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EDITOR’S OUTLET
As the spring semester of 2020 came to a close, the world—and our nation 

in particular—was in a troubled state. Death was being sown right and left by 
COVID-19, by virus-deniers, and by racist violence and counter-violence. 

While the 2020 Limestone Review best-of-genre Alpha Award recipients 
wrote their works prior to the tragic events of Spring 2020, I can’t help but 
think that their voices resonate and reverberate amid the swirl of all these 
forces.

What happens when we look the other way and let evil play out?  In 
Caroline Breitbach’s short story, “A Real Boy,” a mother closes her eyes—and 
her young son’s—to child (or toy?) abuse in a toymaker’s shop. 

Or what happens when we encounter the isolating effects of rejection? In 
Molly MacDuff’s “Juliet,” the poet/narrator envies that Capulet whose heart 
has not “been picked /like petals and tossed off a balcony.”

But resisting despair requires courage. In Laura Iunghuhn’s  creative 
nonfiction memoir, “County Sligo,” Laura surprises herself with an adventurous 
trek in Ireland: “I find myself again counting all the moments that went right. 
Everything could have gone wrong, but didn’t. I’m okay.”

So how do we go about living in troubled times?  In an excerpt from 
her Literature Capstone essay, “Graham Greene: Extending the Path to 
Redemption Through an Anticipation of Vatican II Faith in The Power and the 
Glory” Laura Iunghuhn assures us that “trials, if they are approached in love, 
have the potential to bring one face to face with God and with His gift of the 
grace of redemption in small, everyday ways.”

In dark times such as the Spring of 2020, we are all too prone to shut out 
the other and withdraw inside our private pain. But the courage to open oneself 
to grace and to pour out kindness to the stranger may be just what such times 
call for. 

                     --  Dr. Kevin Koch, faculty editor of The Limestone Review

From the 2019 volume of The Limestone Review:The following 
authors’ Alpha Award writings were recognized in the Delta Epsilon Sigma 
National Undergraduate Writing Competition:

•    Alex Kruse (’19): “Resurrecting Value: Preserving Residual Culture  
            Within Paula Meehan’s Poetry” (1st place, Critical/Analytical Essay)

•    Madison Tolley (’19): “On the Pier in Boca Raton, Florida, with my     
            Grandfather” (Tie, 2nd place, Poetry)
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Caroline Breitbach

A Real Boy

The shop bell rang, and a mother and son entered.  She held her child by 
his hand close to her body as they wandered through tall shelves of puppets, 
dolls, boats.  The shelves went all the way to the open ceiling.  The wooden 
beams were visible and strung with colored streamers and cobwebs.  Her son 
reached up his hand to touch the long hair of one of the dolls as they walked 
past.  He gripped a strand and pulled her to the floor.  Before his mother 
could say anything, he picked up the doll and set her back on the shelf.  She 
fell crooked as he stepped away to retake his mother’s hand.  Then, the son 
narrowed his eyes on a yo-yo and detached again from his mother to rush to 
the toy and pick it up.

“Can I have this?”
His mother took the yo-yo from his hands and put it back on the shelf.  

“Some other time, Antonio.”
Her son had already turned to a display of toy tool sets a few feet ahead.  

“I want one!”
“Put it back.”  She looked around the store cautiously.  “Is anyone here?”
“Mommy—“ Antonio had a puzzle in his hands.  He dropped it on the 

floor to pick up a model car.
“Shh, one second, Tony,” she hushed.  They both listened and heard 

rustling in the back of the shop.  “Excuse me?”
“Be out in a second!” came a voice.
The mother and son stopped in their tracks and waited for the toymaster 

to appear.  He turned the aisle, white hair flipped up around his neck, bright 
vest buttoned over his growing belly.  He smiled at the sight of them.  His 
eyes were magnified by round glasses, and a spotty mustache curled up on his 
cheeks.  The mother kept her son close to her.

“Welcome, welcome!” the man said.  The toymaster’s mouth spread open 
to reveal his large teeth.  His glance went down to her son.  “And who is this?”

“Antonio,” the mother prodded.  Her fingers wrapped over her son’s 
shoulders.

“I’m Antonio,” the boy whispered.  He leaned into his mother’s leg.
“Are you the customer today, young man?” the man asked.  He knelt 

down and gestured for Antonio to come closer.  The mother’s hand remained 
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on her son’s shoulder.
“Yes,” Antonio mumbled and peered up at his mother.  “I want a train.  

And a yo-yo.”
“Let’s start with the train,” she sighed.  The man smiled at Antonio, and 

the mother asked, “Can you make one?”
“Of course!  I can make anything for anyone,” the toymaster said.  “Why 

don’t you come in the back with me, young man, and I’ll show you some 
models?”

“We’ll both come,” the mother said.
The toymaster paused before he nodded and led them to the back of the 

shop.  He pushed back a purple curtain to reveal a workshop.
“Be careful not to touch anything,” the man instructed Antonio.  “You 

could get hurt in here.”
The mother watched as her son gasped and spun to take in the whole 

room.  There were piles of toys on the wooden tables, sawdust coating the 
floor, tools placed high up on pegs to avoid children’s reach.  One window 
filtered in tiny streams of light that revealed the dust floating in the air.  The 
mother stopped and watched a cuckoo clock go off, a tiny man and woman 
dancing on a loop around the clock face to signal the hour.

“The trains are this way,” the toymaster said.  Antonio ran to the trains, the 
man trailing close behind him.

The mother explored the workshop, amazed by the half-finished puppets 
and dolls.  Stacks of scrap wood hid shelves farther back in the shop that were 
stuffed with cans of paint, yarn, chisels and saws, paper patterns.  Old cans 
overflowed with ribbons, and rolls of cloth hung from the walls.  There was 
an empty fishbowl frosted with a thick layer of dust; she ran her finger along 
it and left a trail.

Farther in the shop, Antonio laughed.  She began towards them but 
paused.  To her side was a hidden staircase, and someone had just stepped into 
the doorframe.  As they stepped down one more stair, their foot knocked over 
a couple blocks of wood that clattered to the floor.  Her head turned to examine 
the figure.

It had the face of a boy, wrapped in smooth white flesh, spotted with 
freckles, dark hair flopping over the forehead.  The nose was longer than usual, 
a grin plastered on the face, but underneath the chin, its body was covered in 
a metallic sheen, white paneling covering the body at the joints.  The texture 
on the arms appeared wooden, but there were wires running visibly through its 
legs and toeless feet.  It was still, caught in a staring contest with the mother.



LIMESTONE REVIEW / 7

Then, it stepped closer.  Fraying strings dragged behind it.
“Hello?” she muttered.
It took another shaky step towards her.  “Your hair.”  Its mouth didn’t 

move; the voice came from his chest.  The voice was monotone and metallic.  
Its toothy grin seemed painted on.

She put a shaky hand to her head.
“Blue,” he said.  His eyes were a vibrant green and were permanently 

focused just to the right of her face.
The woman froze as the thing walked closer to her.  “What are you?” she 

asked.
“I’m a boy.”  He reached out an unfinished hand, three silicon fingers with 

visible wires running through them.  “Can I touch your hair?”  The puppet’s 
hand stopped inches from her head; it was statuesque waiting for the answer.

The mother held her breath as she leaned down and let the fingers run 
through her blue waves.  He picked up a clump and held it up before letting it 
fall back down around her face.

“It’s like mine.”  The other hand moved to its own head, picking at the 
dark hair.

The mother pulled back to look at the toy.  He was still smiling at her, 
fingers entangled in her hair.

“Mommy!”
The mother’s head snapped up to see the toymaster and her son rushing 

back towards her.
“Are you here to buy me?” the puppet asked her in a soft voice.
The mother stepped away from him, but it took shaky steps to stand next 

to her.  The smile remained plastered across its face.  She crossed her arms and 
averted her eyes from the gaze of the puppet.

“Ah, there you are,” the toymaster said to the mother.  “We found a model 
that your boy likes and…”  His voice trailed off when his eyes found the 
puppet.  His tone lowered, “What are you doing down here?”

The mother started to say something, but the toymaster her off.
“I thought I left you in the room,” he said.
The puppet’s head slowly turned to the mother again.
Antonio stepped out from behind the toymaster and screeched in 

excitement, “A boy?”
“My favorite,” the man said, glancing down at Antonio.  He took a large 

step and towered over the puppet.  “A prototype I made special.”
“What’s your name?”  Antonio marched up to the puppet.  He held up his 

hands to compare their heights, laughing in his mother’s direction when he 
found they were equal.
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“My name…” it started.
The toymaster interjected with a hand on its head, “He’s malfunctioning.  

I should take him upstairs.”
“Do you want to play?” Antonio asked uninterrupted, reaching forward to 

take the puppet’s hand.  “You can come to my house, and we can play.”  The 
toymaster immediately swatted at the boy’s fingers and took the puppet up in 
his arms.

“Tony, don’t bother it,” the mother muttered.  He clutched his mother’s 
arm.

The strings dangled in the air underneath the puppet, and its head faced 
Antonio.  “I’ll play,” the puppet said.  Its three fingers pointed to the boy.

Antonio jumped up and down and turned to his mother, “Can we go now?  
Mom, can he come ov—“ 

“That’s enough,” the toymaster snapped.  He grasped the puppet’s wrist 
tightly and tugged it away from Antonio.

The mother looked up at the man and said, “Don’t talk to my son like 
that.”

“He shouldn’t be—“
“He’s a child,” the mother replied.
The man gave an apologetic grin, “Right, right.  I’m sorry.”
The mother stared at him, hand on top of Antonio’s hair.
The toymaster dropped his smile and told her, “Well, I’m going to go put 

this one back, and when I come back down, we can discuss the train.”
“I don’t want to go,” it said.  It kicked its legs in the toymaster’s arms.
“He’s always telling lies.  Even when I first made him, he kicked at me,” 

the toymaster said with a chuckle.  He jerked the puppet’s head away from the 
mother, hiding the face in his chest.  “If you wait out front, I’ll meet you there 
in a couple minutes.”

The mother tugged her son away from the duo and to the front of the store.  
She hesitated for a moment by the counter before continuing out of the shop 
completely.

“My train,” her son said.
“We’ll find a different one.”
He dug his heels into the ground, but the mother dragged him along.  He 

whined, “No, you promised!”
“I’m sorry,” she said.  “I’ll get you one somewhere else.”  After looking 

both ways, she rushed her son across the street to their house.
“Can I get the yo-yo?”
“We’re not going back, Tony.”  She fumbled getting her keys out of her 

pocket, glancing back over her shoulder at the shop.
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In the upstairs window, the mother saw it watching her.  She spun back to 
her house and threw her body into the door to open it, pulling Antonio inside.  
She locked the door.  Her son took his hand out of hers and ran to the living 
room to look out the window.

“I see him, Mom!” he giggled and waved.
The mother followed him to the window and closed the blinds.  “Go to 

your room for a bit.”
Antonio said, “Mom, who is that—“
“I’ll make lunch, okay, Tony?” she said.

Night fell, and the shop closed.  The toymaster climbed the stairs to his 
bedroom.  When he entered, he turned on his bedside lamp and glared at the 
puppet laying on the bed.

“Why did you go downstairs?”
“The door was open,” the puppet said.  It turned its head away from the 

man.
The toymaster stated, “That’s a lie.”  When it didn’t respond, the man 

walked over to stand over the puppet.  “Look at me.”
“No.”
The puppet got up to get away, but the man herded him into the corner.  

It put up its hands to try and hide.  The toymaster exhaled in frustration and 
grabbed its face in one hand, squeezing lightly.  The puppet dangled a few 
inches above the ground.  “You’re my special boy.  You’re not supposed to go 
down there.  Stay up here, for me.”

“But—“
The toymaster flung the puppet aside.  It caught itself on the windowsill, 

draping an arm across its hollow stomach.  Without meeting its maker’s eye, 
the puppet curled up against the windowsill, leaning its face against the glass.

“You’re not ready to go down there yet,” the man said.  “Come here.”
The puppet pushed itself onto its feet and shakily made its way to the man.  

He placed his hand behind its head and shoved him towards the closet.
“Don’t move again.”  The toymaster nudged the door shut, only a crack 

of light peeking through to the puppet’s smile.  He stood up and disappeared 
into the bathroom.

The puppet waited a moment before he opened the door.  It stared at the 
light underneath the bathroom door and collapsed on the bed.  Its head turned 
to look out of the window at the mother’s house across the street.  The blinds of 
her living room window started to tremble, and Antonio’s face appeared.  The 
puppet’s glance met the boy’s, whose mouth spread into a smile and hand got 
tangled in the blinds waving at the puppet.  It slowly sat up and waved back at 
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the boy.  Then, the blinds across the street snapped shut.
The puppet’s eyes stuck to the shadows that danced across the blinds, 

showing the mother and Antonio running around their home.  It reached up a 
hand to feel the back of its head as it walked back to the closet.  After staring 
into it for a moment, the puppet snuck out of the bedroom down the back stairs 
that led to the workshop.

The puppet wove around the piles of discarded projects and previous worn-
out, used versions of himself.  Through the main shop, past the merchandise 
shelves, and to the front door.  Its hands pushed it open.  The bell rang softly 
as the door shut behind him.  One last glance up at the window, then the puppet 
took off across the street.  It swerved and wobbled on his legs; the mother’s 
door was ahead.

Antonio had food on his face.  His mother leaned over to wipe it off with 
a napkin.

He said, “The boy in the shop.  He looked weird.  What was he?”
“Eat your dinner, and just try to forget,” she said.
“He was funny looking,” Antonio replied, taking a large bite of mashed 

potatoes.
“He was,” she struggled, “a toy.”
“A toy?  Really?  Can I have one?”  Antonio grimaced as his mother 

wiped his face again.
“No.  We’re getting you a train, remember?”
“I can have both.  Lots of kids have more than one toy.”
She smiled at him, “Only the well-behaved ones.”
Antonio’s mouth fell open, and he stammered, “I-I’m well-behaved!”
“I know you are, Tony,” she laughed to herself.  “Do you want more?”
“No.  I’m full,” he said.
When the mother leaned over to pick up his dinner dishes, she saw the toy 

running across the street.  His painted smile luminescent on his face, his eyes 
finding hers through the large window.

With a gasp, she dropped the plates back onto the table and grabbed 
Antonio.  She pulled him close to her and hid in the entrance hallway.  At their 
feet, a cricket chirped.

“What’s wr—“
“Shh,” she hushed him.
Suddenly, there was a loud knock on the door.  “Ms. Fairy?”
The knock continued.
Antonio began to whine and tore himself out of his mother’s arms.  He 

darted around the corner to the window, hands fumbling with the blinds.  
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“Boy!” he called.  His hands pounded on the glass.  “Boy!”
“Antonio,” his mother hissed.  “Come back.”
 The toy jumped up and down outside, trying to peer through the door’s 

upper window.
“Mommy, let him in,” her son said.  He ran back to the door and tried to 

jump to see out of the window, too.  He reached up his hand to wave.
The boy’s metallic voice chimed in a monotone, “Ms. Fairy, please let me 

in.  I’m scared of him.”
The mother put her hand over Antonio’s mouth to stifle the crying and 

dragged him to the ground underneath the door.
“Help,” the toy said.
“Mommy,” Antonio said, grabbing her hair and pulling it.  “We should 

help him.”
The mother held her breath and straightened her back against the front 

door.  “Be quiet, Antonio.”
The cricket chirped.  The other side of the door went quiet, and the mother 

started to stand up when she saw the puppet’s face appear in the dining room 
window.  She sucked in a harsh breath and closed her eyes.

“Let me in,” it said.  “Please.”
A tear squeezed out of the mother’s eye, and Antonio squirmed in her 

arms.  She heard it slam its hands into the window over and over again.
“He’s coming,” it said, louder but still emotionless.
“No, no, no,” the mother exhaled.  She hugged her son and held her eyes 

tighter shut.
“Mommy,” Antonio said, thrashing in her arms.
“Be still, Tony,” she whispered.
There was silence before the knocking on the door became constant once 

again.
“Open the door.  Please open the door.  Please, let me in,” the puppet said.
The cricket beside the mother chirped again.  Antonio gasped at the sight 

of the bug, and the mother squished it with her shoe, continuing to hush her 
son.

The puppet’s voice multiplied; many voices rang out saying, “I need to 
come in.  He’s here.  Let me in.  I’m scared.”

The doorknob started to turn.  She had to hold her son’s arms at his sides 
to avoid him opening it.

Finally, she responded through the door, “You can’t come in.”
“Mom,” Antonio sniffled.
The mother brushed her son’s hair back and whispered, “He’s not safe in 

here.  He’s not like us.”
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There was a muffled low voice on the other side of the doorway followed 
by the puppet saying, “No.  Please, Ms. Fairy.  Come out.”

Its voices continued speaking as the doorknob spun rapidly and the door 
shook from the pounding.  Antonio curled up in his mother’s arms, hands over 
his ears.

“Sorry to bother you,” a voice said from the other side.  The mother buried 
her face in her son’s hair. 

After one last loud slap on the door, the house fell silent.
Antonio looked up at his mother.  “He’s gone.”
“He’s gone,” she repeated.
She wrapped her arms tighter around her son, who struggled out of her 

arms.  He disappeared to the dining room to watch from the window.  She 
stood up and went to peek through the living room blinds.  Across the street, 
the toymaster slammed shut his shop door, and Antonio shouted.  The mother 
sunk into the sofa, glancing up at the starry night sky.
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Seth E. Biedrzycki

Martyr, the Messenger

The window is cool against your skin as you watch the trees zip by, 
disappearing into the darkness as they fall behind the headlights. Cherish the 
hum of the tires. They’re carrying you to God’s work. Gabriel has been driving 
for the past four hours straight, no stops. He’s greasy and fidgety, but you 
won’t have to sit with him for too much longer. You grow numb to his blather, 
talking about God’s love and wrath since the start of the drive.

Take a breath to settle your distaste. 
The other counselors ignore him in favor of their own conversations. It’s 

orientation week, the week before the campers come. It’s time to settle in, but 
more importantly it’s time to listen to the Lord’s call. Shepherd the flock. Thy 
will be done.  

When the van finally rolls into camp, Gabriel is quick to unlock the 
counselors’ cabin. Smell the air. It’s like one of those pine tree candles. Listen 
to the river in the distance. “Jenna and Ashley, you’ll be upstairs,” Gabriel 
says. “Josh, Lucas, and Jordan, you’ll be downstairs but leave your bags in 
the van for now. I need your help with something first.” Beads of sweat drip 
down his forehead despite it being an uncharacteristically cool day. Look at 
him. Like a rat out of garbage. They follow Gabriel down a gravel path away 
from the house.

Follow Jenna into the house and up the stairs. Set your bag down on a 
foam mattress, the spot nearest the staircase. Jenna opens up the windows to 
“breathe in the cleansing air.” 

“Do you hear that?” she asks. You do. It’s Gabriel, he’s furious. Screaming. 
“Do you even remember their names?” he growls. “Four of your oh-so-

happy campers, lost at their own hands.”
“Look man,” Josh trembles. “We-”
“Do you remember Andrew? Looked a lot like me until… Well, there’s 

only so much you can scrape off pavement.”
“We were trying to save them,” Jordan starts.
“Sinners beget sinners.”
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One, two, three gunshots ring out. They echo through the trees, raising 
bumps on your skin. Jenna looks to you with wide eyes. Dial 911 on your cell 
and drop it on the bed. 

Leave. 
Sprint down the stairs and head for the door. You’re nearly there. It slams 

shut. 
“Not yet, ladies. You get special treatment. The boys might have helped 

you, but you... You’re lucky I don’t do to you what you did to your campers.” 
He pauses. “Tell me, did you really think God would absolve you of your 
adultery?”

“He will,” says Jenna, now standing behind you. Her trembling legs shake 
the floor. “Father Dean told us that-”

“Father Dean is a sick man who embezzles from the church and preaches 
his own gospel,” Gabriel interjects. 

“You’re lying.”
“I am deliverance and damnation. I am His messenger. I can’t lie.”
“I’m not waiting here,” Jenna whispers to you. She sneaks over to a 

window and lifts it open before beginning to step out. There’s a flash of light 
and you feel a warm spray. She drops to the ground, unmoving. 

The air tastes like iron. 
“Ashley. Tell me, do you have any regrets? Or do you still think Father 

Dean’s ‘absolution project’ was the will of God?”
Red and blue lights pulse through the windows. “Drop the weapon,” calls 

the officer through his speaker. More shots fire, shattering the glass on the door 
and splintering the wood paneling. Six shots. 

Sprint out the door and shoulder through Gabriel toward the cop who’s 
crumpled beneath his door. Take the gun. 

Run.
Gabriel takes a shot and fire erupts through your leg. Casings hit the 

wooden planks of the deck; he’s reloading. Build the gap, wait for help. Run 
for hours or minutes, you can’t tell. Touch your leg, it’s wet. Your jeans are 
soaked through. The denim sags and pulls at your waist, dragging you to the 
ground. Each breath heavies your chest. It’s getting darker, but the sun set 
long ago. 

A branch cracks in the distance. Is it him? Or maybe it’s backup coming to 
check on the officer. Finger the revolver in your hand; only one left to chamber. 
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Leaves rustle. His breathing cuts through the darkness, hastening yours. 
He approaches slowly, methodically. His work is almost finished. You’re all 
that’s left. His face appears in the moonbeams, spattered with color. 

One left, that’s all. Make it fatal or suffer. He raises his gun, pulling back 
the hammer. Raise yours and he smiles. The barrel is cool against your chin. 
Fear grips the trigger. 
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Caroline Breitbach

 
Fragmentation

Leave a part of you in the arms of every man you sleep with.  A small ball 
of you, nestled in the itchy sheets and his hairy arms.  A chill goes through 
that hole when you walk home at midnight.  Lit cigarette between your lips.  
Smoke spinning into black sky.  Muscles, Glasses, B.O.  Lost count of the 
men.  Each has a piece of you, a puzzle spread throughout the city.

The alarm goes off early.  Forgot that you were fired yesterday.  That 
explains Mustache last night.  Reach for the glass of water your roommate left 
on your nightstand.  Drink and take some medicine.  Pretend you’ll finally read 
the books collected under your bed.

Ignore Louis’ calls and messages.  Stare at his contact photo as the phone 
rings, but then delete the voicemails.  Hearing his voice would bring back 
the guilt.  Arms around you.  That word, infidelity, bouncing around in your 
scattered brain.  Louis frozen at the door while Elliott presses against you.  
Your sweet Georgia sleeping in the room next door, thinking you had stayed 
home from the holiday party sick and Louis was there alone.

But he wants to see you.
Go to the bar to meet your sister instead.  She’s engaged.  Pregnant.  

You’re drinking wine at 4pm.  She walks you back to the apartment.  Once 
inside, knock on roomie’s door and mess around.  You can’t afford to move 
again, but you’re slowly dissolving from the world.  His beard and ponytail 
are tethers.  Hold onto them like they root you to the ground.  Let go, and risk 
crumbling away.

Your mom calls the next day.  She’s sending you money because she 
knows you lost your job, and she knows you’re not living with Louis anymore, 
but she doesn’t know about the men.  Your roommate, Elliott, or the bartender 
last week.  She pretends like she understands, but the dirtiest her marriage ever 
got was when Dad gave another woman the sign of peace at Mass.  She takes 
your side.  Hang up.

With Louis’ voicemails freshly deleted, call Elliott.  Ask if he wants 
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to get a drink.  Don’t be surprised when he declines but says those months 
meant everything to him.  It’s a lie.  He has pinched the largest piece.  He 
smiled first on the subway.  Appeared the next day.  Ran up to stop you on the 
sidewalk.  Said hello.  But you put your left hand behind your back.  Another 
slice splintered away from your being, and the shards multiplied with each 
night in his bed.

When you go to check the mail, notice Louis.  He’s found the apartment.
I needed to see you, he said.
He didn’t.
I want to get through this together, he begs.
We can’t.
He follows you upstairs, into the apartment.  Get embarrassed by the smell 

of cigarettes and body odor.  Pray your roommate is gone.
He wonders why you never answered his calls.  He asks why you’re 

crying.  He wants to hold you.  
Don’t respond.  Don’t breathe.  One blink, and he’ll think you’re asking 

for forgiveness.
He says, Georgia wants to see you, too.

Come home.  We can work through it.

I want to buy a house.

We’re not broken.  I promise.

He reaches out.  Permit the thought, the possibility of Louis fixing things.  
Retrieving you from Elliott, that bartender, your roommate.  Holding them in 
himself alongside the sliver of you he took on your first date.  But don’t want 
to be held by him.  Desire the stolen piece he still possesses.

Step away.  Walk into kitchen, and open the letter from Mom.  Turn to 
look at him one last time.  Reclaim the ball of you he has.  

Say you don’t want to be with him.
Know those words will make him leave.  Don’t think about your tears.  

Instead, feel your fragments rejoining as the door closes.  Ignore the guilt that 
follows the relief.  The wrongness of him breaking himself to complete you.  
Mend.  Turn and take the money out of the envelope.  Pay the bills and don’t 
think about Georgia, not yet.  Cry onto the letter, smudging Mom’s I love you.  
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Push your roommate away when his fingers brush your neck.  Float into your 
room, nearly half a person.

Move out the next week.  A lucky find.  A shitty apartment a few blocks 
down.  Turn off your cell phone for a whole day.  Start to unpack.  Then, read 
a book.  Promise to find a job tomorrow.  Lay on the stained carpet, and close 
your eyes.  Be.  Welcome the silence.  Feel your ears and toes and every inch of 
your body.  Open your eyes and stare out the window at the foggy day.  Start to 
unpack again.  Regard your cracked ceiling and flaking walls.  Despite them, 
the room’s still standing.

Put down your clothes and grab your carton of cigarettes.  Crawl through 
the punched-out window screen onto your fire escape and smoke.  Watch as 
the vapor bursts from your mouth to join the rest of the haze.  Then raise the 
cigarette to your lips and take another drag.
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Caroline Breitbach

 
Insected

When Silas stepped out of bed, a grasshopper cracked under his toes.  
He lifted up the foot and wiggled his toes to get the best view of the bug.  He 
groaned loudly and scraped it off.

The woman next to him stirred under the comforter and asked, “What is 
it?”

“Nothing.  A grasshopper,” he said.
“Leave them alone.  Come back to bed.”
“The alarm went off.”
She kissed his shoulder and snuggled deeper into her pillow.  “It’s 

Saturday.”
“All the more reason to get up, Millie.”
“How are we compatible?”
He smiled to himself and went to shower.  The hot water hit his back.  

He opened his eyes and let the water blind him for a moment.  He reached 
down for the shampoo bottle and noticed another hair twisted around the 
temperature knob.  Silas peeled it off and tried to flick it off his fingers onto 
the tiled wall.  It stuck.  He picked up the shampoo and began to massage it 
into his hair.

He washed, and two grasshoppers crawled out of the drain.  As he 
lathered, he propped one leg up on the tub and switched legs when they 
jumped too close.

Millie knocked on the door and entered.
“I have to pee,” she said.
“I’m almost done.”
“I can’t wait.”
She crouched and began to pee as Silas turned off the water and grabbed 

his towel.  He started to dry himself off, fully stepping onto the tub ledge to 
avoid the bugs.  Just over the curtain rod, he could see her relieving herself.  
She yawned and leaned her head against the wall next to the toilet.

“Can you stop leaving hair on the knob?” he asked.  “Leave it anywhere 
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else.  Just not on the knob.”
She sighed with her eyes closed, “I don’t, like, pull out my hair and put 

it there.  Chill out.”
“I don’t leave my hair lying around.”  He flicked a grasshopper off his 

leg.  It got caught in the water funneling down the drain.  The other one 
jumped out of the tub.  When it reached the floor, two more bugs joined 
it.  Silas watched as the grasshoppers crawled up Millie’s legs, between her 
thighs, and entered her body.

“Millie,” he said.  More grasshoppers appeared, coating her legs like 
socks. “Millie, your…”  He trailed off.

She snored.

The next morning, Millie’s stomach had grown.  Silas stared as she 
pulled a dress snug over her body.

“Huh.  I must have gained weight.”  She looked up at him expectantly.
He answered, “No, it must’ve shrunk in the wash.”
She smiled and kissed his cheek.  “What do you want for breakfast?”
“Eggs, I guess,” Silas said, eyes drifting out the window.  Grasshoppers 

covered their small, fenced-in yard.  They hopped over one another to find 
their space.  He mused, “I’ll have to wear shoes to take the trash out.”

“What?” Millie asked at the door.
“Nothing.”  Silas put on his shirt, shaking out the front so the 

grasshoppers fell to the floor.
He watched Millie make breakfast, gently pushing grasshoppers away 

from the pan.  She opened the cupboard and pulled out two plates, spooning 
eggs onto each.  A bug got stuck in Silas’ eggs, and he stared at it.

“Something wrong?”
“There’s a grasshopper in my breakfast,” he complained.
“It’s fine,” Millie replied.  “Just eat.  You’ll be late for work.”
He washed the dishes, and they went their separate ways for work.  Silas 

felt the grasshopper’s exoskeleton’s crush with each step to his car.  The dead 
bugs’ eyes watched Silas from the door.

Silas stood at the copier at work.  He wrung his hands as the papers were 
printed out into the tray.

“Silas.”
He jumped at his name and turned to see his boss.  “Oh, hello, Chris.”  

He forced a smile.
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Chris leaned on the copier, “Did you have a good weekend?”
“Oh, yeah,” Silas felt sweat form on his forehead.  “Millie and I just did 

some work around the house.”
His boss hit his shoulder, “When’s the big date?”
“We haven’t decided yet.”  Silas stared as a grasshopper crawled up onto 

Chris’ shoulder.  His eyes widened.
“What are you waiting for?” Chris laughed.  Silas opened his mouth to 

answer, but Chris said, “Oh, Marnie!  We’ll catch up later, Silas.”  With a wink, 
he walked away.

Silas picked up his copies and went to his cubicle.  Grasshoppers were 
waiting on his keyboard and cup of pens.

Millie was sitting on the loveseat in the living room, hands across her 
widening stomach.  Her engagement ring shimmered.

“You’re home early.”
“Yeah,” she answered, “I didn’t feel good.”
“Is it your stomach?”
“What?” she asked, darting eyes to him.
“Is it…”  He stopped speaking.
She looked down, “What’s wrong with it?”
“Nothing,” Silas stammered.
Millie stood up and turned off the television before heading to the room.
Silas retreated to the kitchen.  He grabbed a gallon of milk from the fridge 

and poured himself a cup; the drink was mixed with bugs.  He observed the cup 
before chugging it down, biting down on the grasshoppers and swallowing.

A couple of months later, Silas was holding Millie’s hand at an ultrasound.
Their doctor leaned back and smiled.  “Yup, it’s there.”
“What?” Silas asked.
“A baby?” Millie gasped.
The doctor said, “A baby.”
Millie breathed in.  “Oh.”
Silas looked at the tiny screen.  “Are you sure, Bo?”  Millie squeezed his 

hand.
“I’ve been doing this for over fifteen years,” the doctor said.  He put a 

hand on Silas’ shoulder, “I’m positive.  Congratulations.”
Millie looked at Silas with wide eyes.  “A baby,” she whispered.
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Once they were home, Millie stretched herself out on the couch.  Silas 
hung up his jacket and looked into the extra bedroom.  The ground was 
completely covered in grasshoppers.

“Where’s the broom?” he asked.
“Silas, the baby’s not coming for months.  It’s just grasshoppers!  Leave 

them for later.  Come here,” she whined.
Silas stomped on the bugs, watching them try to hop away.
“Are you excited, Silas?”  There was a pause.  “For the baby.”
Silas didn’t answer.  He heard the television turn on.  Before exiting the 

room, he scraped his shoes off on the wall, leaving the insects’ remains on the 
paneling.

Within a month, Millie’s stomach bulged.  Silas had to help her into the 
bed.  He pulled a comforter of grasshoppers over her as she slept.  He brushed 
his teeth with a paste of them.  His comb was full of their broken legs and 
bodies.  Turning the knob on the shower led to bugs falling onto his shoulders.  
He walked to his car with a shovel to move the grasshoppers from his path.

Millie slept all day and complained any minute she was awake.  They 
went to more ultrasounds.

“That’s cold,” she told Bo at the third ultrasound when he rubbed the jelly 
on her stomach.

Silas couldn’t look at the screen.  Instead, he focused on Millie’s fingers 
wrapped tightly in his.  His leg bounced.  Grasshoppers fell out of his pant leg.

“Stop.  You’re stressing me out,” Millie muttered to him.
“It’s growing rapidly,” the doctor announced.  “Oh, what is this…”
Silas’s eyes shot up to the doctor.  He took his hand out of Millie’s to lean 

forward towards the screen.
“I don’t know what this is,” Bo whispered.
Millie started to breathe heavily, “Am I dying?”
“No, no,” the doctor murmured as Silas rolled his eyes.  “I’ll be right 

back.”  He hurried out of the room.
Millie swatted Silas’ back, reaching for his hand.  “What is going on?”
“I don’t know,” he said, eyes on the door.
“Well,” she exhaled, “go find out.”
“But he’s coming back.”
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“Silas,” she hissed.
Bo re-entered the room with two colleagues in tow.  They pushed past 

Silas and gathered around the screen.
“Extra appendage?” one said.
Millie fainted.
“Is the baby okay?” Silas asked.
Bo looked at Millie’s fainted body and back at Silas, “Don’t know.”
Silas bit his lip and nodded.  He looked at the floor and smiled.
“Oh, a heartbeat,” one of the doctors said.  “Do you see?”
“Wait, the thing disappeared,” the other responded.
“Blip on the screen?”
Bo took off his glasses and rubbed his nose, “God, I need a vacation.  For 

a second, I thought I saw an antenna.”
“What?” Silas asked.  “Is it still…”
“Just a normal little boy,” Bo smiled at Silas.

Millie handed her plate to Silas that night.  “Tell me again what Dr. Bo 
said.”

“A normal little boy,” Silas said.
She grinned and rubbed her stomach.  “Oh, I love him.”  A grasshopper 

jumped onto her stomach, and Millie giggled at it.  She gently picked up the 
bug and set it back on the ground.

Silas put their plates in the sink and hid in the kitchen.
“Have you put together the crib yet?”
“No,” Silas replied.  He watched as grasshoppers covered the dirty dishes.
“Well, you should really get that put together.”  She asked, “Have you 

been thinking about names?”
“Huh?  No,” Silas answered.
“I like Ian,” she said.
“That’s my brother’s name.”
“Oh, I forgot,” she replied.  She grinned at her midriff, tracing shapes over 

the smooth, round stomach.  “I love him already.”
Grasshoppers crawled up Silas’ legs as he stood in the kitchen.

A day later, she was in a hospital bed.
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“Almost there,” the nurse said.
Millie gave a breathless smile.  Silas brushed her sweaty hair out of her 

face.
“There he is!” the nurse told them.
Millie started to cry.  Silas looked at the nurse, who was cleaning off the 

child.  Her back was to him, and the baby was silent.
“He’s quiet,” she said.  They spanked the child, and it started to chirp.
Silas’ eyes widened.
“Congratulations, Dad,” the nurse winked.  “Want to hold him?”
In her arms was the baby.  Green, spiny legs, bubble eyes.
“No,” Silas said.  The nurse took a step towards him, so he dodged her, 

crashing into the machinery behind him.
The baby was unmoving.  The nurse placed it in Silas’ arms.  He looked 

down at the child and held it away from his body.
“Let me see him,” Millie said.
Silas set the baby on Millie’s bare chest.
“Oh, my God,” she cried.  “He’s perfect.”
Silas eyed her.
“A name!  What name?  Babe, what do we name him?”
“I don’t know,” Silas said.  The baby and Silas were caught up in a staring 

match.
“Tristan,” Millie said.
“No.  No, I don’t like that.”
“I remember reading a story with that name in high school.”
“I don’t like it.”
The baby chirped.
“Oh!” Millie exclaimed.  “He loves it!”  She kissed her baby, and Silas 

ran out into the hallway.  He sat in the chairs outside of the room and tried to 
catch his breath.

Millie sang it to bed with a lullaby.  Tristan stared between his crib bars 
at Silas in the doorway.

“He’ll never go to sleep with your singing.”
Millie turned to look at him, “Really?”
“Sorry.”
“You know, I got this.  You go get ready for bed.  I can handle this.”
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Tristan chirped.
Silas blinked hard and went to the bedroom.  He waited for the grasshoppers 

to move out of his way before sitting on the edge of his bed.  The window was 
blocked out by grasshoppers.  Only small peeks of the sunset could be seen 
through their close bodies.

Tristan could hop within months.
“He’s such a smart boy!” Millie praised.
Tristan took one large leap to land on Silas’ lap.  He pushed him off.  

Millie shrieked and went to help the baby up.
“I’m sorry.  He just scared me,” Silas muttered.  He brushed grasshoppers 

off his shoulders.
“You’re lucky he didn’t hurt his head!” Millie chided.  “Be more aware, 

Silas.”
“I’m sorry.”
Millie rolled her eyes and took Tristan in her arms.  She covered his head 

with kisses as Silas watched.
“I love you,” she told Tristan.  “I love, love, love you.”

Silas walked Tristan in the evenings around the block.  People would look 
but stay silent.  Tristan tried to take the lead and ran around the corners; Silas 
followed.  Tristan was always waiting for him.

Whenever Silas was working at home, Tristan would appear at his desk, 
hungry or needing his diaper changed.  Silas stopped what he was doing and 
feed him or change him.  As soon as he logged back into his computer, Tristan 
would appear again.

Millie slept all night, but Silas stopped sleeping.  He heard Tristan’s soft 
chirping from down the hall and woke up with red, tired eyes.  Millie said he 
looked bad and needed more sleep.  Silas started leaving for work earlier and 
staying later.  Whenever he got home, Millie would pass Tristan off to him and 
go to bed.  All the while, the grasshoppers in the house multiplied, filling his 
shoes, living in their houseplants, bathing in the sinks.

Late one night, Silas was in the kitchen.  He pulled a beer out of the fridge 
and cracked it open, waiting for the bugs to crawl out before taking a long 
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drink.  His hands were shaking, and he could hear Millie’s snores.  He took 
another long drink.  He threw open the fridge and grabbed grasshoppers by the 
fistful, crunching them and throwing them in the garbage.  He slammed down 
the lid and chugged his beer.

Then, Tristan was next to Silas.  The man looked down at him.  Tristan 
never blinked.  Silas’ fingers twitched.

“What do you want?” Silas asked.
There was no answer.
“More food?  Your stupid diaper?”
Tristan was silent.
Silas set his beer on the counter.  He turned to face Tristan.  He picked 

up his foot and stepped on Tristan’s leg.  It chirped and tried to hop away, but 
Silas wouldn’t move his foot.

Tristan chirped over and over again.  Silas allowed Tristan to crawl away, 
but he followed after him, brushing smaller grasshoppers from his clothes as 
he advanced.

He set his foot on Tristan’s spiny leg and slowly leaned his weight onto it.  
Tristan’s chirps grew louder.  Silas’ breathing grew heavy, his fingers shook, 
his throat burned.

Millie came running into the room, yelling, “Silas!  What are you doing?  
Stop!”

He whirled around on her and gasped, “It’s a grasshopper.”



LIMESTONE REVIEW / 27

Alyse Embers

 
The Calling

It was finally spring, the winter’s heavy sorrows were gone, and a new 
life retook our bodies, making us want to adventure outside. The young ones 
seemed to be causing their mischief as they began to do their door running 
again; it was such an annoyance. I had opened my door a few times already 
yelling at them, wanting to enjoy the solitude of the house I had just purchased 
in the fall. I got a job at the local diner. The salary was acceptable, after some 
negotiating of course. 

After work I had picked up a paper and came home, placed my keys on 
one of the book cases so I didn’t lose them, fired up the coffee pot for some hot 
water, and retrieved a package of orange cookies from the cupboard to sate my 
hunger until dinner time. The box of vanilla jasmine white tea was already out 
sitting neatly by the coffee pot.

‘Ding Dong, Dong Ding,’ the bell blazed through my ear drums and I 
stormed to the door as if it was Normandy, inhaling, my breath sinking it 
deep into my lungs, preparing to yell as I swung the door open like a maniac. 
“Get off my.” I had to stop myself. It wasn’t some child pulling pranks, it was 
Astelle. We grew up together, we hung out after school by the video store 
down the block.

“Well, I see you still have crude manners; shall I go?” she said, her words 
stinging before she smiled at me.

“Not at all. Please come in.” I said meekly, stepping back and out of the 
door so she could walk past me. She headed to the kitchen I imagined that she 
simply followed the smell of the steam and stood by the counter, but she had 
been here before. “Isn’t this the tea I got you awhile ago? How’s it working?” 
She asked the question after picking up the box and examining it.

Astelle was always like this, analyzing all the little things about her 
friends, even me. She was better at it with me as if she was one of those spooks 
from the army. 

“It’s a good flavor. Easy to match with the orange cookies I enjoy.” I 
wasn’t lying. The flavors paired up and tasted even better when dunked. 

“And the tea helps with your anxiety?”
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My eyes darted left to where my medicine was taken in the morning, 
wondering if I had left it out, only to realize I hadn’t. She knew about it 
because I had told her. Astelle was the reason I had switched from coffee to 
tea. Suddenly I heard her giggle, not out of pettiness or crudeness but just at 
my sudden reaction.  “I won’t tell, “she said before apologizing to me as if she 
had actually offended me. She was beautiful. Her long blonde hair reminded 
me of the story of Sif’s golden hair from Norse lore.

“So, what did you come back here for?” I asked, my pulse racing through 
my veins as if I had actually hoped to hear her say something. Then it stopped. 
She raised her hand and showed a ring on her finger. “Congratulations,” I 
stated, my voice probably sounding colder than the winter we just had.

“Oh, don’t be like that. I want you to come to my wedding.” 
“I’ll have to make sure I’m off.” My smile hid my jealousy. She wouldn’t 

see it, I knew she wouldn’t, because she’d never seen it before. 
“Oh, come now don’t be a stick in the mud. We’ve been friends since 

kindergarten. How could you not come?” she asked coming over and getting 
in my face. Still she was beautiful.

“Oh,” I said, mocking her retort. I didn’t even have a date for the event 
so how was I supposed to know if I could make it? She was crazy. “Fine, I’ll 
come.”

Astelle reached into her pocket, I hadn’t taken her coat. Maybe I was 
crazy. She handed me a card that was hand-decorated, her name written in 
beautiful calligraphy, her fiancé’s following, and the date, May 15th, a Sunday 
according to the invitation all written on ivory colored paper with black ink. 
“I’ll be there.” With those reassuring words she smiled radiantly and left. She 
was so beautiful. 

I dreaded the day for the remaining time that I could. I wanted it to last 
infinitely. It didn’t, time stops for no one, not even death. It was a few days 
after Astelle had left my house when I saw her fiancé. Or was it husband? 
Titles are so confusing. Still, I don’t think I like him. Something seems off. 
Still, they were together and with friends, so I couldn’t just approach him. 
I went back in the kitchen, waited and cooked their meal. Afterwards I took 
some pans down to the dishwasher and stood by talking with him. He was a 
young man, in college, working hard for what he wanted. 

“You get that girl to hit you up yet?” I asked trying to distract myself so I 
didn’t stare at Astelle and her fiancé. 

“Yeah we’re actually dating now. She’s really cool.” He responded, you 
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could hear the whimsicalness of his voice, he was happy and proud, hell I was 
of the guy too he’s always so nervous.

“Good for you,” I had no idea how to continue.
“What about you Boss? Ever have a girlfriend before?” His tone was still 

gentle.
“Yeah, once, when I was younger. She was beautiful.”
“What happened, if you don’t mind?”
“We decided our life choices weren’t going to work out, so we split on 

even terms.” That was a lie, but why should he suffer for my lost love?
“What did she look like?”
“She’s sitting in the restaurant now, with her fiancé.” 
That was the deepest cut I think, and I made it. The boy went quiet again 

and focused on his job. I hope he’ll be okay—this place doesn’t need two sad 
lumps working here. Still, time seemed to fly until May was already here and 
I had gone through the ritualistic events needed to attend Astelle’s wedding. I 
wasn’t a guest of honor, but it didn’t mean I couldn’t look nice.

The chapel, despite being one meant for interfaith, had been transformed. 
Blue, indigo, and other shades of the sea were hung in banners that covered 
even the stained windows.  I found my spot near the front under the title 
‘honored guest’. Astelle had insisted I sit with her family, as she counted me 
as her own sibling. I wish she had told me beforehand, but I took my seat 
between an elderly gentleman and a small girl who in contrast didn’t want 
to sit still. I wish I had some tea,  I thought, my eyes darting back and forth 
as the ceremony drew closer. The priest and groom stood by the altar now as 
the lights dimmed, causing the sea colored banners to be struck by the natural 
light and illuminate the building, making it seem dark and murky. It was oddly 
beautiful, and my nerves calmed, but it wasn’t more beautiful than her.

The organ sounded and the bride appeared before all of us. We stood and 
faced the aisle as she was called by the great machination that sounded like 
it was coming from R’lyth itself. Still, her white gown stood out against the 
murkiness. Perhaps she was meant to resemble a jellyfish.

“She looks like a ghost,” the young girl said out loud, only to receive a 
shushing from the adults around her. It wasn’t like she knew. It was probably 
her first wedding that she had ever been to. Still she was beautiful, even as a 
ghost or jellyfish, as she walked by me down the aisle and raised herself up the 
steps standing in front of the groom. 

Then the interrogation between the two opposing forces met, saying their 
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ceremonious questions and pledging to lives for one another, until finally 
an agreement was met and the two became known as simply husband and 
wife. The priest hadn’t even asked if a third party had wished to challenge the 
groom’s claim. The two kissed, entangled each other’s arms and proceeded 
down the aisle out the large doors and escaping the murky depths the sunlight 
graced us, all while we clapped and watched them drive away.

A week had gone by. I had not heard from her since the wedding. My last 
feelings of jealousy and isolation stung my chest as if a swarm had made it 
their hive. My last sighting was watching them get into a yellow convertible to 
head out onto their honeymoon. The town’s gossip didn’t help my symptoms. 
I knew I wasn’t crazy. One woman said that they had probably found 
somewhere better to live. “Perhaps they took a liking to the countryside,” said 
the barber somehow aware of my curiosities. The young ones were the worst 
they haunted me, saying such things like she probably was just avoiding me, 
as if they would know. Still, I longed to see her again.

I picked up a local paper on my way home, entering through the creaky 
door, putting the keys on my bookshelf, turning on the coffee pot to brew some 
tea, and getting out a package of cookies to go with the vanilla jasmine white 
tea that Astelle had given me once. I liked the flavor so much that I always 
bought it. I wasn’t obsessed with it. I just liked this flavor more. I picked up 
the paper and read a few pages in. The price of grains were going up, there 
was a sale on beef this Friday, and the politicians were at each other necks 
again. Still none of that was as bad as the next page, the white and black paper 
crinkled under my touch as I read. None of the townsfolk were right. I knew 
they were wrong. I just wish I was right. In the middle of the paper, taking up 
a far too small of a section of the page, was the story of a bride who was killed 
earlier that week, drowned by her husband. They didn’t mention her name, 
nor did they need to. Even with her face blurred out I recognized the wedding 
dress. The white lace and frills were obvious to me. She was so beautiful in it.
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Jake Heelein

Go With the Flow

FADE IN:
INT. HALLWAY- MORNING

An impressive space (Approximately 22 feet) separate the end of the 
HALLWAY and the DOOR located directly in front.

We begin moving from the back of the HALLWAY, slowly approaching 
the impending DOOR.  The walls are an off white, beginning to yellow at 
their tops.

As we move in, we can see that lazily hung on the door is a white 
sheet of paper, with the phrase “VINCENT’S ROOM—PLEASE KNOCK” 
sprawled on top. The “VINCENT’S ROOM” is clearly written by an adult, 
whilst the words “Please Knock,” were clearly written by a child.

Over top this scene is the sound of a VIOLIN moving steadily back and 
forth, increasing incrementally in speed as the camera gets closer and closer 
to the door.  The intensity of the VIOLIN hits its peak when the camera is 
solely on the sheet of paper.

The VIOLIN is cut by a knock on the door.

GEORGIA (O.S.)
Vincent, school, 30 minutes, let’s go.

We PAN left to see GEORGIA (29).  Her once free spirit, has been 
confined by its years of raising a child. She hesitates at the DOOR before 
walking to her KITCHEN.
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As she moves to her kitchen, we pass a lone picture hung on the wall.  
We PAN to focus on each photo hung.  The photo becomes clear; a slightly 
younger GEORGIA stands beside a MAN, and VINCENT (10 at the time).  
We continue to PAN left.  We see 3 more pictures, each time the picture 
ages up Vincent by a year. Vincent is always in the same baseball jersey and 
baseball cap. Finally we move past one final image: a 14-year-old Vincent 
standing next to only Georgia.

INT. KITCHEN- MORNING

The sound of a BLENDER cuts through.  A dark pink slush splashes 
around.

Georgia opens the top of the blender, pouring its contents into one thin 
glass cup, and one short glass cup.  Her eyes dart to her stove’s clock; 6:53. 
Sighing, she grabs the short glass cup, and begins towards her son’s bedroom 
once more.

INT. HALLWAY

She BANGS on the DOOR.

GEORGIA
Vincent Howard Booth, you are in high school, I should not have to keep 

doing this. (beat) You’ve got 5 seconds to get up or I’m dragging you out of 
bed. (beat)  I’m coming inside!

GEORGIA bursts inside.

INT. VINCENT’S BEDROOM.

Georgia turns on the lights, straight ahead of her is  Vincent’s neatly-
made bed. Sitting atop the bed is an upright vacuum.

GEORGIA
Vin? (beat) Where are you?



LIMESTONE REVIEW / 33

She looks around the room, yet does not see anything.  Perhaps she has 
made a mistake, and Vincent has already gone to the bathroom.  She begins 
to turn and leave.

VINCENT (O.S.)
Mom, I’m right here.

GEORGIA turns back.

GEORGIA
Vincent? Where are you?  Come out right now!

Vincent’s voice is faint, coming through the dusting brush of the vacuum 
cleaner.  A faint BRZZZ follows every word.

VINCENT
Mom, I’m right here, I-I-I need to talk to you.

The VACUUM’S dusting brush raises.

GEORGIA
Vincent, what is going on?

VINCENT
Mom, let me explain!

Georgia stands silently.

VINCENT
I’ve known for a very long time, and just thought that showing you 

would be easier.

Georgia stands still, her jaw falls agape as she begins to understand what 
is going on.  She wants to hear her son say the words.
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GEORGIA
Vincent. (beat) What is that you are showing me?

Vincent’s speech increases in speed as he speaks.

VINCENT
Mom, I-I’m a vacuum.  A-and I know this is shocking, and I’m sorry that 

you’re finding all of this out now (beat)

Vincent’s speech slows.

VINCENT
But nothing has changed, I’m still the same me, I’m still your son.

Georgia stammers before raising her voice slightly.

GEORGIA
You’ve just decided to become a vacuum, just woke up this morning and 

decided you’d make this life changing decision?

VINCENT
It wasn’t just this morning mom, I’ve known for a long time that I’ve 

needed to do this.

GEORGIA
Why?  Why did you feel like you needed to do this?  Is it because all of 

a sudden it’s “popular” to become a vacuum? Did you think it’d be quirky for 
you to be a vacuum?

VINCENT
Mom, I-

GEORGIA
You’re fourteen, Vincent. Do you even realize what kind of decision 

you’re making here?
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VINCENT
Mom, I just thought—

Georgia’s volume has raised yet again.

GEORGIA
Thought? You didn’t think about anything.  You didn’t think about how 

this would affect me, you didn’t think about anything.

Georgia lifts her hand as if to speak, but drops it.  When she speaks 
again she speaks slowly, and in a lower volume.

GEORGIA
How do you think your father would have reacted to this?

GEORGIA puts her hand over her face, a tear falls down her cheek.

GEORGIA
You were supposed to be the man of the house, Vincent.

VINCENT
And being a vacuum won’t change that!

GEORGIA
It makes you a freak, Vincent!

There is a BEAT, Vincent speaks slowly and quietly.

VINCENT
Then you’ll be glad to know I was just (beat) joking.  This whole thing 

(beat) has been a joke.

Georgia looks up, she sees that the vacuum is no longer a vacuum and is 
now the real 14-year-old boy Vincent.
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GEORGIA
What?

VINCENT
I was just joking with you, I thought, maybe it’d be funny to mess with 

you a little bit.

Georgia laughs a laugh of relief.  Her tone is almost friendly.

GEORGIA
So, you’re not a vacuum, you were just- ha! Wow, you got me Vincent!

She pretends to laugh too.

VINCENT
Heh, I knew I would!  And you reacted, (beat) just how I thought you 

would.

GEORGIA
I can’t tell you how relieved I am to be hearing this right now.  I just 

couldn’t imagine having a son... that’s a vacuum!

Vincent holds back tears.

VINCENT
Yeah, wouldn’t that be something?

Georgia takes one final exhale and smiles.

GEORGIA
Alright, well this has been a rather (beat) eventful start to the day.

Her voice tone changes back to that of a stern mother.

GEORGIA
But, the point still stands, if I’m going to take you to school, you’re 
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going to have to hustle.

VINCENT
Okay, Mom.

GEORGIA
Okay?

VINCENT
Okay.

Georgia leaves the room.  We hold on human Vincent.

VINCENT
Okay. (beat) Okay!

A tear streams down his face.  

VINCENT
Okay.

FADE TO BLACK
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Molly MacDuff

Juliet

I envy that Capulet.
She captures cocky gentlemen
with her white veil and virgin smile,
fills their minds with fire—
a facetious nurse her only companion,

innocent to a fault.
Never has her heart been picked
like petals and tossed off a balcony.

If she had any common sense, 
she’d live under golden chandeliers, 
bearing children to dry her hasty tears.

But I envy her.
I’m young enough
to take the potion and sleep,
elope with any willing Romeo.

But smart enough
to know I’d awake alone
with the dagger next to me.
She knows the world will end tomorrow.
It is small and flat and without her lover
death is sweet as a blueberry macaron.
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Caroline Breitbach

Big Cat

She trained animals for the circus.
She whipped lions, whistled at tigers, 
guided elephants by rope around the ring.
She taught the acrobats to slow down
their horses by tugging on the reins.
But she had never before trained a panther. 

He followed her fingers, jumped through her hoops, 
ate from her hand. 
Sometimes he licked her cheek.
The trapeze artists warned her 
not to become friends.
The jugglers said that when she looked away,
the panther’s mouth opened, and his eyes were not tame.

It slept on her beige recliner in her trailer 
and stayed up late watching anime or Friends.
She fed it chicken pot pie and poured it a glass of wine.
In rehearsals, the panther balanced on balls and growled on command 
and also nipped her fingers and hissed under his breath.
His eyes followed her 
long after she had left the ring.

A patch of dirt by the green river,
souvenir clown noses and sugary treats.
The spotlights follow the horseback riders. 
The clowns offstage.
Children shout.
The unicyclists carry five people at once.
The girls go up on silks and spin dangerously with no net over the sandy       

              pit below.
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The horses jump through tall rings set ablaze.

The local news blurred their footage of the trainer, 
mauled and mangled in the ring. 
Kids shrieking from the stands.
And the stagehands pulled the panther away,
dark eyes on her, back to his cage.
A red puddle mopped up with old costumes during a brief intermission.
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Caroline Breitbach

Five Miles Away

Pink matching rain jackets,
Winnie-the-Pooh rain boots.
We splashed murky puddles
till thunder blew us in.

Wet shoes on the orange rug.
Grilled cheese on the table.
How many miles to rain?
We clapped from one to five.

Now, sirens, roars, stillness,
huddled in my basement, 
feet too large for Pooh boots,
scared of the new black sky.
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Caroline Breitbach

The Pear Tree

The limbs, overburdened with pears,
touch the tufts of grass.
The old man’s heavy boots 
trample the fruit that litters the ground, 
and with his wooden picking pole he reaches to the highest boughs 
for pears for the wife who waits in the house
and peeks from the kitchen window, peeling potatoes for dinner.
The canopy fills with each passing summer.
What blossoms remain to grow.
He chooses pears to bring to his wife
for canning her pear jelly.

Scrapbooks of orange fall leaves and portraits
of his wife and children and grandchildren in front of last spring’s 
blossoms.
It’s the fruit the old man cherishes, 
plucks from each branch,
arranges in his worn wicker basket against the trunk of the pear tree.
He presses his finger against the yellow skin.
His thumb sinks into the soft flesh.

The tree is not native, and one day 
cankers will cover its trunk, its crown will thin and bald, its arms empty 
of leaves and blossoms. 
It will have no pears to trade with the old man.
It will become the dirt the old man steps on, 
what holds his footprints that puddle in the rain.
The mud pits his grandchildren play in.
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Caroline Breitbach

Winter in London, 2019

                 after Ernest Farrés

I am searching for foggy 
brick streets, Oxford bookshops
cramped with literature, Blenheim’s endless muddy garden
path,
dollars converted to pounds for that puzzle, a goodnight
message from
him a continent away that holds my attention for a moment
before a tiny cucumber sandwich appears in my fingers
and a doll size jam jar opens with a pop, 
cider and chips at the Albany across from the hotel, 
The Play that Goes Wrong in neon letters, steep escalators 
packed with strangers pressing
against you so commuters can sprint to their train, 
my sister’s requested keychain, tube joyrides, friendly 
silence at the Tate Britain, looking both ways 
for bicyclists, Romeo’s scream on the Barbican stage, 
midnight promenades to the Eye and Ben, time killed
crossing Black Friar’s Bridge, balancing on the railings over a 
choppy Thames—experience beyond
passing the same gas station to work and recognizing people at 
the mall.
He, however, is waiting for me.
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Caroline Breitbach

World’s Fair Woman

Lifted chin, some hair pinned on top of her head,
the rest curling down almost to her shoulders. 
She’s too young to be a Gibson girl.
She shows off her arms in coral flounce sleeves
and her suffocated breasts spill from her mint corset.
She holds a broken mandolin in her slim, ceramic arms,
fingers frozen plucking a Ragtime tune
for the elephant and teapot on the shelf.

If the past were just a collectible figurine,
the frozen blushing of a naïve girl,
what would her smile tell me
of Helen Keller, or the Smithsonian’s blue whale,
or whether the song was right—
that the lights didn’t shine anywhere but St. Louis?

And what if the past could be locked in my grandmother’s cabinet
with a shiny, new key?
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Daniel Charland

Final Destination

after Jorge Carrera Andrade

Against the wooden door of the hospital room
seven gentle knocks.

The old man sits up in bed;
joy glides over him with feathers.

Who is it?

Through the door
walks Black-Robed Beauty and takes his hand. 

He floats off his pillow and into the folds
of her woolen cloak.

Her cool hand and soft
on his fevered head. 

They walk through air on a bridge of sunrays.
Clouds are solid steps under their feet.

At the top of the column of clouds: a gentle man
in white flame, smiling,

dresses the old man in white fire of his own.

This is how the welcome guest comes to one who is prepared.
Wings of gold appear at his feet.
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Daniel Charland

Neutral Ground

On this garden bench, I have nothing to fear
from the droning bee.
Nectar is her only desire,
not blood of giants, nor my misery.
This Eden is our neutral ground
where things are as they should be.

In wild woods, hive of tall trees,
she would sting me to defend her home,
and I the same in my white kitchen
would swat her.

The lion and lamb have not yet lain down,
and the door is still blocked by a flaming sword,
but the cool of the garden says what will come
for all men and beasts when the Great Word comes.
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Daniel Charland

Purple Paradox

The paradox of purple:
cool, calm, smooth, balmy, as 
it oozes like jewels from the bottom
of the rainbow and flows into the pool 
of the mind. It pulls the eye 
and lulls the sigh of peace.
It grows in the ground in lovely buds
of orchid, eggplant, and thistle,
petunia, phlox, pansy.

Purple mountains’ majesty
shimmers in sunlight.
Fog up to the clouds above the busy 
city with violet neon flashes.

When the day is done,
it’s all that’s left of a summer
sunset sky. Royal robes;
powerful purple of riches and privilege.
The color of kings, reserved 
for the wealthy. 

In times of trials,
purple penance, patient,
ancient in waiting in Palestine
 with ebony ashes.
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Daniel Charland

The Author

At his desk, he assembles 
the frame of a magic door,
striking the keys to preserve 
for ages what he’s seen: 

frame of phrases, panels of plot,
constructed of the wood of words
and fastened with grammatical nails.

The land appears on the blank page.
Reach out your hand and touch the sand 
on the seashore where your ship has beached.
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Kaylee Coble

Possum

after Zbigniew Herbert

The possum exemplifies evolution gone wrong. It ought to be small, 
like a mouse or a rat, with its angry snarl and hairy tail trailing along behind 
it like a parasite. It lives its life in alternating moments of anger and fear, 
threatening anyone who gets close, or freezing grotesquely like a sculpture 
unloved by its artist. It loves no one. It lives with trauma. A parody of a song, 
bitter, frightened, insensitive, cackles in its throat.

The possum reminds me of certain people.
A certain person.
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Kaylee Coble

Scuba Diving

I have too much time to think,
and thinking is like scuba diving a coral reef. 
I think I’m diving into deep blue water, but the farther I go, the darker it
gets,

as in a maze.
Choices and decisions 
lurk at dead ends
like shadows.

My mind is a cave
I swim through, getting lost.

I’ve heard it said we know ourselves
better than anyone else.

I believe that’s true,
but only if we want to know.
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Ben Colwell

Jump, Dog, Jump

after Carlos Drummond de Andrade 

Sadie, stay scared, fear
is what you’re feeling now: 
today a bruise, tomorrow no bruise. 
Day after tomorrow’s Sunday
and nobody remembers their sins
Monday. 

It is pointless to succumb 
and remain abused. 
Jump, Dog. Jump! 
Take what you can from your tainted vows 
trusting nobody when they 
say, “I love you.” 

Fear, Sadie, anxiety 
slept with you last night 
and now your thoughts are raising 
a contagious music, 
mix tapes,
Hallmark movies, 
fathers smiling crookedly, 
stop signs in the streets, 
a music
nobody will ever know. 

In the meantime, you sit up 
stiff, decisive. 
You’re the olive branch, you’re the signal 



52 / LIMESTONE REVIEW

nobody stopped for in the street
as the lights turned red.  
Fear at night, no, fear 
during the day is always lonesome, 
lonesome, Sadie, my girl, 
but think of nobody, 
nobody cares, nor will they. 
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Alexis Disparte

Happy Song

after Yehuda Amichai

People celebrate each other 
in appreciation for their work. They put each other 
into their excitement and happiness, 
into their smiles, their eyes, their gestures, and open arms.
They hold each other and won’t let go. 
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Alexis Disparte

Spring Sky

The sky is pink and blue like cotton candy
as if you painted the swirls with your brush.
You used to say you loved to look at it.

Remember when you and Kitty were the sky?
You had the pink hair and she had the blue.
We used to watch the clouds roll by in spring,
in the simpler time. 

Now you are a star in those cotton candy skies.
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Quintin Durov

My Back Yard

I sit here wondering which blade 
of grass is the tallest.
Why today’s shadows are darker.

The sun sounds like a blow torch.

I stare at the hawk in the tree who stares back.
His stare feels traumatizing.
It paralyzes me.
I’m not the only predator out here
but it’s my yard.

The rabbits steal from the garden.
The squirrels bury their nuts. 
The birds hunt for worms, 
and I realize: it’s not my back yard.



56 / LIMESTONE REVIEW

Connor Halbmaier

Revision 

in a time of plague

after Rafael Alberti

I revised then—at sunset—
to find the right words
for the world I wanted to live in,
without alarm clocks and car horns,
college debt and customer service,
a world where I could watch anime and
wear the clothes I wanted without fear of judgement.
When I finished my night’s work, 
I closed my eyes and saw
words in my dreams.

It’s been two months now.
What I wouldn’t give for an alarm in the morning
or the occasional car horn in the street.
I’ve watched every anime on my list
and worn all the clothes I own with no one to see them.
When I close my eyes,
there are no words there,
just the cross-outs I made 
in my revision of the dream.
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Amber C. Hamm

Who is a Student? 

after Tadeusz Różewicz

a student is one who is young and active 
and one who is old and wise  

a student is one who pays attention to the professor’s lecture 
and one who neglects what the professor is saying

a student is one who comes to class wanting to hurl the alcohol from the
night before  
and one who goes home needing another drink

a student is one who loves reading 
and one who hates books 

a student is one who doesn’t want to get out of bed to go to class 
and one who pays a lot of money to be in class 

a student is one who graduates with her degree 
and one who feels that she does not deserve her degree 

one who has failed
and one who has overcome her failures 

one who believes in fear
and one who believes in herself 
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Sarah Landerholm

A Day on Mr. Duffy’s Farm 

I’m sitting at a cluttered desk 
in a small campus apartment in Dubuque, Iowa, in the rain,  
homesick for Illinois, procrastinating.

I’d like to be lying in a hammock
on William Duffy’s farm
in Pine Island, Minnesota, on a clear summer day.

I’d read a boring book, 
sip iced tea,
spoil my appetite
with Mrs. Duffy’s cookies.

Mr. Duffy would come out from the barn, 
pull up a checkered lawn chair,
rest his John Deere hat on the knee of his patched Levis,
and comment on the dry weather, 
the height of the sweet corn,
rising prices at the Farmer’s Market.

When the farm talk died down, 
I’d ask where his grandparents came from,
how his parents met and fell in love,
why his children moved away.

I’d tell Duffy he was lucky to live on a farm like this,
with its fresh-painted gambrel barn, 
a pond in the back with a half-submerged pier,
and the pretty row of Jonamac apple trees 
lining the gravel drive.   
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The sun would get low on the horizon,
and the hens squawking behind the barn
would lull us into silence. 
Mr. Duffy would retreat to a newspaper crossword puzzle 
and chewing tobacco, 
and I to my book.

But I’d get distracted by a barn cat basking in the waning rays of the sun,
tightly coiled into itself like a cinnamon roll,
ignoring me and the old man spitting dip.
I’d long for the nomadic freedom of barn cats
who prowl from farm to farm,
making beds in haylofts and under porches 
and growing big with the offspring of casual encounters, 
indifferent to time or expectation.

The slam of the screen door would rouse me:
supper’s ready.  
Mr. Duffy would invite me in,
swearing by his wife’s good cooking,
but I’d make my excuses,
blaming the fading daylight and having already stayed too long,
and only accept a sandwich for the road.

Yes, I think I’d like to be lying in a hammock
on Mr. Duffy’s farm in Pine Island, Minnesota,
wasting my life on wholesome talk and homespun hospitality
rather than college classes,
and a life spent many miles too far away from a barn 
that smells of hay dust and chicken feed.

All I have to do is find Pine Island,  
meet Mr. Duffy,
buy a hammock,
choose a boring book.
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Sarah Landerholm

A Night Outside Gin’s

You want her,
that pretty-eyed girl in the pastel dress;
but she’s leaning on the arm 
of some lover,
reeling from a night-long bender,
retching vodka into the late-summer grass.

You’ve seen her before
on this same curb at two a.m.
in that dress,
with those eyes—
disarming and soft—
and with other men.

You hate them,
but you want to be one of them,
guiding her up the sidewalk,
holding her hand until she pulls away
and stumbles into a waiting car.

You’ll think of her at night,
not as she was tonight,
but as she will be
when she’s yours,
when college Saturday nights end
and vodka lemonades turn to red wine,
when she’s lying in your bed—
a ring of promised faithfulness on her finger—
and smiling
because it was you all along.    
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Oh, give it up. 
You’ve already lost her.

That girl in the pastel dress
will go home when college is done,
back to Chicago,
back to the suburbs
to marry some neighbor’s son 
and raise his Catholic children.

She’ll make cookies for school bake sales 
and buy lemons for lemonade stands.
She’ll think of her children, her husband, 
the garden in her backyard with tomatoes
and cucumbers,
but never of you.

You’ll think of her
tonight, tomorrow, maybe forever.
Those nights at Gin’s 
will leave shadows in your mind.
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Sarah Landerholm

Meditation on The Myth of Sisyphus and Other Essays by 
              Albert Camus

You look weary, 
like this world:
bruised, faded, dog-eared,
water smudges on your face, 
dents in your pulp skin,
a broken spine. 
You always open to page 90.
You with your ink stains of past lovers 
who could not bear to keep you.

Now I have you, you and your story
of Sisyphus, suffering, absurd,
finding meaning in meaningless toil,
futile faith in the face of cosmic indifference 
or divine neglect.

This old book-smell suits
your sour wisdom.

To you, we are all rock pushers,
silencers of idols,
cogs in a machine,
comrades in struggle, 
sick with a plague
innate to our kind.

Happiness is and always will be
imperiled 
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and the joy of newborns,
the giggles of children,
the giddiness of young love 
and the endurance of old,
will mean nothing
when, 
at long last,
they fade 
to death moans
and dust. 
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Sarah Landerholm

My Grandfather’s Penny

He went to church to find a wife, and if 
my grandmother did not fall in love with him that June Sunday,
as he was standing on the steps of the United Methodist Church 
in his worsted wool suit with the prunella weave—
a fine Sunday suit—then it must have been on Monday
after she finished work at the bank and he had fed the cows,
when they walked to the Blue Boy fountain at the center
of Lancaster, a sleepy Wisconsin town, and he flipped a penny 
into the shallow blue pool and took one out for luck.

Now they are buried in that sleepy farmer’s town,
not far from the Blue Boy. The penny my grandfather took is gone, 
misplaced among the miscellany of fifty years of marriage, factory work,
and two blond children. The fountain has been remodeled,
the grime wiped from its blue face. All those old fountain
coins are gone, too. And new coins shine in the pale water.
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 Sarah Landerholm

Sound and a Fury

 
Cats, coffee, and Leslie Marmon Silko’s Ceremony:
comforts for grey days
when innumerable raindrops 
fall on pocked pavement
and October winds go whizzing by,
wailing.
Cocooned on my lap,
safe from all menace,
my calico purrs, defying 
Old Man Winter come early. 
I scratch her scruff,
and she nuzzles into the curve of her coiled body. 
Her metrical breath is warm. 
It stirs the hairs on my arm. 
Scent of black coffee from my red mug, 
like burnt dirt and hazelnuts.  
I don’t like the taste of coffee, but I pretend to. 
I drink a dose to stay awake;
it keeps me turning the pages of Ceremony
that pull me into the mesas of New Mexico,
a drought as deep and bitter as the one in my mouth. 
I imagine the desert, 
the desert wind—
hot, dry, and bitter—
roaring through canyons and flatlands,
ravaging deserted rivers in search of rain,
like a thirsty man.
The wind is angry.
It is angry, and so it blows
with intangible madness,
with intractable malice;
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sound and a fury, nothing and everything.
It blows across the Pecos and the Mississippi;
among prairies and over plains,
along highways and down back country roads
through Texas, Oklahoma, Missouri, Illinois,
the wind blows and blows until it reaches me—
it is angry with me.
The same wind that tore 
across the cracked-skin earth of Ceremony
and blistered its once-fertile land 
bears down on me now with similar brutality,
battering shutters and shuddering siding,
hurling me into the book in my lap,
the miles-away world of desert—
wind-torn and weary—
craving a Midwest deluge.
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Sarah Landerholm

Who is My Neighbor

after Paul Celan

They are here, Lord,
among us and at hand.

Hated, spat upon, made criminals;  
and their children in cages,
who cannot hear their mothers pray,
made criminals, too. 

They come to us, Lord,
for freedom,
to live without fear:
to escape the hard and violent hearts
that murder their fathers and sons,
rape their daughters and wives. 

They are you, Lord.
Your image, in their eyes;
their faces belong to you.
Their cross is their birthplace; 
their stigmata, the ghosts of green cards in their hands;

their Judas, us. 

These huddled masses, Lord,
widows and orphans,
homeless strangers
and neighbors— 
command us to love them.
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These, our brothers and sisters, Lord,
whom we deny and disavow,
whom we drag before the Sanhedrin
and surrender to Pilate,
command us to love them.

Lord,
they are among us 
and at hand.
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Molly MacDuff

Good Woman

Loud heart, drum in her chest,
captain of her breathing.
To her, men are prey, not friends.
Bruises up and down her arms and legs,
weathered face, hands calloused 
from the bow. But she’s no Cupid. 
Coarse bitten lips,
legs too short, eyes too green.
Heart just a bit too loud.

They call her a good woman, 
sturdy, respectful, quiet.
But they don’t really know her. 

The Amazons are real
and she’s one of them.
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Molly MacDuff 

The Chickadee

I’m the bouncy chickadee
every blue- or green-eyed boa
wants for dinner and dessert.
Those snakes with their
half smiles and hypnotic gazes.
They drool over me, easy prey.

So they reach out, latch on—
the more they squeeze,
the less I can breathe—
constricting my heart,
tight but warm,
weighted blankets on my wings.

They must know I’ll be singing
about the way they say goodnight.
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Molly MacDuff 

Waking Up Next to Him

If only mistakes
could be fixed with a spoonful of sugar
or holding your breath,
like hiccups or sneezes.
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Audrey Peterson

Act of Joy

after Francesc Parcerisas

Thank you, world, for joy.
In you I dance in the rain, water falling on my face,
sunshine glowing down, blinding me in the best way.
Life is precious.

Thank you, friends, for joy.
For days spent in laughter—
oh, how I love them—
in restaurants,
at basketball games.
Joy through every one of you. 

Thank you, food, for joy.
You, mac and cheese,
you, lettuce and veggies doused in dressing,
and you, the sweetness of fruit. 
My mouth is grateful.
You give me what I need to live.

My family, thank you for joy,
for a love that can’t be explained. 
For being together through good and bad,
birthdays and deaths.
You will always be mine. 

And thank you, radio, for joy.
For my voice
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booming over the world,
music blaring through peoples’ speakers. 

Joy is hiding
everywhere.
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Hailey Schultz

Morning Coffee

Listen to the steady drip of the coffee maker
urging you to get up, get out of bed—
perfect alarm clock.
Aroma of hazelnut and caramel 
fills the house.
Your huge navy-blue mug, 
color of the night sky.
The coffee pours, a black waterfall,
until it reaches the top. 
The cream swirls into the black.
With the first sip, velvet on your tongue.
Your whole body warms up.
It’s happening from the inside out.
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Shamari Scott

Get Better 

To Those Who Quietly Cry 

after Ho Ch’i-fang

Get better, get better.
Those truly sane are lucky
for this life is meant for them.

If treats, toys, 
and naps that soothe you…
if none of these can make you feel good, 
if you proceed instead from being dog-sick to half-better
to fully functioning, finally,
won’t you smile for yourself, and,
your mouth wide open,
feel at last that nothing is wrong?

The dog whimpered in the cold wind,
wagging its tail outside the closed door,
dreaming of gentleness,
of bacon pieces dropping to the cold tiled floor, 
and a loving future. 

In the summation of my derision
I hear my demons laughing:
“You too are only barking and barking 
like a dog.”

If I were a dog,
I’d await the sound of a whistle
screeching in my ears. 
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Isabelle Werner

This is a Little Girl

She had a ruby red mane,
with ringlets that tickled her waist as she walked,
bouncing up and down, up and down,
like a bobber floating in the dirty pond her dad used to fish at
when his joints were better and his hair blacker. 

The dad would fasten the little girl’s life jacket on so tightly.
One time it stayed on for good.
“All for the better,” the dad thought.
Now he could be certain that nothing would ever happen
to his little “shark bait.”

One day a man came up to the little girl when she was waiting on the 
dock 

for her dad.
(He was backing his truck up so his boat would enter the water.) 
The man was drunk, walking every way but straight,
but the little girl thought he might be dancing.
The man said, “Oh, you silly girl, aren’t you a bit old to have that life 

jacket 
on so tight?” 
So he loosened it up and dove into the water to swim.

When the dad finally picked her up to set her in the boat, his joints gave 
out, 

and he fell,
dropping the little girl in the dirty water. 

She began to drift, going wherever the wind took her.
Her hair became tangled in the wind. 
She flailed around, waving her arms, her little feet kicking helplessly. 
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Her lion’s mane became so tangled she looked like seaweed
or some kind of vegetation a shark might eat.

Then, a shark opened his sharp teeth and devoured her whole.
She sat in the empty belly of the shark, lonely and blue.
Like Jonah in that whale.
She looked at her body, 
no life jacket in sight.
She realized she was taller, skinnier, with breasts on her chest and hair 

on 
her legs.

And she sat there, in that cold, dark belly.
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Heather Whan  

Basement

The lights on my low basement ceiling 
illuminate the cobwebs hiding in the beams. 
These Edison-bulb string lights are no ordinary lights.
When they get plugged in, the space is transformed. 

The walls are lined 
with colorful printed textiles, white sheets, curtains.
Anything is better than the dirty concrete underneath. 

The saying Love what you do sits
in a white frame on top of my 
drawer of dance shoes.  

When the lights are on, 
it is time to create. 
My movements send wind around the room.

The curtains dance along with me.
As I move, the make-shift walls do,
ever-flowing, always changing. 

The jeté rattles the bulbs.
Every battement ripples the fabric walls. 
My pirouette leaves a small dust circle on the floor.
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Avery Wickersham

A Lover Not Mine 

after Anna Akhmatova

A lover not mine,
still painful, 
the wound in my heart
festering yet fresh. 

A mop of hair on his head, amber like ale,
and his soft lips: thin, 
pressed together—
admitting he cheated, 
admitting he lied. 

Sunset on yet another day; 
I cannot tell where I went
wrong, 
why he strayed, 
or whether I was a lover he ever really loved. 
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Avery Wickersham  

Meet Me at the Mango Tree

Meet me at the mango
tree, my love; there we can 
eat the King of Fruits. To 
eat a mango, to take in its yellow flesh, 
is to live forever.
To hold its flat seed in the palm of your hand
is to hold the key to immortality. 

The ingested fruit will sit
behind your solar plexus, my love, 
yellow matching the third zone,
heavenly color that radiates 
joy over anger, order 
over disorder—a repeated 
mantra of control and ambition
felt deep in your gut. 

Come to the tree, with its luscious 
green leaves, its long branches. 
Peel away the skin and shed your 
layers, my love. Let me in, all the 
way to your center. 

Oh, I know you’ll never meet me at the mango tree!

The mango tree is a ghastly sight:
all the mangoes are rotten, their green skins
browned by the punishing sun, 
the ripe meat squished under my foot.
Scattered bodies of flies dot 
the ground, gorged to death.



LIMESTONE REVIEW / 81

I will bury you under 
the mango tree, my love, and think 
of the paradise that could have been ours. 



82 / LIMESTONE REVIEW

Laura Iunghuhn  

County Sligo

Saturday, Mile 16:

I stick close to the edge of the country road, back bowed beneath the rain 
and the weight of a full backpack. A slight hill rises on my left, cutting off 
sharply before the shoulder, so the brown water flows from the ground across 
the pavement. Hours ago, I would have watched where I walked to avoid the 
worst puddles, but now I’m so soaked and muddy that it no longer matters. 
On the right, the Irish countryside slopes into bright green pastureland. I can 
smell the livestock, but can’t see them; they’ve taken shelter from the rain as 
I should have. At least if it rains for the next six kilometers, there’s a chance 
most of the mud will have washed off by the time I re-enter Sligo. An engine 
hums behind me. I don’t look back. The car slows as it approaches, passes on 
my right, but doesn’t speed up again. It crawls to a stop ahead of me, its red 
paint bright on the overcast day. The window rolls down. I recall my mom 
telling me years ago that you don’t hesitate, don’t look in the window, just 
keep walking. But I can’t help it. I look.

“Would you like a ride?” The woman, getting on in middle age, short 
straight hair fading to grey, leans across the passenger seat to speak to me out 
the window. 

I stop, and before I have even thought the words, I’m asking, “Where are 
you headed?”

“Sligo.”

I’m relieved. “Me too.”

“Would you like a ride?”

“Yes, please.” I don’t hesitate in my answer, only slightly disappointed I 
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won’t be adding another four miles to the day’s total. 

She opens the door.

“I’m covered in mud,” I say. It’s spread over my shoes, my calves, my 
rear end, my backpack. My backpack! “But I’ve got a towel I can spread over 
the seat,” I say, remembering Mom’s solution after muddy soccer games. The 
woman doesn’t say anything, so I unsling my bag and dig out the towel. She 
helps me spread it over the beige leather seat, and I climb in, nestling my bag 
between my feet. Once the door is shut and I’m buckled, I grimace, realizing 
just how wet and muddy I am. 

“Were you on the mountain?” she asks, putting the car into drive.

“Yes.”

“Have you been up before?”

“No. I’m not from here. Just visiting for the weekend.” 

“Did you climb alone?” I’m not sure if her voice betrays concern or 
disbelief.

“Yes,” I answer, feeling rather proud of myself. I had made the climb!

“Next time, you should take someone with you. Or make sure to ask a 
local before going. People have been air-lifted off that mountain.”

“Really!?” Warmth creeps up my cheeks. “I didn’t know.” Some of the 
pride drops from my voice.

“And there are mine shafts people have fallen in by stepping off the path.” 

“Oh?” My cheeks burn. How far off the path? I wonder, but don’t dare 
speak.

Silence. 

“You know,” she begins, a slight smile beginning to cross her face, “you’re 
quite adventurous.”
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Adventurous? Me? But I’m introverted. How can I be adventurous?  

“I guess.” I shrug. 

Saturday, Mile 14: 

My toes squish in my wet shoes as I rock forward on my feet to give 
my heels a short rest.  I follow the staircase up the mountain with my eyes – 
earthen steps supported by wood fronting and overlaid with gravel – until they 
disappear around a bend. Knocknarea. And at the top, Queen Maeve’s Cairn. 
A two hundred-meter climb.  

I hesitate. I had turned back this morning, should I really be attempting 
the climb again? Some of the rain had to have dried up, blown off, or soaked 
into the ground, I try to reason with myself. That’s a joke. It’s been raining off 
and on all day; the only time I was (mostly) dry was at the café during lunch. 
Finally, I shrug, telling myself, you came to Sligo for this. And besides, you 
have to go back anyway. This’ll cut the distance.

Muscles tug in my thighs, my calves, a post-workout strain before 
I’ve done the workout. I pause, breath rattling out of me. Is it altitude or 
exhaustion? I want to blame it on the altitude, but looking up and then back – 
green pastureland dotted yellow with blooming gorse rolls downward, pooling 
into the grid of white homes at the mountain’s base with the ocean beyond, 
wooden fence posts marching alongside – I estimate I’m only a third of the 
way up. I keep going, counting miles. At least thirteen by now, more probably. 
Two thirds. Backpack inventory: laptop and charger (hopefully dry), journal 
and novel (those better be dry), yesterday’s clothes, toiletries, towel, milk 
chocolate digestives. The trail levels out. The houses have shrunk and Coney 
Island is visible beyond the peninsula of Strandhill. I pick out the beach I had 
walked and the airport I had skirted. 

I take a right turn, wet gravel sliding beneath my feet, following the path’s 
curve around the mountainside. Around the bend, stairs sprout from the earth. 
Wooden, overlaid with chicken wire and rows of curved metal for traction, they 
form a narrow way up the mountain between a rise of pines. I step carefully; 
the treads aren’t enough to prevent slipping on the saturated wood. Light is 
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dim between the trees, the boughs nearly obscuring the grey sky above. Sound 
is muffled, absorbed by the wet wood and brown needles that blanket the forest 
floor. It would be ominous in the dark. The ground falls away as I climb, a blue 
rope strung between trees the only means of support. 

The stairs end when the trees do. My glasses speckle with water droplets, 
then fill, obscuring the town below. I stop for photos, doubting they’ll turn out 
what with the fog, rain, and my impaired vision. Can’t feel my fingers either. I 
fish my gloves out of my pocket, pull them on. 

I approach the cairn – a 27,000-ton mound of rock piled like stone 
dumped from the back of a truck – climbing over and around the puddles 
flooding the gravel path. No stone should be removed from the cairn. If I want 
a mountain stone as evidence of my success and my time here, now would be 
the time, before I get too close. I bend, pick one up, rub my thumb over its 
rough edges, put it back. This is Queen Maeve, the woman who marched on 
Ulster in attempt to steal a prize bull in revenge. Not worth the risk. I circle the 
mound, treading the far edge of the path. All this way, and I’m wary of getting 
too close. I don’t need anything else to go wrong. 

The descent is treacherous. I expect stairs like the ones I had just climbed or 
like those I had encountered this morning at the base. Instead, there are fading 
tracts of gravel, white stone protruding from the hillside, nothing to hold onto. 
The path, or what I guess to be the path, hairpins down the mountainside, too 
steep to be comfortable. I hold my breath with each step, the wet stone shifting 
beneath me, waiting to lose my footing. Maybe I should have gone around. 

In a single step, I slide too much. Throw my arms out for balance. Dig in 
my feet. Stop. Breathe. I step from the path – it wouldn’t do to go down on 
gravel – and slide again. I wobble, look for traction, try to right myself before 
collapsing, but there’s no use. The ground squishes beneath me and wet seeps 
through my thin jeans, numbing my legs. I place my hands in the mud, lift 
myself from the ground, slip, land hard. I scramble for the gravel path, steady 
my rise. Mud clings to me. I scrape off what I can until my gloves hang heavy 
with it. I rinse those in a puddle and walk on, fingers frozen. 

I slog through the flood at the mountain’s base. Nothing matters now. 
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Saturday, Mile 10:

I stand at the edge of the pier, thighs pressed against the cement wall. The 
north Atlantic washes over the beach, unsettling only the smallest of the grey 
stones that look almost blue against the water and the sky. If it has stopped 
raining, I can’t tell; the ocean blows in, and I can taste the salt on the wind. 

My phone vibrates in my pocket; I withdraw it, the charging cord tangling 
around my wrist. A good-morning text from my boyfriend. I grin. He’s just 
getting up, and I’ve already walked ten miles. I respond, bragging just a little. 

I head up the strand to Shells, a seaside café and bakery recommended 
to me by a coworker. The place is packed. I fill the narrow space between the 
full tables, peering around heads and side-stepping waiters to read the menu. 
When a waitress finally has a spare moment, she takes my name, adding me to 
the queue of waiting customers. Space clears and she places me at a table for 
two. She takes my order. I splurge a little and get an affogato in addition to my 
sandwich – a small way to celebrate my arrival despite everything. 

For a while, I sort through the most recent pictures on my phone, deleting 
those blurred with rain or a washed-out sky, but then I let my phone rest on the 
blue patterned tablecloth. No longer anxious, no longer wishing to be home, 
I’m content to wait.  

Saturday, Mile 7:

I stand at Knocknarea’s base, studying the trailhead map. Two and a half 
kilometers? That’s nothing. An hour and a half? Can probably shrink that time. 
I set off excited, determined. 

The trail’s climb is gradual, deep steps cut into the hillside. Empty 
pastureland flanks the path. Mud squishes beneath my feet. I grimace. The 
puddles widen. I step over and around. Then, I come to a puddle that fills the 
area of the step. I manage to get a purchase in the grass on the edge of the 
path, using a wooden fence post as support. And then I get stuck. The next step 
is filled, ankle deep. No stones for purchase. A stone wall prevents me from 
leaving the path. I weigh the cost. Keep going, make it to the top, spend the 
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next nine hours in sodden shoes. Or turn back. I hesitate. Determined to find a 
way to make this work. 

A couple comes down the mountainside, tramps through the water. I stare 
after them, envious of their waterproof hiking boots. With a sigh, I give it up. 
Will nothing go my way?

I follow the road that traces the massive hill’s base, keeping to the shoulder. 
The trek is easy, downhill, and the view of the ocean in the distance is some 
consolation for the failed climb. The rain lets up, only a spitting drizzle now. 

When the trees clear, the mountain side morphs into rolling hills. White 
sheep dot the green land. Strandhill appears in the distance, butting up against 
the sea. 

Almost there. 

Saturday, Mile 1:

The sky is grey when I leave the hostel at 8 AM, but it’s not raining yet. 
Maybe today will go right. I make tracks out of town, headed for the closest 
McDonald’s, Wi-Fi on my mind. I have Carrowmore on my list of things to see 
but can’t remember what it is and want to make sure I get to the right place.

The road is quiet with only the occasional car. I imagine its passengers 
gawk at me. Aged brick row houses are replaced by cottages, their siding white 
and yellow. Bed and breakfasts pop up on my right. Should have stayed in one 
of these. They’d probably have Wi-Fi. 

The houses disappear, and I pass the last service station. I double check 
maps.me, the GPS app on my phone. There’s no way McDonald’s is this far out 
of town. The town road turns into a county road. I pass a motorway exit. Take 
a curve. The restaurant finally appears in front of me, off a new roundabout in 
a developing shopping center. The irregularity of it puzzles me. This isn’t like 
Dublin, isn’t like the States. 

The place is deserted, and yet an employee still makes her rounds with a 
broom and a pan, sweeping. I nod at her, slide into a booth. I make quick work, 
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finding the Wi-Fi listed on my phone, hitting connect, but I’m not redirected 
to the McDonald’s page, can’t agree to the terms and conditions. Disconnect. 
Reconnect. Same result. Restart my phone. Nothing. I pull out my laptop; 
maybe the network has an aversion to mobile devices. No luck there either. I 
give it some time, try again. Nope. The woman with the broom eyes me. Not 
too late to turn back… I pack up. 

Outside, in the spitting rain, I put Carrowmore into my GPS, circle the 
roundabout, abandoning civilization for the Irish countryside. What have I got 
to lose? The roads undulate, shallow black waves over a green ocean. The rain 
increases, darkening my berry coat, sliding off its smooth surface, soaking the 
thighs of my pants. Ten minutes and it lets up again, a slight drizzle, stops. 
I slow when the rain disappears, and my nostrils fill with petrichor, damp 
wool, and silage, the smells of my aunt and uncle’s farm. I wonder if this is 
what Sligo looked like to my great-grandmother, too. If this is consolation for 
spending the day wet, I’ll take it. I dry out just before the next downpour. 

I climb the last rise to Carrowmore. And there’s nothing there. A fenced 
green valley with a pond shimmering on the far side. No sign, no indication 
that I’m somewhere. I check the GPS again, open the details on my location. 
I’ve arrived at the locality of Carrowmore. I search the place again. No 
other results are listed. What then, had I discovered on Google? Unable to 
remember, I put in Knocknarea, wondering how much time I could have saved 
if I had abandoned this detour when I first set out. I slip my phone back into my 
pocket, it’s screen dotted with fresh raindrops. Remember to thank my brother 
again for the waterproof case.

Friday, Mile 6: 

The bell on the café door jangles to silence. My head swivels – left or 
right? I choose to increase my mileage and go left, even though there’s nothing 
left to see. I make tracks back up the main street, again eying the array of green 
cakes and pastries in the bakery window, glad I’m headed back to Dublin for 
St. Patrick’s Day. I pick a side street at random, hoping to end up somewhere 
new, but find myself in the Penny’s parking lot. I had been at the department 
store earlier, hoping for Wi-Fi. They had it, but the connection was weak, and 
I left with emails in my inbox that refused to load. 



LIMESTONE REVIEW / 89

I don’t see the roads I walk; I’ve already looked. Sligo’s an empty town. I 
turn off the main street for the n-th time today and enter the shopping complex 
– the only place I haven’t been. Trudge the main level. Take the escalator 
down. Out of options, I enter T.K. Maxx. I browse the coats, thinking I may 
want something lighter as the weather becomes more balmy. I linger in the 
baking aisle, imagining all I could throw together in my Dublin flat if I had 
the tools. I stop to smell the candles, something I’d do with Mom, something 
to which I introduced my boyfriend. I come across one labeled cedar wood 
and reach for it, greedy. But I’m not prepared for its accuracy, how closely it 
resembles the scent of Dad’s woodshop and the blanket chest he crafted me. 
Placing the lid back on the candle, sealing its fragrance, is like hanging up the 
phone, ending the only connection I have to home. Wanting that connection 
back, I reach inside my pocket for my phone to text someone. 

I pull out my gloves. 

My keys.

My wallet.

My rosary.

I stop breathing.

Check my pants pockets – all four of them. 

Check them again.

My teeth clench, holding back tears of panic.

Where’s my phone?

Nearing a run, I leave the store, backtrack, hoping I dropped it nearby, but 
afraid to hope too hard. Pat my pockets. Check the ground. Nothing. I leave, 
sucking in the cold damp air. Take off down the street. How long has it been? 
Thirty minutes? An hour?

I dart across the street, bump shoulders, elbows. Pass the green sweets. 
The café! 
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The bell clangs, and the woman behind the counter looks up. 

“I think I left my phone here,” I say, trying not to sound too desperate.

“Yes.” She smiles, reaches under the counter, draws out my phone. 

I breathe again.

“Thank you so much!” I reach for it. 

“Not a problem!” 

The knuckles of both hands whiten around my phone. I’m already tacking 
this onto my list of mistakes.

Friday, Mile 5: 

I agonize over the menu – the only meat-free option is a tuna melt, and I 
don’t like tuna. Though, I could just get a pastry and coffee. The woman at the 
counter watches me in my inability to make a decision. Have I lingered too 
long to leave? 

I step to the counter. Swallow. “Can I get the tuna melt, please?” This is 
what I get for traveling on a Friday during Lent.

I take a seat in the back room of the café, shoving my damp backpack 
beneath the table and shrugging out of my coat. Then, I pull out my phone, 
desperate for Wi-Fi. Usually, I don’t mind being disconnected, but this is my 
first solo overnight, and as the day wears on, I’m feeling more and more alone. 
Nothing. I miss the texts from my sister and the Snapchats from my friends. 

The woman places my meal on the table in front of me. I tell myself to 
eat slowly; I can waste time here. Soon, the crisps are gone. Then half the 
sandwich. Then all of it. It wasn’t terrible. My heart speeds as I stare at my 
empty plate. My stomach twists. How long is it socially acceptable to remain 
here? Five minutes? Ten? I turn on my phone, swipe through my screens, cycle 
though my photos, open and close my texts. Anything to not walk back out 
into the rain alone. 
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The song on the radio breaks into my circling thoughts. 

“There’s something in the way you roll your eyes.” 

Those words are enough to make me lower my phone and listen. How 
many times has my boyfriend commented on my eye-roll? How many times 
have I made a point to roll my eyes, just for him? 

“Trying to stand up on my own two feet.”

I roll my eyes. That’s why I’m here, isn’t it? 

“So say you’ll stay with me tonight, ‘cause there’s so much wrong going 
on outside.”

Everything is going wrong. I replay my misfortunes in my head. 
Everything. And I have no one to walk me home. My breath catches and my 
eyes fill. I settle my bill before I begin to cry.

Friday, Mile 3:

The train drops me on the edge of the old part of town. I descend the 
station steps, cross the road, stop. I stare up into the large face of William 
Butler Yeats, his portrait, in black and white, surrounded by colored rectangles 
in blue, maroon, yellow, and green overlaid with poem excerpts in calligraphic 
script. I pass through downtown, eyeing the pastries in the bakery window, 
hurrying to the White House Hostel before it closes at one. Otherwise, I’d 
have to wait until five for it to reopen. I pass the Yeats’ House. Cross the river 
Garavogue flowing swift and fast with the recent rain. Pass a statue of the 
poet. Definitely Yeats Country. Climb the small hill to the hostel. It’s an old 
two-story white cottage with a three-season room pasted on the front. I ring 
the bell. 

A middle aged, balding man answers the door. 

“Hi,” I say. “I made a reservation.” 

He nods once, pushes the door open further to let me in. 
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I follow him through the living room to the desk.

“Your name?”

I give it to him, and he checks it against the list of bookings on his calendar. 

“You’re not on here.”

I swallow my panic. “I booked through Hostelworld.” 

“For this weekend?”

“Yes.” 

He flips the pages in the calendar. “I have you down for next weekend.”

Next weekend? There’s no way I booked for next weekend! I’m going to 
Scotland next weekend! 

“Oh.” My voice is small.

“We have open beds. I can just change the booking for this weekend,” he 
tells me.

“Yes, please.” I nod, relieved. 

I watch as he makes a notation in his calendar. Then he grabs a stack of 
clean sheets and shows me to my room upstairs. The stairs creak and he has 
to jimmy the key in the lock. The room is empty, for now, but I expect the 
majority of the remaining five beds will fill up by nightfall. After he explains 
the shower – it’s electric – and the checkout procedure, he departs. I relax a bit, 
knowing I have a place to come to tonight. But the booking has me on edge, 
and I pull out my phone to double check it. I couldn’t have selected the wrong 
night. I open settings to connect to the Wi-Fi. Nothing comes up. My stomach 
drops. How do I connect with home? 

Friday, Mile 1: 
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The bus hisses to a stop, and I rock forward, gripping the yellow pole 
for the support. I mumble a thank you to the driver, and step into a crowd of 
Dubliners. I force my way through the jam, head for the Liffey. Though the 
street is heavy with commuters, it feels empty. The smell of fried chicken from 
the KFC is gone, and Irish music hasn’t yet begun to filter out into the streets 
from Carrolls Irish Gifts. The crowds disperse as I head west, out of city center 
to Heuston Station. 

There’s relief when I arrive at the train station; it hasn’t begun to rain 
yet, but the chill of it is in the air, and at least now I’m out of the wind. I sink 
onto a metal bench, cold seeping through my jeans, and study the departure 
board. Sligo. Sligo. Sligo. It’s not there. My brow wrinkles. I check my ticket: 
Dublin Heuston to Sligo MacDiarmada. Where is it? Maybe I’m too early. 
Study my ticket. Seats reserved: IFS, A21. A21, that’s my seat on the train, but 
what’s IFS? Read the boards, look for the answer. Nothing. Pull out my phone, 
reluctantly turn on my data. It’s a transfer via the Luas, the tram. Why was 
Heuston even an option, why didn’t it tell me to buy my ticket for Connolly 
Station? Check the Luas schedule. Arriving now. I hurry from the building to 
the platform just outside, board with the crowd.

The Luas lurches, begins to move. I eye the commuters, watching for the 
Irish Rail officials. Will they check tickets this morning? My ticket says I can 
ride, but what if it’s wrong, what if I get in trouble for riding without paying?

We stop. Two officials get on. 

I hold my breath. Maybe they’ll pass over me.

They stop in front of a man a few feet away, demand his ticket. He pulls 
out a handful of them, but they’re all old. They issue him a notice. He gets off 
at the next stop. 

The man approaches me.

I pass him my ticket.

“This isn’t a Luas ticket,” he says.

“It says I can transfer,” I trip over my words, pointing to the notation at 
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its base. 

He frowns, passes it back. Moves to converse with his partner in a low 
voice. 

I watch them move through the car, wait for them to come back, tell me 
off. 

They get off at Abbey Street. I breathe again. 

This was supposed to be the easy part.  

Saturday, Mile 17:

I watch as the woman runs hot water, filling the sink. “Warm your hands.” 
She smiles. She retreats to the kitchen, and I take her place in the bathroom, 
submerging my hands in the hot water. They go numb, then begin to tingle, 
before their temperature equalizes with the water. I let my fingers float up one 
at a time, suspend in the water, counting. First, everything that went wrong, a 
list I’ve been dwelling on for over twenty-four hours. Then, everything that’s 
gone right, and this one, somehow, is longer than the first. I’m lucky, really. 
A genuine smile crosses my face for the first time since leaving my Dublin 
apartment. I drain the sink, return to the kitchen, watching over my shoulder 
to ensure I didn’t leave a trail of mud. 

“Milk or sugar?” she asks.

“No, thank you.” 

She passes me a mug, and I wrap my hands around it. The heat leeches the 
cold out of my hands, the warmth spreading up my arms to my chest. I watch 
as she rummages in the cupboard for a package of chocolate bourbon biscuits 
and places a few on a saucer for me. “Eat those.” 

I obey. The crumbs drop into my tea. 

“Another five minutes and then I’ve got to go.”
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“Alright.” I gulp my tea. It burns my throat. 

“Do you have a place to go?”

Yes; it is only right; I’ve been given so much. “My train is at six. I’ve 
already checked out of the hostel, but I’ll see if they’ll let me change my 
clothes.” 

She nods, finishes her own tea.

I give mine another go. Still too hot.  

Time to leave. 

Leaving the woman’s home, exiting the street of copy-paste row houses, I 
get turned around. After a series of guessed turns, I happen upon the mural of 
Yeats. I take a left here, head for the bridge, the hostel. The sidewalks along the 
main thoroughfare fill; I keep my head down avoiding the stares. 

A guest answers the hostel door after I ring the bell. 

“I checked out this morning, but would it be alright if I came in and 
changed?” 

My heart pounds. 

“Better to be in here than out there,” he says, looking past me to watch the 
steady rain shift the puddles in the street. 

It takes me half an hour to change and erase the mud from the bathroom. 
My clean pants are almost as wet as the pair I had on previously. And I’ve 
wrapped my book and journal in my water-resistant jacket, determined to keep 
them dry. 

I pass quickly through town, head lowered against the rain, literary bundle 
tucked close to my chest. I hesitate when I get to Shake Dog, the American-style 
diner where I pulled myself together after recovering my phone. It’s warm, has 
free Wi-Fi, and another milkshake wouldn’t be bad… But my feet carry me 
onward. My mind, my heart, my entire being, desiring to be elsewhere. 

I take a left, hurry up a slight incline, the bell tower of Sligo Cathedral 
rising in front of me. When I pull open the door to the Adoration chapel, I feel 

1
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my shoulders relax, my heart slow. I can breathe again. I leave my saturated 
backpack in the tiled entryway and go through the second door into the chapel. 

The room is silent, my steps muffled by the plush carpet. Only a few 
others occupy the space, heads bowed; they don’t look up when I enter. 

I kneel before the exposed Eucharist, bow, almost touching my head to the 
floor. God, thank You for keeping me safe. 

I take a seat against the wall in front of the heater, draw my rosary out of 
my pocket. I slide my thumbs over the smooth black beads, intending to begin 
the scripted prayer. Instead, I find myself again counting all the moments that 
went right. Everything could have gone wrong, but didn’t. I’m okay. 

Maybe I am adventurous, I tell Him. I did all that, didn’t I? Thank You for 
walking me home. 
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Yajaira Arizmendi  

The Rubik’s Cube of Life

What is life? Isn’t that the big daunting question everyone is always 
asking? If you ask my brother he’d give some inspirational answer that makes 
life appear to be a beautiful journey. If you ask me I’d say, life is like a Rubik’s 
cube. Every color is associated with a certain emotion or trial that you have to 
face in life, and everyone is just trying to solve their own little box. Sometimes 
you think you have it all figured out and there’s just one cube out of place, but 
if you switch it up you risk more of those perfect sections you spent hours 
putting together going to waste. It’s frustrating as hell, one stupid misplaced 
cube, or in my case several, are complicating life and I’m yelling at it to go 
where it belongs, but it just stares back, waiting to be guided in the right 
direction. 

My brother Uriel has always been the opposite. If you look at his cube 
you can see almost every section complete. He knows when to allow the red 
to push out the blue in order to complete another section. When you look 
at both of us side by side, you see two different people with the same heart. 
I’m your typical short Latina who’s a sucker for dancing romantic bachata, 
accelerated merengue and freeing cumbia, allowing each beat of the music to 
flow through my body, as if I were speaking my truth through every style of 
dance my culture has embedded in me. My brother is tall (for a Mexican). He’s 
the second man of the house, with little rhythm in his hips (though I’m proud 
to say he’s gotten better with my help), and raised to work and protect me and 
my two younger siblings until we can care for ourselves, and even after if 
needed. That’s the thing about being a first born male in a Hispanic household. 
As a boy you’re expected to work like a man, be emotional behind closed 
doors and always carry the family name with honor. I feel for him. 

***
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White

No matter what you go through in life, what never changes is your values 
and heart. Like snow, the foundation of being human is beautiful, clear and 
fragile. It is to be compassionate, loving and unique. As the second oldest 
child, I’ve had the privilege of seeing my brother grow into a man right before 
my eyes. I remember coming home from elementary school together and 
changing into some roughed up clothes and meeting up with the rest of the 
kids on the block to play a couple rounds of soccer. Of course, I was the only 
girl who showed up the first few games, but my brother was always happy to 
bring me along, as if he were proud his sister was the only girl who wasn’t 
afraid to challenge a boy. “You’re fast. When they come at you, don’t take too 
long to decide where to go or they’ll figure it out.” When he’d give me advice, 
I was happy to take it. Growing up, he was always a very sensitive and pure 
kid both inside and out. By age 12 he worked with my dad in his landscaping 
business to learn how to work outside and build up the habit of waking up at 6 
a.m. on weekends, and 4 a.m. to 5 a.m. during winter break to help with snow 
removal. Sounds a little extreme for a boy, right? That’s how a man starts 
being made. It wasn’t until he was about 14 or 15 when we realized that his 
skin is sensitive to the environment. As he’d gotten older he took on harder 
tasks when working with my dad. His hands quickly turned into sand paper 
and formed blisters, his arms and legs would be covered with a million little 
cuts from handling different plants. That’s what did it for my mom. Although 
it’s been made clear that he could no longer be made to go, my brother always 
got up. I know it may seem like it was because of the habit he had developed 
or the need to feel like a man, but I saw through him: it was so my dad would 
never be alone. 

***

Orange 

As the cube shifts, right, double left, down, one cube of orange stands 
out amongst the white, craving attention. The annoying yet necessary face 
of the cube that is so hard to complete, but once vanquished and rearranged 
a couple of times, helps the rest fall into place. Just like autumn, everyone 
has to go through multiple changes of color in their leaves, leading to their 
rebirth with stronger roots withstanding the strongest of winds. As a kid, my 
brother was determined to undergo many changes. During his elementary and 
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middle school years he was on the heavier side of the spectrum. His chubby 
cheeks would turn bright red whenever my mom asked to be shown the “husky 
section” for his pants. I’d tease him about it, but ended it with the good old 
“its okayyy” and give him a hug, trying to consume him with my dainty arms, 
looking more like a backpack than anything. I never knew how insecure he 
really was about his weight until he reached middle school. 

I remember him coming into my room one afternoon as soon as I got 
home from school, and I could see how upset he was in the way his eyes 
glistened in the light as if the tears he was holding in were forming a shield 
against themselves. “Dude, watch when I grow up, I’m going to be different 
from everyone else. I’m going to lose weight and get buff and I’m going to 
treat all of the heavier girls with respect.” His tone seemed filled with pain 
and determination. He faced the sad truth of love at a young age, where a heart 
is led by physical appearance over personality. Once he reached high school, 
he really committed to this physical change. He’d get up early to go to the 
gym every single day, twice if not once. His insecurities that were once chains 
holding him down became the ropes that were now pulling him up. This goal 
became an obsession. Lifting fifty pounds, eighty, one hundred, one hundred 
fifty, the numbers kept climbing. He would be ecstatic to flex his arms and 
show me his improvements. I’d tease him, pretending I didn’t see any change, 
but it was an obvious lie as he began making his biceps dance, followed by 
his now visible pecs. He began doing research on diet and consuming protein 
powder by the time he was 17 or 18. He lost several pounds in a matter of 
months, and gained a lot of muscle mass that caught the  girls’ attention. Girls 
who rejected him in middle school now wanted to be in his phone. 

The change in society’s attitude drove him to work harder. This obsession 
nearly turned for the worst when he ended up in the hospital due to overexertion. 
He began having unusual chest pains coming from the heart, and it worried 
him. His overexertion and protein consumption began doing more harm than 
good and it was an eye opener of just how hard and fast he should allow his 
body to progress. Luckily he accepted what the doctor had to say and began 
making changes in his routine. 

When analyzing how he handled this physical change, it was a little 
different than what we both had hoped for. As his body kept improving, for 
a while it started getting to his head and I’d work on humbling him back 
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down by saying I didn’t see anything different. However, once girls did start 
messaging him he stayed true to his word in being respectful and kind to 
girls of all shapes, sizes and color. I’m proud. The media always shows how 
difficult it is for girls in today’s society to have a high self-esteem because of 
the unrealistic standards of beauty. However, many forget that guys also deal 
with low self-esteem because they’re also put against this standard of being 
tall and muscular. As the change shifts the cube left, three turns up, and once 
to the right the heaviness of blue is apparent in its contrast amongst the yellow.

***

Blue

I need to get away.  I think to myself, it’s Christmas break and I’ll have 
time to think about life and just get away for a little. I miss home, I need to 
be with my family, and I need to taste authentic tacos. I look out the window 
as my dad drives me back home from college, giving me the latest updates. I 
can’t focus on what he’s saying, I nod and listen but really stopped listening 
after he tells me how proud he is of me. 

As I continue facing the window, a placid river gracefully begins streaming 
down my cheeks. How can I tell my dad how I’m really feeling, when he keeps 
reminding me how proud he is of me for never letting him down? How can 
I look him in the face and tell him I’m not the perfect role model he thinks I 
am for my siblings? It’s my fault you know, I’ve always tried so hard to be 
the perfect child. As first generation college students, my older brother and I 
would always try our best so we’d in a way repay our parents for all of the 
struggles they faced to make our life experience better than theirs. 

As we pull up to the driveway, I can see my dog Rocky anxious to greet 
me, his noir coat standing out amongst the snow, and his ears folding back as 
if he were waiting to be smothered with love for the first time. As I enter the 
house, I get tackled by my siblings and put my stuff away. I am happy to learn 
my older brother will be coming home the following day. I wonder how he’s 
been. It’s strange going from seeing each other daily to only talking about 
twice every two months. 

At around 7 p.m. a muffler roars in the distance and a smile emerges on 
my face. He’s home. Once he settles in, we each go into our separate rooms 
and begin to work on homework.  From when we were little, on up until he 
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went to college, he had a habit of coming into my room and just lying on my 
bed (not before making sure to flex in my mirror) while we each did our own 
thing. Sometimes someone’s presence is what makes everything better; that’s 
the kind of close bond we have. This time, he only comes in my room for a 
few minutes before walking back to his room. I find it weird, but don’t think 
anything of it. About 20 minutes passes by. It’s now about 10:45 p.m., and 
everyone is surprisingly in bed except for us. 

“Hey, come here I need to show you something,” he calls to me. His tone 
sounds unfamiliar. It’s like someone prerecorded his voice, as is trying to lure 
me to something. As I walk over, my house is pitch black outside of my room. 
It’s as If I am entering an abyss through my free will. Walking into his room, 
something’s off. Instead of lying on his bed, he’s in a purple rolling chair, 
refusing to make eye contact. 

“What?” 

“Hold on, I have to pull it up.” 

I can see him clicking into his school portal. Oh great, he’s going to show 
me how great he’s doing and I’m going to feel more like shit. 

“I wanted to show you before I show Mom... I’m failing.”

I can sense the lump in his throat as he forcefully admits the news that’s 
crushing his heart. As I try to formulate what to say, I can see the tears start 
streaming down his face and my heart starts to break. I’m watching my role 
model, the man I thought had it all together, break down before me. My best 
friend, my blood, has been struggling to get through and I didn’t care to check 
in because I thought it’d lower my self-esteem? How could I have been so 
selfish? A hundred different thoughts are running through my mind but the 
most important one is, I need to be his rock right now. 

“Did you try asking for help, talking to your professors?” 

“I tried everything dude, it’s so hard.” 

His voice keeps breaking, harder now that he’s finally allowed himself to 
free this unspoken burden he’s been carrying. I do the only thing I can now. As 
he continues facing the screen, with his tears flooding down I get behind him, 
as if I were that same little girl hugging his insecurities away years ago and 
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give him the tightest hug possible. 

“I’m proud of you.” The moment those four words come out, I can hear 
him trying to control the emotion that’s fighting harder to be released. “I know 
it’s hard. You knew going in that engineering was going to be hard because 
you’ve always struggled with math. But I’m so proud you tried your best 
knowing you’d have to work twice as hard as everyone else.” 

In that moment, he turns and hugs me and lets me hold him for a few 
seconds longer. 

“Thank you.” 

A few moments later, he wipes the tears away, while I continue to hold 
mine in so I can continue being strong for him. I know what he’s feeling. 
He’s going to do the one thing I can’t. The hardest thing we both always 
feared and now he has to tell my mom the truth before it goes on any further. 
Throughout our lives my parents had always told us that while they were at 
work, school was our job. We took that to heart, because it’s true. Coming 
from immigrant parents, anytime our grades would start to lower below a B+ 
we’d be told we need to get it up as soon as possible. Like all parents, they’d 
make comparisons, not to other family members but to kids in Mexico. How 
they’re so hard working at such a young age and they go into school knowing 
off the bat what they want to do with their lives. What they don’t realize is that 
we’re far from being raised the same way they were. We don’t have all the 
answers or right goals set because we haven’t faced hard struggles that force 
us to want, and be determined enough to pursue the highest paying career 
at our disposal. My brother was a result of all that stress. He had attempted 
to follow an engineering degree for the money instead of following his true 
passion in architecture. 

My mom makes her way upstairs and knows something is wrong because 
of our serious demeanor. As my brother starts telling her what’s been going 
on, I’m on guard ready to defend him if needed. Surprisingly, my mom is very 
understanding and simply says that all he can do is try his best and if it didn’t 
work then we can try something else. I think my brother is just as shocked as 
I am. As the night comes to an end and I head back to my room, I can sense 
the uplifting energy ready to start the next day. As I turn my light off and head 
to bed, I realize he has finally completed the hardest face of the cube. The 
hefty blue now allows the cube to shift its weight appreciating each cardinal 
direction, taking the memories embedded in it to create a new story.
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***

Yellow, Red and Green

Happiness, Love and New Beginnings always go hand in hand. After six 
long years my brother is ecstatic to graduate in a few months as an architect,  
and he will be learning whether he got accepted into a master’s program any 
week now. Since he decided to change his career, he seems like a completely 
new person. He’s started multiple social media accounts to inspire others to 
hustle, stay fit and grow. When we are able to get the family all together he 
brings a very positive presence in the room in the way he talks and simply 
radiates. I can see his cube is almost complete, and he’ll be ready to start a 
new one once he closes his academic chapter. The yellow, red and green are all 
intertwined, not perfect yet, but not far from it. Through yellow, his happiness 
will soon flourish as he completes his final goals in his academic career. Red, 
indicative of love, not only for family but for his passion in architecture, will 
soon create the proper shifts towards completion, as he’s handed his degree 
and transitions into a master’s program. I wonder if Green will ever truly be 
completed as new beginnings will always arise, shifting the green and yellow 
back and forth. Everyone has to be willing to mess everything up and break 
down what seemed to be perfect in order to find the right path to their story. 

It’s scary as hell, one stupid misplaced cube can be complicating 
everything in life, and no matter how loud you yell at it, it just stares back 
waiting to be guided in the right direction. 

It’s your move now. 
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Daniel Charland  

March: The Great Battles

March is named after the Roman god of war, Mars, because it is the season 
in which winter and spring seem to be fighting for control, a fight I personally 
always root for spring to win. Of course, Mars is just the Romanized version 
of the Greek god of war, Ares, and if there’s one thing that Ares does best, it’s 
creating chaos of one form or another. In my experience, March is just plain 
unpredictable to the extent that a coin may as well be tossed to decide on 
whether the proverbial lion or lamb will rule the skies each day. Interestingly, 
the exact origin of that phrase isn’t known for certain, but one theory proposes 
that it has something to do with the constellations. At the beginning of March, 
the constellation of Leo rises with the sun, but near the end it’s Aries, the ram. 
A possible connection could also be made with Jesus’ titles as both the Lamb 
of God and the Lion of Judah, but I personally don’t think this makes much 
sense when directly compared to the weather. Perhaps there is a more in-depth 
historical explanation, but I think it’s just a likely a simple expression about 
savage and gentle weather. I might see a snowstorm one day, and the next day 
it’s all but melted. I’ll start to pack away the winter clothes, and then it’ll drop 
fifteen degrees down to coat temperature again. It’s almost like a wrestling 
match where neither side can hold the other one down long enough to declare 
victory. Needless to say, I always root for when the lamb wins the match and 
brings warm enough weather that the boots and snow-pants, at least, can 
disappear into the back closet and not need to emerge for another nine months, 
when winter returns and the battle is primed once again.

 Seasonal warfare isn’t the only kind I see in this month, however. The 
rest of nature has a bit of tussling of its own to get out of its system. With the 
migratory birds coming back to their northern home for the breeding season, 
the feudal war of territories between the male birds repeats its yearly cycle. 
Because having a good territory with food and shelter can be as important 
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for attracting a mate as healthy plumage and a good voice, many males rush 
to seek out and claim the best land and fend off any rivals before the females 
arrive as the judging committee. My personal favorite of these birds is the 
Redwing Blackbird, ironically for some of the same reasons other people can’t 
stand them. For one thing, they are very loud and not exactly what I would call 
musical. It’s rather more like the sound that you would make by screaming at 
someone through a whistle, going something like “conk-la-reeee.” The upside 
is that it makes them very easy to identify during the early spring as the males 
scream at each other to say, “Back off, this is my bush and puddle.” Their 
feathers aren’t much to look at either, except for the brilliant patch of red 
edged with gold on their shoulders. I personally find this contrast against the 
otherwise black body to be quite stunning. Perhaps the thing that drives people 
nuts the most, however, is how aggressive the redwings are against people. 
They don’t care how much bigger you are than them and will dive-bomb you 
if you get anywhere close to their nesting territory. For myself, I’ve narrowly 
avoided this a couple of times, seeing the shadow of the flapping wings as the 
blackbird prepares to attack if I make any sudden movements, yet managing 
somehow to move out of range before I was confirmed as a threat in the bird’s 
mind. While I’ll admit that this isn’t the most pleasant experience, I admire the 
determination of the bird to protect its nest and young. It’s rather inspiring, in 
fact, so see such courage against a larger perceived-threat such as myself. As 
a bonus, the redwing blackbirds share my fondness for rivers, inlets, and other 
similar waterside locations that I find to be relaxing and intriguing as I start to 
see even the scantest signs of life returning to the once-frozen locations. Just 
another sign of spring’s eventual victory over winter in the battle.

Spring struggles aren’t restricted to animals and weather, though. The 
famed “Spring Cleaning” is a unique war of its own that my family, as well as 
countless others, wage each year against dirt, dust, cobwebs, mold, and above 
all, clutter. With the longer days given to us by the oncoming spring, and given 
a push ahead by Daylight Saving Time, a new energy is in the air that refreshes 
and awakes me from the sluggish attitude I tend to develop during the winter. 
Suddenly, the wall of cold that confined me to the house is lessened and the 
barrier of travel between inside and outside becomes much thinner. I open my 
windows for the first time in over five months and let in fresh air, preparing 
myself for the great battle ahead of me. 

At dawn, the weaponry is readied: cleaning spray, dusters, and brooms 
prepared and stationed, ready for duty. Vacuums are cleaned and charged. 
The dumpster has been ordered and the cars cleared out and readied for their 
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cargo. At the sound of my mother’s command, the battle begins. The vacuum 
roars to life with the sound of screaming wind as it overpowers the invading 
dust bunnies hiding along the baseboards and deep in the carpet. The bio-
warfare against germs and scum is launched in the bathrooms and kitchen 
with sprays of natural germ-killers ejected from bottles and mobilized with 
sponges and mops. Our air force of extended brushes makes a surprise-attack 
on high shelves and ceiling fans, sweeping the over-confident filth from 
its high throne, where it never thought it would be noticed.  My dad and I 
march through the storage rooms and basement, seizing unnecessary junk and 
transporting it for inspection. Possessions accumulated over time are sorted 
through to decide what we really want or need and which are impostors in 
need of eviction. Those found to be of redeeming value are deported through 
several trips to thrift stores, made along newly clean and dry roads. Those 
found in a completely corrupted state, however, are sentenced to the dumpster. 
At the end, with sore backs and tired arms, we call for peace. The war is never 
over, but we’ve beaten the enemies of peace in our home back for a while. I 
think Ares would approve. 
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Ben Colwell  

Under the Bridge

“The path to paradise begins in Hell.” 

-Dante Alighieri 

Midnight, maybe later, on a brisk Autumn night a wayward seventeen-
year-old me wanders down the never-ending train tracks that lay themselves 
out for miles upon miles outside of town with Jack and Anthony, my fellow 
wanderers. We’re friends, of course, more than just wanderers, but our 
commonality lies in each of us feeling trapped in this world. Trapped by 
neighborhoods filled with houses that echo the father-knows-best generation 
with perfect American families smiling perfectly at each other as they walk by 
and share wave.  But for us, we were above that life. We got reluctant waves 
from those same neighbors scoffing at our desire to leave this Podunk town in 
search for something greater. Each of us wandering down the roads laid out 
for us waiting to break free. Each of us sick and tired of the same shit different 
day. Each of stuck in our little corner of Suburbia, or, to the local angst-filled 
teens, Hell. 

Hell to the ordinary person may seem like a place of no return, a place 
devoid of hope, and a place where lost souls stare blankly at one another, 
suffering their own silent pain. Not to us, though. Not our Hell. Our Hell had a 
hidden secret place, somewhere we could see a glimpse of Heaven and grasp 
the feeling of escape. Dressed in jeans, various alternative band t-shirts, and 
matching flannels, the three of us venture through the tall weeds, past the do 
not walk on tracks sign, and down the endless horizontal iron ladder under the 
watch of the countless stars in the sky until Virgil, our guide, a single street 
light atop the mighty bypass, informs us that we have reached our destination. 

Our private escape from suburbia hell is underneath a large bridge. 
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Resting on the outskirts of town, the bridge carries little to no traffic this late 
at night, allowing for us to engage freely in conversations and partake in the 
occasional minor crime as we please. The bridge rests on a hill, allowing for us 
to sit on the cement ramp holding the structure aloft. This gives us the perfect 
view of the leftover lessons sprayed painted on the pillars of our contemporary 
school of Athens. Lessons like Father Doesn’t Know Best, Drones Kill Kids, 
and of course the haphazard anatomy lesson represented by the poorly drawn 
penis. The cement structure not only becomes a place of solitude, but a place 
of expression. Here we don’t have to do what we are told, but rather we can 
explore life on our own terms, philosophizing our ideas, open to learning from 
one another. No topic is off topic. Jack, high on life, and other substances, 
professes his frustration with modern government, painting Democracy 
in large red letters but replacing the typical “a” with a large anarchical “a,” 
symbolizing his disdain for modern political climates and calling out the 
hypocrisy of the government. Anthony lights cigarettes and sings various 
Clash songs, interrupting himself by telling us how much he can’t wait to get 
away and see L.A. Meanwhile, it appeases me to just sit with my PBR and 
watch as they express themselves, chiming in and asking questions from time 
to time. 

This underpass becomes a sort of temple for us. A space in which we can 
praise our made up deities and enter a world of imagination far away from the 
hardships of our own individual lives. Fanticized as much as it is, there is an 
aspect of reality that makws this place a literal escape for us. Hidden below 
the bridge is a singular strand of train tracks, and all that separate ourselves 
from the tracks is a two-foot cement barrier. If we wanted, we could pack our 
bags and walk the tracks until we find a spot to set up shop and start anew, 
or we could hop a slow moving train and escape, go West, maybe even make 
L.A. The road to escape was right in front of us, but the harsh reality is that 
running away and living on the road was only an idea that lived in the books 
we loved to read, Huckleberry Finn, On the Road, and The Outsiders all are 
just imaginative dreams we could not obtain at the time, but we could come 
close.

On this brisk Autumn night, the roles reversed from our usual discourse. 
For once, I was posed a question and the floor was mine. “How do you know 
there is a God,” Jack asked. Being that I was the resident theist among us, I 
guess I was the most qualified to answer this question no matter how much 
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I didn’t want to. “What do you mean?” I reply. “I mean, what allows you to 
believe enough that there is a God.” Looking back today as a more mature in 
tune Catholic, I probably could have given a lengthy in depth answer, but given 
who I was at the time I only could think of one way to explain myself. “Come 
with me.” I tell them. After noticing the lights of a train approaching in the 
distance I lead them down to the two-foot cement barrier and instruct them to 
lie down. Reluctantly, but with a spark of curiosity, they do. Lying in between 
the two of them I lock their arms with mine. “Close your eyes,” I instruct 
them. Various confused comments come from the both of them as we feel the 
vibrations of the rushing train coming closer. We can feel it approaching as it 
gets louder and louder. The adrenalin begins pumping, thoughts start flashing 
in my head. “What happens if it derails?” We are two feet from the actual 
tracks, and the cement wall between us and the train would not withstand the 
force of a derailment. Then it happens. The train rushes past us as I feel their 
arms lock tighter into mine, each of us screaming, laughing, and taking in the 
rush. The train rushes by for what seems like an eternity.  Finally, the moment 
comes to an end. The train passes by and we slowly open our eyes and catch 
our breaths.

I give them a moment to center themselves around what we just 
experienced. Then I ask, “How did that make you feel?” 

“Infinite,” Anthony chimes in. “It made me feel infinite.” 

This is exactly what I was going for. I’m no theologian, I can’t give them 
some large answer to why I believe in God, but I can try and get them to feel 
why. “Exactly.” I reply. “I believe in God for the feeling of being infinite.” I 
go on to describe to them how in this very moment under this very bridge, we 
aren’t constrained to any of the chains that bog us down in the real world. Here 
we don’t answer to the constructs of the outside world. Here, we are infinite. 
Changing the direction of the conversation, I point out the stars that peak 
through the light-polluted sky. I talk about how, although we may be stuck in 
this Podunk town, there will be a time where we can be infinite. Anthony can 
see L.A. Jack can travel the world, and me, well, I can feel what it’s like to be 
with the God I believe in for eternity. 

Per tradition, I grab the can of spray paint and write “God bless this 
fucked up mess.” My lesson, preserved on the walls of angst-filled scholars. 
My mark on this temple of freedom. My cry-out from the opening of Hell to 
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the God above, asking for guidance out of this place. 

Eventually, the night comes to an end and we walk the tracks back to our 
ordinary existence. As the sun rises behind us, Virgil flickers off and our little 
peep hole out of suburbia becomes itself again, a cement structure built to help 
vehicles pass from one side to the other, all while looking over the rails of 
industry passing beneath it.  
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Connor Halbmaier  

Hidden Within the Familiar

A cool, fall breeze wrapped itself around me as I slid open the door of 
my dad’s light blue van. I hopped down onto the little gravel parking lot and 
took a deep breath. It felt much better out here than in the cramped building 
that housed the photography company doing my senior photos. I never really 
enjoyed having my photo taken, especially when I have to pose a certain way. 
It didn’t feel natural, like I was being portrayed as someone else. I sighed. At 
least I got to choose the second location for the photo shoot.

Located two minutes away from my home was a wooded area. A small 
creek twisted and turned through the thick grove of trees, red, orange, and gold 
crowns adorning their heads this time of year. As I stared up at the overcast 
sky, enjoying the crisp air, a silver car pulled up. The door swung open and a 
woman stepped out, a brown fleece jacket wrapped around her shoulders. She 
opened the back door and took out her black camera bag.

“Ready to go?” she asked as she shifted the bag onto her shoulders. 

No, but I didn’t say that out loud. I gave her a small smile and nodded. 

Together with my dad, we walked up to the concrete trail and stared down 
the length of it. There weren’t many people out that afternoon, which was 
perfectly fine by me. The one thing I hated more than having my picture taken 
was drawing the attention of strangers. 

Our first stop was an old wooden bridge just within the tunnel of trees 
that sheltered the leaf strewn path. I stepped up to the railing and looked down 
at the small creek a good ten feet below. The water was low in this spot, just 
barely covering the palm-sized rocks resting in the bed of sand and dirt. I 
glanced back at my photographer, curious as to what she would have me do.

“You comfortable enough to sit on the railing?”
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Am I comfortable sitting on a railing that I could easily fall off and to 
my doom? Oddly enough, I was. My dad didn’t call me a mountain goat for 
nothing, after all. “Yeah, I can do that.”

 I placed my foot against the bottom wooden beam, and with my hands 
splayed against the flat railing, pushed up. The old wood groaned ever so 
slightly as I shifted into a sitting position. I closed my eyes and listened to 
the rustling of dry leaves, the chirping of resident robins, the gurgling of the 
creek, as I tried to undo the pretzel knots in my stomach. After a few seconds, I 
opened them, the knots still there, but slightly loosened. A squirrel spiraled up 
the nearby oak, scurrying across the deep ridges of its bark. I followed it with 
my eyes briefly before looking to the photographer, ready for her commands. 

A few camera clicks. Tilt my head slightly to the left. A couple more. 
Adjust my worn blue jacket, fiddle with my dog tag and cross necklaces. All 
while this was going on, I had to resist the urge to run a hand through my 
brown curly hair. I knew it would have been pointless since it was always a 
mess, but I felt the need to anyways, to make myself be more like the person 
the camera expects me to be. 

“Okay, that’ll do it. Shall we move on?” The photographer smiled.

“Alright.” I hopped down and landed with a thump. With one last glance 
at the creek, I started down the trail. As my dad talked with the photographer 
about cameras, I began to zone out. Thoughts about my classmates and how 
good their own senior photos must be compared to mine drifted into my mind. 
My shoulders slouched slightly. I knew that it didn’t really matter how the 
photos turned out, but that one part of me couldn’t help but focus on it. For 
whatever reason, I never thought that any photo taken of me turned out well, 
especially when I had to smile. I wasn’t a natural smiler, so it always felt like 
I had to force it for the camera, to be someone I wasn’t.

“What’s down this way?”

The photographer’s voice broke my train of thought. I looked to where 
she had stopped. Just off the paved trail there seemed to be a trail carved 
through the brush, possibly by the elusive deer that lived here. 

“I…I actually don’t know.” I’d been going to this trail for years, and yet, 
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somehow, I had never explored this hidden path. I glanced over to my dad, 
who just shrugged. “Can we go check it out?”

“I’d love to. I bet we’ll get some great photos.” She patted her camera for 
emphasis. 

With the decision made, I stepped off the path and onto the new trail. Dry 
leaves crunched beneath my tennis shoes as I moved forward. Every now and 
then I brushed aside a branch that hung over the trail, careful to not let it whip 
back into the people behind me. The trail sloped downward slightly, running 
right through the creek. The water sputtered as it twisted and turned around 
the smooth-faced rocks jutting through its surface. We paused briefly on the 
muddy shore for some more photos before hopping through the running water 
and tramping up the gentle slope on the other side.

As we went deeper into the woods, weaving through the trees and bushes, 
my eyes wandered. They hungrily took in all the sights, despite it being mostly 
bare trees and twiggy bushes. I was so preoccupied with it that I ran right into 
a little shrub on the side of the path. Grumbling, I stepped out of it and looked 
at the grouping of sticklers hitchhiking on the sleeves of my jacket. The things 
were annoyingly stubborn, but with a little persistence I was able to pick 
them off, one by one. Just as I tossed the last one away, I entered into a small 
circular clearing. A slight gasp escaped my parted lips as I saw the tall golden 
grass. Compared to the dead grass I was accustomed to seeing, this was a stark 
contrast. Slowly, almost hesitatingly, I stepped forward, the grass waving as if 
beckoning me forward. Further down, at the other end of the clearing, my dad 
and the photographer were still chatting. 

Eyes glued to golden color, I trotted through this miniature prairie, a hand 
trailing through the grass, feeling the somewhat stiff stalks brush against my 
palm. Nearing my companions, I lifted my eyes from the marvelous sight and 
looked at them, then past them. My vision focused in on a tree a few feet 
away. Stepping past my dad and the photographer, I stared at it, thinking that it 
looked like someone had smoothed the corners of the letter N, stretched it out 
so that the middle was parallel with the ground, and stuck one point into the 
ground. About forty feet off the ground, its balding canopy reached for the sun 
hidden behind the clouds.

“What’re you thinking?” I turned to see my dad walk up behind me, the 
photographer behind him.



114 / LIMESTONE REVIEW

I looked to her. “Can we take a photo here?”

Without hesitation, she said, “Sure can.” She stepped forward and stared 
at the tree with her hands on her hips. “How do you want to do this? We could 
have you stand underneath the tree. You could also stand over there and lean 
back against the it.” She glanced at me out of the corner of her eyes.

“Oh, um…” I wasn’t prepared to have any input. I looked down at my feet 
and kicked a lonely rock as I thought. A lightbulb went off. I raised my head 
and stared at the section of the tree parallel with the ground about seven feet 
below it. Following the path of rough bark to the base of the tree and back, I 
noted the small bumps that could be used as footholds. “I want to sit up there,” 
I answered, pointing to the middle section.

“Sure. As long as you can get up there.”

I smiled as I walked up to the tree. With a hand placed against it, the 
rough bark biting slightly into my skin, I raised my foot and pushed against 
the first knot of the tree. Then the next. I continued climbing until I was on the 
horizontal section. Careful to not fall backwards, I shifted around until I was 
able to sit, and then shimmied to the left until I was directly above the trail.

From up there, I looked back at the mini prairie. It was amazing how 
something could look different based on the angle you looked at it. Up in 
that tree, I was able to see the path wind through the grass, whereas when 
I was down there, the grass obscured the curves. Looking further ahead to 
the border, it became clear that the trees lining the prairie weren’t forming a 
circular border. Rather, it was like a drop of prairie had fallen from the sky and 
splatted on the ground, forming a somewhat irregular shape. With this new 
view, the miniature prairie looked like something entirely different. However, 
it wasn’t something different. No matter how I looked at it, it was still the same 
clearing. I was simply seeing another side of it. Slowly, those pretzel knots 
plaguing my stomach untied themselves, until eventually I felt my whole body 
relax as I gazed across the clearing.

“Smile.”

I turned to face the camera, and I did. I was surprised by how easily I did, 
and it didn’t feel forced. Who knew I could smile like this? It was like I had 
discovered my own miniature prairie hidden away in the forest that is me. A 
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puff of wind blew by and knocked a few strands of hair into my eye. I brushed 
them back, still smiling, as the photographer finished her round of photos. 
Once the clicking stopped, I tilted my head and looked to the gray sky. Despite 
the gloomy look, it looked beautiful. Little rolling hills were clearly visible, 
and if I looked closely I could barely make out where the sun was. 

“We got a lot of good photos today. Let’s start heading back, shall we?”

I nodded. I slowly retraced my path, and once my feet were safely on the 
dirt, we began the short trek back to our cars. As we exited the clearing, I threw 
one last glance at it and committed it to memory. Then it was gone, hidden 
once more behind the towering trees. Despite leaving, I couldn’t help but 
softly smile. Maybe the day didn’t turn out as bad as I had originally thought 
it would. After all, if I hadn’t gone through with the senior photos, then I 
wouldn’t have found the hidden within the familiar. 
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Molly MacDuff  

Leanna and Ogden

I’m hurt, again. Nothing new there. I’ve been hanging on to a boy with 
wandering eyes and a drinking problem. It’s the kind of hurt where you’re 
always on the verge of crying. But I shouldn’t be thinking about some worthless 
boy. Now is not the time. 

I’ve gone home to attend my grandpa’s funeral. I sit in a corner booth 
of Durty Nellie’s, the bar that’s hosting his “Celebration of Life” as we’re 
calling it. It’s fitting to have it here, at a bar. Grandpa used to own the family 
tavern in the city, after his father passed it down to him. We drink away his 
death through laughter, stories of the old days, and tears. So to my family, my 
swollen eyes are warranted. They don’t know any better. 

Here I am, sulking in a floral dress, comparing the loss of my grandfather 
to that of a borderline alcoholic college kid who dumped me because he fell 
in love with another average height, brown haired girl. I know how egocentric 
I’m being. But as I watch my five-foot-tall grandma wander around the 
celebration, I’m reminded of the stories she used to tell me. How I would ask 
her about love stories so I could rush off to the other room and act them out 
with my paper dolls. 

When I fell in love for the first time, I asked her to share the story of how 
she and Grandpa had met. I wanted a comparison. I wanted to believe in a real 
life fairytale. I remember she said to me “Oh, geez that was 60 some years ago, 
Molly. My memory is dwindling. Plus I only remember the important stuff.” 
She had laughed, whimsical and quick-witted even as the lengthy years of her 
life tumbled over 80. And she spoke soothingly, flooding my memory with the 
hours she had spent reading to me as a child. I stared at the lines that precisely 
marked her face, thinking that each perfectly drawn wrinkle must have its own 
story to tell. 

This one began as many stories and modern sitcoms do, in a tavern, the 
MacDuff Tavern, the one that Grandpa’s father had owned on the corner of 
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Fullerton and Keystone in Chicago. Grandpa, twenty-two at the time, had 
acquired a full-time job as the bartender, just like his father. 

The year was 1955 and spring time was blooming in the city. Flower 
stands had reclaimed their stations from the piles of thick, fluffy slush and 
snow. The sun shone through the clouds, warming the bustling streets. The 
birds were talking again, bringing the parks to life after the brutal battle 
with the winter winds and storms. More city-dwellers walked about, as the 
temperature steadily crawled into the 60s.

Grandma had just come home from the University of Illinois-Champaign 
for spring break, calling up some high school friends to go out in the city for 
the night. Her friend Ginny suggested they meet at some local bar she had been 
to recently, a place called the MacDuff Tavern. I remember not being able to 
contain my laughter when she said this. All she had to do was set the scene and 
I was fully invested. 

Now, picture Meg Ryan walking down some New York avenue, shoulders 
high, smile wide, and that beautiful red lipstick in You’ve Got Mail. This is 
how I see my grandmother, the wind picking up as she walked down Fullerton. 
She was wearing a new skirt, a gift from her mother, with white lace and a 
lovely lavender cloth pulled tight along the waistline. Showing your knees 
was still a little risqué back then, which made the dress even more flattering. 
This is what she told me. I laughed again. As I watched her tell the story, 
her image transformed. Her wrinkles and snow-white hair faded, revealing a 
young woman with naturally wavy cinnamon locks and a silver, heart-shaped 
locket on a chain around her neck. She held on to it for comfort, a nervous 
fidget. It’s like I was looking in a mirror; what I saw was myself.

She walked up to the rusted olive green and orange sign that read: MacDuff 
Tavern, pulled open the heavy wooden door, and went in. Sitting at the end of 
the bar, she took in profound smells, the French fries, patty melts, grilled steak. 

But her description of my grandfather caught me off guard the most. I 
snapped out of the daydream of Grandma’s story in that moment and looked 
at my grandfather, really looked at him. This was the man my grandmother 
chose to marry, the man who hummed constantly, spent too much time in the 
recliner, and yelled at the T.V. when the Sox game was on. She was only 19 
when they married. At 19, I still hadn’t decided what I was majoring in. 

She said that she had never seen such a flaming head of hair before. He 
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caught her staring, so she had to avert her glance quickly, and didn’t catch the 
color of his eyes. As she sat down, he walked over to her, stained and faded 
dishcloth slung over his shoulder.

“What can I get for ya, Miss?” he said.

“I’ll take a beer, an Old Style.”

He paused to look her over, seeing how young and pretty she was.

“May I see your ID?”

She dug it out of her clutch. He stared at it for a while, probably long 
enough to make it awkward, reading her name over and over again in his 
head. Leanna Notz. Leanna Notz. Leanna Notz. She smiled, thinking of how 
he might be memorizing her name. 

“Excuse me, could I have that back now?” she asked.

“Oh… of course. Sorry.” The color of his face nearly matched his hair. 

“Do you work here every night?” Grandma asked, bold.

His eyes lit up with her continued interest in him. 

“Yeah, yes. This is my family’s place. My brother Bill and me, we run it.”

Here, I picture her saying a subtle, “Oh, that’s cool,” because that’s what 
I would have said. 

They talked for what seemed like hours, and in hindsight I’m not sure how 
that was possible with Grandpa working a busy night shift in a bar, but that’s 
not important. A sudden tap on her shoulder startled them out of the daze. The 
girlfriends had arrived, giggling and twirling their hair. There was Virginia 
One, Virginia Two, Barbara, Rosemary, Barbara Two. And the real tiny one 
with big eyes, Betty Lou.

“Wha-what’s your name?” she tried to call over the rush of excitement, but 
the words were lost as she was bombarded with ‘Who’s he?’, ‘Gee, he’s cute, 
Leanna’, ‘We leave you alone for a few hours and you already got yourself 
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a man!’ But she couldn’t hear any of them, only stared at her mysterious 
bartender. The one named Rosemary caught her stares.

“You must really like him, Leanna. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you stare 
at someone like that before.”

Grandma said it was true, she hadn’t. She said he was soothing. She didn’t 
know if it was love, but it was soothing. 

Soothing, I thought. Grandma made it sound so simple, so cozy. Sunday 
afternoon curled up with blankets on a rainy day kind of soothing. I had 
felt that twice before myself. Yet there I was, living vicariously through my 
grandparents. I wasn’t convinced. No way it could be that simple. No way it 
was really that perfect, story-like. I tried to think of the two of them fighting, 
but I couldn’t come up with something real. Bickering, yes, of course, that’s 
a normal MacDuff trait. But their bickering seemed more loving to me than 
anything else. Each “fight” ended with a tender kiss or embrace. This is what I 
came to think of as a normal relationship growing up. They’d made it work for 
over 50 years. I guess I figured nothing could break them now. 

“You should ask him out,” Rosemary urged her.

“You’re crazy,” she said, still staring.

The other girls decided they were going to head uptown, but Grandma 
wasn’t ready. She had a choice. Her daydream could become a reality with 
a few simple words, or she could let it be just that, forever. Before she could 
make the decision, Rosemary brought her back to the bar counter and plopped 
down next to her.

“I have to use the powder room,” she said in a monotone voice.

This left Grandma and Grandpa alone again. Neither one spoke for a few 
minutes. Grandma made her attempt to open her mouth, but it was like cotton 
was keeping her lips shut. She looked up, gathering the nerve to speak, when 
he did first. 

“Would you like to go out with me?” 
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He still didn’t know her name. But that seemed so unimportant when they 
were sharing such a gaze. 

“Um…” Grandma thought for a moment. “Yes, I would love to.”

Rosemary returned, took one look at the way they were staring, and left, 
saying, “You crazy kids.”

They spent the rest of that night laughing loudly and sending glances back 
and forth until the end of Grandpa’s shift. When last call rolled around, she 
got out a tiny card and wrote her name and telephone number on it, sliding it 
across the bar to him. She said goodnight and began to leave, but he stopped 
her.

“Wait!”

“Yes?” she said, turning back toward him.

As he rushed around the edge of the bar, he introduced himself.

“My name is Ogden, by the way, Ogden MacDuff.” 

“It was a pleasure to meet you Mr. MacDuff.” 

As she turned to go once more, he called out, “The pleasure was mine, 
Miss Notz.”

All she could do was smile.

A few months later, when Grandma returned home from school for the 
summer, they went on their first date. They say that timing is everything when 
it comes to romance. For Grandma and Grandpa, time moved their courtship 
rather quickly. They were married a few months after that first date, and a baby 
boy followed shortly after. When she finished telling me this story, I remember 
asking Grandma a really important question that years of cliché rom-coms and 
novels had engrained in my mind as the truth about love. 

“So… it wasn’t love at first sight?” I asked her.
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“Nope. I just felt like your grandfather was the kind of person who would 
always be there for me. And look at us now! Sixty years, four kids, and loads 
of grandkids later, we are still here for each other. Though, these days it’s 
really just more of me telling him to get up out of the recliner.”

 “But, so… how did you know? That Grandpa was the one?”

Everything she’d said thus far about Grandpa reminded me of how the 
boy I was in love with made me feel. I could stare into his hazel eyes forever, 
too. 

Sensing my uneasiness, she said, “I didn’t know, Molly. I took a chance. A 
story is just that. I left out many years of pain and anxiety. We raised four kids, 
you know, all boys at that. Not to mention the pressure of running a tavern and 
eventually deciding to sell. We don’t fight much anymore because all of those 
important issues have been resolved.”

I nodded, beginning to understand. 

“He didn’t leave,” she said. “Things were hard, money was tight, and he 
drank his fair share. But he was always there. Loyal and honest. Those are 
qualities that are hard to find.”

Loyal and honest. The boy I thought I loved was neither of those things. 

Back in the corner of Durty Nellie’s, Grandma sees me alone in the booth, 
a long look on my face. I know that she has no idea what is happening in my 
head. No idea how a silly love story she once told me still plays like You’ve 
Got Mail in my head. 

She sets her Blue Moon down on the table, and sits across from me.

“Do you miss him?” I ask her before I think it through.

She smiles. “Oh, yes. I do.” She pauses for a moment. “Do you?”

All I can do is nod. I do. 
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Seth Moeller  

A Rubber Floor and the Way it Wears

My dad and I stood in front of an abyss of darkness; he went left to the 
circuit box and I walked straight in. Eventually our eyes adjusted, but I didn’t 
need to see to know where I was going. Within the darkness, I noticed the 
ever-present smell of burnt rubber from the soles of players before me and 
the permanent linger of popcorn from Tuesday and Friday nights. One by one, 
rows of lights flickered on, leaving me looking out onto the court, a sharpie 
in one hand and my basketball shoes in the other. As I stared at the floor for 
one of the last times, I thought it was funny, our school colors were labeled 
‘royal blue’ and ‘fighting gold,’ yet the pigment of the floor resembled more 
of a ‘muddy water’ and ‘mustard yellow.’ My dad and I met at half court, 
surrounded by the hundreds of other names of alumni and current players who 
had signed their goodbyes in the days prior. I knelt down and carefully wrote 
my signature on the soft rubber floor. It was a goodbye, but to something much 
bigger.

Central Catholic Auditorium, the home of the Prince of Peace Irish, might 
as well have been Madison Square Garden to a small town kid like me. My 
dad used to take me there when I was so small I couldn’t get the basketball up 
to the hoop. The court was perfect. It had great traction and it shined just as 
bright as the stars that played there on game night. When my dad would take 
my family to the games, all the other kids would run around and play tag or 
harass the computer teacher who worked the concession stand. But I would sit 
and look at the giants running back and forth, telling myself “one day that will 
be me.” I wanted to hear the crowd cheer my name.

While I was in elementary school, Central Catholic Auditorium installed 
new bleachers and the maximum capacity went up a few hundred. There was 
no better time to be an Irish basketball player, and my desire to be a part of it 
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kept increasing. As a result of my unwillingness to wait so many more years, 
my dad decided to start and coach a travel team. I still have vivid memories of 
traveling from gym to gym trying to find somewhere to practice. If we were 
lucky, my dad would get the keys to CCA and we would practice there. My dad 
was a huge influence to me around that age. As my athletic ability increased 
and I became better than a lot of my peers, he was never afraid to bring me 
down a level. Being my parent and my coach at the same time meant that he 
could yell at me and correct every mistake I made. If I felt like getting a big 
head because of something positive I did, he would combat it with three things 
I needed to fix. 

Since I can remember, my dad has always told me, “You can be the best 
player in the world, but what will make me proud is seeing you be humble 
while doing it.” Although it was just basketball, I learned how to be a good 
person because of my father; every drill had a lesson, every situation contained 
a teaching about life. I remember a specific game I shot very well from the 
three point line. Every time I would make a shot I celebrated a little louder, 
whether it be with hand motions or facial expressions. On the way home my 
dad hardly talked to me despite my great game. “What in the world do you 
think you are doing out there,” my dad said as he threw the car in park. “This 
isn’t the NBA where you get paid for being a cocky prick.” He probably 
could tell that I wasn’t going to reply by the blank stare he got in return so he 
doubled down, “When you are playing basketball, it’s not just basketball. You 
are representing your school, the city you are from, and most importantly your 
family. So next time you hit a shot and wanna flail your body like an idiot, 
remember that’s not the positive role model you were raised to be.” Without 
saying a word, I nodded my head, and he knew he got his point across. 

While I was in middle school, CCA put in a new scoreboard and all new 
weight room equipment in the back. Since I was 12 and mature now, I finally 
had the chance to play on the floor of my dreams come winter. It wasn’t the 
big leagues yet, in fact we only had twenty or thirty fans, but my mom’s cheers 
surely made up for the lack of attendance. Middle school seasons were short 
and sweet, but it allowed for my friends and me to develop relationships and 
trust on the court in preparation for high school. The important part of this 
time in my life wasn’t necessarily the games played, it was the one-on-one 
time with my dad in the gym that mattered the most. Once I got to middle 
school, my dad took up a job as the junior high basketball coach, which gave 
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him permanent access to the key for the gym. We used to drag metal chairs 
all over the new court floor to recreate make-believe defenders, and I would 
rep drills over and over until my feet and my hands needed no command. The 
same movements repeated so much, I was confident the places I landed would 
wear away underneath me. Afterwards, we’d move the metal chairs back, and 
if anybody asked about the scratches on the otherwise shiny floor, my dad and 
I would look the other way. I was certain basketball was my calling and in a 
few short summers I would be a freshman and all of my work would show.

Freshman year came and CCA found some new additions yet again. 
Lights on the backboards and a resurfaced floor were added, creating a shine 
that almost made you believe it was brand new. The season arrived and I was 
quickly introduced to 6 a.m. lifts, a whole new level of conditioning, and a 
coach who screamed just a little bit louder than my dad. Nonetheless, my work 
paid off when we prepared for our first game. Coach read off the starters and 
matchups, and he called my name. I started every game that season and even 
landed myself on the front page of the newspaper by making a senior from a 
neighboring high school fall to the floor. I remember he blamed the slippery 
rubber floor, but I thought the floor was perfect. At the end of the season, I was 
talking to my parents on the court after the game and my assistant coach pulled 
me aside. He said, “You had a great season, but what are your goals moving 
forward?” I told him that I wanted to be the all-time leading scorer at Prince of 
Peace. He laughed. I don’t remember much else of the conversation.

Not everything was positive, however. The Saturday after our homecoming 
basketball game, we were preparing for a holiday game across the river when 
three of the team dads including my own, rushed into our run- through. 
Holding back tears, one of the dads muttered, “There has been an accident, 
it’s Chuck and it’s serious. Devin, you need to come with us.” We received no 
further explanation. A few hours later, we sat in the locker room without my 
best friend, preparing for a game no one wanted to play, “I know this is hard, 
but right now you all have to go out and play for Devin just like you would 
if he was here,” my coach explained. As the game took place, teams from all 
over were made aware of the situation, yet the players who cared the most, still 
had no idea. I was subbed out with 15 seconds to go and my coach gave me a 
hug. I looked into the eyes of my assistant and I will never forget what he said 
to me, “Be ready, it’s not good.” I didn’t make it to the locker room after the 
game because the only person I was looking for was my dad. He met me only 
a few steps off the court with just as many tears in his eyes as me.
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This incident was around the time I started to notice the dust on the surface 
of the court and small cracks appearing on my perfect floor. I wondered if they 
had magically shown up or if something had changed for me to see them. 
Chuck had always been one of my biggest fans. I would even consider him a 
second father figure in my life, a person I could confide in and trust that I was 
getting the blunt truth. He came to every game and exemplified what a perfect 
Irish fan was. When he died, I truly think he took a little bit of the game of 
basketball with him.

The rest of the season was not easy. But we moved forward in hopes of 
making Chuck proud. We all have to play our last home game eventually, 
no matter how much you don’t want that day to come. For me that was a 
playoff game, in an environment second to none. It felt like our entire city was 
pushing through the front doors to try to get a seat in our crowded and stuffy 
auditorium. At the end of the game, after we won, I was called to the center 
with the athletic director and they handed me the all-time leading scorer ball 
that I had dreamed of forever. That same assistant coach from earlier made 
sure he was the first person to shake my hand. I made certain I got a photo 
with my dad afterwards. I felt like that moment wasn’t just my own but all 
of the people who had inspired me before and helped me grow, my dad being 
number one.

I graduated and left for college basketball. The gym had a wood floor and 
better lighting, the stands were nicer and my teammates were more talented, 
but deep down I wished it was CCA. My freshman year I didn’t play a whole 
lot, so I would have time to go home to see my family. Once you leave, things 
change a lot quicker in your absence. When I would visit, the floor at CCA was 
slick and felt like it hadn’t been swept in a few weeks. Everything from the 
chips of paint ripped from the three point line, to the browned nets that hung 
from the eroded metal rims, felt completely different. Right after Sophomore 
year started, I received news that come summer, they were completely 
remodeling Central Catholic Auditorium. The biggest news was that there 
were plans to rip out the current court and lay a significantly better court with 
hardwood-like features. This news came around the same time Coach sat me 
down and told me I most likely wasn’t going to get much play time. A player 
who used to be confident and courageous was losing his ability to believe in 
himself. The sport that I used to love so much, now made me sad.
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When the time finally came, I was reluctant to go to CCA to sign my 
name. However, as I looked around at the half destroyed auditorium, I realized 
that all good things eventually find their end. A place that used to cause me 
so much joy and happiness had been reduced to scratched paint, faded colors, 
and a whole lot of memories. A game that used to fill my spirit with fire had 
been reduced to what felt like an obligation. There will always be another 
floor, there will always be another kid’s dream, and there will always be new 
memories that come and go. I had a career to focus on, and a whole world 
ahead of me waiting for me to prove that basketball wasn’t the only thing I 
knew how to do. “Wanna start shooting?” my dad asked. Realizing I had been 
staring into space, I laced up my shoes for one last workout, and since the court 
didn’t have much left to preserve, I went and grabbed a few metal chairs.
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John Mulcrone  

The Back Yard on Myrtle Avenue

It was Grandpa John’s tree.  That’s all I ever knew it as.  Tucked in my 
grandma’s tiny back yard on the 7300 block of Myrtle, the tree sat about five 
feet from the center of the yard.  Nobody really knew what kind of tree it was, 
but it was a sharp, sturdy tree.  The trunk of the tree split almost right at the 
root, giving it what was essentially two trunks that ran up next to each other 
at about a 30 degree angle, so that there was just enough space to squeeze 
between the two trunks.   High enough that it had to be trimmed so as to 
not interfere with the wires in the alley, the tree was about 50 feet tall.  In 
the summer, when the leaves were full, it gave great shade to both the glass 
patio table and chairs as well as the Morans’ back porch next door.  That tree 
and that backyard served as the centerpiece for so many memories from my 
childhood, thanks to a great cast of characters that really helped to teach me 
what it meant to be a part of a family, a neighborhood, and a community.  

I never knew my Grandpa John, as he passed about four years before I 
was born, but growing up I was bombarded with constant reminders of him, 
primarily from my father.  

“Best man I ever knew,” he’d say to me whenever I broached the subject.  
At home, I have lots of things to remind me of him.  Pictures, yearbooks, 
clothes—but nothing served as such a constant reminder for me quite like the 
tree.  There’s also my name.  My name is John Joseph Mulcrone because of 
him.  It will be twenty-five years since his passing this year, and I still pass by 
his funeral card every time I enter my house.  It reads “I shall pass this way but 
once; any good that I can do or any kindness I can show to any human being; 
let me do it now. Let me not defer nor neglect it, for I shall not pass this way 
again.”  His philosophy towards life and his fellow man can be summed up 
in that statement.  In his yearbook from his senior year of high school, each 
graduate was asked what their goal is for their adulthood. Many students wrote 
things like “own a big house,” or “be a millionaire,” or “become a lawyer.”  
John Mulcrone? His answer read “To raise a big happy family.”
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Planting a tree in the city isn’t easy.  If you want to put one in your front 
yard, up towards the street, the city will send someone to come do it.  They will 
even provide the tree.  However, in the back yard, it’s all on the homeowner.  
It takes time and work to plant and raise a tree, but my grandpa managed to, 
leaving behind something that served as a constant reminder of him and what 
he was all about.  In that yard, he put down the roots of the tree, much like the 
Mulcrone family planted their own roots in that house on Myrtle, building a 
network of family and friends that continues to this day.  Perhaps the person 
who was most constantly reminded of my grandfather through his tree was my 
grandmother.  

My grandmother, to put it simply, was one of the finest and toughest 
people I’ve ever had the pleasure of knowing.  Born Denise McGrath, the 
daughter of Toots and Tony McGrath grew up on Adams St. on the West Side.  
Despite losing her best friend and the love of her life at a relatively early age, 
she served as the matriarch of our large extended family for as long as she 
could until her passing.  She required that everybody be at her house on the 
morning of the second Saturday every month for brunch.  Always frugal, she 
would give each grandkid a ten-dollar Target gift card each Christmas, and 
would never hesitate to tell one of us when we were being a pain in the neck.  
She tended to her flowers with tremendous care, using those classic old-lady 
gardening knee pads to get down and meticulously plant her flowers, creating 
a vibrant row of reds, greens, blues, and yellows that ran up the side of the yard 
next to the fence, serving as a perfect complement to her best friend’s tree just 
a few yards away.

In the summer, the tree was always third base.  With how small the yard 
was, my cousins and I had no choice but to play our whiffle ball games around 
the tree.  The patch of dirt in the flowers near the fence was first base, the piece 
of concrete by the gate to the alley was second base, and the tree was third.  
There was no garage, and the fence was nothing more than three rickety brown 
wooden slats nailed to some posts along the alley, with gaps wide enough for a 
dog to easily jump through.   We would play in the yard while my parents and 
aunts and uncles sat around the patio table, shooting the breeze and listening 
to the Sox game on the radio.  On one occasion, my cousin Kyle rounded third 
base with a little too much momentum, ending up covered in mud and with a 
nice shiner to boot. 
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Next door, the Morans had an apple tree with a few big branches that 
hung over the chain link fence that separated the two yards.  At some point, it 
was decided that all the apples that fell into the Mulcrone yard were for us to 
keep.  Each June, a bunch of us cousins would go and harvest apples for a day, 
eventually washing them and chowing down on fresh apples while we lounged 
in the shade under Grandpa John’s tree.  

I also was in charge of making sure the lawn at the house was always 
taken care of. I never minded that much, because somebody had given 
Grandma a mower where the front wheels turned automatically, making it 
much easier for my nine-year-old frame to guide the mower across the yard 
without accidentally trimming Grandma’s flowers.  Grandpa John’s tree, right 
in the middle of the yard, proved to be fairly tricky to maneuver around, but I 
eventually got the hang of it.

In the winter, the tree glistened after a snowfall, with snow covering the 
tops of the branches and glowing under the yellow light of the alley lights.  As 
the grandkid who lived closest to grandma’s house, I became the designated 
snow shoveler after I turned seven or eight.   I never minded, because I liked 
hanging out at my grandma’s anyway.

“Thanks for shoveling, George,” Grandma would say to me.  She called 
everybody either George or McGoo.  Afterwards, I’d always get to steal some 
cookies or some type of nourishment.  My grandma was a pretty bad cook, 
save for cookies and Irish soda bread.  The meal she made me the most was her 
favorite sandwich: turkey on plain wheat toast.  Nothing else.  I didn’t mind, 
though.  The cookies made up for it.  If the snow was good enough, I’d screw 
around outside in the snow for a while after shoveling.  

The neighbors on Myrtle also taught me about the importance of 
community and what it means.  I remember when Mrs. Moran came up to me, 
my mother, and my sister one day in front of Grandma’s house with a garbage 
bag.  

“These are Barry’s old gym uniforms from IC!  I want John and Norah to 
have them,” she explained.  Immaculate Conception was the local grammar 
school where my Grandma taught second grade and that my sister and I 
attended.  Normally, I would have been thrilled to get some hand-me-downs.  
My older cousins were always giving us clothes that didn’t fit them anymore, 
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and I loved getting a new (to me) Bulls sweatshirt or Notre Dame Fighting 
Irish shirt.  But this was a little different.  All I knew Barry Moran as was the 
raggedy looking guy that was always smoking cigarettes on the Morans’ back 
porch, with hair down to his shoulders and a real hangdog look on his face.  
Not to mention, he was about 6 foot 3 inches tall and 270 pounds.  At the time, 
I was in about 5th grade and Norah was in 3rd.  We got home and examined the 
gym uniforms, chuckling at the fact that they wouldn’t fit either of us for about 
five years.  When I was a junior in high school, I finally fit into Barry Moran’s 
pants from when he was in 8th grade in about 1998.  

About 5 doors down were the Duffys.  Mr. and Mrs. Duffy were both 
around my grandma’s age and were always around just hanging out or helping 
my grandma with stuff.  Every time I saw them, they’d tell me about when 
Grandpa John planted the tree, and used one of my uncles, who was about ten 
at the time, instead of a tape measure to see how deep the hole was.  

The neighbor across the alley, Norm, was notorious for having a spotlessly 
clean garage.  He was in charge of the Oriole Park Baseball League, where I 
played my baseball as a kid.  I would see him in the garage, with the concrete 
floor of his garage always looking like it was freshly shined, and every item 
in his garage perfectly aligned and arranged on the shelves.  After Grandpa 
John passed, Norm would help out my grandma however he could, giving her 
a hand when no aunts and uncles or grandkids were around.  Even Norm liked 
to mention the tree.  

“Your grandpa’s tree looks sharp,” he’d say as he swept out his garage.  It 
was so clean you could see the floor shining from across the alley.  

In 1995, Grandpa John passed away after a battle with ALS.   After that, 
all the Mulcrones and our extended family and friends, including a large 
contingent from Myrtle Avenue, would participate in Tag Days, where we 
would all meet at my grandma’s house early one Saturday morning, don our 
bright yellow smocks, and then scatter to various places around the area, 
collecting donations all day that would go towards ALS research.  After hours 
of standing outside grocery stores, at stoplights, and outside churches, we 
would come back to Grandma’s and get together to pile the money high on the 
dining room floor or the patio table and count and package all of the donations 
so they were ready to be turned in. One year when I was younger, at least three 
of my cousins and I managed to get Hand, Foot, and Mouth Disease as a result 
of messing around in the massive piles of change scattered throughout the 
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house.  Tag Days would culminate each year with a group photo in the back 
yard, with everybody gathered around Grandpa John’s tree. 

I’ve long taken comfort in the fact that I share quite a few things with 
Grandpa John.  Besides being named in his honor, I also attended the same 
high school as him.   During my senior year, my dad pulled out Grandpa John’s 
senior year basketball photo.  I couldn’t help but notice that John J. Mulcrone 
was a 6 foot 5 inch senior forward for the Saint Patrick Shamrocks in 1958, 
while another John J. Mulcrone was a 6 foot 5 inch senior forward for the Saint 
Patrick Shamrocks in 2018, exactly 60 years later.

Although I never met my grandfather, his tree managed to serve as a 
centerpiece for a large part of my childhood.  Despite it being a tiny yard with 
not much grass, my grandma and the other residents of Myrtle Avenue were 
able to turn her little yard into something that meant so much more to me, my 
sister, and all of our cousins.  The roots of the tree became synonymous with 
the roots of my family, and ran so deep and touched so many different parts of 
my life and the rest of my family’s life.
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Nate Riney  

This Land is Their Land

“My reason teaches me that land cannot be sold. The great spirit gave it to 
his children to live upon…; so long as they occupy and cultivate it, they have 

a right to the soil. Nothing can be sold but such things that can be taken 
away.”

-  Ma-ka-tai-me-she-kia-kiak, “Black Hawk”1

Having captured my imagination at a young age, the Rock River has 
always been a part of my life. Having lived near it for all this time, I’ve crossed 
it on thousands of occasions, I’ve swam in its waters, I’ve hiked beside it, and 
as a young boy I would’ve sworn I’d found a “river whale” taking in air on its 
surface, getting ready to swim back to the depths of the murky river. As I’ve 
grown older and wiser, I’ve come to appreciate the river and the land around 
it more, which has led me to some realization. Some are simple and innocent 
young boys’ realizations, such as the fact that river whales do not exist and that 
they’re actually just felled logs floating in the river, or that the undercurrent 
of the river will not suck you down if you stick your finger in the water, as 
some of us believed and were petrified about. Opposite of this, some are much, 
much deeper. It’s the realization that before even my ancestors stepped foot 
on American soil, there were once indigenous people who claimed this land 
as their home.

“No people are more hospitable, kind and free..”

 – Jonathan Carver, about the Sauk2

1  Autobiography of Black Hawk, Ed. Donald Jackson, University of Illinois Press. 
2  Roger L. Nichols, Black Hawk and the Warrior’s Path, Wiley-Blackwell Pub-

lishing, 1991.
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“We always had plenty – our children never cried with hunger, nor our 
people were never in want. Here our village stood for more than 100 years.” 

– Black Hawk3

Saukenuk, modern day Rock Island, Illinois, is located where the Rock 
river flows into the mighty Mississippi, and is the village were Black Hawk 
and the Sauk people at one time resided. An agrarian nation, their immense 
cornfields stretched for miles to the north of the village, the richness of the 
soil and the waters of the Rock river granting nourishment for its people. So 
impressive was the village that explorer Jonathan Carver, upon arriving at the 
village, considered it to be the “largest and best built Indian town” he had 
ever seen.4 For decades the Sauk people lived peacefully, so emotionally and 
spiritually attached to this land that when threatened, many of them willingly 
and fearlessly followed Black Hawk into the barrel of a cannon, risking their 
lives in order to sustain what they loved so dearly. Born in 1767 in his home 
village of Saukenuk, not much is known about Black Hawk’s early childhood. 
We do know, though, that even from a young age, Black Hawk lived the life 
of a warrior, participating in raids starting at the age of 15, and at 19 leading 
a band of 200 warriors in a battle against a neighboring tribe.5 His formidable 
accomplishments earned him the respect and trust from his fellow Sauk that 
afforded him the role that he undertook during the hard times to come.

When stopping to think what I’d done at the age of 19, I came up with 
a single notable achievement: I went to college. Though we share almost no 
similarities, there are some things that can be noted. He loved the Rock River 
just as I do, saw the same river whales as me, ate from it, swam in it. This 
leads me to think, what would he think if he saw Rock Island—the village of 
Saukenuk—as it is now? Would he look around and wonder where his people 
went? Where his village is? Or would he expect it, as he would surely have 
the knowledge that white settlers had taken his beloved land away from him 
and his people so long ago. Formerly wild, uncultivated land now harbor 
concrete buildings, cold and lifeless in their designs, holding nature at bay. 
The untouched river now holds bridges jutting up out and over, hundreds of 
thousands of cars humming over it on any given day. His exceptional life and 
3  Autobiography of Black Hawk
4  Black Hawk and the Warrior’s Path
5  Black Hawk and the Warrior’s Path
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the lives of the people he lived among can be felt within the land and the river 
where tens of thousands of people—and I—call home. 

“Indians, he [Andrew Jackson] claimed, were not even citizens of the 
U.S.. They were only subjects..  and the Indians had to obey.”6

In 1804, a treaty was signed that effectively bought the native land of 
the Sauk Indians, allowing them to live on the land until the United States 
government decided that they had to relocate. In exchange, they were still 
allowed to farm and harvest crops on their native lands. The Sauk protested 
the contract’s legitimacy, for they knew it was likely that the tribal members 
responsible for the signing of the treaty did not know what they were agreeing 
to.  But the Sauk were unable to prevent its enforcement. In 1828, they were 
given a one year’s notice to leave their land. Two years later, Black Hawk and 
a band of other Sauk crossed over to Illinois to harvest their crops, but found 
that the farmland was occupied by white settlers, and even found that some of 
the homes were built on top of their ancestors’ graves7. No crops were received 
and the tribe nearly starved to death later that winter season. This eventually 
kept Black Hawk and the Sauk from crossing the river, forced to watch as 
their home village was taken over by white settlers and slowly turned into 
modern day Rock Island. Even across the river, abuse from the settlers ensued: 
“Whites began moving into Indian territory, seizing their crops and livestock, 
moving into their homes or burning them down, and beating up any Indian 
who tried to defend his home and property.”8 Even when the Sauk went to the 
government for help in this manner, none came. Black Hawk was festering. 
He was preparing for war.

Underneath the rough limbs of the large oak trees towering above my 
head, I hear birds chirping. Looking up, dark silhouettes shoot across the 
canopy, weaving in and out of the branches and twigs until they are out of 
sight. I notice a woodpecker slamming its beak on the bark of a nearby tree. 

6  Miriam Gurko, Indian America: The Black Hawk War, Crowell Publishing, 
1970
7  Indian America
8  Indian America
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It is in front of me, the river forever flowing through the swelling rapids and 
the rocks scattered along the stream. I see people fishing and laughing, dozens 
of primitive houses and acres of prairie and farmland. Hunters and warriors 
sitting and talking about their latest ventures: the battles that they’ve fought, 
the game that they’ve hunted. Children laughing and playing, the sounds of 
Saukenuk fill my ears, and so does a car horn. Spinning around, my focus 
is broken by the sound of roaring engines and people’s feet pattering on the 
sidewalk. Concrete buildings span my entire view–Chinese and breakfast 
restaurants, a shopping mall, a Walgreens and a few gas stations. Black Hawk 
and his people once lived here, and, for no reason other than the greed of the 
United States government and its settlers, they had it taken from them. It was 
because of these unforgivable actions that I am now here, and because of that 
I am not sure if I am grateful or ashamed. But for those same reasons, I know 
one undeniable truth: I am not a native here. 

“I started, over a rugged country, to go to the Mississippi, intending to cross 
it, and return to my Nation.” –Black Hawk9

Upon receiving word that the British and several other Indian tribes were 
willing to band together in an effort to resist the US Government, Black Hawk 
puffed his chest. He was now confident enough to cross the river and reclaim 
the land that was rightfully theirs. In the spring of 1832, Black Hawk and his 
band of warriors, women and children crossed back into Illinois. This action 
would lead to an eventual full scale war. Chased by Illinois militiamen getting 
closer by the day, the band of Sauk occasionally raided white settlements for 
food and supplies, later learning that none of the support that was promised 
in the past was coming. They were on their own. Knowing full well of 
their impending demise, Black Hawk sent three of his men in an attempt to 
surrender.  Some of the messengers were killed by the American militia, and 
the remaining ones chased back to the Sauk camp. The militia, 270 strong, 
were storming the camp hidden in the forest.10 The Sauk warriors were able 
to take cover and fire behind bushes and logs, holding the large force off 
and eventually causing the militia to retreat. It was a resounding victory for 

9  Autobiography of Black Hawk
10  The Black Hawk War
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the Sauk, but Black Hawk knew better. They had better keep on the move. 
Constantly outnumbered, Black Hawk won only a handful of battles, but lost 
valuable men in the process. Eventually the war was deemed hopeless, for the 
cost was too high. Soon they were out of food, and began retreating toward 
the Mississippi River. In his autobiography he explains, “Many of our people 
were compelled to go on foot, for want of horses, which, in consequence of 
their having had nothing to eat for a long time, caused our march to be very 
slow. At length we arrived at the Mississippi, having lost some of our old men 
and children, who perished on the way with hunger.”11 On August 1st, 1832, 
they began to make their way across that mighty river, and most of them never 
made it across. Upon entering the water, approached by an armed steamboat 
and a party of soldiers, Sauk men, women and children were relentlessly fired 
upon and slaughtered. Ripped apart by bullets and cannons, defenseless and 
unable to do anything but desperately attempt to swim across the river to 
safety. The few who did make it across were captured and killed by the Sioux 
Indians, who had sided with the U.S. government. That day, the river ran red.

This land is not our land, we’ve taken it from them. Sure, we didn’t, but 
rather our ancestors did. Heartlessly and violently, it was taken from the Sauk 
people, as well as from countless other tribes scattered throughout the North 
American continent. Native American blood was shed in countless struggles to 
maintain their lands and livelihoods, only for it to be completely stripped away 
from them, with little compensation. Throughout the Black Hawk war, his men 
fought an uphill battle. Few stood fearlessly against many, perhaps knowing 
all too well that they were soon going to meet their demise. It is estimated that 
more than 500 Sauk warriors died during the war. But for what? Maybe these 
men wanted to show their children that the land on which they lived was worth 
fighting and dying for, or maybe they were seeking retribution for their fallen 
brothers. Certainly, they wanted to send a message to the settlers, that, above 
all else: this land is their land, and it can never be taken away from them. No 
matter the price.
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Kerry Roeder  

God’s Country

The gravel propells off the ground as the tires roll over it, hitting the wheel 
joints and making a ‘ding’ before gravity pulls it back to the ground. Cream 
dust clouds fog up the rearview window and lace the truck’s exterior like new 
paint. The truck easily crawls up the steep gravel driveway, partially washed 
out by the recent heavy rainfall, leading to our remote location for the day. 
Exiting the vehicle requires a little jump down, and my camouflage boots hit 
the gravel driveway with a thud. The tailgate of the truck is stuck, but after 
maneuvering the black handle with precision, I get it open. I transfer the guns, 
bullets, and burnt-orange vests from the truck to the surprisingly clean four-
wheeler that awaits us.

‘Ready?’ my husband calls out.

‘Ready as I’ll ever be,’ I reply with humor in my tone.

Four black leather seats fill up quickly. My husband, Brian, takes his place 
in the driver’s seat while I sit comfortably as a passenger. My oldest son, Junior, 
chooses to sit behind his dad, leaving Mason, my middle child, to sit behind 
me. My youngest, Lyla, is tucked up at my in-laws, baking chocolate chip 
cookies, and most likely eating the dough before it makes it to the preheated 
oven. The keys rattle as Brian turns the engine on. Off we go. The cool breeze 
hits my face as we head down yet another gravel road. Green grassy land stand 
either side of the road, and further in the distance, cornfields become visible, 
their tan stalks towering in the distance, becoming more abundant as we get 
closer. The sky is as blue as a freshly made Crayola crayon named Cornflower, 
delicate clouds gather in small groups like children on a playground, and the 
sun’s rays shine down, hitting and warming cheeks. The landscape takes my 
breath away. The view continues for miles, until it finally disappears into the 
sky. Farms are visible in the distance as farmers maneuver tractors in the fields. 
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Growing up in Manchester, England, was a contrast to the Midwest. 
Concrete jungles filled with towering buildings instead of towering trees; the 
only foliage to been seen had litter wedged between its beauty, tainting it. 
The closest I got to being with nature growing up was switching on our tube-
television and watching an episode of Our Planet, narrated with the deep voice 
of David Attenborough. 

Even after 12 years of living in the Midwest, the landscape still takes my 
breath away. My husband has always been a hunter, but it took years before I 
agreed to go out with him. It wasn’t until my two boys were older and wanted 
to go hunting that I agreed, allowing each child to have an adult to supervise. 
I am so thankful that I said yes to the experience.

Transitioning off the gravel road, the rough terrain below makes for a 
bumpy ride. We head across the grassy field quickly and precisely; Brian 
knows where he is going. We arrive at our location for the day. Large trees 
tower above us; the sun is trying to peek through the fullness of its branches. 
We split into two teams to cover more ground, and my partner is Mason. My 
husband holds onto the equipment as I climb the rusty ladder to enter the deer 
blind, which is the first obstacle. The deer stand sits 16 feet above the ground 
and is built with wooden planks, simple yet effective for our hunting trip. With 
each movement, the ladder trembles like a scared child. Once at the top of the 
ladder, I push the red door open, grab the ledge, and pull myself up into the 
stand. Two old chairs remain in the stand year-round, and I take my place in 
front of the plexiglass window. Looking over to see if Mason is on his way up, 
I become aware of another presence in the stand. Slowly looking up above my 
head, I spy a massive wasp nest. Surrounding the nest are a family of wasps, 
and the buzzing sound penetrates my eardrum. 

‘Wait!’ I yell, this time with fear in my voice. ‘Mason, don’t come up.’

‘Why?’ replies Mason, curious about my instruction.

‘There is a huge wasp nest, and a whole bunch of wasps in here’ The fear 
turns my voice croaky. I may have cursed.

Sitting for a few seconds, I take a deep breath. My body takes control, and 
I move with precision to the exit like an unworthy ninja. I make it down five 
steps of the 10 foot ladder before jumping. My feet hit the muddy ground, and 
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I breathe a sigh of relief. With the tree stand no longer an option, we get cozy 
within the brush. Watching as the four-wheeler drives off, I become aware 
of the remoteness of our location. Our sight invisible from the gravel road, 
our surroundings make us isolated. I immediately begin to think the worst. 
My heart pounds as my hands become sweaty. My mind races, thinking of 
all the dangers that could be lurking around us; we are going to be bitten by 
snakes, attacked by a bear, or stung by killer bees. It would take until my 
husband returned for someone to find us, and by then, the wildlife would have 
feasted until we were bone. I reach into my pocket and remove a black rosary. 
Looking over at Mason, he understands what is about to be done. The smooth 
beads of the rosary run through my fingers.

I lead the Rosary with a soft whisper to ensure the animals hidden from 
sight don’t hear us; ‘Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee, blessed art 
thou amongst women, and blessed is the fruit of thy womb Jesus’ 

Mason joins in ‘Holy Mary mother of God, pray for our sinners, now and 
at the hour of our death, Amen.’

I didn’t always have faith; in fact, I was raised as an atheist. Just like the 
landscape was barren in my hometown, so was my faith. I didn’t believe that 
‘God created everything’ and instead believed it was all by chance, yet here 
I am admiring the beauty of His creations.  I moved to America at the age of 
18. Over a decade, which consisted of many difficult personal struggles, I 
began to develop a relationship with a God. He was there through it all and 
pulled me out of a really dark period of my life. My relationship with God 
continues to bloom to this day. Sitting in God’s country brings me closer to 
Him, and I can thank Him by praying the rosary. Seeing the beauty of the 
nature around me only confirms to me the faith I’ve acquired since moving to 
America, making me thankful for both. Both nature and faith bring me peace 
I never experienced in England. As we work our way through the prayers, I 
realize our chances of survival are pretty high, and my anxiety takes a back 
seat. Lord, thank you!

On completion of our prayer, we sit in almost complete silence, our 
senses heightened by that silence. A butterfly flaps its delicate wings as it flies 
past us, landing on a brightly colored flower that towers above the small slices 
of grass. The trees dance softly in the wind, assisted in the movement like a 
pupil by her dance instructor. The wind whispers in my ear as if telling me the 
secrets of the land. I hum songs softly through my lips, and they vibrate to the 
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tune. My ears hear the cracking of fallen branches in the distance, and my eyes 
dilate with excitement. I watch, and squirrels climb trees and then descend. 

We had been waiting all day for him to show up, patiently waiting in 
the brush, camouflaged from the human eye. For the past four hours, I have 
acknowledged every small crack in the woods, every flutter from the butterfly 
passing, and every whisper the wind made. I prayed, I hummed songs softly 
through my lips, I thought about everything, and finally, he arrives. He creeps 
slowly and steadily out of the woods, confident in deminer, unaware of the 
danger before him. We count ten points on his rack and noticing the mass of 
the antlers. Leaves and twigs crackle beneath his feet, and he heads for the 
stalks of corn. Mason’s eyes widen, and his mouth drops open in awe. I signal 
for him to raise the gun. He slowly raises it, without making a noise, but his 
breathing becomes heavier. 

‘Shoot,’ I whisper, “line it up and shoot; you got this!’ adding a little 
encouragement at the end.

Mason slowly pulls his finger back on the trigger; I brace myself for the 
noise. Nothing happens. The safety is still on. I lean over to click the safety 
off as Mason remains in a soldier-like stance. My coat rustles, and the buck  
hears me. 

He looks at me dead in the eye as if to tell me he sees me. Shit. 

The daylight is dwindling, the sun descends, and shadows cast over the 
land. I raised my heavy shotgun quickly as the buck runs away. Shoot. Miss. 
Shoot. Miss. He’s gone. Shit! Hours had been spent patiently waiting for him 
to arrive. The intense feeling of heartache and frustration fill both me and 
Mason. 

‘Gosh Darn It,’ I say with defeat echoing out of my word. Mason looks at 
me with sadness and frustration. 

‘I am so mad at myself, Mom,’ he says; I notice his eyes begin to fill with 
tears.

‘Don’t be mad at yourself darlin’; even your dad messes up, and he’s been 
doing it for decades,’ I say lovingly, trying to reassure him. ‘We will get him 
next time,’ I kiss his forehead.
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I may not have gained meat for the freezer today, but I gained so much 
more through this experience. I was able to see God’s country in a way I have 
never experienced before. I was able to sit down away from the business of life 
and spend time in silence. I was able to appreciate this moment because of my 
upbringing in a city. If you are raised in this environment, it is easy to overlook 
the small details of the landscape, to overlook nature’s connection to God, the 
connection to nature. I have never in my life felt the connection with nature 
as I did that day. I felt the connection between the wildlife and landscape, the 
same way I felt the connection between myself and Mason as we sat in silence, 
yet connected to each other. Most of all, I felt a connection with God.
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Mikailah Shealer  

Sensory Deprivation in the Depths

“Count off!” my mom announced as we all piled into the sky blue Toyota 
minivan. Six people, one destination.

“One,” Sarah.

“Two,” Mikailah.

“Three,” Ryan.

And “four,” Sean announced quietly from his car seat. My dad sat in the 
driver’s seat and my mom in the passenger. It was fall, if I remember correctly, 
when we made our first trip to the Maquoketa Caves. Dad wore his green and 
black windbreaker and old brown hiking boots. I was bundled in my puffy 
purple coat and my favorite sneakers, eager the entire 45-minute drive to move 
around and explore.

The last thing I remember before arriving at the caves was the infinity 
of prairie and farmland we passed on the way. I could only make out faint 
yellows among the swallowing green; the last corn and soybean crops spat 
their sticky grains of pollen into the air and let the wind do the rest. I sneezed 
at the thought. Before I knew it, I was ogling at the line of cars inside the park 
as Dad scoured for a parking spot. Beyond them, a steep wooden staircase 
descended into the depths, its light color like an effort to brighten things up.

“Is that where we’re going?” My fear of the dark came through very 
clearly, as my voice was more timid than I’d planned it to be. This gave Dad 
the perfect opportunity to entertain our imaginations. 

“The deep, dark one? Yep, that’s our first stop!” My eight-year-old brain 
didn’t come to this conclusion at the time, but to sum up the instant feeling of 
panic in one word: Shit.



144 / LIMESTONE REVIEW

We clambered out of the seven-seater with our coats, boots, hats, and all. 
Our walk from the car to the cave entrance was short but scenic. Despite being 
a little chilly, the sun shone on the treetops, making them look like stained 
glass windows; shimmering and radiant. I held Mom’s hand as we walked so 
I could look at the sunbeams striking the ground through broad tree branches 
and steady-moving leaves and not have to watch where I was stepping. I didn’t 
pay attention to where I was until I stood at the top of the staircase to hell 
with my eyes wide and my mouth hanging slightly open–it absolutely terrified 
me, but I couldn’t look away. I was shaking with excitement to explore the 
underground world, but the pitch black darkness made my knees wobble. 
In my hesitance, a haunting feeling replaced the excitement and despite the 
wetness of my hands, goosebumps rose on my arms, making me feel like a 
porcupine in my coat.

The opening was the size of Mt. Everest and looked like a Styrofoam 
diagram of the layers of earth, with a ninety degree angle taken out of the side 
and color coding for each section. The top layer of the cave opening was an 
array of greens, browns, yellows, and reds illuminated by the sun overhead. 
Wind manipulated the large maples and oaks that hoarded the UV rays so that 
they waved me goodbye and good luck on my intimidating adventure. Under 
the vegetative layer was a thick blanket of dirt and mud, dark brown and black 
from shadows. Then the rock formations began, which didn’t seem all that 
intimidating lit up, but deeper in I realized I had jinxed myself. The large 
stones of rubble around the muddy cement sidewalks that led us into the mouth 
jutted out like teeth and the darkness slipped out like a tongue, reaching right 
outside the cave but staying eternally tethered to what hid behind it. The bluffs 
that protected the underground attraction began to slowly disappear behind me 
and soon the hair on my arms stood up in the chill shift of air. 

I extended my arm above me to the moist surface of the cave and let my 
eyes wander from jutting edge to jutting edge. My fingers begged to make 
contact with the jagged texture as I watched droplets of water streak over sharp 
and smooth edges until one approached me and landed right on my forehead. 
Startled, I took a step back and ran into Sarah who then ran into my mother 
and caused her to lose her balance. She regained it by having to plop her foot 
in the freezing water–luckily it was only a few inches deep–which my father 
used as a segue to give us an eerie warning.

His boots sloshed through the moat on both sides of the walkway when 
suddenly a loud “OUCH!” echoed like a punch to the face. “Ouch, something 
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bit me” he said again.

“There’s nothing there,” Ryan said as he studied the water, puzzled.

“Yes there is, can’t you see the crocs?” he said with a sinister smile, 
followed by another loud outcry. What a jerk.

“Are there really crocodiles in here,” Sean’s voice wavered a little as he 
asked Mom, his light-up sneakers flashing red, blue, green, and yellow against 
the precipitating walls. She looked at Dad and rolled her eyes before turning 
to Sean.

“No, sweetie, he’s just making it up.” I stifled a little sigh of relief.

***

We walked until complete darkness surrounded us, the solidity of stone 
blocking any external light. Mom dropped my hand a while back when the 
ceiling began to reach toward the floor until they were almost touching; Mom 
and Dad went first, their knees bending until their backs were level with the 
ceiling. Then went Sarah, ducking her head and crouching as she followed, 
then Ryan and Sean, who didn’t have to do anything but bend their knees a 
little bit. I hung back, savoring the last sliver of light before I disappeared into 
the darkness; I was on my own. 

My stomach knotted into a figure-eight and my eyes widened in an effort 
to somehow take in more light, any light. I couldn’t see a way out anywhere 
and panic slowly slithered around my brain like a boa until only the sound of 
my footsteps filled my ears like waves crashing into a cliff. I need to get out 
of here.

I put my hands out in front of me as if I would be able to navigate by 
feeling the air particles or by miraculously finding a light switch but I was 
trapped in the darkness and it hugged me tighter than my coat. I was scared of 
what I couldn’t see. What if there really were crocodiles here? What if I never 
made it to sunlight ever again? Isolated, separate from my family, from the 
outside world, from a reality where sound travels in one direction rather than 
swarming and bounding around a tight cavern.

My feet came to a halt and my eyelids slowly closed until dark green, 
red, and yellow spots filled the darkness. The hat over my ears muffled my 
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panting, pushing me farther into my own head as I couldn’t hear anything 
else around me. The fear got worse before it got better. Lightheaded with the 
shortness of breath and threatened by the falling of tears, the tingle in the tip 
of my nose transformed to a burning sensation and traveled to my eyes. Panic, 
panic, panic. This is like the time I lost Mom in Walmart. But there were lights 
in Walmart. I’m on my own here. Shit, shit, shit!

Overwhelmed and out of options, I began whispering to myself: one, two, 
three, four, five… until my thoughts melted into each other and my brain was a 
soup of emotion. The soup settled and separated into all its distinct substances, 
my worries sank to the bottom and a calmness broke the surface. I listened to 
the echoing silence and drip-drop of water until the movement of my chest 
became steady; I found solace in the absence of senses and convinced myself 
that it wasn’t so bad. I let the fears I’d been trying to outrun catch up to me until 
our collision knocked me forward and pushed me to keep moving.

My family was far ahead of me, I could hardly make out their silhouettes. 
I followed the shadows and the echo of footsteps, finally starting to see light 
at the end of the tunnel. I was wrong about the end part, though. Mom and 
Dad stood straight up and, as I shuffled closer, I could make out Sarah, Ryan, 
and Sean exploring tunnels inside the tunnel. The ceiling began to lift and 
an artificial light made my pupils shrink immediately. Blinking a few times, 
I regained my focus and looked around. We were in a cavern with the same 
precipitating walls but now with more room to move around and more surface 
to explore. The sidewalk wound through and hugged the right side of the cave. 
Around right-angle corners were more drip-formations and a yellow hue from 
the exposed lightbulbs.

I was too busy looking up at the cratered stone and into crevices on the 
walls that I didn’t notice the change in scenery. Suddenly, I could see light. 
Real light, natural light. It lit up the cave opening with a fluorescent white 
and purity that acted as a guide to the outside, from suffocation to freedom. 
I couldn’t leave yet, though, because before the very edge of the mouth was 
a large, room-like structure where the ceiling hung over a muddy, clay-like 
floor smooth enough to power-slide on. As I studied these details, every wave 
of sound inside and outside of the cave swelled into my ears; wet footsteps, 
echoes of conversation, a sneeze at the bright light, wind rustling through 
leaves, camera clicks, and finally, Mom.
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“Everyone line up,” she ordered the four of us, “and smile.” Five million 
pictures later, we ventured toward the light.

***

Freedom tastes so good when it’s in the form of towering trees and rushing 
springs and mini waterfalls. It smells even better actually. The freshness of the 
water spraying onto my face made me forget that I’d almost died in pitch 
black darkness. I looked ahead to where Ryan and Sean stood on the bridge to 
a group of trails. Sarah was looking under rocks, and Mom was watching the 
boys. Dad had his eyes to the sky, looking at treetops through binoculars in 
hopes of spotting a downy woodpecker or a blue jay.

I chose to sit down; I had enough excitement for a little bit and now I 
needed a little break. Silence disappeared as I came out from underneath the 
extended cave ceiling, and my ears filled with the wonderful noises of nature. 
Branches creaked as the wind pushed them to-and-fro. Birds chirped loudly 
into the chilly air, a call and response that would determine when to hibernate. 
A squirrel jumped around the muddy ground and shrubs, on the hunt for acorns 
or nuts to hide away and forget about come spring. Breathing slowly became 
easier and my face cooled down in the wind. Just in time to keep moving.

“Come on, Kay. We’re not done yet!” I watched Dad become the caboose 
to our family lineup as he urged me forward onto the openly exposed trail. 
There would be no more caves on this hike until we had to turn around and go 
back the way we came. It didn’t scare me as much, though. I knew the dark 
cave awaited my return, but I also knew that the other side was waiting for me 
too. I’d gone through it before and now knew there was nothing to be afraid 
of, so what’s going through one more time? What’s a little darkness if it ends 
in light? 
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Heather Whan  

Why I Have to Write

Aledo, Illinois, the land of unmet dreams and corn, is the armpit of the 
United States. I say this with a heart full of love, but also distaste. Aledo 
especially didn’t like it when the ever so vocal Heather Jo screamed during 
the Easter Vigil Mass, “HE DIES!? MOM WHY DIDN’T YOU TELL ME!?”  
I was three years old, but I knew how to read a lot of words already. My 
brother, Sam, and my dad read me vampire books to go to sleep (probably 
not the wisest choice), so I recognized the word die in the reading. An uproar 
of muffled chuckles spread through the church. Father T even turned a muted 
shade of rose. My mama was so embarrassed. That same night four people 
went up to my mom to tell her that she should bring better snacks to occupy 
me. This was the first time that I felt where I came from tried to stifle my voice.

Being able to read fairly early proved to be more of a curse than a blessing 
in a town that wanted more than anything to get you to never leave. I was the 
youngest of five children, and when I say youngest I mean that my oldest 
sister is 18 years older than me. I was alone the majority of my childhood after 
my mom’s daycare kids went home for the night. This made me yearn for a 
world that was anything but the plain mulberry tree outside of my window 
on an empty street, the only traffic being the school bus that came at exactly 
7:35 a.m. I devoured books when I was younger. I remember that my school 
would not let me check out books that were deemed inappropriate for my 
age. I wanted to read a book that was required for 5th grade when I was 7. I 
can’t remember exactly what the book was, but I do remember my home room 
teacher being so angry that I wouldn’t read Skippy John Jones. Instead, I was 
vocalizing how much I wanted to read the book. Mrs. Weese kept me in from 
recess at least once a week, because I was too loud with my opinion. 

The tragic event of being told no would make any child upset. I, on the 
other hand, was completely livid. That is what led me to start journaling. The 
first time that I wrote in a journal, I was 7 years old. Sam, my older brother 
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by five years, gave me this hot pink and sparkly notebook because he was 
tired of me complaining about not getting to read what I wanted. He looked at 
7-year-old me and said, “Heather Jo, you talk too much. Just write it down.” 
Ever since, I haven’t stopped journaling. When I wrote, no one told me to stop 
talking. Soon enough, my journal was my best friend.

Journaling was my introduction to writing, but it never would have been 
a thing for me had I not been told I could not read the books I wanted. I 
was looking for creative stimulation, and that is exactly what it brought for 
me. When I was younger, journaling was simple. I wrote songs, to-do lists, 
love letters I would never give to a crush, or I would write about what was 
bothering me. 

My relationship with writing grew more mature as I did. When I was in 
4th grade, my dad got his 2nd DUI. This was something that I didn’t understand, 
but all I knew was that my dad would be gone for a year to get better. In that 
year, Sam did everything that he could to make sure I couldn’t feel a hole in 
my life. My brother granted me the childhood he was denied, because he was 
too busy making sure I was okay. 

My dad changed me forever when he went away. My mama picked up 
two more cleaning jobs, and had been so tired from driving my dad to work 
every day at three a.m. She was so far away, and I was scared of what was 
happening to her. My mama had never lived alone in her entire life, and for the 
first time she was completely in charge. My dad was gone, but when my mom 
had to become the sole provider she became depressed. I didn’t understand, 
but I could feel that she was sad.  My dad going away made me practically go 
mute at home, and this made me turn to writing even more. I wrote about my 
frustrations with my mom, because I felt like she was so far away. I couldn’t 
hurt her more by talking about what was going through my head, and I didn’t 
want to make my brother have to deal with more than he already had to deal 
with. I only remember one entry from that time, and it was the day I found 
out my brother had been working odd jobs to help my mom pay for my dance 
lessons. Sam gave my mom every cent he made for three years, and when I 
found out, I was baffled. I wrote in my journal about how Sam was my greatest 
hero. It was the first time I felt like my writing was beautiful. 

When I was 16, my journal it took a shift. It was no longer words or 
stories. My journal was full of numbers and dates. It was calorie counts, and 
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body measurement. I was anorexic. My journal didn’t change over-night. I had 
gradually changed from talking about my life’s obstacles. My problems with 
self-image started to creep in. Being a five-foot tall dancer in a world where 
the shortest girl on stage is 5’7”, I started to write about how I wished I was 
taller, and then about my hope that I could look as thin as the other girls. Now, 
I am not stupid, and I was completely aware that I could not magically grow 
over night. No, I never thought about stretching my limbs, but I knew that I 
could take control of my image. I was running cross country at the time, and 
I just increased my mileage. I used my passion for dance and running to get 
me to my fitness goal. I reached my 5k time. I also managed to get a really 
difficult turn sequence in dance. When exercise started to gain prominence 
in my life more, writing took a back seat. I didn’t write for fun. Aledo and a 
broken family had shattered me. My once sacred journal adapted to the fitness 
aspirations. When fitness aspirations turned into weight obsession, my journal 
changed. 

But this contaminated journal filled with unhealthy habits is exactly what 
saved my life. Once again, Sam was my hero. Sam found my journal with all 
the numbers and scary regimens. He got me help, and eventually my journal 
changed back to what was before, full of words. I’ve never been much of a 
numbers person anyway. 

When college came around, my writing changed once again. I was still 
journaling, but I wasn’t only doing that. My teachers were challenging me to 
be more creative, but it didn’t click for me until my dad got his 3rd DUI during 
J-term of my Freshman year. I was so angry, and I didn’t know how I would 
pay for school. I wrote in my journal about all of my fears and feelings, because 
I never liked bothering people with my problems. I was in a poetry class, and 
this changed my life forever. I started playing with form and different styles, 
and found out that I could evoke emotion through metaphor. I could put so 
much more into a piece than my journal entry could, because I could write 
in a way that would be cathartic for me but also universal for everyone else. 
Poetry allowed me to be emotionally distant during a time that I had to be. 
After my dad got arrested, he was put in jail for a month. He narrowly escaped 
a felony charge being that in Illinois a third offense is considered a felony. 
While my dad was in jail, I decided to start writing about various types of 
disappointment. My entire poetry portfolio was centered on that theme, but 
I never gave enough away to show that it was about myself in particular. I 



LIMESTONE REVIEW / 151

played with point of view, but also focused on implementing ambiguity. Had I 
have let myself feel the things that I was feeling fully, not only about my dad, I 
would have shut down. Writing saved me, just like it always had before.  

Writing has always been something that I could lean on, but now it is more 
than that. I want to write more than just personal pieces. I hope to be able to 
explore those aspirations. I really hope to one day write an auto-biographical 
account of my life, but also I think I could enjoy the challenge of writing a 
novel. Throughout all of the messy parts of my life, I turned to writing. It gave 
me the chance to say everything I was too scared to say out loud I had nowhere 
else to turn other than a pencil and notebook. My relationship with writing is 
more mature now, but I still will always turn to writing just like before. That’s 
why every year, Sam buys me a new journal. 

This strong relationship to writing is what I want to instill in my students. 
I always feel like when I have the liberty to write freely that I am free. This 
is one thing that I plan on exploring with my students, especially since I hope 
to teach at higher levels. Another thing I hope to pass on to my students is the 
understanding that words carry weight. Journaling gave me so much more 
power than I thought I had, and that is because my words meant something 
to me. They were precious. I want my students to feel attached to their work, 
just like I feel attached to my own. I also really hope to be a teacher one day, 
because my greatest hero is an educator. Sam gave me the gift of writing. Sam 
is a choir teacher, but he still shares how important it is to share your voice 
with his students. Every day, Sam encourages his students to share their stories 
through music. I hope to one day be able to emulate Samuel by fostering the 
voices and stories of my students in a way that won’t turn them away from 
sharing their words on paper. 

I write, because I must. Writing has connected the dots in my crazy life. 
Writing keeps me grounded and sane. Writing allows me to stay connected to 
my family, because I don’t have to hurt their feelings with my own. Writing 
saved my life. 
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Laura Iunghuhn  

Excerpt from “Graham Greene: Extending the Path to 
Redemption Through an Anticipation of Vatican II Faith in 
The Power and the Glory”

Graham Greene converted to Catholicism at age twenty-two in pursuit 
of the woman who later became his wife. Despite this motivation, he 
“intelligently embraced this faith” and engaged with prominent Catholic 
scholars and Catholic literature which helped inspire Greene’s articulation of 
the faith especially in the way in which it related to society (Bosco 33). After 
traveling to Mexico in 1938, Greene’s conversion became an emotional one. 
Faith was no longer something that was simply professed, but one that was 
lived and doubted and developing. The discord between belief and disbelief 
finds voice within Greene’s novels, most notably The Power and the Glory 
(1940), as he places his characters “at the border of acceptance or rejection of 
personal salvation” (Bosco 17).

Literature and Christianity have long been in conversation, one that 
some claim began with “The Dream of the Rood” (8th century) and has 
developed through the illustration of morality as portrayed by a scope of 
fictional characters. While this element of English literature continues into 
present day, as there is often passing mention of church services, prayer, or 
vocation in the British novel and the emphasis on morality is ever-present, a 
distinction arose in the early 20th century, separating Christian writers and their 
works by denomination, so that there arose the genre of the “Catholic novel” 
(Braybrooke 58). 

Novels in this genre were classified as such due in large part to their 
authors’ religious persuasion. However, the novels also stood apart as a 
result of the way in which they treated plot and characterization, two literary 
elements developed in these novels through the exploration of church dogma 
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and lived faith. This is present most notably in a group of French authors – 
Charles Péguy, Georges Bernanos, and François Mauriac – who built their 
work on the ideas of “the sinner ‘being at the heart of Christianity’… ‘mystical 
substitution’, the implied criticism of materialism, the tireless pursuit of the 
erring soul by God, …[and] the conflict between the corrupt flesh and the 
transcendent spirit” (Bosco 8). Yet, as Catholicism experienced a revival in 
post-World War I England, the genre was adopted by a number of English 
authors, namely Evelyn Waugh and Graham Greene. 

Greene relied on elements of the genre of the Catholic novel, borrowing 
conventions from the aforementioned French novelists in order to develop 
characters that construct Catholicism as a dynamic, living faith rather than 
a simple adherence to doctrine. To portray this type of faith, readers must be 
made privy to both the internal and external workings of a character. In order 
to construct faith and character in this way, Greene builds human experience, 
as Maria Couto describes, with “the religious [as] one dimension” and the way 
in which an individual “relates to life in a changing world” as another (32).

Despite Graham Greene’s insistence that he is “not a Catholic writer but a 
writer who happens to be Catholic,” scholars divide Greene’s novels into two 
categories – his ‘Catholic novels’ and his ‘post-Catholic novels’ (Greene qtd. 
in Couto 32). The former category, beginning with Brighton Rock (1938) and 
concluding with The End of the Affair (1951), features Catholic characters who 
must contend with the complex interplay of the rules of faith and occasions of 
sin. The latter category is composed of Greene’s novels published after 1951 
and are viewed as political and secular rather than religious. This division of 
Greene’s work results in a split critical analysis of the author’s novels as they 
are approached through an either/or lens. 

In later years, the division of Greene’s novels, though not abandoned, 
has begun to be revised. His novels are no longer only either/or but exist on 
a spectrum that encompasses elements of both modes of thought. Couto, in 
her book Graham Greene: On the Frontier (1988), continues to work within 
the framework of the critical division but argues that their religious focus 
does not preclude the role in which politics play, saying, “The exploration of 
politics and religion is a continuing process rather than a set of stops pulled out 
alternately” (33-4). In this line of thinking, Greene’s ‘Catholic novels’ can be 
read as political novels as well. 
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Mark Bosco, S.J., in his book Graham Greene’s Catholic Imagination 
(2005), bridges the gap on the other side of the spectrum, moving a reading 
of Catholicism on to Greene’s ‘post-Catholic’ novels. Bosco lays out the 
classic separation of Greene’s novels, admitting there is a change in the 
author’s construction of plot and character so that they become less overtly 
Catholic as political relationships take center stage. However, he asserts that 
Greene does not forego his Catholic inclination; rather, his later novels, those 
labeled as ‘post-Catholic,’ are in dialogue with the Second Vatican Council of 
the Catholic Church (1962-65) and can therefore be interpreted as Catholic. 
Through this lens, the “political concerns, as well as the religious crises, of 
belief that have become part of the experience of Catholicism since the end of 
the Council” play out on a new stage, one on which social justice and spiritual 
salvation intertwine (Bosco 23). 

This overlapping of the division of Greene’s novels occurs not only 
with his authorial progression but also within individual novels. The Power 
and the Glory, published in 1940, is commonly analyzed as one of Greene’s 
‘Catholic novels.’ While not denying this classification, the novel must also 
be viewed on the spectrum that bridges the two designations. Bosco places 
the Vatican II lens on those of Greene’s books published after the Council, 
demonstrating the author’s growth in faith alongside that of the Church. 
However, the development of the Church from pre-Vatican II to Vatican II can 
also be mapped onto The Power and the Glory. Though the novel predates 
the Second Vatican Council, an examination of Greene’s understanding of the 
Catholic faith and the burgeoning discussions concerning the doctrine and 
development of the Church reveals an anticipated expanded understanding of 
Church doctrine after Vatican II. This anticipation is unveiled as the characters 
of the “whiskey priest” and those he encounters develop, creating a path to 
redemption that can only be fulfilled through a new understanding of faith, that 
of the revised doctrine of Vatican II.

During the early 20th century, Europe experienced a revival of Catholicism. 
In England, where Greene resided from 1904 to 1966, while church attendance 
for other Christian denominations fell, “Catholic numbers were continuing to 
rise” due to the influence of “Catholic peers and the interest and sympathy of 
the king himself” (Woodman 18). The faith was also increasingly present in 
the period’s literature as Waugh, the French Catholic authors cited above, and 
Greene grew in popularity. In addition to Catholicism’s growth in society and 
popular culture, the Church itself experienced occasions of rebirth as Vatican 
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II approached. Within the Church, there was a Thomism revival, in which a 
new emphasis was placed on dogmatic theology (concerning church doctrine) 
rather than moral theology, as it had been previously.

Concern with Catholic dogma began with the calling of the First Vatican 
Council in 1869 and continued to the Second Vatican Council in 1962. The 
First Council was concerned with asserting that Church doctrine remained 
constant, putting forth the idea that if anyone may say that the interpretation 
of doctrine may change or is different “from how the church has understood 
and understands them, let him be anathema” (Dei Filius qtd. in O’Malley 
171). The Second Council, on the other hand, worked to ensure the Church 
entered more fully into the modern world by developing and expanding the 
interpretation of doctrine so that it did not discount the various ways faith 
works in and moves about the world. This conversation about doctrine in 
Vatican I was preceded and followed by the writings of Cardinal John Henry 
Newman, a Catholic theologian. Newman advocated for an interpretation of 
Catholicism that is open to development over time. Though Newman died 
in 1890, his influence continued into the 20th century, and his works were a 
major player in the Catholic revival as well as in Greene’s writing. Bosco 
points out that Greene cites Newman as “the premier Catholic thinker” who 
helped the author shape and understand his faith (35). Critics have argued 
that Greene’s construction of Catholicism within The Power and the Glory 
is in some regards heresy as it does not follow the doctrine of the Church at 
the time. Catholicism at the time was synonymous with “espousing a very 
clearly defined set of doctrines and way of worship… [and was] powerful 
in its sense of certainty” (Woodman 27). However, Greene, with Newman’s 
emphasis on a Church that is historically situated and is therefore “always an 
act of interpretation of Revelation” as a substrate of his interpretation of faith, 
criticized this belief of static doctrine through the way in which he developed 
his characters in The Power and the Glory (Bosco 38).  

The whiskey priest, as he flees the law, must abandon the traditional 
pre-Vatican II understanding and conception of the faith just as he must 
discard the objects of the Mass. Unable to participate in the hierarchy of the 
Church, his relationship with God must develop horizontally with those he 
encounters and in whom he learns to see Christ. Consumed by the guilt of 
his sin, the priest closes himself to the reception of God’s grace which “pours 
in.” He is not, however, denied the gift of grace but must learn to encounter 
it through the world, notably in the love for his daughter. Greene, through his 
characterization of the priest, is able to expand the boundaries of redemption, 
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creating its possibility and suggesting that the priest “become[s] [a] saint not 
despite but because [he was a] sinner” (Woodman 138).

Christ’s Passion – his suffering, death on the cross, and resurrection – 
achieved salvation for all, redeeming them from sin, and secured for men 
God’s grace. God’s continual conferment of grace allows for the renewal of 
the absolution of sin, so that an individual may achieve salvation through 
Him (Catholic Church). Without grace, one cannot be redeemed. In the case 
of the whiskey priest, who is in a state of mortal sin – a sin which is a grave 
violation of God’s law – there is contestation in pre-Vatican II thought whether 
he can receive salvific grace at all. The Baltimore Catechism of 1891 asks and 
answers: 

Q. 482. Can a person merit any supernatural reward [redemption] for 
good deeds performed while he is in mortal sin? A. A person cannot merit 
any supernatural reward for good deeds performed while he is in mortal 
sin; nevertheless, God rewards such good deeds by giving the grace of 
repentance; and, therefore, all persons, even those in mortal sin, should 
ever strive to do good. (The Third Council 140)

Salvific grace, the fullness of grace that results in redemption, cannot be 
merited by an individual living in mortal sin by performing good deeds, but 
good deeds can result in the reception of grace that encourages repentance. 
Grace in this form is conferred on the priest in his desire for confession, but it 
is staunched by his inability to receive the sacrament. However, since Greene 
reinterprets the understanding of Catholic doctrine through character within 
The Power and the Glory, the priest’s fate cannot be determined based solely 
on the pre-Vatican II teaching of redemption. The examination of the priest’s 
redemption must be extended to include the development of pathways to 
salvation in Vatican II. 

Gaudium et Spes, an official document of Vatican II, describes salvation as 
a renewal “from within” that can result in “the achievement of ‘the redemption 
of the body,’” a reality made possible by man’s reception of the Holy Spirit 
“by which he becomes capable of discharging the new law of love;” therefore, 
“if the Spirit of him who raised Jesus from the death dwells in you, then 
he who raised Jesus Christ from the dead will also bring to life your mortal 
bodies because of his Spirit who dwells in you” (Second Vatican Council). 
Redemption is made possible by the presence of the Holy Spirit within an 
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individual. The confidence of salvation through the Spirit is strengthened by 
one’s openness to and furtherance of God’s love and grace. With Vatican II, 
the priest, as he learns to love and accept grace, is no longer barred from 
redemption despite his sins and inability to receive the Sacrament of Penance. 

The priest opens himself to love as he comes to place himself in 
communal relationship with the people he encounters, both within the Church 
and without, rather than only through authority as he had done before. As 
discussed above, by placing his own suffering alongside the people’s, the 
priest’s relationship with God develops horizontally, enabling him to enter 
a community. This community is one built on God’s love as “He has chosen 
men not just as individuals but as members of a certain community” and 
more importantly, “love of God cannot be separated from love of neighbor” 
(Gaudium et Spes). By entering into this community of love, the priest is able 
to begin to put his consuming self-concern aside, join others in their suffering, 
and see God within those he encounters. While journeying with the half-
caste, the priest refuses the man compassion, seeing in him a betrayer, but as 
their time together lengthens, the priest re-evaluates his interactions with the 
man: “He prayed silently, ‘God forgive me.’ Christ had died for this man too: 
how could he pretend with his pride and lust and cowardice to be any more 
worthy of that death than the half-caste” (Greene 99). As he comes to see 
God in this man, the priest opens himself to a love that is like God’s, one that 
does not withhold compassion, deem one unworthy, or pass someone off as 
irredeemable. Rather, he accepts his time with the half-caste, and later others – 
the people in the jail cell and the Indian woman – and offers what he has – his 
shoes and mule to the half-caste, truth to the criminals, prayers for the Indian 
woman and her dead son. These acts join the priest to the “suffering, guilt 
and weakness” of others, and it is here “that God is most concretely present” 
(Eagleton 114). Coming to know God and his love through these horizontal 
relationships prepares the priest’s soul for the reception of God’s grace, that 
which is necessary for redemption. 

Cates Baldridge notes that through plot and characterization Greene 
makes it “unmistakably clear” that the priest’s daily engagement with 
suffering, both his own and that of others, is “precisely” what enables him 
to “save his own soul” (50). By joining himself to the suffering of others, 
the priest can also enter into “a participation in the life of God” – Christ’s 
suffering, death, and resurrection – which is grace (Catholic Church). When 
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the priest experiences grace, as discussed above, his own sins are no longer 
cause for despair but a pathway to repentance and a new way to know and 
glorify God. The consequence of his mortal sin, his daughter Brigitta, reorients 
his end goal so that he is no longer motivated by self-preservation but by 
the idea of a “suffering servant, a physical and spiritual ransom” (Diephouse 
28). As a “suffering servant,” the priest is able to experience the reality of 
Christ’s passion in a way he was unable to prior to his fall from grace. While 
comfortable and wealthy, standing proudly at the head of a community of 
believers, the priest was unable to understand and enter into a minimal degree 
of Christ’s suffering. Now, having lost the elements of his position and gone 
out into the world, the priest comes to know the true extent of God’s sacrifice 
and what it means to suffer. He reflects, “It was for this world that Christ had 
died…It was too easy to die for what was good or beautiful…it needed a God 
to die for the half-hearted and the corrupt” (Greene 97). In living with his sin 
for many months, unable to confess and forget, the priest is able to accept his 
position as one of the many for whom Christ died. Through this experience, 
the priest more fully understands God’s love and the grace He has bestowed 
upon him by continuing to call him back to Himself. 

In coming to know the saving power of Christ’s death through his sins, 
the priest is no longer simply open to love but does love. It begins as a love for 
his daughter but grows into one he wishes to extend to all. Before his death, 
as he weeps for his daughter whom he wishes he could save from the world, 
the priest reflects:

This is what I should feel all the time for everyone, and he tried to turn 
his brain away towards the half-caste, the lieutenant, even a dentist he had 
once sat with for a few minutes, the child at the banana station, calling up 
a long succession of faces, pushing at his attention as if it were a heavy 
door which wouldn’t budge. For those were all in danger too. He prayed, 
‘God help them.’ (Greene 208)

Though the priest cannot fully alter his mindset, his focus returning to his 
daughter as his prayer continues, the desire for this encompassing love is a 
reflection of the way in which God loves the world. Contained within his 
renewed yearning to love others is a revitalized love for God, both of which 
have been brought about by grace as it is “manifested in the Incarnation to an 
individual and a community” (Bosco 26). In accepting his own suffering and 
turning it toward the love of others, the priest, by grace, is able to enter into 
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God’s life and love, and can thereby come to redemption. Just as God’s love 
for all is unending, so too is His work for our redemption: “As often as the 
sacrifice of the cross in which Christ our Passover was sacrificed, is celebrated 
on the altar, the work of our redemption is carried on” (Lumen Gentium). 

Since the priest’s relationship with God, including the way in which he 
experiences grace, is in relation to the horizontal, to his encounters with others, 
Greene ties the fullness of his redemption to the salvation of others. The priest, 
while in prison, conceives of his purpose in these terms, considering, “But 
God was merciful. There was only one reason, surely, which would make 
Him refuse His peace – if there was any peace – that he could still be of use 
in saving a soul, his own or another’s” (Greene 129). For the priest, even 
as he comes to love and accept God’s grace, redemption is withheld on the 
condition of saving a soul. Since he cannot participate in the Sacrament of 
Penance, the priest does not account for the saving of his own soul even as the 
means are made available to him through grace. Therefore, the saving of a soul 
must be another’s. The ability which the priest possesses to “collaborate in the 
salvation of others” is an additional gift of grace (Catholic Church). 

As The Power and the Glory progresses, the priest comes into contact 
with and influences a number of people. He converses with Mr Tench who 
afterwards is inspired to write to his wife after several years of silence. He is 
hidden from the police by a young girl who then takes her questions of God 
to her mother. He is kind and not judgmental of Miss Lehr’s Lutheranism, and 
it encourages her to admit, “I’ve sometimes wished that I could go to church” 
(Greene 175). Due to this effect the priest has on those he encounters, he is a 
“conduit for grace,” his presence “vivifying adjacent souls despite his abject 
state and lengthy chapter of faults” (Baldridge 61). Though all these characters 
experience grace through their interaction with the priest, it is the lieutenant 
who is most radically changed by his time with the priest and God’s bestowal 
of grace on him during these moments. In that received grace is the possibility 
for redemption. As explained above, the lieutenant experiences grace during 
his encounter with the priest at the police station. This moment of grace works 
to prepare the lieutenant’s soul for the additional reception of grace. It also 
sets the course for the lieutenant’s re-evaluation of the role he plays. At the 
outset of the novel, the lieutenant expresses a wish that “one day they’ll forget 
there ever was a church here” (Greene 56). Yet, before the priest’s execution, 
the lieutenant makes room for the conventions of the Church, agreeing to ask 
Padre José, the priest who married to escape death, to hear the whiskey priest’s 
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confession. Padre José worries about the law, but the lieutenant overlooks the 
law, saying, “You needn’t trouble about that” (Greene 204). Furthermore, at 
the priest’s death, the lieutenant experiences a sense of an ending, a loss of 
purpose. Rather than feeling accomplishment or pride at the priest’s death, the 
lieutenant, in his attempt to convince himself of his success, notes that “the 
dynamic love which used to move his trigger-finger felt flat and dead” (Greene 
220). As the lieutenant encounters grace, his dissatisfaction with the faith 
lessens and he becomes discontent with the way in which he has been living; 
killing priests does not remedy his anger toward the ills of the institution or 
alter the faith. Knowing the continued faith of the priest despite sin, doubt, and 
persecution, the lieutenant can begin to see what his societal beliefs lacked: 
they do not contain something which is greater than himself, a love which 
is greater than himself. It is not revealed whether the lieutenant enters more 
fully into this realization or comes to know that it is God’s love which he truly 
seeks; nevertheless, the priest has planted the seed and helped to prepare the 
soul to welcome grace. 

Though the lieutenant and others come to receive grace by way of their 
interactions with the priest, the priest never gains knowledge of the role in 
which he played. Daniel Diephouse points this out, saying, “The whiskey 
priest dies without comprehending the full significance of that meaningfulness 
and its application to himself” (26). His inability to recognize his role and 
its meaningfulness, does not, however, lessen its importance. The priest, in 
opening himself to love by developing a horizontal relationship with God and 
coming to love through the experience of God’s grace, is able, through the 
Holy Spirit, to extend the grace of God’s love to others. It is the extension 
of this love that enables the priest to enter into the fullness of the salvation 
which Christ achieved for all people. Love, in Christianity, is the ultimate 
good. When it is given freely, desiring the good of others, the grace of God’s 
love increases human love, so it is, as the apostle Peter writes, “Above all, let 
your love for one another be intense, because love covers a multitude of sins” 
(The New American Bible, 1 Peter 4:8).

The priest does not recognize that the grace received through his actions 
have created the possibility of redemption for himself and others, feeling 
instead that he goes to his death “empty-handed, with nothing done at all” 
(Greene 210). However, the grace and love at work within the priest as his 
understanding of faith develops prevents his death from being read as an 
escape from suffering and persecution. Death as an escape was his desire at 
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the novel’s outset: he told the girl at the banana station, “I’d rather be caught” 
than be on the run (Greene 40). Yet, because the priest unites his suffering 
with others and ultimately God’s – willingly going to his death by crossing the 
border to hear a confession – his death can be read as martyrdom, the “fullest 
proof of love” (Lumen Gentium). By accepting this death, the priest professes 
his faith in word and action even to the lieutenant who desires him dead. He 
continues “to make this profession of faith even in the midst of persecutions” 
and by doing so is “following the way of the cross” (Lumen Gentium). The 
priest’s death, then, is the completion of his union with Christ’s passion, dying 
so that others, namely the lieutenant, may come to live in God’s love. Having 
died in this way, in love for others and love for God, the priest’s death is one 
that, in the grace of God’s judgement, may grant perfect contrition, absolving 
the priest of his mortal sin.

As a Catholic novelist, Greene constructs an identity of faith that does 
not remain internal but grows and develops as it meets the external world. 
In this way, Greene can “examine more closely the effect of faith on action” 
(Greene qtd. in Bosco 17). The Power and the Glory, with a plot that follows 
the whiskey priest’s evasion of persecution, fully realizes Greene’s vision. 

Throughout the course of the novel, the priest’s faith, as he encounters the 
world, grows and develops. Prior to persecution, the priest lives his faith as it 
was understood in pre-Vatican II thought. However, as he interacts with a world 
that wishes to erase the Catholic Church’s influence, the way in which he lives 
his faith is altered, showing an anticipation of the extended understanding of 
faith in Vatican II. By constructing his narrative around the priest, Greene 
is able to juxtapose these two modes of thought, showing fault in the strict 
adherence to the first and the opportunity for redemption, not only in spite 
of sin but because of sin, in the second. This is done, first, by expanding the 
way in which the priest can develop a relationship with God. Pre-Vatican II 
constructs a relationship with God in a vertical manner, through the hierarchy 
of the Church. The priest, under persecution, cannot develop his relationship 
with God in this manner; it must come about through his interactions with 
others, even the lieutenant who wishes him dead, a reality that was developed 
in Vatican II. Second, the priest’s conception of the way in which he is able 
to encounter grace must expand. The priest, in a state of mortal sin, rejects 
the possibility of the “pouring in” of God’s grace which was pre-Vatican II’s 
narrow understanding of the way in which God granted grace. Despite being 
closed off, the priest still encounters grace in the love for his daughter and 



162 / LIMESTONE REVIEW

secular poetry, a possibility delineated by Vatican II’s expanded teaching that 
grace can be encountered through all aspects of God’s creation. By developing 
faith in this manner, Greene is able to bring the priest into the fullness of God’s 
redemption. 

A relationship with God through others and the expanded reception of 
grace enable the priest to enter into the suffering of others and the suffering 
of Christ as he comes to love and desire to love others. Loving in this way 
makes the priest a conduit of grace for others, helping the lieutenant to open 
himself so that grace may work within him as well. These acts allow the priest 
to enter death in truth faith and love for God. Despite accusations of heresy 
for abandoning strict attachment to the understanding of Church doctrine at 
the time, Greene anticipates a faith lived and expressed through community 
as it comes to development in Vatican II. This approach enables Greene to 
construct the reality of lived faith: trials, if they are approached in love, have 
the potential to bring one face to face with God and with His gift of the grace 
of redemption in small, everyday ways. 
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Caroline Breitbach  

Ending the Drought: Recovering Wholeness in Silko’s 
Ceremony

Droughts are a shortage or a lack of water. They represent a period 
of waiting to be filled, to become whole. In Leslie Marmon Silko’s work 
Ceremony, the protagonist Tayo fears that his prayers had caused the drought 
in the Laguna Pueblo Reservation. He remembers how his uncle Josiah 
had once said to him, “Droughts happen when people forget, when people 
misbehave” (Silko 42). As there is a drought on the reservation, Tayo feels a 
similar emptiness in himself through the disruption of his identity after coming 
back from war. Many parts of Tayo’s character are a reflection of Silko herself. 
She is also of mixed ancestry and has an affinity and respect for the natural 
world, which Tayo learns to have. These aspects are crucial in Tayo’s journey 
to end his own drought, cure the witchery, and recover a sense of wholeness 
in his identity. However, the novel’s theme is more significant than that. While 
Tayo is cured of the witchery, his individual quest mirrors a larger dilemma 
of dominant, white ideology oppressing society in general. The sickness 
presented in Silko’s protagonist is the same sickness everyone surrounded by 
this dominant ideology suffers from. The novel presents our troubled society 
with an approach to combat this ideology, and this method is not a simple 
revert to traditional values but instead has an emphasis on fostering hybrid 
identities and understanding. In Silko’s Ceremony, Tayo discovers that while 
traditional values are necessary to combat the witchery, relying only on the 
traditional side of his identity to recover wholeness is not feasible. Instead, to 
end the drought present in society, Ceremony advocates for hybridity as a form 
of resistance to the evil of the witchery outlined in the novel.

Ceremony follows Tayo, an army veteran with a mixed ancestry returning 
to the Laguna Pueblo Reservation. Throughout the novel, he struggles to 
recover a wholeness in himself that is missing. This search includes visiting 
a traditional medicine man, Ku’oosh, who is unable to help cure Tayo, and 
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eventually, a medicine man that promotes hybridity, Betonie.  Betonie sends 
Tayo on a journey to recover his identity, which involves a turning back to 
traditional values as well as an understanding of the presence of modernity. 
By the end of the novel, the reader is left with an image of hope and an 
acknowledgment that Tayo has become whole once again. Tayo’s individual 
dilemma of lost identity and a larger dilemma in society of witchery are both 
tied to the overwhelming presence of white ideology. This witchery focuses on 
progress, modernity, and separation from different aspects of one’s life, such 
as one’s past, community, and the Earth.

White ideology threatens and disrupts Tayo’s identity and is the ultimate 
cause of his sickness. The figures and organizations around him try to force 
him to assimilate into dominant society, such as when he was in boarding 
school with his cousin Rocky. Tayo looked up to his cousin Rocky, and while 
they were at school, Tayo notes, “Rocky deliberately avoided the old-time 
ways” (Silko 47). He remembers how coaches had told Rocky, “Don’t let 
the people at home hold you back” (Silko 47). Attending school off of the 
reservation was an attempt to force assimilation on Tayo and Rocky by Tayo’s 
Auntie, but this assimilation is more powerful because of Rocky’s influence. 
Rocky is a figure Tayo respects and loves like his own brother, and Rocky 
takes the lessons he learns at school and tries to sway Tayo away from the 
traditional ways they had originally been taught. School and, by extension, 
Rocky place pressure on Tayo to assimilate to modern ideologies, and Rocky 
sees no reason why Tayo should not drop the traditional values taught to him 
by people like Josiah. This pressure threatens Tayo’s identity and causes him 
to experience separation from the Pueblo community and his past.

Rocky also brought Tayo into the army with him, and the army is the 
epitome of the violent, white ideology that works to disrupt Tayo’s identity. 
Tayo’s time in the army amplifies the lessons he was taught at school: 
to disregard his traditional past and to separate himself from those values, 
as Rocky had. The witchery present in the army focuses on progress and 
modernity, and the technology used in war portrays how destructive progress 
can be to nature and to those fighting. The technology separates those at war 
from not only the natural world but from their fellow humans against whom 
they are pitted. Tayo’s superiors would tell him “to kill all the Japanese soldiers 
lined up in front” of him (Silko 7). This kind of violent ideology was constantly 
forced upon Tayo and the other soldiers when they were at war. In a scene 
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with his fellow veterans, Tayo reflects on how people like Emo embraced this 
power connected to the white cultural narrative and war enforces. The values 
introduced to Tayo while he was in the army, such as progress, modernity, 
and separation from those who are different, are the values that Emo worships 
(Silko 56-57). Emo’s worship of progress and white ideologies make him an 
unlikeable and dangerous character. The characteristics of Tayo’s boarding 
school and the army disrupt his identity and contradict the traditional values 
he grew up learning. Tayo is a broken person when he returns to Laguna 
because his identity has been split between tradition and modernity due to the 
witchery’s impact on the figures and organizations around him.

Tayo is not the only one with this problem; his dilemma imitates society’s 
own dilemma with the witchery, which is expressed in Ceremony through 
the character Betonie. When talking with Betonie, Tayo realizes that “his 
sickness was only part of something larger, and his cure would be found only 
in something great and inclusive of everything” (Silko 116). Tayo’s dilemma 
is not singular to just him. Every member of society is also threatened by 
this sickness. Betonie tells Tayo, “There are no limits to” the evil, and “when 
it was set loose, it ranged everywhere” (Silko 122). The witchery is an all-
encompassing, inclusive force. It is described to Tayo as being a force that 
causes people seeing the world as an object, a “dead thing” to them; witchery 
causes people to destroy what they fear, and Betonie uses repeatedly violent 
language to describe their actions, such as killing, destroy, blood, and slaughter 
(Silko 125-126). The witchery depicts a mentality based on a disconnection 
from the natural world, a mentality based on progress at any cost and 
destruction. As Tayo is finding a way to recover his wholeness, to cure his 
sickness, the world, too, should be seeking a similar remedy. The answer Tayo 
finds can be applied to the greater dilemma of the witchery threatening the 
Earth in society now.

One way Tayo seeks to cure this sickness and recover his wholeness is 
through traditional Pueblo values. Pueblo values, namely connection to the 
natural world, are presented as a counter to Tayo’s dilemma of identity and the 
witchery. Tayo’s uncle Josiah promotes traditional values to Tayo throughout 
the novel. When Rocky is presenting Tayo with alternate, “white scientific” 
values, Josiah remains a presence of tradition that Tayo cannot ignore. These 
traditional values seem more instinctual to Tayo than white ideologies do. This 
idea is illustrated when Rocky kills a deer, and Tayo uses his jacket to cover its 
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head (Silko 46). Though Rocky questions why Tayo did it, it was instinctual to 
Tayo to act in that way. He recalls the traditional ways that Josiah has taught 
him and treats the deer with respect. He covered the head of the dead deer 
because that is what “the people said you should do” (Silko 47). Rocky’s 
methods would not be used to respect the deer but rather to get the most out of 
it with different curing methods and treatments. In the white, scientific ways 
Rocky has been assimilated to follow, nature is seen as a commodity rather 
than something worthy of respect. The rituals surrounding traditional Pueblo 
values contradict the witchery by respecting the Earth.

Tayo’s turn back to traditional values through nature is also depicted in 
his meeting with Ts’eh. Tayo has an intimate affair with Ts’eh, and she is set 
up to be an Earth Mother type character. She had “ocher eyes,” Earth-colored 
like clay, and she covered herself with a blanket covered in “patterns of storm 
clouds” (Silko 164-165). As a character completely illustrative of traditional 
values regarding nature, Ts’eh helps Tayo reconnect with the Earth and 
reaffirms the natural world’s power. Part of Tayo’s cure is found in her because 
when he has intercourse with her, he demonstrates the act of recovering an 
intimate connection to the Earth that helps him disregard the dominant white 
ideology disrupting his identity. While the witchery disconnects its followers 
from the natural world, traditional values of connection with nature bring Tayo 
clarity and cure him of the witchery. When Tayo later recounts his story to 
Ku’oosh and the elders, they understand Ts’eh to be an embodiment of nature, 
and Tayo’s meeting with her signifies something becoming whole in him. The 
scene with the elders is followed by a chant that supports this idea, reading, 
“You have seen her / We will be blessed / again” (Silko 239). The combination 
of myth and nature imagery surrounding Ts’eh depicts the traditional values 
Tayo must turn to for his cure. While Ts’eh can be compared to different 
figures in Pueblo myths, this idea of traditional values is still inclusive because 
the witchery affects everyone. Anyone can understand and recover an intimate 
connection with the Earth to cure their own sickness, as Tayo’s journey has 
demonstrated in Ceremony.

While traditional Pueblo values can act to counter the witchery, a total 
shift back to traditional values is not a feasible way to combat this evil. A 
traditional medicine man, Ku’oosh, was the first person to try to cure Tayo, 
but Ku’oosh finds he cannot help Tayo with his sickness. The medicine man 
expresses that his cure, or a reversion to a fully traditional worldview, is not 
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only not the best option, but not even possible for Tayo. Ku’oosh’s ways of 
healing have become irrelevant as experiences in the world move beyond the 
traditional experiences he is used to. Ku’oosh states, “There are some things 
we can’t cure like we used to… not since the white people came” (Silko 35). 
Society has progressed to such a degree that traditional healing methods will 
not cure Tayo of his dilemma. Tayo’s experience in the war is a large reason 
why Ku’oosh’s methods are not able to help Tayo recover his wholeness. The 
old ways of warfare were not as detached as Tayo’s time with the army was. 
Traditional ways always resulted in seeing the aftermath of one’s attack, but 
with new technology and progress, the people in the army now experience 
more detachment from their violent acts (Silko 33). War is rooted in ideas of 
violence and progress promoted by dominant, white ideology, and because 
these experiences are so different from what Ku’oosh is familiar with, 
Tayo needs to seek healing in another way. He cannot completely recover a 
traditional identity on its own; he needs to merge and adapt his identity with 
something else to find the cure.

Tayo needs to embrace a hybrid identity to complete his healing, and 
this idea of hybridity is advocated by the novel as a response to the witchery. 
Tayo’s hybridity is affirmed by different characters. One storyline in Ceremony 
follows Josiah as he breeds cattle of two different breeds to create animals that 
would withstand the environment around them (Silko 68). The cattle Josiah 
breeds are a strong, effective hybrid of two types of cattle: Mexican breeds 
and a more prestigious Hereford breed. His actions acknowledge the value of 
hybridity, as the cattle are valuable and important to him. They can withstand 
the harsher environment better than the cattle on their own could, so the novel 
depicts through this image that Tayo’s hybridity makes him stronger. Tayo’s 
strength and ability are described later in the novel by Betonie, who states, 
“We all have been waiting for help a long time. But it has never been easy. 
The people must do it. You must do it” (Silko 115). Betonie is acknowledging 
that Tayo is different and that makes him an important part of curing the 
witchery. When Tayo discusses his struggles with being in the army, Betonie 
assures him that these struggles were present because they were a part of 
the cure. Betonie tells Tayo, “You’ve been doing something all along… The 
Japanese… You saw who they were… they were not strangers. You saw 
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what the evil had done: you saw the witchery ranging as wide as this world” 
(Silko 114-115). Tayo’s hybrid identity allows him to see past what people 
like Emo see, which are people and things only as objects to exercise power 
over, and Tayo can look past the witchery to understand how to resist it. One 
last character that affirms Tayo’s hybridity is the Night Swan. During her and 
Tayo’s meeting, she recognizes his eyes. Initially, Tayo says, “I always wished 
I had dark eyes like other people” (Silko 92). However, Night Swan responds 
with words of affirmation and understanding of Tayo, and like Betonie, she 
acknowledges his identity and the necessity of transformation. She tells Tayo 
that things are changing and Tayo is a part of that change (Silko 92). These 
moments of affirmation throughout Tayo’s journey illustrate how hybridity is a 
crucial aspect of curing oneself of the witchery. The novel advocates hybridity 
in its form as well as its content. The book is not only prose; it is full of poems, 
myths, and chants, combining traditional and modern storytelling to fully 
express the significance of hybrid identities. These pieces are woven together 
throughout the novel seamlessly, each adding to the story and meaning as much 
as the prose. The form mirrors Tayo’s understanding of hybridity in himself.

This hybridity is also supported by the fact that one cannot simply destroy 
the evil of modernity, as Tayo had attempted in his past. Near the beginning of 
Ceremony, Tayo gets into a fight with Emo and stabs him. Tayo thought “he 
would get well if he killed him” and participated in the white ideology that 
seemed so successful to Rocky, Emo, and others trapped in that mindset (Silko 
58). Despite the wound, Emo was not killed. This event shows that Tayo cannot 
physically overpower this cultural stance. Violence cannot be fought with 
violence. However, at the end of the novel, Tayo’s perspective has changed. 
His identity is more certain, and he does not try to destroy the witchery to cure 
himself. When Emo leads a group in torturing Harley, Tayo decides not to 
fight them. At first, Tayo got aggressive and visualized killing Emo by shoving 
a screwdriver into his skull (Silko 234). This event happened at the Uranium 
mine, a setting used to illustrate the presence of white ideologies that Emo 
operates under and Tayo is surrounded by. Despite the overwhelming presence 
of oppressive ideologies, Tayo shows restraint against them and refuses to give 
in to the witchery. After he decides to not attack Emo, Tayo looks up at the 
stars, which can still be seen despite the cloud obstructing them (Silko 235). 
Once again, nature is crucial to Tayo’s journey and identity, and in this scene, 
nature approves of Tayo’s resistance and rejection of the toxic culture. Tayo’s 
cure is complete. If Tayo had attacked, had tried to destroy the witchery, 
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Emo probably would have succeeded over Tayo like the beginning or Tayo 
would end up like Emo and the rest do at the end, dead or banished from 
the reservation. Without the destruction of the witchery, a hybrid identity is 
necessary to identify what parts of modernity can work with traditional values 
to combat dominant, white ideology.

Society is currently in its own drought. As Josiah had said, “Droughts 
happen when people forget, when people misbehave” (Silko 42). Society has 
forgotten the traditional values held strongly by figures like Josiah, Ts’eh, like 
Tayo and has misbehaved in its treatment of the natural world. White ideology 
focused on progress and modernity has dominated culture, and its ways are 
violent and oppressive. The witchery Betonie outlines is not a myth or a story. 
It is ever-present in society today, and Silko’s work should provoke thought in 
anyone who reads it because Ceremony makes a point of saying the witchery 
is not just Tayo’s dilemma. This problem is everyone’s problem, but Silko 
presents us with the cure. A hybrid identity, the combination of traditional 
values with the understanding of where the world is now, can combat the 
destructive ideologies that strive to destroy anything and anyone that refuses 
to progress. In the different issues surrounding society today, such as nuclear 
war and climate change, Silko provides a form of resistance to this ideology 
by presenting an alternate view. Tayo’s search for wholeness in himself should 
reflect the search for wholeness in society. His cure is our cure. When we 
stand idly by, allowing progress to dominate the Earth, violent ideologies 
triumph and will ultimately destroy everything, as Betonie outlined in his 
myth. Ceremony shows the importance of a hybrid identity to end the drought 
and cure the witchery. There is a fear that white ideologies may still triumph 
and society will always be dominated by worldviews opposed to this hybrid 
view, but Silko ends her novel on a hopeful note that things can change. The 
final page reads, “Sunrise, / accept this offering, / Sunrise” (Silko 244). The 
image of sunrise signifies new beginnings and new life. Tayo succeeded in 
finding the cure despite being broken and separated at the beginning of the 
novel. As Tayo’s dilemma is society’s dilemma, his success is our success if 
we chose to follow his path. As the end of the novel asks the sunrise to accept 
their offering, society should ask the same, and reconcile itself with nature to 
end their drought.
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Sarah Landerholm  

Poisoned Masculine Power: 

Emasculation as an Impetus for Rape in Richard Wright’s 
Native Son  

Richard Wright’s Native Son, a twentieth century novel concentrated on 
the effects of institutionalized racism, is unanimously lauded as a forerunner 
in African American literature, jarring readers with a wounded yet poignant 
narrative of systemic injustice. The story of a young black man named Bigger, 
Native Son addresses the societal entrapment that inevitably awaits men like 
Bigger, and reveals the insidious fallout that is unmercifully dealt. Bigger, 
emasculated by his existence in a white-dominated society that is decidedly 
against him, reacts to his oppressors in like kind, trying to resist the domination 
that bears down on him and assert a sense of power but ultimately to no avail. 
In Native Son, the male character, Bigger, is emasculated by white society 
and made to feel powerless merely because of the perceived menace that the 
pigment of his skin threatens. This sense of helplessness and impotency, in 
turn, is the impetus to rage and a volatile desire for power which, ultimately, 
is exerted through the only means of physical dominance left to black youth: 
rape. 

Alan France, in his article “Misogyny and Appropriation in Native Son,” 
unpacks the underlying yet obvious effect of black emasculation, revealing 
that black men, bereft of a masculine power to protect or control their own 
lives, seek to recover a sense of masculinity, a sense of agency. The means by 
which they seek to regain inklings of power, however, are through exerting 
a malicious dominance and appropriation over their female counterparts, 
as France argues: “Women, as characters in Native Son, are objects of this 
appropriation; they are at the same time desired as objects but contemptible in 
their weakness and passivity” (France 416). Frustrated by the emasculation that 
racism thrusts upon them, black men, rather than turn against the instigators of 
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said racism, turn against their own, seeking dominant power over those more 
powerless than themselves.

France’s argument, rooted in Bigger’s treatment of black women—
specifically his sister, mother, and girlfriend, Bessie—emphasizes the outlets 
through which Bigger enacts his frustration and strives to regain a more potent 
masculinity. Within the opening pages of the novel, Bigger kills a rat that has 
crawled into his family’s apartment. This entry scene, a moment of panic, fear, 
and chaos, depicts Bigger exerting a moment of power, in that he is able to 
protect his family from the rodent. However, Bigger turns the event from a 
moment of familial protection, to one of unfeeling dominance. After he kills 
the rat, Bigger “took a shoe and pounded the rat’s head, crushing it, cursing 
hysterically: “You sonofabitch!” (Wright 10). Bigger reacts to the rat with an 
overtly macho sense of self-satisfaction at having killed the unwanted intruder; 
his mother, meanwhile, sobs on the bed and his sister cowers sheepishly, 
begging him to take the rat away. 

Bigger, trapped by white society in the same way that the rat is trapped 
by him, despised by whites just as he despises the rat, relishes a taste of the 
domination he himself is oppressed by. France delves into this mirroring of 
oppressor and oppressed, writing:

In this initial episode, Bigger experiences his killing of the rat not with 
the pride of one who alleviates his family’s distress, if only partially 
and temporarily, but with the giddy exultation of one glorying in the 
rare and momentary dominance that killing an adversary confers 
(France 415). 

And ultimately, as France goes on to write, Bigger revels in this act of 
killing and the sense of authority it gives him—an authority over something’s 
life—not because he takes especial interest in killing, but because of the way 
he can intimidate and dominate those around him through this masculine-
centered violence. He recognizes the weakness of the females around him and 
capitalizes on that weakness in an effort to counter his own. 

Bigger, enjoying the momentary sense of dominance afforded by his 
killing the rat, leverages that dominance onto his sister, threatening her with 
the swinging rat corpse. “Bigger laughed and approached the bed with the 
dangling rat, swinging it to and fro like a pendulum, enjoying his sister’s fear,” 
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the novel comments (11). His sister, Vera, is a paranoid, easily bothered, and 
especially weak character in Native Son. Throughout his interactions with her, 
but in this one specifically, Bigger preys off of her agitation, targeting her 
timidness and fear. So hungry for the sense of power-derived masculinity that 
he has been so-long denied, Bigger’s only way of harnessing even a glimpse 
of power is by dominating the powerless. Critic Masaya Takeuchi, in her 
essay ‘Bigger’s Divided Self: Violence and Homosociality in Native Son,” 
echoes the notion of asserting domination over other blacks as being Bigger’s 
response to his oppression at the hands of whites, arguing that: 

Beginning with the opening scene in which he terrifies his sister with 
the dead rat, Bigger attempts to balance his submissive self, which is 
thoroughly conditioned by whites, by asserting control over others 
(63)

He cannot rebel against the white world; he cannot live out any real 
agency beyond his black community except through targeting others similarly 
oppressed. His treatment of his sister, in addition to the treatment of his mother 
and later Bessie, all hearkens back to the notion that emasculation breeds a 
desire to regain control, and this desire plays out in dark and dangerous ways.

In the case of his mother, Bigger exercises elements of dominance through 
indifferent rebelliousness; his family, after all, are the only ones whom he can 
overtly rebel against without the threat of deadly consequences. Amid a tense 
moment addressing Bigger’s meanness towards his sister, who faints after he 
brings the rat near her, Bigger’s mother chastises him in frustration, saying: 
“Bigger, sometimes I wonder why I birthed you” (11). In response, Bigger 
goads his mother on, displaying a façade of indifference to mask his own 
indignation and emasculated frustration: “Maybe you oughtn’t’ve. Maybe you 
ought to left me where I was” (12). Bigger’s mother continues to berate him 
for his failing to provide for the family, blaming his lack of “manhood” and 
poor work ethic for the squalid conditions they live in (12).

His father being dead, Bigger is the man of the house, the masculine 
provider; yet, he feels a sense of inadequacy because of the culture of racism 
that limits his ability to fulfill this manly duty, and this feeling of inadequacy 
is reinforced by his mother. Thus his inability to fulfill his masculine role 
to provide and protect his family—an inability ultimately derived from the 
confines thrust upon him by a racist culture but reminded by his family’s 
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suffering—causes him to direct his frustrations and bitterness towards the 
very persons whose suffering he cannot eliminate and whose needs he cannot 
provide for. This resentment that Bigger harbors towards his family is revealed 
outright, as the novel asserts:

He hated his family because he knew that they were suffering and 
that he was powerless to help them. He knew that the moment he 
allowed himself to feel to its fullness how they lived, the shame and 
misery of their lives, he would be swept out of himself with fear and 
despair (13).  

Bigger is cognizant of his powerlessness; it is not an unconscious feeling 
for him. However, he cannot accept the fear and despair that his mother, sister 
and many other African Americans shared in. There is a resistance, a dogged 
resilience that, although curtailed by a white society that has relegated him to 
a latent threat, persists nonetheless. But this resistance persists dangerously. 

Perhaps most indicative of the extremity of how emasculation has 
motivated Bigger to exert dominance over women, Bigger’s relationship with 
Bessie cues in on the most premeditated and brutal example of domination. 
Bessie, like Bigger’s mother and sister, is another weak female character and 
is uncertain, quickly frightened, and easily swayed. The dynamic between 
Bigger and Bessie, who exist in a romantic relationship seemingly born out of 
convenience and carnal desire rather than true love, is at first largely harmless. 
However, it is eventually revealed that Bigger has used Bessie chronically, 
raped her chronically, as she states: “All you ever did since we been knowing 
each other was to get me drunk so’s you could have me. That was all! I see 
it now” (215). Bigger views Bessie as a form of property, something he has 
ownership over and therefore can control. Bessie, like his mother and sister, 
is someone to dominate, someone who he uses to buttress his fragile sense of 
masculinity, as he himself confesses, “I wasn’t in love with Bessie. She was 
just my girl…You have to have a girl, so I had Bessie” (326). 

The height of Bigger’s expression of domination over Bessie occurs with 
her rape-murder. After Bigger kills the white daughter of his employer and 
tries to flee, he coerces Bessie into going with him. While in hiding, as he and 
Bessie are preparing to sleep, Bigger makes advances, kissing and touching 
her. Bessie tries to turn away, but Bigger holds her still: 
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He heard her sigh, a sigh he knew, for he had heard it many times 
before; but this time he heard it in a sigh deep down beneath the 
familiar one, a sigh of resignation, a giving up, a surrender of 
something more than her body (219).

Bessie surrenders to Bigger, not just her body, but her life. She kept his 
secret, followed him when he was found out—followed him though she knows 
he could die for the crime he’s committed and she could die too—only to 
realize too late that Bigger merely used her. Bigger knows this too. “He was 
conscious of nothing now but her and what he wanted,” the novel states just 
before he accosts Bessie (219). Bigger rapes Bessie, and after raping her, 
deciding that she “did not figure in what was before him” and realizing that he 
cannot leave her behind, he kills her; smashing her head in with a brick (220).

Bessie’s death is not accidental, unlike the death of Mary, the daughter 
of Bigger’s employer. It is not the result of a fit of blind passion, panicked 
fear, or the indirect, unintended consequence of the rape. Bessie’s brutal 
death, conversely, is planned in cold blood; methodically, calmly drawn out 
in Bigger’s mind. When he thinks about how to dispose of her body, Bigger 
doesn’t even think of Bessie in terms of ‘Bessie,’ he calls her “it,” as if she’s 
only a thing, something he can dispose of now that she’s no longer of use to 
him, and not a person, as the novel attests: “that was how he could do it, throw 
it out the window, down the narrow air-shaft where nobody could find it until, 
perhaps, it had begun to smell” (221). 

With particular attention localized around Bigger’s rape of Bessie, France 
contends that black women, who exist at the lowest rung of the racial totem 
pole, function as the objects of domination for two main reasons: women, in 
general, are commodified on the basis of sex, and the domination over them 
perpetrated by the likes of Bigger provides a reprieve from emasculation. 
France goes on to write:

Native Son is the story of a black man’s rebellion against white male 
authority. The rebellion takes the form of the ultimate appropriation 
of human beings, the rape-slaying, which is also the ultimate 
expropriation of patriarchal property, the total consumption of the 
commodified woman (414).

Part of Bigger’s penchant to exert domination, whether sexually, in the 
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case of Bessie, or otherwise in the case of his mother and sister, stems from his 
rebellion against white patriarchal authority. Bigger is frustrated, emasculated, 
and largely powerless; he cannot rebel openly, violently, but he can resist 
the patriarchy’s dominance by exercising a domination of his own. It is the 
lack of self-derived power and agency, and the system that perpetuates these 
consequences of white-dominated society, that drive Bigger to seek a way to 
reestablish control. As author Takeuchi writes, Bigger’s “sadistic behaviors 
are the product of a frustrated manhood that ultimately seeks expression in a 
violent sexual assault” (63). 

Bigger is responsible for his actions, on that point there is little room for 
equivocation. However, there is some shared responsibility that must be levied 
on the society that drove Bigger, trapped and afraid like the rat in the opening 
pages, to do what he did. In a society where the color of your skin and what 
hangs between your legs brands you as threatening, it isn’t hard to imagine that 
issues like this arise; especially when a man’s innate masculinity is stripped 
from him. Takeuchi adds that the rhetoric that pervaded white circles relegated 
black men as threatening solely on the basis of sex, arguing that the culture 
was “characterized by fear of black male sexuality” (56). It also isn’t hard 
to imagine that such irrational domination on the part of white society, in 
turn would result in subsequent outbursts of oppression among the oppressed 
culture itself.

And while the death of Bessie cannot be explained away merely in terms 
of the racist society in which it occurred, it can be understood better in light of 
that society. The issue of emasculation is not a new topic of discussion; it isn’t 
a recent racial phenomenon. The issues present in Native Son are twentieth 
century echoes of a century-long battle, when enslaved African-American men 
watched as their wives and daughters were raped, as their children starved 
and died, as their hands were bound, lest they resist, and their masculine 
prerogative to protect those they loved was reduced to pleading that fell on 
deaf ears. Themes of agency, voice, and frustration pervade not only Native 
Son, but many other works of African American literature that examine with 
the psychological consequences of racism. Toni Morrison’s The Bluest Eye, an 
equally powerful novel about the wounds inflicted by racism, has a similarly 
emasculated male character, Cholly Breedlove, who exists under similar 
conditions and is driven to rape by motivations not unlike Bigger’s. As such, 
the emasculation that Bigger internalized and reacted to is indicative of a much 
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larger issue, an issue that stems not from those who have been emasculated but 
from the society that has emasculated them; Bigger’s story does not exist in 
isolation.   
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Molly MacDuff  

The Betrayal of Masculinity

Playwright Harold Pinter is known for plays that develop tension between 
psychological realism, intimacy, and absurdism of the text. These “Pinter-
esque” qualities are emphasized through common characteristics of his plays 
including similar settings, family structures, and the presence of an outsider 
to disrupt the balance of power. The ongoing balance of power is a crucial 
theme in Pinter’s plays, particularly in Betrayal, as demonstrated with the two 
main, male characters. Jerry and Robert share a friendship, a business, and a 
lover, Emma. Throughout Betrayal, Pinter creates tension through the ongoing 
balance of power with these two characters and their interactions and affairs 
with Emma, Robert’s wife and Jerry’s lover. Linda Wells, in her discussion of 
Betrayal, “A Discourse on Failed Love: Harold Pinter’s Betrayal,” elaborates 
on the purpose of Pinter’s seemingly simple plot as she says, “The play, stark 
and rather simple on the narrative level, does not contain the complete details 
of a narrative with beginning, middle, and end, because the implication is 
the nine-year ‘slice of life’ presented here, nothing has changed, nothing has 
been learned, nothing has been resolved” (Wells 23). This quote is significant 
in how it relates the masculinity of Jerry and Robert to the structure. The 
unconventional structure plays the most impactful role in demonstrating the 
significance of the power balances in terms of masculinity. Harold Pinter 
uses the unconventional, reverse structure in Betrayal to demonstrate a lack 
of growth and development with Jerry and Robert. Their obsession with 
maintaining a masculine sense of power keeps them in an unchanging childlike 
and competitive state, despite the significant passage of time within the play.

Pinter presents many masculine characteristics of Jerry and Robert’s 
behavior to emphasize the masculine power struggle that prevents any 
character growth or closure within the play. The most obvious scene that 
demonstrates the importance of the masculine power struggle comes in Scene 
4, when Emma, Robert, and Jerry are all together in the home. The tension 
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is clear with the short sentences and sharp comments between each of the 
characters. The discussion is focused on Jerry and Robert setting a time to play 
each other in squash, a stereotypical activity of the male friendship as defined 
by Pinter. The exchange below follows:

Robert: And then I’ll take you to lunch.

Jerry: No, no. I’ll take you to lunch.

Robert: The man who wins buys the lunch. (Pinter 69)

The tension and the back and forth of the power struggle is clear through their 
simple and childlike banter. Their competitive nature and their need to “win” 
pushes them into this state. Pinter is calling out the absurdity of these typical 
masculine behaviors of paying for the meal and winning the match through this 
scene in order to show the stagnancy of masculinity. At this point in the text 
(the scene is 1974), it’s unclear whether Robert knows about the affair between 
Jerry and Emma. Therefore, the tension is even higher, as each man has to 
theoretically prove their masculinity through the squash match. This scene’s 
importance lies in the reader’s understanding of what masculinity looks like. 
According to Pinter, it’s competitive, child-like, and unchanging. The power 
balance that results from these qualities of the masculine are discussed in 
Silvio Gaggi’s article “Pinter’s “Betrayal”: Problems of Language or Grand 
Metatheatre.” Gaggi argues, “In Pinter’s play the stakes are not simply 
winning a game used to kill time but achieving or maintaining dominance in 
complex social situations” (Gaggi 506). The actions and continuous betrayals 
of Jerry and Robert result in the need for dominance, for power. With this 
understanding, the reader is able to see how the unconventional, reverse 
structure relates to Pinter’s statement about how masculinity prevents growth 
and closure within the play, and enables a child-like behavior.

To the reader, it’s obvious that the match will never happen. It’s the 
principle of it that Pinter is addressing. This is seen in the next section of the 
conversation, when Emma asks if she can come watch the match. Robert’s 
response is significant to our understanding of Betrayal as he says:

Well, to be brutally honest, we wouldn’t actually want a woman around, 
would we, Jerry? I mean a game of squash isn’t simply a game of squash, 
it’s rather more than that. You see, first there’s the game. And then there’s 
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the shower. And then there’s the pint. And then there’s lunch. After all, 
you’ve been at it. You’ve had your battle. What you want is your pint 
and your lunch. You really don’t want a woman buying you lunch. You 
don’t actually want a woman within a mile of the place, any of the places 
really… You see, at lunch you want to talk about squash, or cricket, or 
books, or even women, with your friend, and be able to warm to your 
theme without proper interruption. (Pinter 69-70)

Through Robert’s exposition, not only is the absurdity and stagnancy of 
the masculine traditions of sport and drinking elaborated, Pinter reveals the 
foundation of the masculine power struggle through the traditional masculine 
friendship. The game is more than a game; it’s the foundation and determination 
of their masculinity. The struggle for power between the two men is one that 
the woman doesn’t belong in. Despite the fact that both men are sharing Emma 
as a lover, she is ultimately of little importance to their struggle. The emphasis 
here is on the masculine relationship and the communication between the two 
men. Robert’s speech is significant in its open articulation of masculinity and 
the role male friendships play in its development and continuation. While 
he speaks to the importance of the squash game and all it entails, Jerry’s 
simple response is “I haven’t played squash for years,” showing the lack of 
understanding for the masculine ritual (70). At this point, it appears that their 
friendship is forced and crumpling, and Robert’s attempts to renew it place him 
in power, as the alpha. Jerry appears to lack an understanding of the masculine 
culture that Robert reveres. Though there is a clear separation between the 
two in this scene, Jerry does not represent a shift out of the childlike state. His 
response is still competitive as he attempts to distance himself from Robert’s 
clear-cut definition of the game and its importance. He still creates tension in 
his lack of understanding, allowing him to come across as equally childlike 
and stagnant. 

It’s important to take the plot into consideration as we analyze masculinity’s 
representation in Betrayal. The play is, after all, based on a series of affairs, a 
series of betrayals. For a play that discusses masculinity to such an extent, the 
role of the affair seems to be overshadowed. However, it’s actually vital for the 
development of the plot and the stagnancy of masculinity to be revealed through 
Jerry and Robert. Affairs are founded on secrets, lies, schemes, and conniving 
behavior (i.e. the separate life Emma and Jerry live in their flat in Kilburn). 
They enable the adulator to get what they desire; it’s a competitive sense of 
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acting on these desires. In other words, the affair is the perfect setting for these 
two men to maintain their masculinity and a sense of power challenged by the 
equality in marriage. While it can be argued that many affairs are inherently 
based on love and tenderness, this is clearly not the case in Betrayal. Wells 
discusses the differentiation between a love story and the interactions of the 
lovers in this play as she explains how Pinter “distinguishes between the 
lover’s discourse and the love story in that the discourse has no narrative, no 
organization” (Wells 22). The reverse structure is therefore the perfect setting 
for the affair. Additionally, the use of the affair is crucial for Pinter’s statement 
of masculinity and male friendships. To the reader, it’s apparent that more 
emphasis is placed on the betrayal between friend and friend than on husband 
and wife. The significance of the male friendship for Robert is obvious when 
Emma tells Robert about the affair with Jerry. His reaction is telling of what 
is important to him. 

Robert: Did you tell him that Ned had been conceived?

Emma: Not by letter.

Robert: But when you did tell him, was he happy to know I was to be a 
father?

Pause

I’ve always liked Jerry. To be honest, I’ve always liked him rather 
more than I’ve liked you. Maybe I should have had an affair with him 
myself. (Pinter 86-87)

Through this example, the importance of the male friendship is clear. 
Robert, as the model of masculinity in this play, puts more emphasis on Jerry 
than on Emma. He uses humor in this situation to make up for the frustration, 
another example of childlike behavior. The crucial aspects of this scenario 
lie in Robert’s lack of attention to Emma. His questioning and his focus lie 
on Jerry’s reaction and Jerry’s input. He doesn’t blame him for the affair 
whatsoever; he actually shows more care for him. Through this example, the 
importance of the male friendship is clear. It’s so impactful that we can almost 
see a moment of growth within Robert, but his lack of attention to his wife 
shows that he has not changed at all. His behavior remains stagnant, as he 
never confronts Jerry about the affair; Jerry is the one who tells him (Scene 2). 
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Therefore, Robert’s unchanging behavior continues to paint Pinter’s picture 
of masculinity. 

Communication is clearly lacking in this play. This is represented through 
the short sentences and little to no detailed conversations and descriptions. 
Because of this, the characters themselves, particularly Jerry and Robert, 
maintain a boring stagnancy and sense of lifelessness in the reader’s eyes. In 
her article “Harold Pinter’s Betrayal: Life Before Death-and After,” Katherine 
Burkman discusses the stagnancy of the love triangle between the characters, 
and how this creates the appearance of them being lifeless. She states, “this 
backward narrative or exploration of the triangle’s life before death may 
seem at times like an autopsy on characters who have never been fully alive” 
(Burkman 506). Burkman’s argument is important because it shows that 
these characters are flat, and, therefore, that masculinity within the play is 
flat and stagnant as well. This is elaborated through Jerry’s character. During 
the opening scene at the pub between Emma and Jerry, Emma discusses her 
disappointment in her discovery that Robert has betrayed her, despite the irony 
in her continuous betrayals. Once again, the male interpretation of the affairs 
and scenario has more importance to the plot and to Pinter’s exploitation of 
masculinity. Emma continues the conversation, briefly confirming Jerry’s 
suspicion of her additional affair with Casey, a writer that Jerry represents. His 
reaction is telling of his character, as Emma accuses him of being jealous: “I 
couldn’t be jealous of Casey. I’m his agent. I advised him about the divorce. 
I read all his first drafts. I persuaded your husband to publish his first novel. I 
escort him to Oxford to speak at the Union. He’s my… he’s my boy” (Pinter 
24).  Jealousy is an inherently childlike behavior. While claiming not to be 
jealous, his elaborate explanation of why he’s not jealous enables the reader to 
think the opposite. This is typical; it’s expected of the stereotypical masculine 
behavior. It’s a stagnant quality. Therefore, Jerry is the perfect example of 
stagnant character. 

In the final scene of the play, Jerry is, for the first time, the most honest 
and real that we’ve ever seen him. It almost comes across as character 
development. However, this openness and ability to communicate only results 
because he’s drunk and gotten Emma alone. Yet, it shows him at his most 
vulnerable. His words give him power as he’s able to admit the truth of his 
feelings. He says to Emma, “Look at the way you’re looking at me. I can’t 
wait for you… Everyone knows. The world knows. It knows. But they’ll never 
know. They’re in a different world. I adore you. I’m madly in love with you” 
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(Pinter 136). Jerry’s open expression of his love for Emma may appear to 
give him power, but it mostly represents another scene of childlike behavior. 
His vulnerability is uncharacteristic of the typical man. Though the burst of 
communication can be seen as a positive attribute, it’s overshadowed by his 
betrayal of his friendship with Robert, the most revered relationship in the 
play. Additionally, he is essentially speaking nonsensically. The fact that he’s 
drunk prohibits us from taking his devoted words seriously. His behavior 
continues to present his masculinity as unchanging. The embarrassment is 
clear when Robert comes into the room and discovers Emma and Jerry alone 
together. Jerry sees that he needs to cover his tracks as he tells Robert, “As you 
are my best and oldest friend… I decided to take this opportunity to tell your 
wife how beautiful she was” (137). Jerry skates through the scenario without 
consequence, but his vulnerability is telling of how vulnerable his masculinity 
is well. He does this through the verbal support and acknowledgement of the 
male friendship, the most powerful foundation of masculinity within the play. 
He is torn apart over Emma, so much so that he decides to risk his greatest gift, 
his friendship with Robert, to pursue her. In breaking the trust of his friendship 
and showing himself at his most vulnerable state, the audience still does not 
receive a sense of closure. The end of the text is the beginning of the affair, the 
beginning of the betrayal, but this does not give us a sense of closure because 
nothing is resolved. As Wells initially argues, the characters remain stagnant 
and unchanged. Ending with the beginning of Jerry and Emma’s affair does 
allow the reader to see the foundation of betrayal. However, this isn’t enough 
to show character growth. The characters are as vague and selfish in their 
masculinity as they are at the beginning of the text, the end of the marriage 
and friendship. 

Pinter’s goal in using the reverse structure and affair plot is to depict the 
stagnancy of masculinity. Jerry and Robert remain unchanged despite the 
constant occurrence of betrayal in their lives. In understanding masculinity 
as a childlike, jealous state of behavior, it’s clear how Pinter writes Jerry 
and Robert to critique it. By looking at the scenes in the play that represent 
stereotypical masculine behaviors, the audience comprehends how masculinity 
remains stagnant throughout the play and how important the male friendship 
is in its continuation. We see little importance in Emma’s character because 
of the emphasis on Jerry and Robert. Pinter ensures that their betrayal affects 
the audience the most because it’s rooted more deeply in the affair. Therefore, 
Betrayal is important in its depiction of masculinity as stagnant and childlike. 
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The fact that he structures the play in reverse and that Jerry and Robert 
remain in the same state of masculinity throughout shows the importance of 
the unconventional plot in allowing Pinter to make this statement. Overall, 
Pinter’s play creates a sense of human stagnancy that results from toxic 
behaviors imbedded in masculinity and the male friendship. 
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Molly MacDuff  

The Emotionally Intelligent Heroine in Jane Austen

Jane Austen is widely known for her development and analysis of 
small, familial circles within late eighteenth and early nineteenth century 
British society. She does this through the creation of feisty, kind-hearted, and 
memorable characters. The seemingly immortal quality of Austen’s work 
comes from her characters; they are relatable, realistic, and emotional. The 
young heroines she depicts in Pride and Prejudice, Northanger Abbey, and 
Persuasion are women learning through experience. They are developing a 
strong emotional intelligence. Oxford English Dictionary defines emotion as, 
“any agitation or disturbance of the mind, feeling, passion; any vehement or 
excited state” (Goleman 289). Through this definition, emotion comes across 
as an overpowering expression. While that is certainly true in many scenes 
throughout Austen’s novels, her purpose is in depicting the importance of 
emotions in rounding out and deepening intelligence. Her influence resides 
in the detailed analysis of how the proper English woman is strong in herself 
and her emotional intelligence and how this creates agency within the 
heroine’s journey. The characters themselves are heavily reliant on driving 
forces that determine their emotional actions and reactions. Her focus is on 
what these young women learn through emotional expression and how they 
find the balance between sense and sensibility (no pun intended). Emotional 
intelligence isn’t developed at the expense of rationality, it’s a way to enhance 
it. 

Two types of intelligence or knowledge lead to the development of 
Austen’s notion of emotional intelligence. In the book Women’s Ways of 
Knowing: The Development of Self, Voice, and Mind, authors Mary Field 
Belensky, Blythe McVicker Clinchy, Nancy Rule Goldberger, and Jill Mattuck 
Tarule discuss the differentiation between separate knowing and connected 
knowing. According to the chapter “Procedural Knowledge: Separate and 
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Connected Knowing,” separate knowing is a way of thinking that, “constructs 
arguments powerful enough to meet the standards of an impersonal authority” 
(Belensky, et al. 101). In other words, separate knowing develops from 
distance between the knower and the known and is based on abstraction. 
On the opposite side, connected knowing is based on building relationships, 
focusing “not on the need to conform… but out of a need to understand the 
opinions of other people, opinions that seemed at first obscure, alien” (101). 
The impact here deepens connection and ability to sympathize; the heroines 
describe relationships in terms of knowing. This component of knowledge 
relates to our understanding of how emotional intelligence creates agency 
because it supports personal growth.

Combining the components of connected knowing with the modern 
definition of emotional intelligence is necessary to comprehend Austen’s 
meaning. Psychologist and researcher Daniel Goleman, in his book Emotional 
Intelligence, examines the importance of emotional intelligence on modern 
society, defining the term based on actions and one’s emotional center of the 
brain. He takes “emotion to refer to a feeling and its distinctive thoughts, 
psychological and biological states, and range of propensities to act” (Goleman 
289). Through this definition, the reader sees traces of the scientific terminology 
Goleman explains in the actions and reactions of Austen’s characters. He 
discusses that emotional intelligence is essentially an accumulation of self-
awareness of emotions, recognizing feelings, strengths, weaknesses, and 
the links between thoughts, feelings, and reactions. Most impactful for 
Austen’s characters, he states, “emotional intelligence is heavily dependent on 
understanding when thoughts or feelings are governing decisions and actions” 
(268). Goleman’s definition embodies the same characteristics as connected 
knowing. Though Goleman is speaking from the modern perspective, his 
definitions resonate with Austen because of her advanced comprehension of 
the role emotions play in creating agency, or action, for the heroines. Austen 
depicts emotions as a positive reaction of self-awareness, allowing the reader 
to better comprehend the growth of the characters.

A woman’s education during Austen’s life (the late Georgian period 
of England) was brought into a new light by the teachings of the Romantic 
movement and focused on the importance of emotional intelligence and 
expression. Art during this time became focused on the individual and his 
or her experience in regards to emotion. In his chapter “Romanticism and 
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Enlightenment” of The Cambridge Companion to British Romanticism, 
Marshall Brown creates an understanding of the Romantic period in contrast 
to the preluding period of Enlightenment and reason. Brown discusses how 
the Romantic Movement was built on rebellion, calling the Romantic, “a 
godless revolutionary in his youth” (Brown 26). He continues his definition 
of the period by writing, “the heroines of Austen… and the great Romantic 
poets all know themselves by remembering what they have experienced” 
(43). Austen and the Romantic poets share the qualities of focusing on the 
individual experience and emotion. William Wordsworth, a founder of the 
movement, enforces this lack of emotional control in his work Preface to 
the Lyrical Ballads (1802), in which he writes, “for all good poetry is the 
spontaneous overthrow of powerful feelings” (Wordsworth 34). He continues 
by explaining how this poetry is created by one who “had also thought long 
and deeply” (34). The impact of Wordsworth’s address is that it demonstrates 
the connection between the overflow of feelings and vivid sensation and the 
influence of rationality. This combination reflects the definition of emotional 
intelligence that Austen seeks to create with her heroines. 

Austen uses the systematic structure of marriage to outline the lives of 
her heroines. The implementation of the Courtship Plot in each of her novels 
leads to the development of emotional intelligence. In his article “Instrument 
of Growth: The Courtship and Marriage Plot in Jane Austen’s Novels,” 
William Magee writes on the Courtship Novel, or the novel of manners, 
throughout the eighteenth and nineteenth century. He states that “when 
centered on a heroine, as in Jane Austen’s novels, it featured a young woman 
entering society in search of a husband to provide her with virtually the only 
career then open to a woman” (Magee 1). Magee’s argument about the use 
of the Courtship Plot reflects that it was the only opportunity available for 
Austen to develop such witty and intellectually capable female leads. This 
is significant, yet Austen’s use of the Courtship Plot has more deeply rooted 
intentions, outlining female agency through the development of emotional 
intelligence. Heidi Giles’s discussion of the Courtship Plot in Austen’s novels 
supports this. She claims that, “Austen’s heroines ‘reconcile’ themselves to 
marriage but attempt to ‘dissolve’ the cultural singularity of that institution; 
they ‘determine’ to marry but simultaneously maintain a certain degree 
of ‘disintegration,’ of unique self or identity, within the marriage” (Giles 
77). Giles’s claim is that the heroines of Austen’s novels proceed through 
the courtship process, learning more about themselves and their emotional 
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intelligence, which results in the ability to make an informed decision about the 
relationships they choose. Giles is arguing that the courtship process enables 
female agency, therefore supporting the notion of emotional intelligence being 
impacted by such features as plot and action within the novel. 

Heroines like Elizabeth Bennett, Catherine Morland, and Anne Elliot 
encounter a variety of challenges throughout their courtship experience that 
result in growth of character and emotional intelligence. This notion is the 
determining factor in the progression of Austen’s novels. Her understanding 
of emotional intelligence is built on three key emotions: passion, sensibility, 
and pride. Each of these qualities depicts the importance of emotional 
expression within the heroine’s journey, as they play the largest role in the 
development of connected knowing. As Anne, Elizabeth, and Catherine 
become more emotionally intelligent and confident in themselves, they gain 
an independence and self-assurance that creates agency, or the ability to act 
on emotions. Austen writes these characters in Northanger Abbey, Pride and 
Prejudice, and Persuasion with strong abilities to express themselves in order 
to establish that emotional intelligence isn’t over-reacting; it’s the deepening 
and development of rationality which results in this agency. 

Passion 

Austen’s writing of passion is most easily understood through the heroine’s 
journey of Elizabeth Bennet in Pride and Prejudice and Catherine Morland in 
Northanger Abbey. During the Romantic period, passion is represented with 
outward expression of emotion, particularly romantic, within Austen’s novels. 
In discussion of Romanticism, a definition of passion is established through 
Romantic figure William Hazlitt. Thomas Cooksey explains Hazlitt’s impact 
through stating, “Poetic imagination is equivalent to the power of perception 
to create the world. Hazlitt’s concept of ‘gusto’ is also relevant. It is the power 
or passion in the creation of an object in art” (Cooksey). The Romantic art 
is influential because of this ‘gusto’ that Hazlitt defines. Both Elizabeth and 
Catherine encounter suitors and face challenges in the courtship setting that 
lead to an intense release of passion. Catherine’s passionate outbursts are 
largely represented through Austen’s dialogue and exposition of her emotional 
reaction to the different settings she encounters. On the other hand, Elizabeth’s 
passion is revealed through open dialogue and emotional outbursts. Though 
each heroine expresses passion in different ways, they both are required to 
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learn from their mistakes and experiences in order to become the complete, 
emotionally intelligent woman Austen advises. 

Catherine Morland’s youth and lack of experience allow her to be 
easily influenced by sensational aspects of life. Arriving in Bath, she begins 
making acquaintances, which not only expands her circle, but brings her more 
knowledge. Her reaction to the sudden disappearance of Henry Tilney from 
Bath proves this. She says “This sort of mysteriousness, which is always so 
becoming in a hero, threw a fresh grace in Catherine’s imagination around his 
person and manners, and increased her anxiety to know more of him” (Austen, 
Northanger Abbey 32). Immediately, the reader understands Catherine’s 
personality and how easily she is influenced by her surroundings. It is this 
sense of wonder and discovery for the larger world in Bath that creates the 
foundation for Catherine’s passion. Later on this same page, Austen gives 
the reader a further sense of the influence of passion in the development of 
Catherine’s emotional intelligence. Austen writes, “perhaps Catherine was 
wrong in not demanding the cause of that gentle emotion – but she was not 
experienced enough in the finesse of love, or the duties of friendship, to know 
when delicate raillery was properly called for, or when a confidence should 
be forced” (32). This is a clear statement of Catherine’s lack of experience. 
Despite her innocence, rationality through a concise thought process is 
demonstrated in this example, showing how her character and actions resemble 
Wordsworth’s message on poetic rationality in his Preface (Wordsworth 34). 
Her inexperience is what keeps her passion secure to her own thoughts at the 
beginning of the novel. As she’s introduced into Bath society and becomes 
more comfortable with her surroundings and her beliefs, the growth of her 
emotional intelligence results. 

Catherine’s passion is written by Austen as insightful curiosity. This trait 
comes into perspective through her deep involvement with gothic novels. 
The sensational attributes of the novels have a powerful influence on her 
innocent imagination, as the messages reflect onto her behavior during her 
experience at Northanger Abbey. Austen allows the reader to comprehend this 
through her tone in depicting Catherine’s excitement. She writes, “Northanger 
Abbey! – These words were thrilling, and wound up Catherine’s feelings to the 
highest point of ecstasy. Her grateful and gratified heart could hardly restrain 
its expressions within the language of tolerable calmness” (Northanger 
Abbey 155). Aside from the obvious passion Austen creates through her tone 
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and expression of Catherine’s excitement, this example is important of our 
understanding of Catherine’s emotional intelligence because it explains how 
her passionate thoughts and feelings are beginning to lead to agency. While it 
can be argued that Catherine is over-emotional and that her innocence and lack 
of experience create a negative portrayal of her character, it is actually this 
learned passion that makes her more complex and rational. 

Catherine’s passionate excitement is heightened during her time at 
Northanger Abbey, as this is the location of the blossoming romance between 
Catherine and Henry. According to Lionel Trilling’s Sincerity and Authenticity, 
the relationship between the two is pedagogical. Trilling explains that Jane 
Austen “was committed to the ideal of ‘intellectual love,’ according to which 
the deepest and truest relationship that can exist between human beings…
consists in the giving and receiving of knowledge about right conduct, in the 
formation of another’s character by another” (Trilling 82). Henry’s role as the 
teacher and provider of guidance to Catherine and her emotional intelligence 
is demonstrated as he says, “I have no patience with such of my sex as disdain 
to let themselves sometimes down to the comprehension of yours. Perhaps 
the abilities of women are neither sound nor acute… Perhaps they may 
want observation, discernment, judgement, fire, genius, and wit” (Austen, 
Northanger Abbey 124). Henry’s words impact the impressionable young 
Catherine as she falls further into their romance, supporting the argument of 
the “intellectual love’ between the two as the primary source of Catherine’s 
growth. Trilling’s argument denies the importance of Catherine’s emotional 
intelligence as it makes her passion and expression appear foolish. This is 
further depicted with several comments that Austen makes throughout the 
novel. She notes, “It was no effort to Catherine to believe that Henry Tilney 
could never be wrong” (126). This tone that Austen develops creates the image 
of Catherine’s innocence and demonstrates how easily he is able to sway her 
judgment. While she snoops around the Abbey, she is confronted by Henry and 
reveals to him the evil she believes General Tilney to be capable of: murdering 
his wife. To this “shocking” revelation that Catherine passionately details to 
Henry, his reaction creates a negative understanding of Catherine’s emotional 
outburst. He scolds her ignorant behavior by exclaiming, “Dear Miss Morland, 
consider the dreadful nature of the suspicions you have entertained. What have 
you been judging from?... Consult your own understanding, your own sense of 
the probable, your own observation of what is passing around you – Does our 
education prepare us for such atrocities?... Dearest Miss Morland, what ideas 
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have you been admitting?” (222). Again, this example appears to side with 
Trilling’s argument of the influence of ‘intellectual love’ over her emotional 
development as an individual. However, it is soon discovered that Catherine’s 
assumptions about the General’s character were not all wrong. 

After Catherine returns home, she is visited by Henry, where an apology 
and retelling of the truth is written. Austen summarizes the account to the 
reader saying, “Some explanation of his father’s account he had to give; but 
his first purpose was to explain himself… She was assured of his affection; 
and that heart in return was solicited… Henry was now sincerely attached to 
her” (Northanger Abbey 276). With this ending, it is revealed that Catherine’s 
assumptions were correct and that Henry is the one who needs to clarify his 
emotions to her. Catherine’s agency to explore Northanger Abbey, followed 
by the passionate encounter with Henry in which she divulges her beliefs, 
is the reasoning for Henry’s understanding and the ultimate source of their 
union. Henry has to go against his father’s agenda, which would not have been 
revealed without Catherine’s passion. Therefore, Trilling’s comprehension 
of the pedagogical relationship as the main source of Catherine and Henry’s 
successful ending falls through the cracks. 

In a letter to her sister Cassandra, Austen wrote “I must confess that I 
think Elizabeth as delightful a creature as ever appeared in print, and how I 
shall be able to tolerate those who do not like her at least I do not know…” 
(Austen 1). One could reason that Austen expresses such a connection to her 
beloved character is because of her intense sense of passion. This passion is 
depicted early in the novel from her deep love and compassion for her sister 
Jane, expressing the concept of connected knowing in which intelligence is 
developed through personal links and sympathy (Belensky, et al. 101). When 
it is discovered that Jane is ill at Bingley’s Netherfield, Elizabeth, without a 
moment of thought, rushes to her. Austen writes, “Elizabeth, feeling really 
anxious, was determined to go to her, though the carriage was not to be had… 
walking was her only alternative. She declared her resolution” (Pride and 
Prejudice 33). Austen makes it clear that this is a seemingly preposterous 
resolution. But the image of Elizabeth entering Netherfield with a mud 
covered dress and flushed cheeks from the walk is iconic because it represents 
the extent and power of her passion: it results in her agency. David Monaghan 
discusses the impact of this scene as he argues, “Elizabeth can mount a 
social performance that is brilliant and daring but always proper. Her arrival 



LIMESTONE REVIEW / 193

at Netherfield… flushed and muddy after a three-mile walk across fields, is 
unorthodox, but is perfectly appropriate to the needs of the situation created by 
her sister’s illness” (Monaghan 60). Monaghan’s argument supports the fact 
that her agency stemming from passion is justified. This example allows the 
reader to comprehend Elizabeth’s character and her passion, which helps build 
an understanding of the actions that unfold in the novel. 

With this early understanding of the power of passion within Elizabeth’s 
character, the refusal of Darcy’s marriage proposal reflects how her passionate 
personality creates agency and strength in her individuality. After he expresses 
how he’s come to love her against his better judgement (really a poor choice of 
words on his part), Elizabeth’s response is rational, organized, and passionate. 
She says, “In such cases as this, it is, I believe, the established mode to express 
a sense of obligation for the sentiments avowed, however unequally they 
may be returned… I have never desired your good opinion, and you have 
certainly bestowed it most unwillingly” (Austen, Pride and Prejudice 189). 
It’s apparent that her reaction to his declaration is because of her passion, again 
demonstrating the influence of emotion in developing agency. The statement, 
however, is also rational and controlled. She is honest and respectful in her 
decline. This is significant in showing Elizabeth’s emotional intelligence as 
a result of her passion as a strength of her character. The conversation does 
not end here. She continues to passionately express herself through declaring:

I might as well enquire… why, with so evident a design of offending me 
and insulting me, you chose to tell me that you liked me against your 
will, against your reason, and even against your character?... But I have 
other provocations. You know I have. Had not my own feelings decided 
against you, had they been indifferent, or had they even been favourable, 
do you think that any consideration would tempt me to accept the man 
who has been the means of ruining, perhaps forever, the happiness of a 
most beloved sister? (189)

Again, elements of Elizabeth’s strong sense of connected knowing are 
present in her continuous compassion for her sister’s well-being. The reader 
comprehends how powerful the depth of her loyalty is through this declaration. 
She loves his sister first, above all else. Her passion results in agency; Austen 
informs the reader how important the balance between passion and the 
rational is. Elizabeth is not afraid to share her feelings. She remains honest 
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and expressive. Because she uses passion to her advantage, and because of 
this honesty, the reader sees the power gained from a strong sense of emotional 
intelligence. 

Passion is an important emotion to analyze and comprehend from Austen’s 
writing of Catherine Morland in Northanger Abbey and Elizabeth Bennet in 
Pride and Prejudice. The two characters have quite different personalities, 
but the way in which they use passion to their advantage demonstrates the 
importance of emotional intelligence within Austen’s novels. Catherine learns 
from passion, but this doesn’t mean the emotion is bad. Austen signifies 
the importance of passionate expression in revealing the truth of emotions. 
Because of her “outburst” and accusations of the General, Henry’s eyes are 
opened to his father’s actual actions. Catherine’s agency as a result of her 
passion enables their union. Elizabeth’s passion also creates agency, revealed 
through her speeches of truth of the extent to her emotions. Her passion is 
rooted in the concept of connected knowing, her love and compassion for the 
relationship with her sister. It is also rooted in knowing herself and that she 
deserves more than the slighted and disrespectful proposal Darcy first gives. 
Through Elizabeth and Catherine, the influence passion has on developing and 
depicting a character with a strong sense of emotional intelligence is clear. 

Sensibility  

To be sensible is to be in control. That is our modern interpretation of 
the word. Sensible people contain their emotions, avoiding over-reactions and 
overt self-expression. However, in the early 18th century, sensibility became a 
generalized term to “indicate the tendency to be easily and strongly affected by 
emotion” (“Sensibility”). By the end of the century, the definition also reflected 
“the capacity for compassion or altruism” (“Sensibility”). As the Romantic 
period is defined by personal feeling and experience, sensibility is clearly 
an influential aspect in supporting the movement and the development of 
emotional intelligence. Sensibility is a positive aspect of emotional intelligence 
because it allowed Austen’s characters to gain agency and knowledge of the 
self. They are able to act on their own accord, a definitive attribute of the 
emotionally intelligent and developed heroine Austen desired. 

In each of her novels, this attribute is painted as a learned characteristic, 
where the young women reflect sensibility through decision-making and real-
world experience. Two of her heroines, Catherine Morland in Northanger 
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Abbey and Anne Elliot in Persuasion, proceed through journeys involving 
sensibility. Catherine, a young and unexperienced girl of seventeen, must 
learn to use her compassion and altruism to better understand society around 
her. Anne is her counter, a much-more developed and experienced woman of 
twenty-eight who is perhaps too sensible and contained to fight for the man she 
loves. It is with her character that Austen demonstrates the need of sensibility 
to understand oneself. The sensibility spectrum that these two reside on shows 
what Austen aims to create in terms of the emotionally intelligent young 
woman, and the role sensibility plays in creating female agency. 

Catherine Morland enters Bath largely uneducated in formal society 
and mannerisms. Searching for moral guidance and someone to advise 
the development of her emotional intelligence, she looks to Mr. Allen, her 
chaperone. Catherine encounters a moral dilemma when John and Isabella 
Thorpe try to convince her to come along on an un-chaperoned excursion. She 
senses the immorality in their scheme, and goes to Mr. Allen for support. He 
says, “No, certainly not; and I am glad you do not think of it. These schemes 
are not at all the thing. Young men and women driving about the country 
in open carriages! …but going to inns and public places together! It is not 
right” (Austen, Northanger Abbey 114). Here, he passes judgement on the 
manner in which the Thorpes’ have acted in social situations. The importance 
of this scene resides in the fact that Catherine is expressing agency in asking 
Mr. Allen to inform her of what constitutes as appropriate behavior. This 
is elaborated through Catherine’s expression of relief after the discussion 
is over. Austen writes, “Catherine submitted…felt greatly relieved by Mr. 
Allen’s reprobation of her conduct, and truly rejoiced to be preserved by 
his advice from the danger of falling into such an error herself” (115). This 
scenario demonstrates the positive impact of agency in regards to emotional 
intelligence, particularly sensibility. The situation at hand causes Catherine 
to question the relationships she’s partaking in. Her initial reaction to the 
suggested outing tells the reader that though she’s innocent, her emotional 
intelligence is well-developed enough to comprehend that going through with 
the plans would cause more harm than denying Thorpe’s invitation. Howard 
Babb, in his analysis of Catherine’s naïve tendencies, argues against the 
power of her sensibility stating, “she naively misinterprets many of the social 
actualities of Bath because, imposed by Isabella Thorpe, she tends to view 
them according to notions of friendship that derive ultimately from novels 
of sentiment” (Babb 86). While it’s true that Catherine is in many occasions 
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misguided by her friendship with Isabella, her moral compass is not set astray 
because of her. Catherine goes to Mr. Allen because her sensibility tells her 
something about the carriage excursion is inherently wrong. Babb’s argument 
doesn’t encompass the whole of Catherine’s Bath experience because of her 
clear refusal of Isabella and John Thorpe’s scheme. This example provokes the 
compassion and altruism that defines sensibility during this time period. She 
has an understanding for what is moral. Catherine’s decision to act and ask to 
verify her initial judgment shows the role sensibility plays in her emotional 
intelligence development.

Catherine’s sensible behavior continues throughout the novel, enabling 
agency in the most evident occasion during her time at Northanger Abbey, 
where she is able to develop a negative interpretation of General Tilney 
through interactions with him. Her agency is seen through her sneaking 
around the Abbey in search of further clues to confirm her assumptions about 
the General’s character. These assumptions appear to be impacted by her 
education from the gothic novels, which they undoubtedly are to an extent, 
but the basis for her agency is related to the concept of connected knowing 
and the impact of relationships (Belensky, et al. 101). At this point in the 
novel, Catherine and Eleanor Tilney, Henry’s sister, have developed a great 
attachment to one another. The morning Catherine decides to give further into 
her insightful curiosity, Austen takes great detail in describing Eleanor’s state 
and behavior:

Eleanor’s countenance was dejected, yet sedate; and its composure spoke 
her enured to all the gloomy objects to which they were advancing… The 
name ‘Eleanor’ at the same moment in his loudest tone, resounded through 
the building, giving his daughter the first intimation of his presence, and 
to Catherine terror upon terror.” (Northanger Abbey 215). 

It’s obvious through Austen’s description of the scene that the General gives 
off a sense of fear; this is the first reason for Catherine’s negative assumptions 
about his character and behavior. What is more important in our understanding 
of Catherine’s emotional intelligence is how Eleanor is depicted. She is in a 
negative state, anxious and unwell. Catherine sees this, recognizing that the 
source of her turmoil is the General, her father. It is because of Catherine’s 
emotional comprehension that she chooses to act and explore the Abbey on her 
own. This is clear as Austen writes, “in the course of this morning’s reflections, 
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she came to a resolution of making her next attempt on the forbidden door 
alone” (216). Therefore, the impact of Catherine’s sensibility is that it results 
in her ability to act. Her understanding of her relationship with Eleanor, how 
she values their emotional connection and how her intelligence is strengthened 
because of that, is revealed through her experience at Northanger Abbey. She 
gains knowledge about herself and agency as a result of her emotions and 
attachment to Eleanor. 

Where Catherine is innocent and curious, Anne is strong and emotionally 
capable. Her self-reservation is demonstrated through the astute and intelligent 
comments she makes throughout the novel. It’s obvious that her age has 
shaped her capability of emotional intelligence. Anne herself gives the reader 
a comprehensive understanding of the emotionally intelligent woman as 
she notes, “they are all well-read; for they see it occasionally under every 
circumstance that can be most interesting or affecting. What instances must 
pass before them of ardent, disinterested, self-denying attachment, of heroism, 
fortitude, patience, resignation: of all the conflicts and all the sacrifices that 
ennoble us most” (Austen, Persuasion 141). It is through this conversation with 
her friend Mrs. Smith that Anne makes such a statement about the educated, 
upper class woman. This presents an understanding for the foundation of Anne’s 
sensibility. It is argued that Austen’s characters are confined to their place and 
position, and this is what makes their emotional intelligence so successful. 
This can particularly be seen with Anne, as it’s revealed that marriage is not 
necessary to maintain her high position in society because of her family name. 
Rebecca Posusta reflects this argument writing, “On the one hand, Jane Austen 
has created women of great moral and emotional strength, while on the other 
there is a sense that such qualities are best only in small controlled settings; in 
the larger world, Austen reminds us, they have very little value” (Posusta 77). 
While Posusta makes a point that their emotional strength is successful only in 
small settings, Anne Elliot’s journey contradicts this. She expands her company 
to include Mrs. Smith, who is drastically poorer and suffers more consequence 
than herself. Austen makes this clear through the exclamation of Anne’s father 
in regards to her different friendship: “Westgate buildings! … And who is 
Miss Anne Elliot to be visiting the Westgate buildings?” (Persuasion 142). 
Through this example, the fact that Austen’s characters’ moral and emotional 
intelligence is confined to small circles is refuted. Anne goes beyond what is 
proper for her in her “position,” once more demonstrating the power of her 
sensibility, her compassion for positive relationships. 
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In addition, Anne’s emotional intelligence ranges outside of her home and 
community when her social circle takes a trip to Lyme. When a distressing 
situation occurs there, and Louisa Musgrove is rendered unconscious, Anne 
expresses compassion and altruism among the chaos. With everyone in a 
state of emergency and panic, Anne remains calm and true to ensuring the 
safety and well-being of others, a most notable example of strong emotional 
intelligence. Because of her sensibility, when assigning roles for each member 
of the party, Captain Wentworth says, “if one stays to assist Mrs. Harville, I 
think it need be only one… Anne will stay, no one so proper, so capable as 
Anne” (Austen, Persuasion 104). Through the words of Captain Wentworth, 
it’s apparent that Anne’s ability to maintain control of the distressing situation 
and provide comfort renders her the most reliable of the characters in Austen’s 
Persuasion. Her sensibility enables agency; she’s able to act in the stressful 
scenario, using her compassion and altruism to the advantage of others. 
With this, her agency through sensibility also, without intention, benefits her 
relationship with Captain Wentworth. He makes the statement of her heroism 
and capability, complementing her. Though this is not Anne’s real intention 
in her behavior, her agency creates a foundation for the re-opening of past 
feelings between the two. Therefore, Anne’s sensibility not only saves the day, 
but establishes the power of emotional intelligence in enabling female agency. 

When reflecting on the Lyme experience, she continues to express 
compassion by putting others first. This is demonstrated through her statement 
“‘The last hours were certainly very painful,’ replied Anne; ‘but when pain 
is over, the resemblance of it often becomes a pleasure. One does not love a 
place the less for having suffered in it’” (Austen, Persuasion 165). Through 
this statement and the experience, Anne’s compassion and ability to put others 
first result in our understanding of sensibility. There is no denying Anne as a 
positive, well-liked character because of these qualities. She uses sensibility 
to gain power and control over the emergency state. Her reflection on the 
occasion confirms this, as she cannot put a negative spin on what occurred, 
remaining compassionate. Knowledge about herself was gained as a result of 
her agency, and she is able to look back fondly on Lyme.

Anne and Catherine are comparable in allowing the reader to see two 
characters at different stages in their emotional intelligence, but who both take 
advantage of sensibility as a way to depict female agency. Catherine’s naïve 
qualities play an important role in Austen’s interpretation of her sensibility; 
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her compassion comes from her relationships. She gains knowledge about 
herself and agency from this emotion. Though Anne is much older and wiser, 
she too uses sensibility, as seen through compassion and support of others to 
enable herself to act. Because of the comparison between Anne and Catherine, 
Austen clearly sees the emotionally intelligent woman possessing a sensible 
understanding of her emotions.

Pride

Last, but certainly not least, is Austen’s analysis of pride. In Pride and 
Prejudice, Mary Bennet, who serves as moral compass with her point of view 
since she does not partake in the courtship experience, expresses the relevance 
of pride as she states, “pride…is a very common failing I believe… I am 
convinced that human nature is particularly prone to it, and there are very few 
of us who do not cherish a feeling of self-complacency on the score of some 
quality or another” (Austen, Pride and Prejudice 21). This important aspect 
of emotional intelligence is seen with the characters Elizabeth Bennet in Pride 
and Prejudice and Anne Elliot in Persuasion. Pride impacts the analysis of 
emotional intelligence because of its ability to mask the truth. Both Anne and 
Elizabeth are scolded and judged by Austen for their sense of pride. Though 
this comes across to the reader as self-assurance, Austen depicts these women 
in such a way to show the price of relying too heavily on such overconfidence. 
She instead uses the prideful personalities of these heroines to demonstrate 
the final aspect of complete emotional intelligence, the acceptance of mistakes 
and misjudgments. Austen defines pride as the concealment of emotion; 
it’s evident through Anne Elliot and Elizabeth Bennet that this needs to be 
overcome in order for female agency to be gained, deepening the emotional 
intelligence of these characters. 

In Persuasion, Anne’s prideful behavior is depicted through her romance 
with Captain Wentworth. Austen explains that eight years before, Anne rejects 
her true love because she’s persuaded that she could find a better match. As 
noted by John Wiltshire, “the first volume of Persuasion, one can say with 
only a small exaggeration, is a portrait of suffering. Anne Elliot is a woman 
oppressed” (Wiltshire 155). Wiltshire’s depiction of Anne is important as it 
represents the negative aspects of pride. Austen also makes it clear that she, 
in fact, did not find a better match as she writes, “She was persuaded under 
every disadvantage of disapprobation at home, and every anxiety attending his 
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profession, all their probably, fears, delays, and disappointments, she should 
yet have been a happier woman in maintaining the engagement, than she 
had been in the sacrifice of it” (Persuasion 31). Despite her strong character, 
compassion, and sensibility, she is still in love, and as Wiltshire describes, 
it’s become detrimental to her character development. Her pride keeps her 
from revealing any hint of her unrequited love. Her prideful actions result in 
the timely success of the one she loves, Wentworth. Austen reveals, “all that 
he had told her would follow, had taken place” (31). Through this example, 
Austen makes apparent the negative impact of maintaining a prideful behavior. 
Anne’s pride in her decision to end the engagement leads to his inevitable 
success. Therefore, the connection between emotion and agency remains. 
However, Austen establishes that pride is the inability to express the truth, 
or conceal emotions. It’s a barrier in the full development of the heroine’s 
emotional intelligence. Anne’s pride is the demise of her happiness. With this 
point, Austen’s purpose is to show that a lack of emotional expression, as seen 
through pride, prevents Anne from acknowledging the power of her feelings 
for Wentworth. 

By the end of the novel, Anne is worn down; she can no longer contain her 
despair in living without Wentworth. To Captain Harville, while in the presence 
of her unrequited love, she says, “God forbid that I should undervalue the warm 
and faithful feelings of any of my fellow-creatures… All the privilege I claim 
for my own sex… is that of loving longest, when existence or when hope is 
gone” (Austen, Persuasion 209). What Anne means in this heartfelt, intelligent 
expression is that the female sex has a powerful capability to love the longest. 
Her monologue reveals two important messages for the reader. First, Austen 
is examining the importance of emotional intelligence among women through 
valuing feelings, emotions, and their ability to love long and strong despite 
barriers. Second, and more impactful to the storyline, Anne subtly reveals that 
she is still in love with Wentworth, always has been, and always will be. Her 
ability to overcome her pride enables her to express this sentiment. Because 
she does, Wentworth writes her the letter in which he reveals his lasting love 
for her as well. If Anne had never overcome her prideful concealment, the 
happiness of the match would never have unfolded. 

It is through Elizabeth Bennet’s encounters and experiences with the 
heavenly Mr. Darcy that the reader acknowledges the consequences of her 
masking the truth. To fit the title of the novel, Elizabeth establishes a prejudice 
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over Darcy during their first encounter as she overhears a conversation between 
himself and Mr. Bingley. Mr. Bingley suggests he dance with Elizabeth to 
which he replies, “She is tolerable; but not handsome enough to tempt me, 
and I am in no humour at present to give consequence to young ladies who are 
slighted by other men” (Austen, Pride and Prejudice 13).  To the reader, her 
prejudice and resulting pride toward Darcy is rightly developed based on this 
insult. But the way she is blinded costs her. Bernard Paris discusses how pride 
is an obstacle for Elizabeth to overcome in his chapter “Form, Theme, and 
Mimesis.” He writes in the case of Elizabeth, “there are, to be sure, external 
blocking forces; but the chief obstacles to happiness lie in themselves; and 
they must undergo an internal change if they are to gain their reward” (Paris 
15). Paris’s examination helps us understand how pride needs to be overcome 
in order to gain emotional intelligence. Her weakness resides in pride because 
of how it affects her internally. This is seen through her interpretation of 
character. 

When Elizabeth meets Mr. Wickham, his strong personality and ability 
to share in her prejudices make her smitten with the militiaman. Her pride 
and her prejudice over Darcy prevents her from seeing any flawed judgement 
in Wickham as he reveals the history of himself and Darcy willingly to her. 
Because of Elizabeth’s overconfidence in her judgement of Darcy, she believes 
Wickham whole-heartedly. Unaware of any danger in her expressions, 
Elizabeth says to Wickham, “Upon my word I say no more here than I might 
say in any other house in the neighborhood, except Netherfield. He is not at 
all liked in Hertfordshire. Everybody is disgusted with his pride” (Austen, 
Pride and Prejudice 79). Elizabeth’s own self-confidence in her opinion of 
Darcy causes her to speak before thinking of the consequences of her words. 
She enables Wickham to reveal his version of history. Her agency as a result 
of her pride allows her to become entangled in Wickham’s web of lies. This 
is continued as Austen writes, “Elizabeth honoured him for such feelings, 
and thought him handsomer than ever as he expressed them” (81). Where 
Anne’s pride was contained in the concealment of emotions, Elizabeth’s is 
demonstrated through boasting and overzealous behavior. She is not afraid 
to express how sure of herself she is. Because Wickham resembles these 
qualities, it’s easy for her to fall into his trap. The fact that Austen writes from 
the outside, third person perspective is relevant in understanding the impact 
of Elizabeth’s pride. In this section of the novel, the reader doesn’t yet realize 
that Wickham is the evil of the two. Because we read the text from Elizabeth’s 



202 / LIMESTONE REVIEW

perspective and understanding, we think the same way she does. Austen does 
this intentionally to depict the large strides in character growth that Elizabeth 
makes. Her confidence in her prejudices at this point in the novel result in the 
reader supporting her prideful actions. 

The most obvious example of this growth resides in the beginning of 
Volume III, where Elizabeth and the Gardiners visit Pemberely. Entering 
Darcy’s home and listening to the account of his character that his housekeeper 
gives to the visitors, Elizabeth’s pride turns into shame and embarrassment for 
how greatly she misjudged him. This is revealed as Austen explains, “This was 
praise of all others most extraordinary, most opposite of her ideas. That he was 
not a good-tempered man had been her firmest opinion” (Pride and Prejudice 
242). Her pride is what causes her to misjudge Darcy and not take the time to 
comprehend the entirety of the history between himself and Wickham. Austen 
does this specifically to teach the negative impact pride has on her characters. 
She purposely makes the reader dislike Darcy through unreliable accounts from 
the third person narration. In Howard Babb’s discussion of Pride and Prejudice, 
he writes, “there is no one on whom we can depend for a true account. Rather, 
we are for the most part confined to Elizabeth’s deeply biased perceptions, 
and Jane Austen tempts us to accept her heroine’s view of Darcy at every 
turn, though… leaving the door open to a more favorable interpretation of his 
behavior” (Babb 115). Through Babb’s analysis of Austen’s narration of the 
novel, we can understand how Elizabeth’s pride is set purposely as a barrier 
not only for her journey, but for the audience’s as well. The consequence of 
this is the shame and embarrassment that she feels walking around Pemberely 
and learning the truth of his character. We feel this as well, knowing we 
misjudged Darcy. These emotions, however, are important because they show 
character development and growth. Elizabeth learns that her overconfidence 
in her prejudices is a barrier to her achieving happiness. Because she learns 
this, she cuts connection with Wickham. She comprehends the importance of 
rational reflection in connection with emotions, just as Wordsworth explains. 

With Elizabeth Bennet and Anne Elliot, pride is a barrier to overcome 
in order for each of these characters to develop their emotional intelligence. 
Anne’s pride is expressed with her concealment of emotion. On the other hand, 
Elizabeth’s is read as overconfidence in herself and her prejudices. The two 
must learn to overcome their pride in order to be successful in their journeys. 
Once Anne admits to the depth of her love for Wentworth, he writes her the 
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infamous letter in which he reveals his unchanged love as well. Once Elizabeth 
understands how her pride affects her judgments and those around her, she 
reevaluates herself and her relationships. Through these two characters, it’s 
clear how overcoming pride is essential to creating agency and developing a 
stronger emotional intelligence. 

Conclusion

Austen writes genuine, emotionally intelligent female characters to 
show female agency as a result of emotional expression. Each heroine uses 
this intellectual ability to navigate her journey, to overcome challenges and 
maintain relationships. The experiences that Anne in Persuasion, Catherine 
in Northanger Abbey, and Elizabeth in Pride and Prejudice encounter shape 
their emotional intelligence, demonstrating the universality of emotion. Their 
journey of growth and character development is symbolic because it allows 
Austen to develop a complete archetype for the ideal, emotionally intelligent 
woman of the Romantic period. The Courtship Plot is a perfect platform to do 
so. Stuart Curran discusses that Austen’s work “demands that we accept at face 
value what is, both in the novel and life, knowingly, wittily, undercut” (Curran 
177). Austen writes on many universally acknowledged truths in her novels, 
but the key component in becoming an emotionally intelligent character 
resides in the truth itself. 

Passion, sensibility, and pride are the primary emotions of importance 
in the analysis of emotional intelligence because they respectively influence 
agency. Catherine and Elizabeth learn the impact of their passionate behavior. 
For Elizabeth, passion is her greatest strength as it proves the power in her 
loyalty. With Catherine, passion shows the power in her insightful curiosity 
as she navigates the truth in unknown places. Sensibility places emphasis 
on the importance of knowledge of the self and how this results in female 
agency. Anne and Catherine use their compassion and altruism, the basis of 
Romantic sensibility, to develop strong relationships. It benefits others as well 
as themselves. Finally, Austen writes on pride in order to demonstrate that 
overconfidence and masking the truth through concealment of emotion is a 
barrier in developing a strong emotional intelligence. Therefore, each of these 
aspects of emotion are crucial in our understanding of Austen’s emotional 
intelligence. 

In Persuasion, the Admiral’s wife, Mrs. Croft, sums up Austen’s view of 
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the emotionally intelligent woman as she exclaims, “I hate to hear you talk 
about all women as if they were fine ladies instead of rational creatures. None 
of us want to be in calm waters all our lives” (Austen, Persuasion 64). This 
is precisely what Austen wants her audience to understand. Heroines are not 
perfect. There are prices for their actions and overreactions. But this is part 
of the journey. They develop a strong sense of emotional intelligence through 
their actions, through expressing and following their emotions, through 
stepping out of the calm waters. 
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Ryan A. Shealer  

Analyzing Bernie Sanders’ Rhetorical Promotion of 
Democratic Socialism

 

Most Americans now know the name of Vermont senator and 2020 
presidential candidate, Bernie Sanders. Many recall his attempted 2016 
presidential campaign, in which his demise resulted in part from controversy 
over his stance as a Democratic Socialist. Running again in the upcoming 
election, however, Sanders remains in popular association with the Democratic 
Socialists of America (DSA) and continues to promote highly progressive, 
socialist policies. Evaluating his March 7, 2019 campaign debut speech in 
Council Bluffs, Iowa, this essay analyzes Sanders’ reframing of the democratic 
socialist political agenda through the use of enthymeme and representative 
anecdote. The latter mechanisms serve to create identification between the 
American public and Sanders’s own agenda, framing capitalist, corporate 
America as at fault for societal and economic inequity and promoting a more 
regulated political economy as the solution to most, if not all, civic injustice.

Sanders’s expositional speech at Council Bluffs announces his agenda 
under public predispositions of lingering controversy regarding his party 
affiliations. Among his listed promises are guaranteed single-payer Medicare 
for all programs along with substantially lowered pharmaceutical prices, 
expansion of Social Security benefits, universal childcare, free public college, 
publicly funded elections, increased federal minimum wage, levelled corporate 
wealth inequality, rebuilt infrastructure, obsoleted fossil fuel industry and 
prioritized renewable energy, the Green New Deal and environmentalism, 
criminal justice reform and decriminalization, more open immigration 
policies, increased taxes for the upper class, repurposed military funds, market 
regulation, democratization of the workplace,  a “federal jobs guarantee,” 
more secured gun control, eradication of institutional racism/sexism, and 
the demise of President Trump and the “incredibly powerful institutions that 
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control the economic and political life of this country” (Choi). Recounting 
evidence along the way, he lays out his major themes and motivations of 
trumping Trump, providing almost every basic societal need virtually free of 
charge, dismantling the Capitalist machine and its kingpins, and correcting 
just about every defective progressive construct in modern American society. 

In the 2016 election, Sanders’ campaign was disappointed by the media, 
by which his activism, commonly framed as radicalism, enabled opponents 
to tie his behavioral traits to an unstable economic future. Critics believe his 
disposition was “insufficiently attuned to concerns about unity, quick to lash 
out and exceptionally thin-skinned,” which remains a factor in his current 
campaign assuming the Democratic nominee must respond to criticism with 
defensive resilience, especially against the gestating attacks of incumbent 
Trump (Rubin). Preexisting skepticism of his policies and character are at 
odds with the values of the conservative right and moderate Democrats alike, 
and, notably, the geographical setting of this speech consubstantiates three 
sociopolitical facets: suburban Council Bluffs, neighboring Omaha metro and 
surrounding rural/agricultural communities. Sanders must appeal primarily to 
the concerns of area residents, liberals and conservatives, city populace and 
farmers, and ultimately the entire spectrum of the American body politic via 
media coverage. This means his rhetoric must be curtailed to cast democratic 
socialism in the most favorable light, as much of his opposition stems from 
presumptions of radicalism and archetypal Red Scare. 

A common dispute is that Sanders repeatedly defines his stance in the 
abstract, for example: “Economic rights are human rights, that is what I mean 
by Democratic Socialism” (CNN Wire). However, his policies explain it well 
enough to the rich and capitalist: more taxes, less money/market dominance. 
In comparison to Socialism practiced in Sweden, Denmark and Norway, any 
taxpayer attentive to media mongering would also panic at the word Socialism, 
seeing as the net tax rate for most Scandinavians is argued to be up to 70-
80 percent of personal income in order to fund governmental services, and 
accounting for the VAT tax, which is analogous to U.S. sales tax but sometimes 
doubles in amount as it ascends chain of production (Larabell). In a cooperative 
sense among Sanders-skepticism, the term (democratic) socialism occupies a 
frame suggesting ominous histories of Soviet-era communism, and it doesn’t 
help his case that record shows Sanders living at a Marxist-Zionist kibbutz in 
Israel when he was about 22, a communal farm compound supposedly founded 
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by former Stalinists (National Review). More current examples like economic 
collapse under socialist government in Venezuela further discourage a socialist 
American society (Pope, et al.). Despite his professed Jewish heritage and his 
model’s dissimilarity from foreign models of Socialism, Sanders must present 
his plan in confrontation of an array of presumption. He must implement the 
reframing of his democratic socialist view to maximize electability in the 
current 2020 presidential race, and to do so he uses enthymeme defensively in 
order to avoid any offensive scrutiny on the criticisms of his agenda. 

Linguist George Lakoff defines reframing as a reassurance of the truth, 
a rebuttal of the presiding frame, stated “forcefully, straightforwardly, 
articulately, with moral conviction and without hesitation,” warranting a 
“rewiring of the brain,” and deeming that successful reframing “must fit into 
a system of frames (to be sensible) and must fit one’s moral worldview (to 
be right)” (Simple Framing). As the initial frame entwines itself in a public’s 
hegemony, reframing should essentially generate new, counter-frames against 
the discrediting ones already established. Because Sanders need not summon 
the negative frames of democratic socialism, the opportunity for implicit 
encouragement of Socialism through enthymeme appeals, in order to reframe, 
prevails. Enthymeme, which Aristotle considered “the substance of rhetorical 
persuasion,” connotes a myriad of meanings, which Lloyd Bitzer reduces to 
“a syllogism based on probabilities, signs, and examples,” in which successful 
persuasion is co-constructed by speaker and audience (Bitzer). Thus, 
enthymeme basically suggests an inferential connection between speaker and 
audience; a play on unspoken agreements. Enthymeme adopts a variety of 
conditions, but they do not restrict the types possible. Professors Kevin Brock 
of the University of South Carolina and Dawn Shepherd of Boise State declare 
that in order to complete an enthymeme, a rhetor must activate in their audience 
a kind of “self-persuasion” (Brock). In his Council Bluffs speech, Sanders 
activates this self-persuasive element of enthymeme with his arguments in 
order reframe the dominant notion of democratic socialism, and he routinely 
offers anecdotal clarification for anyone unbeknownst to the “inside joke”. 

Sanders begins the speech promising that there will no longer be 
any margin for “greed, kleptocracy, hatred and lies, […] racism, sexism, 
xenophobia, homophobia, and (religious) bigotry” in the practice of 
governmental operations under his administration (Choi). He redacts the 
perpetrator(s) of these convictions, but every person listening envisions 
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whoever they associate with those words, so he broadens his appeal because 
whether an agent is anti-Trump or just anti-corruption-which any moral 
person would be-they will agree with his statement. Similarly, Bernie alludes 
to controversial behaviors of previous and current administrations, vowing to 
“end a corrupt system which allows billionaires to buy elections,” and hinting 
later on at demonization of immigrants, “snatching babies,” lack of justice 
done about the “greed, recklessness and illegal behavior” leading to the 2008 
financial crisis, as well as frequently implied charges of corporate kingpins, 
though their names are not explicitly stated (Choi). The audience knows who 
Bernie speaks of when he references the three wealthiest people in America. 
They have preconceived ideas of who buys elections and who’s responsible 
for immigration policy, as well as a fresh memory of the 2008 recession. 
Whether their notions are accurate or not, Sanders conceives a frame upon 
this enthymeme, creating a shared awareness of the “bad guys” between his 
audience and himself, regardless of who the audience believes to be the bad 
guys. 

Another bold aspect of Sanders’s reframing effort is his strategic 
terminology, his utilization of what Lakoff noted previously as a convenience 
to framing: simple, one to two-word phrases potent with connotation that 
can easily be “instantiated in the synapses of our brains” (Framing 101). For 
example, a frequently derived promise of Bernie’s is to transform America. 
The use of the word “transform” frames change as a positive shift away from 
bad practice, and even strikes a key on the piano of Obama-era rhetoric, in 
which fundamentally transforming America became a foregrounding campaign 
phrase, and his Democratic voter-base converts largely over to Bernie’s, so 
the word in itself seems to evoke enthymeme via its historical use. Another 
terminological frame is employed by insisting health care as a right, which 
evokes in the audience frames of revolutionary America and the Bill of Rights 
with progressivism integrated between.  

While transform and right are single words, “establishment politician” 
and “living wage” duplicate framing potential by creating the unequivocal, 
two-word phrases that conservative rhetors often use deceptively to frame their 
policies more liberally than they are (i.e. “tax relief,” “tort reform,” “Clear 
Skies Act”). However, Bernie does not use these simple, fixed frames in an 
Orwellian sense, he uses them to expand his rhetorical audience. By framing 
those who want to silence him as “establishment politicians,” and by doubling 
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minimum wage under the “living wage” vs, “starvation wage” soundbite, he 
creates the simple, inarguable frames of upsetting the corrupt establishment 
and relieving economic oppression, respectively (Choi). Other miscellaneous 
frames of Sanders’s speech include recurrent themes of defeating opponents, 
which implicates the election as a battle for good or evil, and a dichotomy 
between division and unity in which he frames the former under capitalism and 
the latter under democratic socialism. Finally, his “federal jobs guarantee” acts 
as a flashback frame of F.D. Roosevelt’s New Deal: hope for the struggling, 
security for the unstable. Thus, he plants his agenda as an incumbent battle for 
the greater good, which most agree on, and effectually reframes his campaign 
as historically monumental and crucial to societal wellbeing.

Supporting every claim and enthymeme in his speech with evidence, 
Sanders reinforces the rhetoric of his movement by using anecdote to add 
practicality and credibility to the frames he builds. He presents hard statistical 
data as personal narrative, turning the assertion that the top 1 percent receive 
nearly half of all U.S. income into a story of millions working multiple jobs 
and living “paycheck to paycheck, frightened to death about what happens 
[…] financially if their car breaks down or their child gets sick” (Choi). He 
employs similar tactics when encouraging his health care/social security plan, 
arguing that no one should “go bankrupt after staying in the hospital,” or pay 
impoverishing amounts for medicine to the point that potentially 20 percent 
of Americans cannot afford prescriptions and seniors are “cutting their pills in 
half” (Choi). He presents austere data in a way that tells a story of a struggling 
America, an America held down by the rich, and an America that he is very 
much familiar with. Even his report of medical industry CEO revenues spits 
enormous numerical figures in a way that drafts the “bad guys” into the story 
of the frame. More stories of corporate neglect accumulate, like “corporate 
polluters […] poisoning the drinking water that communities in Iowa […] 
rely on,” and more villains are written into the composite anecdote, as in the 
instance that “large corporations stash billions in tax havens throughout the 
world,” and Sanders integrates these anecdotes into the overall frame system 
he constructs.

Fitting evidential support into this mode of anecdotal framing, Sanders 
builds his own credibility on the issues he advocates. Specifically, in his 
regards of market regulation, he demonstrates his awareness of the economic 
problems in rural America through accounts of seeing “family farmers go out of 
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business as the prices they receive for their products decline rapidly and large 
agri-business corporations and factory farming take over,” which elucidates 
the conflict as if Bernie has witnessed it first-hand (Choi). Furthermore, he 
justifies his policies in the point that four main meat-packing corporations 
control 80, 63 and 53 percent of the beef, pork, and chicken markets, which 
sounds less-than-severe, but he clarifies the grievance by explaining that often 
in communities there is “only one buyer, which means food producers […] 
must use that corporation’s feed and livestock, […] accept that corporation’s 
costs, and […] that corporation’s lower and lower payment rates,” and 
a lot of times “the farmer doesn’t even own the livestock or supplies-they 
are effectively contract employees who are forced to lease everything, and 
then get paid an inadequate wage for their hard work” (Choi). Conclusively, 
Bernie Sanders fills the cracks between reframing democratic socialism with 
real-world attributes of the broken system it serves to fix. These recounted 
justifications fortify the overall frame Sanders contrives around his democratic 
socialism appeal. 

Overall, Bernie Sanders’s 2019 campaign speech in Council Bluffs 
operates on structure of bold, enthymematic arguments strengthened by the 
amalgamation of supporting anecdotes to construct a narrative of capitalist 
destruction and democratic socialist solution. Scholastic evaluation of 
reframing and enthymeme suggests that counter-frames must be conjured 
from underneath a dominant frame, and complete enthymemes must include 
inferences from the audience, but the form can change freely. Sanders 
effectively creates a system of authentic counter-frames, which exclude no 
person’s political opinions, and construes an overall reframing of democratic 
socialism threaded together by anecdotal representations of the conflicts at 
hand. His rhetoric appeals effectively to his immediate audience and seems to 
potentiate his campaign the upcoming 2020 election.
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Eric J. Wheaton  

Hope, Struggle, and Citizenship:

The Perfunctory Message of Obama’s Farewell Address

Barack Obama was the 44th President of The United States of America. 
The themes of his campaign resonated with the idea of hope as a prime mover 
of change. When President Obama left office, he gave a 50-minute farewell 
address, whereas his two predecessors gave speeches around 5 minutes. A 
speech of such unusual length is likely not exclusively epideictic (ceremonial). 
Obama’s effect on the audience brought sustained applause and elicitation of 
tears throughout the address. The President’s speech delivered a message of 
unity, found through the history of our nation, and carried forward in all walks 
of American life (“President Obama’s Farewell Address”). The power of this 
speech’s effect on the audience requires charisma and rhetorical situation that 
requires further scholarship.

What about President Obama’s speech was so compelling? Was it 
Obama’s prominent charisma, the audience’s knowledge of a drastic change 
coming to the presidency, or it’s logos (underlying argument)? Obama’s 
charisma is thoroughly known and documented. The Kairotic effect (timing) 
of President-Elect Trump taking the reigns of state on the audience is self-
evident. The goal of this paper is to derive the message President Obama was 
imparting to his audience, and what made it so powerful. Through the use of 
ideological argument, a coherent narrative, and a value system consonant with 
the narrative and ideology, President Obama created an ultimate definition of 
American national identity. 

Recent rhetorical analysis of President Reagan’s farewell address found 
a near-perfect use of ultimate definition, which this paper will use as the 
framework for its analysis of President Obama’s. Communications scholars 
Robert Rowland and John Jones define ultimate definition as “an ideological 
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argument sketching the problems facing society and providing a vision of 
the role of government in confronting those problems, a coherent narrative 
enacting the ideological perspective, and a value system consonant with 
the narrative and ideology” (638). The ultimate definition is an evolution of 
rhetoric scholar Richard Weaver’s” ultimate terms,” that “which the populace, 
in [their] actual usage and response, appears to attribute the greatest sanction” 
(Scott). The content and delivery of Obama’s farewell address had a profound 
effect on the audience and, sometimes, Obama himself. The content of the 
address displays the three qualifying characteristics of ultimate definition, 
and the rhetor’s delivery and effect on the audience support Weaver’s notions 
(Scott).

Obama’s ideological argument is that we have grown too distant in 
America. The path forward is to find common ground and become better 
citizens of our democracy. Obama speaks of the founding fathers, that 
“democracy does not require uniformity. Our founders argued. They 
quarreled. Eventually they compromised. They expected us to do the same. 
But they knew that democracy does require a basic sense of solidarity — 
the idea that for all our outward differences, we’re all in this together; that 
we rise or fall as one” (“President Obama’s Farewell Address”). Obama is 
creating identification between the audience, himself, and the founding 
fathers of America. He is communicating that differences do not constitute 
the problem at hand, but the unwillingness to form common ground. Obama 
recalls President Washington’s farewell address as containing the answer to 
America’s quandary. Obama states Washington knew “self-government is the 
underpinning of our safety, prosperity and liberty,” yet forces will always be 
at play to weaken out conviction to this truth. Obama offers to preserve this 
truth with a “jealous anxiety; that we should reject the first dawning of every 
attempt to alienate any portion of our country from the rest or to enfeeble the 
sacred ties that make us one” (“President Obama’s Farewell Address”). At 
the end of both of these fragments of speech, the audience makes exceptional 
applause. The parallels of the founding fathers’ wisdom and President 
Obama’s contemporary elaboration enabled identification (connection) with 
the audience. The exigence (situation requiring a response) of President-Elect 
Trump further amplified the identification, especially concerning the “jealous 
anxiety” the audience felt, and the speech reinforced. President Obama was 
offering his characteristic vision of hope through his politically implicit. He 
used America’s history to show his audience that the Trump era will pass.
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The speech creates a coherent narrative that Americans are different, and 
some have had it worse than others, yet we are all still the same. Obama takes 
the story of every demographic and molds it into the grand American story. 
Obama remarks on our nation’s call to citizenship, “It’s what led patriots 
to choose republic over tyranny, pioneers to trek west, slaves to brave that 
makeshift railroad to freedom. It’s what pulled immigrants and refugees across 
oceans and the Rio Grande. It’s what pushed women to reach for the ballot. 
It’s what powered workers to organize. It’s why GIs gave their lives at Omaha 
Beach and Iwo Jima, Iraq and Afghanistan. And why men and women from 
Selma to Stonewall were prepared to give theirs, as well” (“President Obama’s 
Farewell Address”). This fragment shows a strong understanding and delivery 
of the public memory of America. In five sentences, Obama can touch on 
almost every dominant and marginalized history in America. Obama presents 
them as all representing what it was to be American, what it is to be American, 
what will be required to be American (Palczewski 133). Obama is attempting 
to comfort Americans by acknowledging their agency. He reassures that future 
political shifts will not erase what they built, and the will to continue will not 
cease.

Public memory differs from personal memory in the way it asks the 
audience to interpret the world. After showing how communities are different 
yet distinctly American, Obama reminds the audience that each of them are 
individuals with a history (Palczewski 131). He evokes the character Atticus 
Finch of To Kill a Mockingbird, reminding the audience that we can all 
grow from walking in someone else’s shoes (“President Obama’s Farewell 
Address”). The use of public and personal memory during Obama’s farewell 
address creates a coherent narrative. The President is communicating that 
while political shifts are coming, we need to be willing to understand those 
whose politics differ from us to forge a better path forward. 

Obama’s rhetoric in his farewell address uses a value system that is 
consonant with its narrative and ideological argument. He weaves the 
ideological argument and narrative together in multiple instances. He elicits 
the value of equality when describing the notion of a post-racial America; and 
how the intention was good yet not realistic at this point (“President Obama’s 
Farewell Address”). This supports the ideological argument of the distance 
in understanding between Americans. The notion was predominant in the 
dominant demographic, but not due to any ill will towards the marginalized, 
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which supports the narrative of Obama’s speech. The racial issue has moved 
from a majority of ill intent to a minority of ill intent; we are moving forward 
towards better citizenry. 

To keep moving forward, Obama elicits the value of self-determination 
and struggle. He speaks the struggle of middle-class white Americans, and 
how it is very different from the struggle of black Americans. Nevertheless, 
we are united in our will to transcend that struggle and forge our path towards 
something better. He speaks to the struggle of the Irish, Italians, and Polish; 
that stereotypes were also used against them. Defiant, they fought the narrative 
and embraced the nation’s creed nonetheless (“President Obama’s Farewell 
Address”). The ideological argument of fracture, and how unity is still in 
grasp, is supported. The narrative of America as being different, yet the same 
is distinctly displayed. President Obama is exceptional in his ability to make 
this argument. He publicly acknowledges his struggle with both black and 
white communities in his not living up to the “essence” of his genetic halves.

The value of truth is declared; its relationship to democracy, and its 
importance to our history and fate. Obama creates authority on his promotion 
of truth as he says he will publicly support a healthcare system that covers 
more people at less cost than his. He suggests that all Americans adopt this 
ethos (way of being). Obama suggests, “In the course of a healthy debate, 
we prioritize different goals, and the different means of reaching them. But 
without some common baseline of facts, without a willingness to admit new 
information, and concede that your opponent might be making a fair point, 
and that science and reason matter — then we’re going to keep talking past 
each other, and we’ll make common ground and compromise impossible” 
(“President Obama’s Farewell Address”). The fragment displays that there is 
a way to truth and acknowledges we still face hurdles, and not overcoming 
the hurdles produces bad outcomes. He is once again relating to the “jealous 
anxiety” of his audience in regards to the recent election. That truth will be 
needed to stay the course, which supports the ideological argument, and 
narratively supports the idea that we can bridge our differences with an 
underlying framework. 

President Obama endorses a common framework of values: equality, self-
determination, and the pursuit of truth. These values were consonant with his 
ideological argument and the coherent narrative in support of it. Rowland and 
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Jones’s analysis of Reagan’s rhetoric argues, “Reagan’s skillful use of ultimate 
definition, especially his recasting of the American Dream as a narrative of 
heroic individualism, helps explain how he was able to win two lopsided 
elections and leave office with a 63 percent approval rating, even though 
much of his core domestic program was quite unpopular” (654). It is foolish 
to assume that Obama’s last speech is the only one that delivers an ultimate 
definition. The perfunctory (effortless) delivery of the speech implies it was 
a well-practiced tool in Obama’s rhetorical toolkit. This explains part of his 
meteoric rise to the highest level of American politics in a historical timeframe.

The scholarship of ultimate definition in political rhetoric is valuable, 
as those who wield it with effect can connect with their audience in ways 
that allow a sense of pride and reverence of the presidency. The president 
is supposed to transcend partisanship in a way that other offices cannot; it is 
supposed to hold together and guide the state towards a more perfect union. It 
shows what the office was, what it ought to be, and what it can be. 
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Ervin Yahr III  

Under the Grip of Gender and Class: 

Limiters for Women in Early 20th Century American

Literature

American Literature from the early 20th century utilized formal 
experimentation and a challenge to standing institutions to take a look at the 
world as it is and critique the unfair treatment of women, women of color, 
and the lower classes. By looking at Edith Wharton’s The House of Mirth and 
Nella Larson’s Quicksand, one can see the impact of the patriarchal societal 
structure. Not only does gender play a role on Lily and Helga’s stories, but their 
class changes how they are able to live and interact in the world; however, class 
must be considered differently for each novel since each explore a different 
idea of class. Lily Bart’s story focuses more on the concept of new money 
and straddling both the lower and upper classes, while Helga Crane’s story 
takes into account her race and how it shapes her life as an intelligent woman. 
Both gender and class largely shape the women’s lives and disenfranchises 
them in a way that upper class white men never experience. The House of 
Mirth and Quicksand both explore gender and its inextricable connection to 
class and human value in society; Lily Bart faces difficulty when dealing with 
her financial status and questioning the binary between the lower and upper 
classes, while Helga Crane challenges her social status as she emulates the 
Great Migration during the Harlem Renascence.

Both The House of Mirth and Quicksand experiment with form and utilize 
a third person narrator who delves into particular focalizers throughout the 
story. Lily Bart does not stand alone as the focalizer for The House of Mirth, 
while Helga Crane holds the focus for the entirety of the novel. Both of these 
formal choices offer insight to the reader as to how they should interpret the 
protagonist and the world that they exist in. Looking at Lily Bart, a majority of 
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her description comes from outside sources. The opening scenes of the book 
are a great example of this. Wharton writes in Selden’s perspective for the first 
bit of characterization for Lily. She writes:

He had a confused sense that she must have cost a great 
deal to make, that a great many dull and ugly people 
must… have been sacrificed to produce her. He was 
aware that the qualities distinguishing her from the herd 
of her sex were chiefly external: as though a fine glaze 
of beauty and fastidiousness had been applied to vulgar 
clay. … was it not possible that the material was fine, but 
that circumstance had fashioned it into a futile shape? 
(Wharton 3)

Selden objectifies Lily to the point that he shifts from thinking of her 
as ‘her’ to ‘it’. Losing all gendered pronouns and considering her as a piece 
of pottery. There is also the implication that she is agreeable like a man, but 
it is unfortunate that she has taken on the disagreeable shape of a woman. 
This passage shows that the patriarchy has a strong grip over the women 
of the world – even ones as independent and strong as Lily Bart. There is 
further exploration of other perspectives though the novel, but Selden’s in the 
beginning sets the tone and lets the reader understand more about the world 
than Lily herself.

Quicksand, on the other hand, focuses entirely on Helga Crane’s 
perspective and blurs the line between the objective and subjective. Helga is 
the focalizer throughout the novel, but her perspective is so objective that one 
could assume that it is not her thoughts, but the narrator’s. This blending of 
narrator and focalizer due to objective description appears in the opening of the 
novel like it did in The House of Mirth. Larson leads with a vivid description of 
the room Helga sits in, but the objective perspective is the most obvious when 
she writes, “An observer would have thought her well fitted to that framing of 
light and shade. … she was – to use a hackneyed word – attractive” (Larsen 
1-2). The description of Helga may seem as though it came from a third party, 
but the novel is written in such a way that one could understand this to be 
Helga’s pragmatic description of herself. Very matter of fact, very concise and 
honest. Helga, as a woman of color in the early part of the twentieth century 
must remain pragmatic and be held to a higher standard so she might remain 
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in favor with others in the majority who are not held to the same standard as 
her. Society has shaped her character and the way she must interpret the world 
rather than giving her the opportunity to develop her own identity.

Lily Bart stands against more than just the patriarchy when working as a 
part of society in The House of Mirth and as a figure who must straddle both 
the upper and lower classes of society, she has a greater understanding of how 
the class system works. In this novel, class is determined by one’s wealth and 
standing after considering gender. Curtis Dahl explores how Lily feels within 
her situation in his essay, “Edith Wharton’s ‘The House of Mirth’: Sermon 
on a Text.” He writes, “Lily feels herself a mere cog or screw in a machine; 
brought up to be merely ornamental, she cannot be anything else; luxury is 
the only climate in which she can breathe; she is a victim manacled to her 
fate; she has inherited tendencies that inevitably have made her what she is” 
(Dahl 575). Since she started in the upper class, her status as a woman would 
not have worked against her as much as it did when she falls to the lower 
classes. Though she may remain beneath the men in the upper class, she stands 
above the lower classes due to her fortune and status. This changes, however, 
when she loses this wealth. Dahl points out that she becomes, “an organism as 
helpless out of its narrow range as the sea-anemone torn from its rock” (Dahl 
575). Upended from the upper class that her mother trained her to need, Lily 
must face the reality of the lower class and what her life has become due to 
losing her money. By moving down in society due to her financial status, Lily 
is able to see that the class system is just another limiter created by people 
in power. Lily plays along in the institutions of gender and class, but she is 
painfully aware of their impact of people with less mobility within society.

Diana Trilling discusses Lily’s unconventional life as she floats from 
social group to social group and changes her class with her financial status. 
She writes, “Although it is in her departures from convention that Lily reveals 
her natural superiority to her social group, she lacks the money and family 
backing to support her divergence, and she also lacks the harsh consistency 
without which rebellion is exposed as weakness” (Trilling 118). Trilling 
implies that the changes in social status that Lily makes could be interpreted as 
her standing above the group, but they could also be seen as a social weakness 
since she cannot hold her own. This show that the status of a woman in this 
class structure come into question far more than that of a man because this 
level of mobility would not be thought of as a weakness and a negative aspect 
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when applied to a woman. A double standard exists in which a woman’s 
mobility could be perceived as both condescending treatment of one’s social 
class while also being a representation of weakness within the community.

Helga Crane must face her identity and consider her race when existing 
in the world of Quicksand. The fact that she is a woman of color makes her 
identity very difficult, and beyond that, she is of mixed race and must come 
to terms with what that means for her in the world. George Hutchinson’s 
article “Quicksand and the Racial Labyrinth” articulates the difficulty that she 
feels and the need to try and navigate the ‘racial labyrinth’ of the Harlem 
Renascence. He writes, “Helga Crane of Quicksand accepts a public identity 
as ‘black’ while maintaining a private a publicly disallowed mixed-race 
subjectivity… in response to African American modes of racial incorporation 
and boundary-construction [along with] politically inescapable responses to 
white dominance that demand a division mirroring that which blighted her life” 
(Hutchinson 544). He then goes on to note that, “biracial subjectivity is central 
to Quicksand” (Hutchinson 544). The blending between a subjective and 
objective voice in the book shows the difficulties that Helga faces as a woman 
who must straddle her identity between a public consciousness and a private 
consciousness. Looking at W.E.B. du Bois’ concept of Double Consciousness, 
one can see that Helga fails to maintain a double consciousness within 
society. She cannot divorce her subjective biracial self from her objective 
black self. Unable to fit well in a racial group, her status within society and 
the class system created by race falls into question throughout the story. Her 
dissatisfaction with moving around and her life up until the end of the novel 
reveals the disenfranchisement for biracial women in the time of the novel and 
how identity, both personal and private plays a role in it.

As early as the opening description of Helga the combination of light and 
dark of her room represents her as a mixed-race woman. Hutchinson notes 
that:

In the opening scene of the novel Larsen stress the play of 
light and shade in Helga’s room at Naxos and connects this 
interpenetration of ‘white’ and ‘black’ with Helga herself… 
but Helga is not well-fitted, of course, to the institution; and 
one of the chief reasons for this is her biracial background, 
which complicates her relationship to everyone else at 
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the school. Helga’s sense of mulatto identity, which is an 
element of her feeling of ‘outsiderhood,’ is one reason for 
her ability to critique the black bourgeois community of 
Naxos, including its peculiar mixture of racial shame and 
racial pride. (Hutchinson 549)

Naxos represents the turmoil both within and outside of the black 
community and how race plays a strong part in how a community can operate. 
Helga leaves Naxos and begins her journey in an attempt to escape this limiting 
feeling of outsiderhood, but due to the pervasive nature of racial bias and the 
idea of a binary between black and white. Helga straddles these two and must 
exist within both.

The conclusions of each novel offer examples of how each character 
deals with the interplay between gender and class and the struggles that come 
from it. Throughout each story, the main characters have been dealing with 
the class system that works against them differently. While Lily attempts to 
control her own situation by playing within the system, Helga attempts to run 
away and create her own space. This results in two very different endings for 
each character. Lily dies in her novel as a final escape from the torment of the 
class system. When she receives her inheritance, she immediately pays off her 
debts and becomes poor once again. She plays within the system, seeming to 
accept her fate and remain in a lower station in life; however, her final action 
is a rejection of the system because she dies and is free of the class bounds at 
last. Whether or not this ambiguous death is intentional does not affect the fact 
that she escaped the power of the financial class system. This escape is then 
put into question once more when Selden comes and sees her dead body. The 
final lines of the novel read, “He knelt by the bed and bent over her, draining 
their last moment but its lees; and in the silence there passed between them 
the word which made all clear” (Wharton 268). Selden remains in a position 
of power even after death. He takes advantage of her state and creates a story 
of his own as he goes through her possessions and the final cheques she wrote. 
Selden, as throughout the rest of the novel, does not seem to have malintent 
when doing so, but he remains as he was and can look upon her vulnerability 
without questions. This reverses any work done by Lily to be removed from 
the class system and reels her back into place due to gender roles and the 
power of the patriarchy.
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In the end of Quicksand, Helga assumes that she has escaped her 
dissatisfaction in life after marrying and having children. It isn’t until her fifth 
child that she realizes she is trapped. Before, she had some autonomy in her 
ability to pick up and leave and attempt to find a new space in which she can 
be welcome. Now, she is more trapped by her marriage and family than she 
had been when she was alone. Her independence she carved out as a woman 
of color has been totally lost. In the end she considers what she is feeling, 
thinking, “…she had to admit that it wasn’t new, this feeling of dissatisfaction, 
of asphyxiation. Something like it she had experienced before” (Larsen 124). 
This inkling of discomfort grows in a short period of thought until she realizes 
that this discomfort is not something that she can escape as she did in the past. 
Shortly after she realizes, “How, then, was she to escape from the oppression, 
the degradation, that her life had become? It was so difficult. It was terribly 
difficult. It was almost hopeless” (Larsen 125). In the past, she could leave 
when she had become dissatisfied and felt out of place. In this moment, she 
cannot leave due to her family. Her husband and family have become her 
captors and she is guaranteed to never be able to find a place in society in 
which she feels comfortable. Her gender has limited her ability to find her 
place in the class system created by racial division. Again, the patriarchy and 
ideas of women’s roles in the world limit a woman’s ability to deal with the 
class system.

The House of Mirth and Quicksand offer completely different ideas of 
what class is and how it can be applied to an individual woman; however, both 
novels understand that gender and class are inextricable from one another. 
The assumptions and structures from one have bearing on the other, and this 
largely ends up affecting women the most. Lily Bart seemed as though she 
had escaped the confines of this system, but even in death men can control a 
woman and where she remains in the world. Helga Crane thought she could 
find her place in society with a family, but she learned that she gave up what 
little autonomy to find her place in the world after she married. Neither book 
offering a positive outlook, both show that the disenfranchisement of woman 
can come from many directions – all of which have interplay and can create a 
domino effect.
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The Seed Took Root

Francis C. Lehner, Ph.D. (1921-2001)
In October 1938, Rev. E. A. Fitzgerald, then Dean of Studies at Loras, 

prepared the soil for a national Catholic academic honor society when 
he sent a questionnaire on the issue to one hundred and twenty Catholic 
colleges and universities. Encouraged by the strongly favorable response 
to his poll, Father Fitzgerald was ready to plant the seed; in April 1939, in 
an address to the National Catholic Education Association, he reported the 
results of his probe and talked up the idea of an honor society. The seed took 
root quickly. A Committee of Founders, consisting of thirty-two prominent 
educators, was formed, and Father Fitzgerald, elected chairman, appointed 
three committees: one on constitution, one on name and motto, and one on 
insignia. In March 1940, a constitutional convention convened in Kansas 
City. There a provisional one-year constitution was adopted, to be followed 
by a permanent one, and chapters were granted to 32 schools that had 
previously applied for membership. Delta Epsilon Sigma had blossomed into 
being. In recognition of Father Fitzgerald’s generative efforts, Loras College 
was designated Alpha Chapter.

In the half century since that time, Alpha Chapter has been a vital unit in the 
society. Over the years several Loras educators have filled national offices. Rev. 
E. A. Fitzgerald, Rev. F. J. Houlahan, Rev. Norbert C. Barrett, Rev. Clarence W. 
Friedman, Rev. Robert L. Ferring and Rev. Neil W. Tobin all served as National 
Secretary-Treasurer. Father Friedman, after he had left Loras to take a position 
with the NCEA, served as a member of the Executive Committee. After he had 
left Loras to become pastor of Sacred Heart parish in Dubuque, Rev. Neil Tobin 
was elected National Vice President in 1982 and President in 1984. From 1963 
to 1978 Dr. Frank Lehner edited the DES Bulletin. Dr. Donna Bauerly was a 
member of the Executive Committee from 1995 to 2000.

On the local level, the record is equally impressive. There can be no doubt 
that over the years members of Alpha Chapter have contributed considerable 
intellectual and cultural leaven to life at Loras. More specifically, one can 
point to the annual DES seminars and to the tutoring service provided by 
the chapter for students needing academic assistance. In 1985, under the 
leadership of moderator Dr. Donna Bauerly, the chapter preceded (one 
would like to say anticipated) the national officers by some five years when it 
launched a college-wide writing competition in four areas—fiction, scholarly 
essay, creative nonfiction, and poetry. Each year winners’ works are printed
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in a journal. During the past academic year, Loras College authors again 
won or placed in multiple genres in the National Undergraduate Writing 
Competition: Alex Kruse (First Place, Critical/Analytical Essay) and 
Madison Tolley (Second Place, Poetry). Jacob Jansen was awarded a DES 
Fellowship for Graduate Study, and Samuel Maartin was awarded a DES 
Scholarship for Undergraduate Study. Father Fitzgerald’s idea of an honor 
society to foster intellectual and academic achievement is alive and well at 
Loras College.

In a composition class many years ago, during a digression on, as I recall, 
overemphasis on high school sports, a student remarked on the great thrill 
of winning an important football or basketball game. I asked if it had ever 
occurred to him that other people might get a similar thrill of achievement 
from composing a sonnet or writing a short story. He just looked at me. But 
the entrants in this year’s writing competition, and especially the winners 
whose work appears in this publication, surely know whereof I speak. Samuel 
Johnson was wrong when he said, in what must have been a cynical moment, 
that only a blockhead ever wrote for anything but money. For writers, seeing 
one’s work in print ranks high among the pleasures of life.

(The Limestone Review includes Dr. Lehner’s ever-timely article as a 
tribute to this dedicated DES member who was Editor of the Society’s Journal 
for 15 years. Each year’s update of winners is boldfaced within the article.)



228 / LIMESTONE REVIEW

LORAS COLLEGE ALPHA CHAPTER
WINNERS OF THE UNDERGRADUATE DELTA EPSILON 

SIGMA NATIONAL WRITING CONTEST

Year       Contestant      Entry                             Category
1990          Sheri Anger           “A Twist of Fate: ‘Out, Out!’ AND  
                                                 “The Return of Morgan and Fingal”
                                                 (Honorable Mention)                                      Inf. Prose
1992           Emily Meixner     “Remembering Childhood”                                 Poetry
1993           (no entries this year)
1994           Anne Finnerty      “Without You”  
                                                 “At the Kitchen Table”                                         Poetry
                  Matthew Russell   “Learning to Pray”                                               Nonfiction
1995          Mark Evans           “The Last Few Vanishing Inches 
                                                   Between Us”                                      Poetry
           John Ham III                  “Age”                                      Fiction
1996   Jaci Dunne                      “Lessons”; “My Vietnam”; 
                                                   “This Is Supposed to Be”                                  Poetry 
           Lina Vitkauskas             “Self-Preservation”                                      Fiction
           Lisa Higg                        “When an Angel Smiles” Nonfiction
1997   Lisa Higgs                       “The Ninth Month”                                      Poetry
           Robert Kelly                   “The Transfiguration of our Savior”                Fiction
1998   Amy Fabricius                “Where Are You Going?”;
                                                   “Where Water Slowly Carves”; 

                                                            “Divorce”                                      Poetry
           Melanie Mausser            “Downtown” (2nd place)                                  Fiction
           Tricia Behnke                 “Your Father Looked Hot In Roller Skates”    Nonfiction
1999   Lora Krogman                “My Juliet”                                                        Poetry
           Catherine Wegman         “Dorothy’s Lake District”                                Nonfiction
           Melanie Mausser            “Unborn Sleep”                                      Fiction
2000   Kristyn Kuennen            “The life you create on the front lawn” 

                                                            “Office Visit”                                      Poetry
           Melanie Mausser            “Reveille”                                      Fiction
           Elizabeth Loebach          “Broken America” (Hon. Men.)                       Nonfiction
2001   Katherine Levanthal       “Saturday”                                                        Nonfiction
           Cressant Swarts              “Grass Fires”                                      Poetry
           Melanie Mausser            “The Crate” (Hon. Men.)                                  Fiction
2002   Erich Haught                  “Pressures”                                      Fiction
           Celia Venhuizen             “Mute”                                      Poetry
           Lacianne Schmidt          “Climbing Out” (Hon. Men.)                            Nonfiction
2003   Rosette Golpashin          “The Night of the Falling Stars”                       Nonfiction
           Ryan Lubben                  “The Janitor” (2nd place)                                  Fiction
           Peggy Lucas                   “America’s Bleeding Pilgrim”; 

                                                            “In the Land of Blue and Red; 
                                                           Doors” (2nd place)                                     Poetry
2004   Ryan Lubben                  “Movieland” (2nd place)                                   Fiction
           Emily Griskavich           “Matthew in the Kitchen” 
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                                                           “Joseph” (Honorable Mention)                          Poetry
2005   Jody Iler                         “The Gray Ghost”                                     Fiction

           Alison Brogan               “In the Windwo at Northshore  
                                                                    Country Club”                                      Poetry

           Amber Gille                   “For Our Memories’ Sake” (Hon. Men.)          Nonfiction
2006   Quentin Smith               “Snake Skin”                                     Fiction

           Barbara Simon              “To My Birthday”; “February”
                                                  “Indian Summer” (2nd place)                             Poetry

2007   Jessica Urgo                  “The Silver Band” (2nd place)                              Fiction
           Barbara Simon               “A Moment” (2nd place)                                    Poetry
           Michael Danaher           “Yorick’s Illusion” (Hon. Men.)                         Nonfiction    

       2008   Jody Iler                          “elegy” (Hon. Men.)                                     Poetry
         Michael Danahe             “Kebobs” (Hon. Men.)                                     Nonfiction 

       2009   Alison Balaskovits         “Tomato Picking”                                     Poetry 
       2010   Leah Corkery                  “I Was Kneeling” (2nd place)                             Poetry 
       2011   Brigette Yanes                “Shards” (Honorable Mention)                           Poetry

         Sanjit Pradhananga        “Birth of a Naturalist” (2nd place)                     Nonfiction 
       2012   Lauren Milam                 “Till Then, My Jimmy, Goodbye”                     Nonfiction

         Michaela Gray                “By An Abandoned Train Track” (2nd place)   Poetry 
       2013   McKenzie Frey               “Your Name-After Marina  
                                                                  Tsvetaeva” (2nd place)                                Poetry

         Anders Carlson               “Oranges” (Hon. Men)                                     Fiction 
       2014   Vincent Willauer            “To the Cute Girl Sitting Across from  
                                                                 Me in the Psychiatry Waiting  
                                                                 Room” (2nd place)                                    Poetry

         Tira Hepker                    “Mending Broken Wings” (Hon. Mention)       Fiction 
       2105   Molly Cain                      “Hybridity: The Recognition of Revision”  Scholarly Essay 
                  McKenzie Frey               “A Dark Moth on a White Ceiling”                   Poetry

         Hallie Hayes                   “The Golden Days”                                     Nonfiction 
       2016   Mary Agnoli                   “An Exploration of Wakefield’s Exterior

                                                         Reflecting his Inner Self”                         Scholarly Essay
         Hallie Hayes                   “Thou Dost Breathe”                                    Poetry
         Noelle Henneman           “Searching for Orion”                                    Nonfiction 

                  Logan Miller                   “Drifting” (Honorable Mention)                       Fiction 
       2017   Theresa Collins               “When You Were There”                                   Poetry

         Noelle Henneman           “Hold My Hand” (2nd place)                             Fiction
         Clarice Kies                    “Country Coyotes (Honorable Mention)           Nonfiction
         Rachel Kilburg                “The People’s Politician” (2nd place)         Scholarly Essay  

       2018   Cassandra Busch            “Meadowridge” (2nd Place)                               Fiction
        Cassandra Busch               “Feminism in the Margins”                       Scholarly Essay
         Anna Girgenti                “North America Abstracted”                             Poetry
         Maria Teets                     “Psalm 22”                                    Nonfiction

2019   Anna Girgenti                “American Family Portrait (tie, 1st place)          Poetry
           Caroline Breitbach        “Drop-Offs”                                    Fiction
           Brennan Pivnicka          “On Not Shooting a Coyote” (Hon. Men.)       Nonfiction
           Maria Teets                   “Intertextual/Feminist Approach
                                                     to Eavan Boland’s The Pomegranate”
                                                     (Hon. Men.)                                   Scholarly Essay
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LORAS COLLEGE ALPHA CHAPTER WINNERS OF THE 
UNDERGRADUATE DELTA EPSILON SIGMA NATIONAL 

SCHOLARSHIPS AND FELLOWSHIPS 
       Fellowship/ Scholarship
       Year                        Winner  
           1990                                 Mary Pommerich                                     Fellowship
           1992                                 Matthew Guzzo                                      Fellowship
           1993                                 Susan Liddiard                                     Scholarship
           1994                                 Kyle Murray                                      Scholarship
           1995                                 Kristin Duppong                                      Fellowship
           1996                                 Rosalyn Juergens                                      Fellowship
           1997                                 Jennifer Peters                                      Fellowship
           1998                                 Michelle Ruggaber                                      Fellowship
           1999                                 Jennifer Gerlach                                      Fellowship
           2000                                 Scott LeGrand                                      Fellowship
                                                    Elizabeth Rogers                                      Scholarship
           2001                                 Celia Venhuizen                                      Fellowship
           2002                                 Maria Alarcon                                      Scholarship
           2003                                 Laura Becker                                      Fellowship
                                                    Tim Cundiff                                      Scholarship
           2004                                 Rachel Rickertsen                                     Fellowship 
                                                    Nathan Bahr                                     Scholarship 
           2005                                 Kathleen Volk                                     Fellowship
                                                    Stephanie Theisen                                     Scholarship
           2006                                 Stephanie Theisen                                     Fellowship
                                                    Megan Campana                                     Scholarship 
           2007                                 Thomas McNamara                                     Fellowship
                                                    Elizabeth Elsbernd                                     Scholarship
           2008                                 Brian Tlach                                     Fellowship
                                                    Maria J. Gonzalez                                     Scholarship
           2009                                 Maria J. Gonzalez                                      Fellowship 
                                                    Kelli Theisen                                     Scholarship
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           2010                                 Kelli Theisen                                     Fellowship
                                                    Priyanka Parajuli                                     Scholarship
           2011                                 Tyler Willman                                     Fellowship
                                                    Andrea Tobon-Acosta                                     Scholarship
           2012                                 (no applications)
           2013                                 Brittany Seyller                                     Fellowship
                                                    Erin Brannick                                     Scholarship
           2014                                 Emily Nelson                                     Scholarship
           2015                                 Micaela Mertens                                     Fellowship
                                                    Kaitlin Phillips                                     Scholarship
           2016                                 Helen (Hannah) Temeyer                                  Fellowship
                                                    Jenna Walleser                                     Scholarship
           2017                                 Alexis Hanson                                     Fellowship
           2018                                 Karsen Hise                                     Scholarship
                                                    Colin O’Bryan                                     Fellowship 
           2019                                 Krystyna Kaminski                                     Scholarship
                                                    Karsen Hise                                     Fellowship 
           2020                                 Samuel Martin                                     Scholarship
                                                    Jacob Jansen                                     Fellowship 
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DELTA EPSILON SIGMA NATIONAL STUDENT AWARD 
       (3.9/4.0 GPA and evidence of scholarly research. In the year 1998, the Executive Board  
       decided to award only one per institution.)

       Year                        Winner 
         1993                                Susan Brehm; Barbara Friedman; Emily Meixner; Kelly 

Stephen
         1994                                Susan Liddiard; Charles Longo
         1995                                Regina Doering; Kristin Duppong; Doug Fischels; Patrick 

Green; 
                                                            Beth Hill; Karla Manternach; Kyle Murray

         1996                                Rosalyn Juergens; Matthew Roeckers
         1997                                Lisa Gerlach; Jennifer Peters; Laura Rusch 
         1998                                Carissa McDonald
         1999                                Jennifer Gerlach 
         2000                                Teresa Duppong
         2001                                Elizabeth Rogers
         2002                                Karen Kuhle
         2003                                Sara Wieland
         2004                                Rachel Rickertsen
         2005                                Kathleen Volk
         2006                                Kathleen Glady
         2007                                Abby Erion
         2008                                Elizabeth Elsbernd
         2010                                Kelli Theisen
         2012                                Tyler Willman
         2018                                Alexis Hanson

       Chapter Medal
         2006                                Dr. Donna Bauerly 

       Distinguished Service Award
         2007                                Sr. Marlene Pinzka 

      English Program Awards

       LEHNER AWARD
              The Lehner Award for future secondary English teachers is funded by  
               an anonymous Loras English alum in honor of the late Professor 
Emeritus  
               Frank Lehner, Ph.D., who taught at Loras College from 1955-1986.  
               The recipients of this award have been: 

           2004:                                Kyle Klapatauskas and Jenna Crew Beyer
           2005:                                Maura Prunty and Amanda Vanni
           2006:                                Sarah Lauer and Mariah Powers
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           2007:                                Valerie Flynn and Alissa Kocer
           2008:                                Laura Lehmann
           2009:                                Kari Gossling
           2010:                                Sarah Cunningham
           2011:                                Jacob Krapfl
           2012:                                Alex McCarthy and Katelyn Valenti
           2013:                                Charlene Becicka
           2014:                                Molly Cain
           2015:                                Anna Speltz and Nora Zerante
           2016:                                Emma Horst and Katie Huguelet
           2017:                                Samantha Callender and Katelyn Franzen
           2018:                                Kelly Minear
           2019:                               Hannah Dirks and Elizabeth Venezio 
           2020:                               Erin Cain, Emma Deutsch, & Kayla McKendry

BAUERLY-ROSELIEP SCHOLARSHIP
        The Bauerly-Roseliep Scholarship was initiated by Professor Emeritus  
        Dr. Donna Bauerly in recognition of the late Fr. Raymond Roseliep.   
        Dr. Bauerly taught at Loras College from 1971-2007, and Fr. Roseliep  
        from 1946-1966.  The award is given to a graduating Loras English  
        major who has excelled both as a literary critic and as a creative writer.   
        The recipients of this award have been:

 
           2009:                               Sanjit Pradhananga
           2010:                               Edward Helmold
           2011:                               Sarah Riesberg
           2012:                               Maureen Minor
           2013:                               Logan Benson
           2014:                               Monica Shaffer
           2015:                               Mary Agnoli
           2016:                               Samantha-Anne Schmidt
           2017:                               Jacob Butlett
           2018:                               Maria Teets
           2019:                               Sarah Mueller & Meghan Peterman
           2020:                               Caroline Breitbach & Laura Iunghuhn 

JOHN & MARY TIGGES AWARD
Offered for the first time in 2017, the John and Mary Tigges Award honors a graduating  

         English major who is an accomplished writer.  John Tigges was a Dubuque author and  
         Loras graduate (’54) who published nearly 40 books, including some under pen names.

2017: Maria McGreal
2018: Anna Girgenti
2019: Madison Tolley
2020: Molly MacDuff
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CONTRIBUTORS
Arizmendi, Yajaira  (‘21) Waukegan, IL Kinesiology
Biedrzycki, Seth E. (’20) Willowbrook, IL English: Creative Writing 
     & Marketing
Breitbach, Caroline (’20)  Peoria, IL  English: Creative Writing
     Media Studies
Charland, Daniel (’20) Dubuque, IA English: Creative Writing
     & English: Literature
Coble, Kaylee (‘20)  Dubuque, IA Public Relations
Colwell, Ben (’20)  Aurora, IL  English: Creative Writing  
     & English: Literature
Disparte, Alexis (’20)  Park Ridge, IL Public Relations
Durov, Quintin (’20) Shorewood, IL Psychology
Embers, Alyse (’24)  Burlington, KS English: Creative Writing
     & Computer Science 
Halbmaier, Connor (’20) Cedar Falls, IA English: Creative Writing
     & English: Literature
Hamm, Amber C. (’20) Dubuque, IA English: Creative Writing 
Heelein, Jake (’22)  Johnsburg, IL English: Creative Writing
     & Media Studies
Iunghuhn, Laura (’20) Brookston, IN English: Creative Writing
     & English: Literatur
Landerholm, Sarah (’21) Rockton, IL English: Creative Writing
     & English: Literature
MacDuff, Molly A. (’20) Fox River Grove, IL  English: Creative Writing
     English: Literature
Moeller, Seth (’21)   Fulton, IL  Business & Marketing
Mulcrone, John (’22) Chicago, IL English: Literature
     & Public Relations
Peterson, Audrey (’20) Winnetka, IL English: Creative Writing
Riney, Nate (’20)  Moline, IL Kinesiology
Roeder, Kerry (’22)  Dyersville, IA English: Literature
     & Secondary Education
Schultz, Hailey (’21) Dubuque, IA History & Sociology
Scott, Shamari (’20)  Iowa City, IA English: Creative Writing &  
     Secondary Education
Shealer, Mikailah (’21) Dubuque, IA English: Creative Writing
     & Biological Research
Shealer, Ryan A. (’18) Dubuque, IA Electro-Mechnical 
     Engineering
Werner, Isabelle (’22) Dysart,  IA  Social Work & Religious
     Studies
Whan, Heather (’21) Aledo, IL  English: Literature
     & Secondary Education
Wheaton, Eric J. (’20) Dubuque, IA Politics
Wickersham, Avery (’22) Bloomfield, CO English: Creative Writing
Yahr, Ervin III (’19)  Decorah, IA English Literature & Politics






