your hour got cGaRgK L a G KI G 6Keé @2dz2QQNB 2dzi K
changed too? | want to talk to him?

JAMAAL: Well fuck you too man. | want to talk to yowhatchu say bout that? Now what the hell
happenedmanc you forget how to sleepYou look beat.

VICTOR: Same drealamaal. Same dream all the time.

Whall[Y 5FYYy NAIKIGD | 2dz 32yyl GFfE1 G2 YS® L FAYyQI(
pK2Qa RdzYo a I ONARO]l FYyR @2dz 62y Qi FdzO1Ay3 Gt
+L/ ¢hwY | 8§Q& NRIKG ySEG G2 ed2ldz RAERSIK {ake2 gy [ay2Syi N
number 78021.

WHall[Y 2Keé &2dz 1SSL) R2AY GKIG® L 3204 | ydzyoSNJI G2
me off with that stuff. We all humans and you just make us depressed with that number talk.

+L/ ¢hwYYSD&ARAZAHA G K ‘é2dz WEYEFEFE® LQY 3A2yyl 3ASG 2 dzi
LGQa ANBYAO WIHYFIEd LGQa ANBYAO LQ@S 0SSy fAQGAy3
0S0OIFdzaS LQY 32yyl 3ISG 2dzio

BILLY: (under his breathlyeas?

WHall[Y 2KIFIGQa &2dzNJ RNBFY F062dzi Fyegleo

+L/¢hwY LGQ& 6KIiG LQ@S oééy GFrel1Ay3 (G2 % lo2dzdio
G0K2dzAKG A0 62dd R 06S 62NBS SAy3 )\YBSOOSRZ odzi L O
JAMAAL: Ya dawg, ta&t ¢ KI 0 G KS 3dz NRa alred ¢KSe fgglea Ydz
52yQi |y26 6Ké& e2dz 6ty 62({ia (K2dAK® Ly280iAr2ya
+L/¢hwY blIK YIyo LyaS0idrzya ONHSt aGdFFo ¢KFGQa

and you doc comes in with a needle cause you got to get your tetanus shot. Same stuff man.

L[[,Y LQY .3SGGAy3 Aye2SOGSR

Whall[Y !'A3K(G A0 2KIF{GOKdz 324 G2 alreée o62dzi GKSY LI
O2YAYy 2dzi 27T 9hifindn o electrétdtion®haic. | A y Qi

VICTOR: Ha. What, your momma never wiped you?

JAMAAL: Watch it Vic.

+L/ ¢hwY LQXT2HzaHd2a6BSY Ot Sy Al dzLlJd { SN¥WSa GKSY N
FYyR (KSe 32 &2dz K2¥1 ¥R ¥Rt EAKSy agxy&ONGE QRSIOR® L 3

human.

Whal l[Y ¢KFEGQa Y& LRAYG® LGQA KdzYly d2 32 2dzi dKl
get shaved beforehand 1 Q&4 f A1S @2dz a2YS fl Yo OK2LWD 1 2YS flYO0D
+L/ ¢hwY L (y26d ¢KIFIGIQa GKS yAIKIGYFNB® LiIQa tA1S |
AaKI SR (KS WSga o0ST2NB (KSe {AtftSR KSY® DfFR all

Holocaust.

JAMAAL: So why you want to be juiced?

VI ¢hwY . SOFdzaS YlIys L GKAYy]l 2F GKS tAdGdatS 1ARa Gl
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 injecti@imuld be made for. The threseaded killer is just not for

me.

JAMAAL: But being some cooked meat is? Yah dude, you are a number.
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+L/ ¢hwY LQR NIYGKSNJ o6S | aKSSL)I gAGK Yé yAIKGYI NBa
AY KSNB:I a FhizstateNdBeg abiireaNyare. There went seven years of my life where | was a
AKSSLIP ¢KIGQa K2g LQY 3A2yyl 221 G Al ¢KFG ¢l @
remember this. Cause | was just a sheep back then.

BILLY: You ever heawdi 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: 27Three counts of premeditated. They missed the other five.

9y GSNI . A3
KSQad 0SSy GKSNB aAyOS K §he@étsihis aame from Ah8 lerigtd time any I
Death Row.

Y% gAGK DdzZ-NR® . A3 ¥% 2214 Fta 2fR | a LJa
tf Ay

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! ! w5Y 52y Qidowyoursslf Janiadl.a K I

JAMAAL: Ah, shit Oscar. Aight aight.

. LD %Y | SIKX R2yQid 32 0dzalAy @&2dzNJ NRdziAy Sz WI YLl | f

DL[[,Y LGQa . Affeod

. LD %Y 52y YIFGGSNY ,2dz F Ay Qi y anhéd You Rawrhbvemiday G F NB

. Afftea LQOS YSG aayOS LQ@OS 0SSy KSNBE® Hud bl YSa R

year old Billy. Nobody remembers you.

+L/ ¢hwY 2S5SQ@S | f NEFRé& a0FNBR KAY Sy2dAaAK % gAGK 2dz

BIGZhK &I KX Yy20KSNJ YyAIKGYIFINBE F2N) &2dz +A0®

VICTOR: How we got started on the subject.

. LD %Y I K gStftx tA1S L 0SSy aleAyod ! AyQl y20KAY

Always the routine.

BILLY: Shut that freshy shit old man.

VICTOR: Kdzli dzLJ . Affé&d | SQa NARIKIGD w2dziaAySa |ttt ¢S 320

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/ ¢hwY |, 2d2Qff YSSi QSY a22W0oi hZ 0RRdzl 65 & 1AYQa N&Idi

here, this is all we got. Three times a week for one hour we get our time in the shell. We get our recess.

hyS K2d2N®» wSOSaaod | 2dzQff RNBFIR AlG AT @2dz R2y Qi KI

BILLY: So what you want me to just keep mp shut the whole tim& This place is fucked. Look at it,

we got a washed up benchpres§i KSNBEQa ¢gKI G (g2 npad !'!'yR | (St SOAa

And cards. We gonna play cards our whole fuckin life. What do we play for?

VICTOR: OffersoKtS (I 6f S® YSSLI §KS NRdziAyS IyR &2d2Qft KI @

BIG Z:duts off the argumentlbream Vic? Still the same dream? Good old routine.

+L/ ¢hwY |, FTKZ WHYIlFIf R2SayQd 3sSid Ad SAGKSNOD

L[[,Y 2KIFIGQa (G2 3ISGK |, 2dzEB NI GKSNI 6S Fy FyAYlfX

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 natimphragm. No more breathing. Last one Kills

@2dzNJ KSEFNIid ¢KNBS KSIRSR R23I0 ¢KSNBQ& @2dzNJ | yAY! §
L[[,Y ,2dQONB |+ aK2g¢ YIyd YSSLI 0t 06o0SNAYyI 2FF | 02
like a dog.

BIG Z: Sheep.

BILLY: Whatever.

VICTOR: QY (KS &aK2¢X KdzZKK %X K2g Ylye .Affea O02YS KN
BIG Z: 22.

+tL/ ¢hwY ¢KSNBEQa &2dzNJ aK2g . Affteéeod LQtt 3IAAGS &2dz |
to Hell.

BILLY: Ohya.

BIG Z: Yah huh.. Even the@wsls a routine. Fuckin systems a show. Same old show too.

+L/ ¢hwY ¢KS YSRAIZ GKS 2dNEZ (GKS 2dzRISP® ¢KS2QNB |
y2i KIF @S YdzOK Y2ySeés odzi LQY o6SGGSNI 2FF (awsSy Yz2ail
man. | just got hit by the system.

BILLY: My lawyer fucked me too. Got hit with the public defender. Kept callin me Phil. | still did killed
QSYZ YIyd L RSaAaSNWS AlGd Cdz01Z LQR R2 Al 3ALAYyd ¢K
. LD %Y || & | 2 dhatR@udyi bop Sy (y26 &

+L/ ¢hwY aé& LRAYyG .AffeéeXx La GKIFIG KS RAR OlFff e&2dz
KISy Qi 0SSy KdzYly aAyOS Yé GNARlIfo L (G2fR @2dz YIyY
And even before then. Thatedia plastered my face all over T.V., newspapers/ee8 old kills father. It

RARY QUG YIFGGSNI GKFG GKS& €FGSN) F2dzyR 2dzi KS gl a

SOSNEO2Re Ay GKIFG RdzYLd 2F | G266y al¢ Yeé FIOSod ¢KS
BIGY { G {SQa 320 Ada NRBdAziAySo | FLIISya (2 SHSNEO 2R
+L/ ¢hwY ¢KSe &ad2L) OFrtftftAy3d @2dz 6& @&2dzNJ yIYS | a &azz

2
FYAYFEZ O2g6F NRZ R23I> OFdX LSS @SNERdza Kdzvithgd LGQA
defender all rich. They sit and squabble over your life Billy. They sit there and dehumanize you. And

RSOARS @&2dzNJ FIFHdSo | KX Y& fl &SN 1SSLla d(dStftAay3a Y.
0S02YS | KdzYly I 3 Nugtalshédp righthdw. Shdep ih the sidiem L SReép in the

3 YSd ¢KAA NAOK YIyQa 3IIYSo

CL[[.Y 5dRST 82dZONB | FdOl Ay &K26® . 2d2QNB Iy ARAZ2

Victor exits back to his cell

.L[[,Y 5dzRSY KSQ&a | aKz2g¢g YlIyd ! yR &2dzNJ 6flyR Fa o
BIGY , 2dz R2y 1y26 AG &SG {AR® ,2dzQff 06S tA1S KAY
KAY®d |1 SQftft GFrf1 G2 KA&a ONRBOKSNI AGQff OFfY KAY R2

f
BILLY: Fucking SHOW! What he sings? After what he just pulled on me, hedjeggs?
. LD %Y ,2dz 32441 3ASG o0& GKS NRdAziAySo | SQa 3I22R y2
BILLY: You can tell? Who the hell are you? A fuckin fortune teller?
. LD %Y LQY (KS NRdziAySo
L[[,Y 220 ¢KIFIGQa 3I22R YIyd wSkft FdzO1{ Ay ONRIK(GD
. L D % MineLNbthard thlde dlzin Vic. Everybody breaks.
Ddzr NRY [SiQa 32 . Affedd ¢AYSQaA dzLlo
BIG Z: Yep. Routine. Good old routine.

End scene
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ACT i
Scene 1
In the pod.

ATt e Aa aAdidAy3da SAGK AT % OAY (iK&KtorlddeRdpt Wish @K G A a
come out. They are joined by another inmate, Frank.

DL[[.Y ,2dz 1y2¢6 .A3T %y L R2yQl YAaa GKS fAIKG y2
ddzyt A3KGd L R2Yy Qi YAadaa Aldo | 2dz yydig NBKIHT el v3aF  LIK
now, especially with Christmas coming up. Too cold.

LD %Y | FKXI NARIKG {AR® 52yQiG YSyildAizy (KIFIG G2 A0
BILLY: Victor, wanna come to recess.

. LD %Y {Kdzi Al o028d L |y262RE8Qa2+8D62NDEPKEENE & 82
BILLY: Feeling what.

GUARD: Frank, your hour starts.

Enter Frank

BILLY: Frank, you got this hour now?

FRANK: You know why | got this hour faggot. Cause Fuckin Jamaal gone. Jamaal won an appeal. Jamaal a
fuckin lifer now.

L[, Y 2KEFEGQAa @2dz2NJ LR2AYOD CNYyl @

. LD %Y I Aada LRAY(G o02@& Aa OGKIFG g1t a
KSQa | RSIR YIy® I AYX WHYLFFf FyR
goes Victor. Jamaalfuckin lifer. Not them.

BILLY: What, yousaygni KS& OF y Qi 3SG GKSANI FLIISFHE& OFdaAaS WYL
. LD %Y DbSOSNI KILIWISYSR aAyO0S LQ@WS 0SSy KSNB® bS@S
other and that close to their time. Frank and Victawk as good and heard all their appeals smashed.

LISt & ¢ KI

KAa |
+AO002NI I NB £t

A
A

Victor, in his cell, starts singing Christmas carols.

L[[,Y {2 6KFIGX @2dz I FdzO1Ay fAFSNI . A3 %o  2dz 6SS
BIG Z: Yah. The State don know what tavith me. Every method | chose back then got the 8 ball. Cruel

YR | ydzadzr f & ¢KSe@ R2Yy 1y2¢ K2g (2 (Aftft YS OlFdaasS ¢
fuck | here then.

L[[,Y 2KIFIG @82dz R2y Qi tA1S tAGAYy3a KSNBO®

BIG Z: Hell if you care.

. L[ [mserfious Q

.LD %Y L | fAFSNW L 0SSy tA@Ay3a | tAFSNI G22 f2y13
punishment everyone talks bout.

Cw!bYY {Kdzi Ad .A3 %o L FdzO1 Ay 3F20 GKAA&A K2dz2NE @& 2 dz
BIG Z: You been here what Frank?

FRANK: 12 fuckin years. And | still here all bout yo routine. Shut it.

. LD %Y ¢KIFIGQa ¢KFG F €AFSNI 3200 1S IF2G A0 NRdAziAYyS
(GFGS 6Aft AyeSdi LEKAByHKAE Ay Or o sla@t § (88 8Qa LI ¢
lifer gets the real routine.

BILLY: Nah, lifers get to live man. They live on theirmijg
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BIG Z: Yah, kid. How bout this for digny. | get a guy got here when he was 13. Bedarnst 47i But

he don learn nothin new in them four years. Sohe gota13-g¢ar 6 NI Ay ® | SQa |- {AR® |
2dzi @ L G Q& -ofit foi tise rekt Bf hik fe. Yodr ¥Yi@nma put you in a room in tiout. You a kid.

You sit there. For a dafror 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. | leavin this recess. Oscar get me out of here.

L[, Y ¢KSMNBQa K2 LIS

Exit Frank

L[ [ .Y opeKhatMB getiout Kf here.

BIG Z: What hope you got kid. You blasted three people. Said youd do it again.

L[[,Y £A0G2NRa 320 K2LIS® CNlIy1Qa 320G K2LSo® |, 2dz 3
BIG Z: Boy, only hope we got is if that State finally realize what they do to us. dihégri me, cruel

and unusual. Don wanna gas me. 8 ball that too. So | get to sit it irotmeAnd wait. Wait for my

RSIFGK G2 02YS® ¢KIFIGQa I 3I22R K2LIS®d ¢KIFGQa &2dzNJ Fdz
BILLY: So, what. Jamaal get to live in peace for the resiof hiA FS® | S | Ay Q4 3I204a4G1 3I:
what | hope for.

.LD %Y I K {AR® L 06SSy KSNB Hc &SINR® 126 YlIye I a
R2Y 1y26 o6K2 KSNI GSIFIOKSNE | NBE® L RR2Y KFWXE @KH G
3200 LT GKFGQa @2dzNJ K2LIS F2NJ dza ( Kdbryhope i8 deatiRdy Yy LINEP
State or death by incarceration. The execution is just a formality. Wmdirehere.

BILLY: Fuck that. | gonna get that lifeatraent. Live me some peace.

. LD %Y X¢KS aSO02yR 3Jdz&2 GKIFIG OFYS Ay FTFUSNI YSD DbS¢
cell there. Fuckin started crying and moaning and praying all at the same time. Like a fuckin kid. Men

walk into Row and becoenkids 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
gSEF1SNI FyR FdzO1AYy 6SIF{SNIRIe o0& IR$eR® BEKA a8 LIO2 ¢
ddFe& dzLJ F2NJ Y2NB (KFy |y K2dz2NJ 4G F GAYS® Ho K2 dzN
K2dzNX» ¢KIFGQa GKS FdzO1AYy RSIGK NRgod ¢KFGQa oKIG (A
L[ [.,Y LQY 32yyl 3SG Yeé LISI OSd | fAckn sp gepréssingkydu y 2 2y
get your routine. | 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
VICTORwalkinginfromecell) 2dz 1y 26 %o , 2dzZQNB | seagpibgdricBange. NA A K G @
BIG Z: Uh huh.

+L/ ¢hwY 28 F2Ay3 G2 3F2 2y tA1S (GKAA F2NBISNY® |, 2dz
One way or the other. In prison or by formality.

BIG Z: Uh huh.

VICTOR: System is going to kill us one way ofaSatp ¢ KSe& OFy St SOGUNROdziS Y&
They already shaved me. They already dehumanized me.

BIG Z: Same old shit. Routine.

+L/ ¢hwY ¢KS& R2 Al (2 SOSNE2ySo® ¢KS SESOdzirAzy A&
Not like everybdy else. | want my peace. | want my life. They can try and take it away and if we let
GKSY (KS@& gAy® LQY y2i0 tSiGAy3a GKSY Ayo {2 akKdz
.LD %Y X¢KIFIiQa | ySg NRdAziAySao 5FYy Odd @ 2KSy RARZ2

End Scene
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ACT VI

Victoa SY2GA2yad ¢KS FdzZRASYOS Aa G2 &4SS gKI G KIF LIS
depicts a different juncture of the last day. Scendsshould be continuous and the set should be fluid,

Fad A0 NBLINBaSyda KSK2FxK {0 KLSNBK A2aT GSANRBG 2 NYEG £ £ SA TRIAG
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 |

In the pod

+A 002 NDa | asteaky BdstiedpothtéeS, iiBd chicken Bnd 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 ZXo(partner)This one looksalm.
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 iat ¢ornbread 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?

+AO0OG2NDna OStf o

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
0221 SyYyiGAildt SIRS QGKISN&pei 21 AgaS I aG o221 Aa GKS . AofSx
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 gitesowingthemin 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 successtféts 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 stdigs. He fa
to the ground as he cannot take it.

DEATHTEAM 1: Do you need any help Victor?
VICTORIqng pause} K@ K L 2¢y y20KAYy3Id LG Aa O02YLIX SGS y250 |

Fade to black: End Scene
Scene 3

In the pod. Everything is black. A spotlight comes alwMidonroe 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 expediedhe pivotal moment

2F +A00G2NRa GGNARIFfod Sz a KS airda R2ey Ay (GKS &t
g2NR® IS Aa OFLfY a KS glAdad ¢KS&8 FANRG &a0NI LI KA
Team holds him as atiwer 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 movédié\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
thisyousee Velger 2y KAa 2dziFAld ¢KSe& OKSO1 GKS +Sft ONROD® ¢K
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 aroukn@haplain comes in. He prays with Victor. He exits.
Warden enters

WARDEN: Victor John Monroe, on Janud®y 6 H nny = ¢ | & conthdb thlidng BuRnothigy isX 0
heard as he continues to read the Death Warrant).

Victor kneels. He finally pickss head up and you see him mouth the wBkén.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 thage. 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 deattaaatch

six in all, strap a different partfdim. You can see Simon Sigimrand 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?

VICTORbegins singingpilent Night. Holy Night. All éalm. All is bright. Round yon Virgin Mother and
Child. Holy Infanso tender and mild. Sleep in heavenly peace.

{tSSLI AY KSI@Syfex

The lights go off in the building. The entire room (stage and audiénbéack.
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
tL/ ¢LaQ{ wLDI¢{ !/ ¢LxL{C
FEMALE ATTORNEY/OLDER WOMAN
FEMALE PRISONER
MALE PRISONER

JUDGE

KOZENSKI
MAN |
MAN I

LAWYER |

LAWYER I

Dbbz

SCENE |

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-sieohé. Down stage left arenvb

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 IMaay Stanley in Jackson, Geordigterspersed is Andrea

Bocelli singing Panis Angelicus. Lights comdawysas we hear the voice of Willis Marribel, assistant to

0KS LINAaz2y ¢ NRSyo® 2KSy KS aleasx auKS gAaltySaasSa
moderator enter stage right. They circle around the chair but they are not lit. They staiuhlest and

silent staring at the chair. The tape describes the execution procedure. Approximately five minutes of
taped dialogue elapses and when Wil 2 dzy OS & dGa A Ofi&e i /O2tv2 )y Sfi SE2 44 ¢

Lights come up to reveal stage right and lefeas, 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 avgifnously but wears a long red scarf throughout play.
Notes for onevoman showMarion comes out at beginning and addresses the audience:

MARION: Hi, I'm Marion, the Moderator for my playPrison of the Mind I'd like to invite you to use

your imagirtions 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 standade and female prisonewhen 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, | think you'll come to realize what the chair represents. Everyone's in
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place--et's begin. (Tape of execution begins) (Marion leaves stage, but returns a few minutes later as a
witness. Execution directions are the same asipusly 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 beten the pillars of justice? Those fragmented, incarcerated battered

souls tortured by the agony they have created? Iguit duty to mete out their punishment? They say

@2dz Oy KSIENIF YlIyQa az2dzZ Ay KAa @eess@f®remains YI ye&
unforgivingno matterwhaty’ 2 Y I GG SNJ K2 g X

aL/ 1 9[[9Y 2 KFG Fo2dzi GKS @GAOGAYaAaK ¢KSe@ RARYyQiU I a
GKS oAO0ilAYa (KSaS LIS2LX S réakdadorSthe exedution $héuld &akeP© dzii A 2 v &
2 KFG Foz2dzi GKS @AO0GAYaAaQ FlFYAfASaAK

JUDGHEbanging gavet Order, order in the court! These outbursts will not be permitted!

al! wLhby l KK 28Saz GKS O2dz2NIaAXAydzyRIFGSR FNByQi (K:¢
the largest death row inhe 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 prisémave his life taken from hil@ NJ K S NXK L {lieeded, emottbBaNE O2 Y L
AdaadsSe 52 ¢S KIFE@S | Y2NIrtte FflogSR LINIF OGAOSK 2S¢
examine the prisons of our mindsth the accused and the accusers.

a'[9 twL{hbowy 2S8SQNB y2i( 02Ny (2 0S5 oI R®
FEMALE PRISONER: Iljustlikédi Sy G A2y XL RARy Qi 384 Ad Fd K2YSO

al wLhby LT +ta | OAGAETATSR FyR O2YLIl aarzylrasS az2o07
owe it to ourselves to learn to identify with the condemned? Sister Helen Prejean, author of the book,

Dead Man Walkingasks her audiences to imagine a giant screen in front of the stage on which the
g2NBRG GKAYy3a @22dz2Q0S SOSNI R2yS Aa gNRGOISY Ay KSIFRfA
g2NARG (GKAYy3 &2dzQ0dS SOSN) R2¢zS| NBKEf &8t F 25| & RUHNE B ¥ EX
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 | get to know lyave to care for you. Loneliness taught me who | am.
My enemyisareflectioB ¥ YS® b2i FSStAy3dI | KXAG AyQlh KdzYl yo

PRIEST: What was this kid gonna do with his life? Nobody helped him they just pushed him aside.
JUDGE: | wish he was a Libyan terrorist, instead he was the boy nexddimated, wellspoken.
a! wlL h b Y whattth pedpieday what do the courtrooms say?

ATTORNEY: Your honor, | 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/19[[9Y LiQa WwADISSEASAOEH I yR NI IS

ATTORNEY: Ifptease the court | continue to plead insanity as a defense in this case. My client was
under duress, a tragic childhood filled with abuse and neglect.

aL/ 1 9[[9Y L R2y QG OFNBP lo2dzi KAad OKAfRK22R® L g4I
ATTORNEYoging control, knowing she will be stopped by the jodgadies and gentlemen of the jury

can you see her hatred! How does her hatred and his death right a wrong! Your sister was miitrdered

was a terrible criméout will his death bring her back? Will éige the pain her death has caused?

JUDGHEbanging gavet Order, order in the courtcouncil can be held in contempyou know?!

MARION: Perhaps violence in society will never change unless we change our political, social and

economic conditions and none person can change societynly a collective can. Maybe these are
a20ASGeQa aAayao

l¢¢hwb9, Y hdNJ a8aGS8Ys fFRASAE yR 3ISyidftsSysSys R28§:
@2dz 1y26 o6KIG AGQa 1S G2 KI @élnglacroesZranSy[ouaMcEyﬁUS Sy
1ySSa IINB (2dzOKAy3ar 06SOlIdzasS GKSe OFryQid tSI@S (KS

MARION: In the filnRoger and Meby Michael Moore, a documentary about the demise of the middle

class in Detroit after the asing of the steel mills, Roger visits a farm where two kinds of rabbits are sold.

¢KS aAady 020S SIFOK OF3S NBXag&dil telg uS that he\tivoakidds df¢ | y R
rabbits act very differently. The ones kept to be sold as pets are sideand 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 continuamaslgne, she assures us,
wouldwanttlSY | a | LISi® LayQid GKAA ¢KIFG 2dzNJ LINAaA2y a  LIN
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: Il be fine as lohgi@st get locked up agail. QY F FNIF ARXLQY | FNI AR®
MARION: Of what? Of the chaildriongesturesdo O] (2 GKS) ¢St SOGNRO OKIF ANE

al[9 twL{hbowy -bof Iviay I2might Acfto endKup th@& afmitabt 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
f A@SaK ClFYAfASaxX aL RARYyQlU KI@S | 5FRXaz2yY ¢gla |ftg
What do familes say?

OLDER WOMAN: Kalia was my first grandchild! When she was born, | never realized that | would
05S02YS (GKS 2yS (2 NIrAasS KSNH L yS@OSNI RNBIYSR GKI
Kdzaol yR® YI Al Qa4 3INI y R Fhe vds fudtxhles/yRarslold. H& nbtlieSwiis &S NJ & K
addictshe never even knew her father. Kalia was so delicate and shy as a yodriglggb inadequate

to be her mom. | 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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twL{hbowY ! aKIYSRXRANI&XI&aKIYSR® L FSSt y

C '[9
| ﬁARyQG fAaAGSYy (G2 YSXgKSyYy L altAfRR yRANXKAYE XIKWBEOHBS 56

([))(Q

OLDER WOMAN: You could have confided in me | 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 | 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?

;U<O

wl { 9wy L aK2d KAYXL G2fR KdogietgHel 0 41l &
A&l i 2 A&l

b
y YSH 52 L SE

W=

[ 9 t
y Qi t

nm

MARION: How easy was it to get a gun Kalia?

h[ 59w 2ha!by a® KdzaolyR gla I O02fttSO02NI 2F ¢S LR
C9a![9 twL{hb9wy Ddzyax 3JAdzyasz SOSHmOKSNEZT ft 208
OLDER WOMANdbbing: Why, why did you have to do it?

FEMALE PRISONER: Nobody paid any attention to me!

a!wLhby 2 Ké RARYQU @&2dz Rewsshdonéotzdihglyg®t S YI f Al =
Co9al[9 twL{hbOowy L gt gfaxyéxgz {BBK[&S Lgloa dz‘ffllv?ynlllgzbll\lﬁs
uz2z NXzy FTNRBY KAYD . dzui Ye DNYYyRIRXKS gla&a Ye FNASYRX
anger churning up inside me. | exploded!

l¢¢hwb9,Y ,2dz2NJ K2y2NE R2y Qi &RPS 4K SNEKIST 4 dzyaRi NSE(
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 wouldagypto him?
C9a![9 twL{hbowy LQR GSftft Y& DNYyRFIR GKFG L t2@S

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 gwsh o

al! wLhbY LGQ& F 0SIdziATdd yAIKGT -Sokingyddil jed k& SNB 2y
N

LQY &GFyRAY3 2ahd lboking atdmuiSi 2SS SMaNRIEa (K2 dz3K &2 dZONB &
cards too. Why are we here Father? Whati A G ¢ SQNB adzllll2ASR (2 R2K
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z A

twLO{CY 2 SQNB KSNB G2 31 s dzL32 y 0K SFNIKZ G2 N
MARION: And what should we know about life?
PRIEST: That life is of Gimhth is not.

MARION: But deatisanactof Goellzf G A YI St & AayQid AdGK

PRO{¢Y dzii SGSNY It AT &spactF 2/NK NI FBA KA i&@@s JRINRE BV
al wLhby .dziT Y@ FNRASYR KIFa 0SSy YdzZNRSNBR CI iKSN®

PRIEST: Will putting him to death heal and restore?y@ul NR& 2 y aRsv&)aly tQdilong 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 fotgésaurfis to gd
MARIONBut isn't there anythig more?....

PRIEST: I'm tired...

MARION: Some solace...

PRIEST: I'meary...

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 | can....go now, with His blessin and
find your own way.. lie exits).

MARION: But wait....hé is already gone)

Blackout

SCENE Il
6aAOKStEtS GFr1Sa I aSld Ay GKS GOKFANE 20fAQ@A2dza 0

MICHELLE: | hate the thought of dehtmate, you know the way it crawls up the back of youwo#itr

and you have to spit it out because you want to deny that it even exists, like Peter who cried out denying
WSadzaY L R2y Qi (y26 KAYZI L R2yQil (1y26 KAYZI L R2YyC
robbed from her. How dare this man beetltast one to know her private thought®w dare he be the

2yS (2 FAYAAK KSNI fAFSK LayQild dGKIG D2RQa HfA3IKGIK L
the brutal rape, torture and murder of my sister. There is no way this man desenligs.to

6al NA2y 3SGa dzJ TNRY (KS GOKFANE (G2 YAYS GKS LINKaA
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During this monologughe two prisoners upstage start miming thalls of a lox. They start banging on

GKS glfftas GNBAYy3 G2 3ISUG 2 d20NINEBEC KFS2ENJ NS (GO NB ARATR ¢t yLR
G221 | tAFS® LQY LI e&Ay3a F2N gKFd L RARé¢ odzi &KS
LINR & 2 v éX Manbirgesiuke$S sadly back to Michéll&X | ¢ S Xisiiddvorld

dal NA2y NBGMEY & AGE RRIya OKIRA NBadzySa Y2y2f 23dz2So0

aL/ 1 9[[9Y tKSe OFftfSR I FTS¢6 RIéa | FGSNI GKS TFdzy$S
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 didhismgyto 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 writingof course. The family objected. Don was having none of it and as her husband |
believe he hadhe final say. But she called for a priest just the same. | was in the room with her when

0KS K2aLWAdlrt OKIFLIFAY YR FY2G0KSNJ Yy OFYS Ay NB3

AKS 4l ¢ GKS OKILXIAY® b2 &/ KBt XQ23 BRI VRQIKIKS
82dzKé 428tt3x LQY /FdK2EfA0T YIQFY o6dzi LQY y2i | L
hesitationno longer thinking aboutherpay aKS o6S3aly GiKS O2y @SNEF A2y dé

Mona had the gift of talking with people. Shever dominated the talshe guided it. Where did they

G2N] Z K2g HSNB OGKSANI FFEYAfASaxXtz2y3a | FGSNI L ¢2dz R
NBIljdzSad F2NJ F LINAS&ad FyR GKFIyl @2dz GKFEyl @&2dz Gf
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.

b2 OGKSNBQa | K2fS gKSNB KSNIfAFS KIR 0SSyo L (KA
live. Our space, our physical spagbhere we sat at work, at church, in the kitch#reventually gets

Gl 1Syé¢ o0& az2ysz2y$heyJobkidtiaat shadeNweisa i@, StBod i ylaBghed and loved

in and they mourn their losand the space actually 2 2 { & SYLJXi& F2NJ I KAt SS dzyid
elsel YR 0 K IGOKGQad a] feA TS o

2SSttt L ¢l yid G Kustgonahb yiddminganolgriovdg 9@¢PS 2dzad FdzyA 3l G4SR
rid of another cockroactii K I 4 Q& | f { -® K 5 NB 8 éxNIgsgoadBripugls fér why he killed

Y& aAadaSN® | SNI RFAdAKGSNI Aa FFNIAR y2¢ GKIG aKSQft
that fear. When his death comes, | want to be there with a picture of Mona plastered to the window for
himtosee.@f f 6S SfliGSRd L GKAY]l LQY RdzSS® L (KAYy]l LQ@S
MARION: Did Mona believe in the death penalty?

aL/ 1 9[[9Y {KS RARY QG 0StAS@OS Ay (KS RSIFIGK LISyt
PRIESTpstage) Y LF¥ @& 2dz-hehod@youch@iveBE A S KA Y

MIT9 twL{hb9owyY LQY 3I2Ay3 (G2 R2 o0& 06Sad G2 SRdzOF G
FEMALE PRISONER ghe lies down and curls up into a fetal posjtiitven animals know when they

are expendable and they behave accordingly.
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MARION: Well OKKSy > fSGQa Gt I 062dzai WedGhistabiydsestie / o{ ©
jdzSaGA2y G2Keé RAR D2R YIF{S I ONBIFGdZNE 2F adzOK NR
creature is made of he continugle cleverer and stronger and freéris-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 sill more so; a superhuman spiritbedtNJ g2 NRG 2F | ffd 126 RAR (GKS 5]
you C.S.Lewigshe waves to heavegn

We all know our Jude€@hristian answer to that question. Satan wanted to be the center of attedi@sn

wanted to put himsdifirst before Godandthat is the sin he taught the human race. If Jesus asks us to
forgivemade it his business to teach all he came in contact with that the very essence of Christianity is

to forgive the sins of othero treat others as you would hawhem treat youare not some of these

GNJF 3SRASa aaridrgbas do@idstage And pdits to prisoners.)

LayQid GKAA GKS aAy 2F LR@GSNIesx yS3atSoaz 101 2F S
of understanding, compassion, k¥

If we are meant to take care of our fellowm&2 Say Qi GKF 4G adF NI 6AGK 0ANIKI
guide the young in this world without infringing on individual rights? Should we not pray for each other

and devote intense, introspective momentedicated to the love and spiritual enlightenment of all

KdzY yAGeK {K2dzZ RyQi GKAa o6S GKS |aaArdaySR K2YSg2N]
possibly offend?

(A DRUNKEN MAN from stage right crosses over to stage left. He will spegkifanistage. He acts
drunk and enraged@oming home to the family after a binge.)

alb LY 2K2 &b&ad LQ@OS KIR (22 YdOK G2 RNAYl1K 2KI{
bitch! Yo Danny bepe a good son and get your old man another béek | myéyid K G Qa4 Y& 02¢
Whoa! 99 bottles of beer on the wall, hey, hey!

MALE PRISONER: | feel scared sometimegRofy &2 dzQNB y 20 GKSNB FyR &az2y
are hereL Ol y QUG dzy RSNEBR I YR @& 2 dzd® 2ldiQNS  {aR | YS\LES d@\NSF | W2

fromme and Mo YR &2 dzQNB K|l @Ay 3 f 2-0dell 292 oFAHE Ay [Rf2{dNG IR

@2dzd L QY -oKdddy IaNRdz t RAY Qi FTSOS&i YEDPIZLRYY Q2 yR2ERt ¥8I0 L
Popcan you hear me?

MAN I: Hey, heyhe laghs) | A R ¢ K S NBldekoutnyad leaveS.SGNKG LEADER enters wearing
a backward cap.)

GANG LEADER: Heyddthe here(he pantomimes putting his arm around the shoulders of the boy)
. 2dz 02YS YR 62NJ ¥ 2 NyoWBelohgyas! He @fdtd givifighajgahg lodthdi&hip2 F & 2
sign with his hands.)

YOUNG GIRL PRISONER begins crying like a baby.

WOMANenterst KS Ad 20@0A2dzafée KSIFI@Afe RNHAISR® {KS fAaid:
tourniquet and inserts a needihe goesomatoseblackout.

MARION and MICHELLE enter stage left having viewed this scene.
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MICHELLE: Their lives are not my fault.

a!l! wLhby .dzii 2y az2yS tS@St AayQd d(GKIFIG @2dz FyR YSK
MICHELLE: Why do you say that? My parents lovetheyetook care of me!

MARI® Y I F @Sy Qi @& 2dz S @$NheddSdndre thiak What peogledgavé oy AABR
that if you could just reach out and touch the heart of somegoe yourself would be healed from the
sickness of loneliness?

MICHELLE: Yes, my devotion isnofamily® L OF yQiX L 62y Qi NBI OK 2dzi
destroy life.

a! wLhby .dzi F NBy Qi @e2dz RSaiddNereAy3a tAFS +faz2 o0& L
crime?

aL/19[[9Y ¢tKSe R2yQd LI} & Sy2dzaKH
al! wLhby 2 K S NdhiQ éxecltisryla@dpoidtsitap8sorie)

MICHELLE: What!

z

a! wLhby S&a KS gAft S@SyidzZ-foforss RAS o6dzi D2RQA Kl y

5

MICHELLE: Where is the justice in that choice?
MARION: Where is the integrity in yours?

MARION dontinued: A/ 3SNJ OFy O2y i NBf &2dNJ FSStAy3a (261 NRaA
your heartOl y Qi @2dz 4SS GKIF GK

aL/19[[9Y L R2y Qi @heyuins upstag&ss tholhhizvebut-siedoeg S H 6

MARIONf( I dzZZ3 KA Yy 3 (i alk ONKSHAYSREIR (2SFY LISINDY 2y Qad SO2y2YAC
K2 O2AYSR GKS LIKNI A&ASY &L G Qaheditktdid RérgeyhiBelythat aidii dzLJA R H
OFNIliz2y OKIF NI OGSNI aN» alOD22K LQY o6FNBte |o6fS G2 o
who @ dzft Ry Qi 4SS LI ad GdKS y2asS 2y KAa FFr0OS |yR K.
OANDdzyaildll yod0Sa oKSNB KS (K2dzaAK{O KS gl a alrfFSo | SQR
GKAY1AYy3 AlG 61 &8 KAA f AODAY 3chol@eddre @KdughMibur oin® BIR  f | dz3
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 unknowwvhat a relief it would be to be exempt from the
responsibiliy of fear! | 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 PRISONERs up and looks aboutJhis is about the deatpenalty here! What are you talking
about?
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MARION: No, no, | like this question. Did you ever compromise to get ahead, spiritually, emotionally?
CKA& AayQi 2dzad F LREAGAOIE ljdzSadAzy o

FEMALE PRISONER: | did, | killed the wrong person. | hated my kilhetemy grandpa.

a! wLhby . 2 dz kile&ahynie Riyal) Kaliak yo@sBould have talked, screamed it out to your
family-r yR AT GKIFIG RARY QO 62N)] e2dz O2dzZ R {1 SSkegp2y Gl f
talking Kalidike someonekidnappednever give in to your terrorist, always fight! In the end you have

nothing to lose.

C9a![9 twL{hbowy L R2y Qi (y26XL R2y QG 1y26 6KI G
KFELIISY F3IFAYy 06S0OFdzaS L R2y Qi (y26

MARION: Kalia, do you thinkda®2f £ Sy R dzLJ Ay Pairkirfg toRHa)y G K OKI YO SNK ¢

20K LINRAA2YSNR KF@S 060S3dzy (2 alF 3S¢ FyR gAft O2yidA

Coal!'[9 twL{hbowy ,9I-OK RIe 2dzi ()fAéyF?é yd 0dKS y
haS® 9y R dzLJ 2y RSFGK NRBgK | FKH L NBFrffte R2yQ IA DS
MARION: Oh please, let's just hear from the justice system.

Blackout

Stage left two attorneys leaving courtroom.

['2, 9w MY LGQa F Y2Nlffeée FtlFgSR LINI OGAOS &2dz {y2

LAWYER 2: Yea, ifsomeogeRa dzLJ 2y RSFOGK NRBg AGQa LINRBolote o6SO
representation! They laugh and exjt

MARIONBut Governor Ryan echoed the words of Supreme Court Justice Harry Blackman when he said:

G. SOl dzaS GKS Lt f Ay @drbitranRaédd dagticioudSayd theiefdre imdchiahsl Yio A

longer tinker with the machinery of death. | believe a manifest injustice has occurred. The death penalty
was handed out differently depending on where people lived in Illinois, who their prasewais, who
GKSANI RSTSyasS tlFgeSNI glaz K2g LI22N) GKS@ gSNB FyR

MARION: And in an unprecedented appeal, CA State prosecutors at one time had requested that US 9
Circuit Judge Alex Kozinski,* an outspoken supporter of capital punighivebarred from hearing any

/' RSFGK LISyrtae OFrasSa o0SOlFdzaS KS @GAaAiriSR {lFy vdzsS
Hunter.

2halb ! ¢¢hwb9o,Y I tSE L R2y Qi &4SS K2g &2dz ©ly 02y
Circuit Panel nowr in the future deciding capital cases!

KOZINSKI: These accusations are crazy! In my 17 years as an appellate judge | never blocked one
execution. Whatever qualms | had about the morality of the death penalty were drowned out by the

pitiful cries of tt6 @A QU A YA @ aNXy | dzyGSNI A& F GFfSYGiSR &N
sooner. The visit waa 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 Keki stage right MALE PRISONER standightpgrows 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 peopléini ydout

Al AF SOSNRBO2Re& KIFIR D2R Ay GKSANI fA@Sa LINBPLISNI @z
LQY TFdzZAf 2F KdzYly yI (ddz2NB® . dzii @2dz &K=2somebody I YI Yy
who needs God-bad.

There are thse of us who know (i K I 4 G KA & 4 and this-is Hefll Ordear.2 dza S

KOZINSKEpeaking to woman prosecutorY 'S 1AftfSR LIS2LXS F2NJ D2RQa
prison!

FEMALE ATTORNEY: Well, as your attorney, Mr. Kozinski, | questiorr whethaterest in this case

has become so personal that it might interfere with your ability to remain neutral in any other capital
OFrasSeo LGQA dzy ySNBAYy3AX, 2dzQNB I 2dzRASX3A2Ay3 2dziaARS
& 2dzQNE 3 S lvédwjihiHuriie2 2 A y @2

KOZINSKI: It must make you uncomfortable to know that | think of them as flesh and blood, human
0SAy3ad LGIQaA LINRPolofée SHAASNI G2 RAALRAS 2F GKSaAS

MARION: Hold that thought Judge! Mg@&ople 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 j@bf SI YAy 3 YR YIAYGSYylIyOS 27 hodetN) & 2 dzf 2
introspective work. And it involves your heaath yes allowing your brain to penetrate your heart and

see what dwells there.

MALE PRISONER: Why should any of you care about my life? | made a mistake, a terrible one, that
haunts my soul. Theris no escape from it. | gearn thatevery dayL QY KSNB® L R2y Qi &S
grftl1a 2y (KSIHSHFOK3I I L a@&@F youmeH Stihls Isyll Rn hardly 8a ©QY
SELISYRIFI0ES y26d L ay Qito stop cain$uinétiseNal g (2 NU2R A Kgpu/l] (| @& o
F2NJ @82dzNJ FFHYAf@T F2N) a20ASied D2 2y Ilyoaft ANEHdzL FY § Qd
y 2 X

MICHELLEsgoken directly to the male prisoneAw shut up! They shoulda cut out your tongue outa
your mouh when they convicted you!

MARIONBoth are startled when they realize she can hear him!

aL/ 1 9[[9Y . 2 dutho-(she lginsXo cytdols my2sist& from me. (She stares at him
unable to speak for a moment) My her hands? You fucking, crazy séa bitch! Why her hands!

MARIONgtepping in as a referg¢e Heylanguage, people!

MICHELLE: You ask me to feel pity for this bastaade his lifed SOl dza S 1t f €t AFS Aa al
AAY]l AYXAGQa Ftf dFflo

59



TACENDAITERARMAGAZINE SPRIN@GO009

MARION: How can his dedibal yourheartK { K2 dzf Ry Qi @2 dzNJ KSIFft Ay3a FTNRY
2dza G AOSK {K2dZ RyQi (GKS F¥20dza 0S 2y az2YSiKAy3a Stas

MICHELLE: What else is there?

a! wLhby ¢CNE KIFI@Ay3a (GKS O02dzN»y 3S (2 t20S gKIFIG e2dz
that forgiving him frees you and gives you the enormous gift of peace.

aL/ 1 9[[9Y L OLyQlid L FSSt ydzvo o
MARION: Open up and take him with you.
aL/19[[9Y L OFyQio

a! wLhby 2 dz Y Blarigh néw2pitks a2 tfeCeiedutiod chaifortlessly and mees it

5

upstaga out of theway. e is passionate in her confrontation with Michelle.)

How is indulging in hatred bringing you closer to peace, contentmenglgser to God? Will the smile

2y @2dzNJ FFOS 0S NBIf gKSy @& astzeditd the/dkeculidgn (chamb@r2 dzNJ & )
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! Midbekeat hint no, not

just at hint through himt at his soul! Is God really askiygu to set the record straight? Healing

yourself is an inside jebothing external can cure what ails you. Tigeep trying to forgive A 1 Q& (G K S
Y230 AYLRNIOIFIYG aLANRGdzZEf GKAYy3a @82dz2Qff SOSNI R2od

MICHELLE€gaches her hand euo the male prisonér It was because you wanted to be touched,
gl ayQid AGK

MALE PRISONER: As God will hehb imeg your forgiveness.

(Michelle turns upstage to where the chair has been moved. She slowly walks towards it and tries to
move it back towhere 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.)

MICHELLEdes up and takes him off the podium and walks bumar to theexecution bair. She wraps

GKS adNI LA | NP TSR foKrya A & & SNX DRE & v Rhedegndlio Wrap the A & G S NF
arm straps repeatingd ¢ KA & A& F2NJ Y& &A &GNk gphaad when shE oks Y&  a
into his eyes she cannot do it. She breaks down sobbing and phishawayfrom the chair.)

C9a![9 twL{hbowy {G2LH 1S Reitimeg QG 0Sft2y3a GKSNB®

(She gets down off hgrodium and comes over to him and takes him back to his stand. Hagets it.
She faces the audience.)

We are criminals and we live it out in cages. Some of us have done some pretty bachtrige

things| think we all agree on that. And you guys are Christians or Jews, Muslims or Buddhists, Agnostics,
maybe you do®@i 06 St AS@S Ay D2R |0 I -acifizRnofthadear®h. Wel2 dzQNB
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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O« x

LIGA @S G2 RNHZAA 2N 3IFy3a 2 FAYR 2dz2NJ ARSyGAGeK 2
aleoS AdQa SFHraASNI (G2 060S RSIFIR AyaARS (KFy (G2 TFT2NHA
2T KSffd L YAIKEG aSS]T G2 R2 o0SGGOSNIodzi L OFyQi Rz
most important thing in life is to do the right thingdzi A G 62y QG YIGGSNI G2 lyezy
of the man you just executed and théssmy prayer to God:
| pray that you forgive the sin | have committed and take away what | wish | had not done.

Affe Lizide FyR @2dzQNB Y R 8ro@ prison2oRtKe mint tfiat ol dz K| @S
| i
I.

MALE PRISONERO begins to repeat the prayer as the light fades on them
adza i O FNRY YKIFOKI GdzZNRFyQa Al BIF Odza a! RFIA2 2F

As the music plays the prisoners in slow motion begin to fold up inside therdgeiviie petals of a

flower closing on to itself. This reflects their isolation and primal desire to survive at any cost and the
only hope nowis to draw whatever ergy they can from their own inner spifiti Q& | f f (1KS& Q@S
a! wLhby YR (KF{iQa 2dzNJ at2NE F2flad LG NBFHffte O3
said a billion timegove your neighbor as yourséify R £ ¢ @ & ( NHzA ( skphemeraldzN) 2 gy
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 lileath bird with
an arrow that hagierced 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
partst go stage left say goodbye to the 2 prisoners. Turn to leave and then remember Nligette
pick her upand hug her. Look once more at the scene and turn and leave.

THE END

NI 2F WdzR3IS Y21 AyalA Ada o6FaSR 2y 1 SyNB 2 SAy.

*TKS OKIF NI O
¢ & ¢2 ' YAff SNWe

S
h@dSNJ | Aa S

lj

A
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